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Trucked



The car was silent except for the hum of the tires on the asphalt and the occasional rustle of Selena’s hands tightening on the wheel. Her jaw was set, her eyes fixed on the road, but I could feel the tension radiating off her like heat from a stove. I leaned back in my seat, stretching my legs out as far as the cramped space would allow, and let out a long sigh.

“What’s the point of vacation if it isn’t to relax?” I said, breaking the silence. “I mean, come on, Selena. We’re supposed to be unwinding, not running around like we’re on some crazy scavenger hunt.”

Her fingers clenched tighter around the wheel. “Unwinding? Is that what you call sleeping until noon every day while I sat there waiting for you? We missed half the stuff I wanted to do because you couldn’t be bothