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    ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE 
 
    Truckers have an unwritten rule when it comes to hitchhikers: only girls get a ride. And as Frankie learns early on in his trucking career, that ride doesn’t come without a little bit of what truckers like to call, “compensation”. 
 
    When Frankie finds himself stranded in middle of nowhere, he remembers that unwritten rule: only girls get a ride. Luckily, there’s an old abandoned house nearby with a closet full of women’s clothing, just off a busy trucking route.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    “Only girls get a ride,” Eric said to me as we drove past a male hitchhiker out in the middle of nowhere. It was a trucking route, and that was the unwritten law of the road: only girls get a ride. The poor bastard didn’t have a chance. It would take him days to walk the fifty miles to the nearest town. “Not our problem,” Eric said. 
 
    “Why just girls?” I asked. It was my first week on the job. Eric was assigned to train me, not that there was much to learn. I already knew how to drive a truck. I think the training week was more of a liability thing—or maybe it was to make sure I was mentally stable.  
 
    “First off, men can be dangerous. We’ve had trucks stolen before. Women don’t steal trucks,” Eric said, scratching his beard. “Second off, girls return the favour. Men don’t. It’s all about the compensation.” It took me a moment to realize what he was saying when he said ‘compensation’. Did he really mean sexual compensation? Turns out, he did, as I learned later that night. 
 
    It was around midnight when we rolled into the small town of Ludwig, Nevada. We stopped in at the local trucker bar for a drink before crashing for the night. There was a pretty, young lady there, and she came and sat down next to us. “Where y’all headed?” she asked. 
 
    “Los Angeles and then up to Seattle,” Eric said to the woman without looking at her. 
 
    “Any way I can get a ride to LA?” she asked. 
 
    Eric looked at me. “I think that’s up to Frankie here,” he said.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and my body became tense. What was he expecting me to do? Straight up tell her to put out? Or was there some sort of secret trucker code I was supposed to adhere to? Was there more to the unwritten trucker rulebook that Eric hadn’t run me through yet? “Um, sure, I guess,” I said.  
 
    Eric looked at the woman and then he looked at me. He laughed and shook his head. “It’s the red truck with the big arrow on the side,” he said to the girl. 
 
    “Right on. I’ll see you out there,” she said, and then she left.  
 
    That tension was still in my body. Had I fucked it up? Had I given away a free ride without any of what Eric liked to call, ‘compensation’? I wanted to ask, but it was too embarrassing. I didn’t want him to think I was some desperate loser, just looking to get laid. And I really didn’t want any lady to think that I thought of them like a prostitute. “What are you waiting for, boy?” Eric asked, looking at me through narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Huh?” I said, my head still spinning with anxiety.  
 
    “Get out there,” he said. And then, after a moment of hesitation, I left the bar and went out to the truck, where my pretty, little lady awaited. “Took you long enough,” she said with a laugh. It took me a moment to overcome the lump in my throat and respond. “Sorry about that,” I said. 
 
    She was waiting by the trailer’s side door. Apparently, she knew about the sleeper cab that was at the far back of the trailer, where truckers caught a few hours of shuteye on those long stretches of highway between nowhere and nowhere. The bed wasn’t much, but it was fine for sleeping, and fine for fucking, too. Hell, I bet you it gets used more for fucking than sleeping, seeing as most trucking companies will gladly pay the motel bill. 
 
    When I opened the trailer door, she went straight to the sleeper cab and started to undress. “My name’s Mandy, by the way,” she said as she pulled her shirt over her head, letting her big, soft tits fall out. “Something wrong?” she asked. I was still in total shock at just how easy it was to get laid on the road. As I would discover over the next year, it was next to impossible to go more than a few days without having pussy thrown your way. There were half a dozen Mandys in every town, every bar, eagerly waiting to offer their bodies in exchange for a ride. “You new?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said. 
 
    She walked over to me and reached her arms around my neck, resting her forearms on my shoulders. She smelled real nice. “I ain’t gonna hurt you, darling,” she said, and then she kissed me, and my God were her lips soft as hell. The tension in my body quickly faded (it’s amazing what a woman’s touch can do). I let my hands fall onto her body. She was so warm, so soft. I squeezed one of her big tits gently. She reached down my pants and began to fondle my cock. 
 
    And in that moment I realized I had the greatest job on the planet. Sure, the pay wasn’t incredible and the hours were terrible, but the women—what else does a man really need? I bent Mandy over and I fucked her from behind. I don’t think I took my eyes off of her big, swinging tits the entire time. I had her moaning and screaming like no one’s business. Soon enough, she had me moaning. She pushed me back, spun around, and grabbed my cock in her hand seconds before I burst my load. She wanted in her mouth, and that’s where she got it.  
 
    It wasn’t even eight in the morning when Eric knocked on the door of the sleeper cab. “Time to wake up sunshine,” he called out. I’d fallen asleep with Mandy in my arms, her big, soft tits pressed against my chest. Neither of us woke up to the alarm on my phone, or the five hours of driving Eric had already done that morning. We were already in LA and it was time for Mandy to get out.  
 
    I took up my spot in the passenger seat as we started north, towards Seattle. Eric was quiet, eyes on the road. “Aren’t you interested to know how it went?” I asked, surprised he hadn’t asked. 
 
    He looked at me and then back to the road. “You’ve got a lot to learn yet,” he said. “You don’t talk about it,” he said. That was the second rule in the unwritten trucker’s rulebook: what happens on the road ain’t no one’s business but your own. Eric was right, I did have a lot left to learn. For instance, when a lady wanted to go further than five or six hours, she usually offered a little extra. For some boys that meant a night of fucking and some road-head later on, for others it meant getting access to the backdoor.  
 
    Some girls were bluntly open about it. “If you give me a ride all the way to St. Louis, I’ll let you cum in my ass,” one girl said to me, and let’s just say she got her ride to St. Louis. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before that night. Her asshole was so tight, I almost wasn’t able to get my cock inside. And it only took a few pumps before she was moaning and groaning like I’d never seen before.  
 
    Then there were the midday hitchhikers. Have you ever noticed that you almost never see a lady hitchhiking? They’re a rare sight, and there’s a good reason for that. Truckers pick them up in a heartbeat. The midday hitchhikers are the ones who usually only want to get a few miles, a hundred at most. Usually, they would suck you off while you drove, and damn, some of them could do things with their tongues that you wouldn’t believe.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was five years into my trucking career when I made the biggest mistake of my life. I was making a run down the I-70 in Utah, hoping to make it to Grand Junction before nightfall. I should have filled up in Aurora, but there were over fifteen trucks waiting in line for gas, and I wasn’t in the mood for waiting. For some reason, I thought I’d be able to make it. In case you don’t know, there’s no place to fill up between Aurora and Grand Junction, and that’s almost one-hundred and fifty miles. Hell, I might have made it had my tires not been a bit low on air. 
 
    But I didn’t make it. I was about sixty miles short when the gas light came on, and I was about forty short when the gas pedal stopped working. I was stranded in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    My second biggest mistake was leaving my truck. I should have spent the night and tried to hail down a fellow trucker in the morning. But I didn’t do that—I decided to try and hike the forty miles. What a stupid decision that was… I walked all night, until my legs were screaming in pain. I had no idea how close I was. I had no phone service. My best guess was that I was still a good twenty miles away, which meant another day or so of hiking. 
 
    I could have gotten a ride had I waited at the truck. Truckers always help each other out. But my truck was twenty miles away. As far as any passing truckers were concerned, I was just another hitchhiker. And as the unwritten rule goes: only girls get a ride. That didn’t stop me from trying. I spent a good five hours trying to flag down a ride. No one stopped for me.  
 
    I was exhausted—so exhausted, I walked into the woods, found a soft patch of moss, and took a rather uncomfortable nap. When I woke up, it was dark. I overslept on that cold ground. Trying to find my way out of those woods, I ended up tripping over a root and twisting my ankle. Now I was really screwed. No one was going to stop to give me a ride and walking twenty miles on a twisted ankle was out of the question. My situation was beginning to look grim. 
 
    I don’t know why I bothered, but I ended up back on the street, trying to flag down a ride. Of course it got me nowhere, but I was desperate for anything. I was hungry, thirsty, sore, and tired. I would have killed to spend the night in a motel. 
 
    I managed to make it another five miles before the pain in my ankle became too much to handle. And as fate would have it, I came across a turnoff next to a sign that read: Private Property, No Trespassing. Hoping to find someone who could help me out, I walked down the turnoff—a mile-long dirt road that led to an old house. I knocked on the door. “Hello! Anyone home?” I called out, but the house was dark and no one answered. I continued knocking for a  good ten minutes before I decided to break in. I didn’t see any other choice. I needed to find a phone. I needed a drink of water and a morsel of food. 
 
    Unfortunately, there was no running water in the house, which I learned was long-abandoned. The fridge was totally empty, probably ransacked years before by passing squatters. I did find a water bottle in the basement and a can of beans in the very back of the kitchen pantry. The bed in the house was far from comfortable, but it beat the hell out of the forest floor. I fell asleep within seconds of laying down. 
 
    My ankle was badly swollen when I woke up. I could hardly walk. But with nothing left to eat or drink, what other option did I have? 
 
    I knew I smelled awful, so I went to the closet hoping to find some clean clothes. Unfortunately, the closet was only filled with women’s clothes. I dug through the clothing options, hoping to at least find a shirt that could pass as a man’s shirt. I found a white blouse that looked a bit like a dress shirt. As I held it up to my body, I had a crazy idea. 
 
    I must have stood in front of that dusty, old mirror for twenty minutes as I considered the idea—to dress up as a woman to get a ride to Grand Junction. If I did it, would I have to suck a guy off? I’d given girls rides before without expecting any sexual favours in return. It was only about fifteen or twenty miles, after all.  
 
    Even if I had to suck a guy off, was it really that big of a deal? If it was the difference between living and dying, what difference did it really make? The only other option was to hope someone would pick me up as a man, or that I could somehow hobble through my pain and make it all the way to Grand Junction—unlikely. As far as I knew, I was still fifty miles away. I really had no clue how far I was. 
 
    So was it really such a crazy idea?  
 
    I put on the blouse and it looked ridiculous hanging over my jeans. No, it didn’t look like a dress shirt at all. I dug around, looking for something better. There was nothing remotely masculine in the options. So I held up my old, dirty shirt—the one I’d slept in two nights in a row (including one on the forest floor), and hiked twenty miles in. And then I had that crazy idea again. What if I could pull it off? If I really could look like a woman, my conundrum would be nothing. I’d have a free ride from the next truck that went by. 
 
    I put on one of the bras that was hanging in the closet, stuffing it with a handful of socks to give the appearance of a bust. Then I put the blouse back on. It didn’t look quite as silly with the padded bra underneath, especially when I stood up straight. I continued to dig around and ended up finding a plaid skirt and a pair of white stockings. Using a razor and some shaving cream I found in the bathroom, I shaved my face and legs (which wasn’t so easy without running water). Unlike a lot of other truckers, I never had much in the way of facial and body hair, so it wasn’t hard to get my skin looking smooth and feminine. 
 
    I put on the skirt and the stockings. And then I stared at myself in the mirror, totally unsure of what I was seeing. I couldn’t tell if I looked great or if I looked ridiculous. I really looked like a woman, but I could still see myself, and I knew that I was really a man. But to someone who didn’t know me, what would they see? Would they see a man? 
 
    In one of the closets was an old Halloween wig. It looked kind of silly on my head. I ended up taking it off and giving it a good shake, creating a cloud of dust. After a good brushing, it looked passable.  
 
    I found a makeup kit in the bathroom and decided to see what I could do to push my guise a bit further. I used a good dab of concealer to evenly cover my face, so my skin would appear softer. I tried not to overdo it, so I wouldn’t look like one of those drag queens that flock to Dolly Parton concerts. It turns out, it’s a lot harder to get eyeliner on perfectly than it looks, and just one dab too many with the blush and you end up looking like a child’s doll.  
 
    I spent a good couple of hours making sure every little detail was perfect. My growling stomach finally let me know that enough was enough. I needed to get to town and eat something. I looked in the mirror again. I could still see me. But to a stranger, would I pass? 
 
    I had no other option. I put my wallet into an empty purse I found in the closet and I took off for the road. Even though there were no people around, I felt incredibly exposed and vulnerable, walking outside in a skirt and stockings, with a face of makeup. Maybe I really had lost my mind—maybe the lack of food and water had sent me into a sort of delirium. I would find out one way or another as soon as I came face to face with a trucker. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I decided to stay near that long driveway, in case my plan failed completely and I didn’t end up catching a ride. Attempting to hike to town was a recipe for disaster. At least with the old, abandoned house, there was a bed to sleep on. I could probably find some berries in the woods around the property and, at the very worst, I could drink the water out of toilet tank. I cringed at the thought. Sucking a guy off suddenly didn’t seem like such a bad option. 
 
    I was only out on the side of the highway for about fifteen minutes when I felt the rumbling of an approaching truck. My heart began to race. I felt a lump forming in my throat. My hand was shaking as I raised it up, sticking my thumb into the air. I was really going to do it—I was really going to pretend to be a woman to get a ride. 
 
    A big truck came around the bend. Moments after its headlights landed on me, it began to slow down. It was really going to stop for me. My heart was now pounding with intensity. A little voice in the back of my head kept saying, ‘It’s not too late to turn around,’ but I ignored it. I didn’t want to drink water from the tank of an old toilet, and I didn’t want to end up eating a poisonous berry in a failed attempt to find nourishment. It was all or nothing. 
 
    The truck stopped right next to me and the trucker rolled down his window. And then I realized I had no voice. I didn’t practise a voice. “Where you headed?” the burly, bearded man asked, and I just stood there, frozen, regret swirling in my head. “Miss?” 
 
    I knew I had two options: turn around and walk away—sure, he would think I was a lunatic, but it wouldn’t matter as soon as he pulled away and never saw me again—or, I could attempt a girl’s voice with literally zero practise. What could it hurt? If I tried the voice and it didn’t work, I could always turn away, or run if I felt I pissed him off. But why would it piss him off? If anything, it would make for a funny story later that night, when he was sitting at the bar with the other truckers. ‘Can you believe this guy dressed like a chick tried to get a ride today?’ 
 
    The real danger was if the voice passed, and I got the ride, and I went through with the road-head, and then he found me out—if he found out he got a blowjob from a man. Then he might be enraged. Then he might do something about it. But in terms of trying out the voice, what did I have to lose? “I’m going to Grand Junction,” I said quietly, softly, in a high-pitched voice (but not too high-pitched). 
 
    He smiled. “I’m heading that way. Might be able to give you a ride,” he said. Before he finished talking, I knew what he wanted. He wanted a little something for the convenience—he wanted the road-head. That lump in my throat grew double in size and then the thought of drinking toilet water came back to me. “Not really supposed to pick up hitchhikers. It’s against company rules and whatnot,” he said. 
 
    My hands were shaking and my head was spinning. ‘It’s not too late to turn around,’ that voice in my head said again. “I’ll make it worth your while,” I said in that forced female voice. 
 
    A grin came across his face. “Hop in,” he said, leaning over the passenger seat and pushing open the door. It was a miracle I didn’t pass out. I’m not sure there was any oxygen getting to my brain. I felt sick. I knew that I was locked in as soon as I got up into that cab. I knew that, if I made one slip, he wouldn’t be happy. I didn’t want to end up as a corpse in the ditch, somewhere off the I-70 in Utah. I got into the truck and closed the door. 
 
    “What’s your name?” he said as he started to drive.  
 
    “Fey,” I said, picking the very first name that came to mind. 
 
    “Pretty name for a  pretty lady,” he said, looking at me and smiling. He had a nice, genuine smile, which helped me relax just a bit. “What are you doing way out here, in the middle of nowhere?” 
 
    “Visiting an old friend’s cabin,” I said. I was doing my best to get control over my breathing, to calm my nerves. How bad could it be? Girls did it all the time without complaining. Hell, most of the girls that I’d ever picked up seemed to enjoy it. “How far are we from Grand Junction?” I asked.  
 
    “About forty miles,” he said. I couldn’t believe it—forty miles? I’d thought I was way closer than that. It was a good thing I finally got a ride. I would have died trying to hike that with my lousy ankle. 
 
    It became silent in the cab. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Andrew.” I noticed Andrew wasn’t driving very fast, taking corners especially slow, not quite getting his truck up to the posted speed limit. He was buying time. He wanted to get the most out of our time together, before we reached Grand Junction. I noticed he didn’t have his seatbelt on, which I assumed was because he didn’t want anything more between me and his cock than necessary. 
 
    I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a moment, thinking back to all of the times ladies came into my cab and gave me a little bit of road action. It always started with a gentle rub, over the clothes. Then, the girl would do away with my belt, unzipping my fly. Then she would get me nice and hard, and not until then would she lean over the seat and start the real work. Andrew was now waiting for the rub. 
 
    So, after a deep breath, I reached over. The space between us felt suddenly enormous, like it took eternity to reach from my side of the cab to his crotch. So many thoughts went through my head along the way, most of which were begging me to reconsider, to think of some other way to get back to civilization. I ignored them all, and placed my hand on his cock. He let out a deep sigh, his shoulders relaxing. He spread his legs open. He kept his eyes on the road, which was for the best. I didn’t need him taking a closer look at my face, noticing the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple.  
 
    I could feel his bulge hardening, pulsing, wanting out of its denim prison. I knew that the sooner I got it all over with, the better, but bringing myself to the next step was hard. It took me forever to build up the confidence to undo his belt, and forever more to unzip his fly. “Relax, darling,” he said, and I realized he was looking at me. I must have been as white as a ghost. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’ve never done this before,” I said, and he smiled.  
 
    “You’re doing fine, beautiful,” he said. Beautiful—that resonated with me. Not only did I apparently pass as a woman, but I was a beautiful woman? I reached into his fly and my fingers slipped around the bare, warm flesh of his cock. He was big and he was already hard. With a nudge, I pulled his cock out, and it declared its freedom with a swift slap against his abdomen. There it was—the big, throbbing cock I was about to suck. I ran my shaking hand up its length. Was I really going to do it? What did I have to lose? I’d already come this far. “You’re doing just great, honey,” he said. 
 
    I unclipped my seatbelt and I repositioned myself with my knees planted on my seat. Carefully, I bent over, getting closer and closer to his cock. It looked even bigger up close, with my lips just inches away from its pulsing girth. “Go ahead, baby. Suck it.” I took it in my hand again, and then I gently brought the bulging tip to my lips. It was all or nothing. I sunk it into my mouth. 
 
    It really wasn’t as bad as I’d dreaded. The way it throbbed on my tongue, all warm and hard, actually felt kind of comforting in a strange kind of way. There was something very satisfying about the way it slid in and out of my lips so effortlessly, and the way it sat cradled on my wet tongue. There was even something strangely comforting about the way his hand clasped the back of my head and brought me down, sinking his cock deeper into my mouth. 
 
    I could hear him moaning. Apparently I was doing something right. It wasn’t long before I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum. I fondled his balls with my free hand (the one that wasn’t supporting my body weight as I hovered across that cab). “That’s it, baby. That’s how you suck a fucking dick,” he said. The throbbing of his member became more intense and I knew I was getting close to victory. But strangely, something inside of me didn’t want the moment to end. I don’t know that I can explain the feeling—maybe it was the satisfaction in knowing I was the highlight of his day. Or maybe it was part of my malnourished state of delusion. 
 
    He squeezed a handful of my wig and began to groan loudly. He was going to come. And if I wasn’t careful, he wasn’t going to pull my wig right off. If I pulled away, I’d be leaving my wig behind, so it was looking like I was stuck taking his hot load in my mouth. And I did. 
 
    He came. His hot, sticky cum filled my mouth, and I didn’t pull back. I took shot after shot, gagging only slightly as he pushed my head down, forcing his massive dick down my throat. I swallowed. And a moment later, he released me, his cheeks red with a big grin on his face. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a man look so satisfied as Andrew was in my life.  
 
    And I was satisfied with myself. I’d done it—I’d fooled a man into thinking I was a woman and I was on my way back to civilization where I would have a real bed and clean water and warm food.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Once I was in Grand Junction, the rest was easy. I was able to arrange to have a gas truck sent to my truck, and within a few days, I was able to get my truck to its final destination. I was given another load to take back west with me, which I was able to get delivered in just a few days. In all of that time, that memory of my romp as a woman never left my mind. It was so quick, lasting less than an hour—but it had such a strong impact. I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it. I still couldn’t get over the way he looked at me, with lust in his eyes, as if I was the real deal. 
 
    For the rest of my trip, that excitement continued to buzz through my body, like a drug that refused to leave my system. I guess you could say I was on a high. I expected the high to go away after a day or two or three, or a week, but it didn’t go away. It lingered. Every time I saw a girl standing on the side of the road, the memory came flooding back to me and that excitement filled my bones again. 
 
    I even ended up picking a lady up and I couldn’t help but imagine she was really a man in similar circumstances to my own—stranded, in disguise. There was a taboo excitement that I couldn’t contain. When she leaned over and started to suck my cock, I couldn’t help myself—I ended up coming so fast. My experience on the road had changed me. I gave the lady a ride all the way back to Seattle from the back road I picked her up on in Montana. She slept in the sleeper cab with me. 
 
    After I dropped her off at a gas station, I realized I never even knew her name, and I never told her mine—which wouldn’t have mattered had she not left her bag on the bed in the sleeper cab. There was no identification in the bag—no clues as to who she was or where I could have the bag sent. There was just a bunch of clothes and some makeup.  
 
    And it was as I was cleaning the cab out, holding the bag up, that I got another crazy idea, an idea that revitalized that excitement inside of me that I hadn’t felt since that trucker was coming deep in my throat. I couldn’t help but wonder: could I do it again?  
 
    I found myself in front of the mirror, trying on the clothes that were left behind in my cab. They fit, and they looked good (even better after another close shave). The makeup was much easier to use, seeing as it wasn’t a decade old. Even without a wig, I looked pretty good. My hair had grown out long enough that, especially once I had the makeup on, it looked quite feminine. Standing in front of the mirror, in my makeup and clothes, I practised my voice, getting more and more comfortable with every sentence that flowed off of my tongue.  
 
    It was actually kind of fun, trying on all the different skirts and dressed that had been stuffed in that forgotten hiking bag. I especially loved the way the panties hugged my cock tight to my body. Everything was so soft against my skin. And my God, did I look sexy in the pair of fishnet stockings that I found at the bottom of the bag. The more and more I looked at myself in the mirror, the more I realized it would be a shame not to take this new persona out into the world, to try it out on the road one more time.  
 
    I’d driven through Las Vegas so many times in my trucking career, but I’d never stopped to enjoy the city, to take in the sights, to spend time at the casinos and the world-famous shows. It was a good two-day drive from where I lived in Seattle. I figured it was the perfect destination to put Fey to the test. And the first real test was getting there. Rather than driving myself, I figured I would get there for free, using only my body—my ‘compensation’, as Eric would have called it. 
 
    So I repacked that hiking bag and set off for Las Vegas, on foot. I waited until I was out of city limits before I turned to the stream of traffic, sticking up my thumb only for the big trucks I knew would happily give me a ride the whole way if I was willing enough. And within minutes, I had a truck coming to a stop, pulling over next to the ditch so I could hop in. Excitement filled my body. It seemed like a lifetime since I’d last been inside the body of Fey. Every day that passed made me want to revisit her more and more. And finally, here was my chance. 
 
    The driver of the truck pushed the passenger door open and I climbed in. 
 
    There was more than just excitement swirling inside of me. All of those same emotions I’d felt the last time were back as well—the anxiety, the fear, that lingering sense of dread. Just because I passed the first time didn’t necessarily mean I would pass again. Maybe my first ride had terrible eyesight or maybe he had bad hearing. Maybe my new driver wouldn’t quite be so gullible. It took me a moment to build up the confidence to look him in the eye. As soon as I did, he started to drive. 
 
    My heart sank into a pit in my gut. Driving the truck was my old instructor, Eric, the man I’d spent over a week with, and I’d seen countless times since. If any trucker was going to recognize me, it was the man sitting just a couple of feet away from me. That familiar lump began to form in my throat. He looked at me and my body became rigid. I’m not sure I was breathing. “Where you headed?” he asked, looking back to the street. 
 
    It took me a moment to respond. When I did, it was hardly a whisper. “Las Vegas,” I said. 
 
    “Say again?” he said, leaning closer to me.  
 
    There were only two things running through my mind: regret and escape. How could I escape? Could I jump out of the truck as he slowed down to take a corner? Could I tell him I was going to be sick and then make a run for safety once he pulled over? How long would it take for him to recognize me? “Miss?” he said. 
 
    “Las Vegas,” I said again, this time louder. My voice was hoarse and broken from fear.  
 
    “Las Vegas is a good couple of days away. Not sure I can take you that far,” he said. “I mean, I could consider it—for a pretty girl like yourself.” Sure, upon first glance I might have been pretty, but as soon as he took a closer look, would he think the same? What had I gotten myself into? The excitement of lust had led me too far down the rabbit hole.  
 
    Eric turned off of the interstate, onto one of the lesser-known side roads that truckers would use to sneak around traffic. The road was narrow, surrounded by tall trees that blocked the waning light of the setting sun. I thought it was a strange move, seeing as there wasn’t much traffic on the interstate, but then I realized he was probably looking for some privacy. With the interstate clear, no one would be using the side road—no one but us. 
 
    And the further we went down the side road, the worse my own situation became. If I got out and ran away, where could I go? There would be no one to pick me up, and I would be miles from civilization all over again. It was starting to look like I only had one option: do my best to convince Eric I was really a woman, make sure he didn’t catch onto my real identity. 
 
    In a way, the side road helped. The darkness from the tall trees helped to hide my face. I looked in the mirror to check my makeup, but I could hardly see myself. If I couldn’t see myself well, Eric couldn’t see me well either. “Hate to be blunt,” Eric said, ‘but do you mind me asking, what are you willing to do for a ride to Las Vegas? Not really supposed to be picking anyone up. Against company policies and state laws and all that.” 
 
    It was the classic trucker proposition: what was I willing to do sexually? A blowjob would get me to Portland. A regular ol’ fuck would probably get me to Sacramento (I didn’t exactly have all the parts for that option). Taking Eric’s cock in my ass would probably get me to Las Vegas.  
 
    I could have gone with option number one, the blowjob, and gotten out at the next service station. At first it seemed like the safest option. But then what? Then I take my chances with another driver? If Eric really didn’t recognize me, what difference did it make? What was the sense in throwing another driver into the mix and doubling my chances of being caught? If I could go all the way with Eric, maybe that was the safest option. “Miss?” he said again. 
 
    I took a deep breath and bit my lip. “You can take me from behind,” I said. 
 
    He didn’t respond. Instead, he slowly brought the truck to a stop. “Alright, step out of the cab,” he said once we were at a complete stop.  
 
    I hesitated at first, then I stepped out. Was he just going to take me way out in the middle of nowhere? I figured we would at least drive until about midnight and then stop at a motel somewhere. I looked around. There were trees all around me. The road looked long-abandoned, as if Eric was the first person to use it in decades. I could hear nothing but the sound of chirping birds and the groaning of the swaying trees in the warm breeze. Eric stepped around the truck. “Wouldn’t you rather wait until we get to a motel or something?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t feel much like sleeping tonight,” he said. “I’m probably going to make a straight shot for Las Vegas.”  
 
    That sense of regret came rushing back. At least in a motel, I could scream if something went wrong—if he found my cock between my legs. No one would be stupid enough to murder someone with people around. Where we were, on that back road in the middle of nowhere, no one would be able to hear me scream. “Put your palms against the truck,” he said, reaching down and starting away at his belt. 
 
    A cold tingle ran down my spine. I really didn’t have any other options. I put my palms against the truck. I heard his pants hit the ground and then I felt him walk up behind me. He reached up my skirt and grabbed my panties. Instinct kicked in and I grabbed them too, to stop him from pulling them down. “Wait,” I said. If my cock fell out, I was doomed. That would be it for me. Eric had always scared me just a little bit. He’d always seemed a bit cold, a bit distant. It didn’t seem so out of the cards that he might murder a man who tried to seduce him.  
 
    “Wait for what?” he asked. I could feel his big, warm cock against my thigh, already erect and ready to obliterate my asshole. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do this,” I said. 
 
    And then he let go of my panties. My heart was beating so fast, up in my throat. My legs were shaking. I had a terrible feeling something bad was about to happen. I was right. He reached between my legs and grabbed the bulge of my cock firmly with his hand. “You look pretty in a dress, you know that?” he said. 
 
    I’m not sure my heart continued to beat at that point. My vision became a blur. I nearly fainted. He pulled my panties down with a swift tug and I did nothing to stop him. He knew who I was. He probably knew all along—maybe he even knew before he let me into his truck. 
 
    The moment became a blur. My mind was spinning too fast for me to make sense of what was happening. The next thing I knew, he was pushing in, his thick, hard cock stretching my anus. My toes curled and I bit down on my tongue. It wasn’t long before he was thrusting himself in and out of me, plunging his warm dick deeper and deeper. His hands explored my body, squeezed my fake tits, reached down and fondled my cock. He didn’t seem to care that I was a man. In fact, he was into it. Once his hand was on my cock, he didn’t let go. And it didn’t take him long to get me rock-hard, stroking my length in his firm grip. 
 
    “Your asshole’s fucking tight,” he said with a grunt, his lips right next to my ear. His thrusts were getting harder but the pain was becoming less. He was hitting a sweet spot—the male g-spot.  
 
    My legs quivered, my body trembled. “Oh God,” I heard myself muttering but I wasn’t in control. “Fuck!” He wrapped one of his arms around my body to hold me up, so I wouldn’t fall to the ground in a limp puddle. 
 
    “Come for me, baby,” he said, squeezing my dick harder, pumping it faster. I was numb all over, save for my cock and my asshole where the euphoria had taken over. My mind was flashing. I didn’t want the moment to end but I couldn’t hold back, I couldn’t stop my cock from spraying a massive load all over the side of his truck. “Shit!” I cried out as he began to grunt, his thrusts becoming sharper.  
 
    “I’m going to come in your ass,” he said, and he followed through with his promise, filling me up deep. I pushed my butt back into his hard pelvis, making sure his cock was as deep as it could be inside of my body. My God, did it feel good. I’d never felt anything like it—an unexplainable pulsing ecstasy that vibrates warmly through your whole body. It seemed to last an eternity, but it was over in just seconds. 
 
    As luck would have it, Eric didn’t murder me. He followed through with his promise and took me all the way to Las Vegas where I stayed for a few weeks. It was the perfect place to experiment with Fey. It was the best place to perfect my voice, my mannerisms, with so many strangers around, constantly interacting with me. By the time it was all over, I’d almost forgotten I wasn’t actually a woman. The voice had become so natural, and I’d never felt more confident about myself in my whole life. 
 
    At the end of my weeks in Las Vegas, I found myself back out on the interstate, bag packed. It was time for me to go home and return to real life. I was about to cross the road when a big truck pulled up next to me. The driver pushed open the passenger door—and it was Eric. “Where you headed?” he asked.  
 
    “Back home—to Seattle,” I said. 
 
    “I’m doing a two week trip down to the southern tip of Mexico if you’re interested. Could be a nice little holiday,” he said with a smile. 
 
    I smiled back. Maybe I didn’t have to get back to my real life so quickly. Maybe I could let Fey live on for a bit. Besides, who could say no to a free two-week trip to Mexico?  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really easy! 
 
    Email:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance. 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over. 
 
  
  
 B01N2160WT.01._SCLZZZZZZZ_SX500_.jpg
NIkl CRESEEN





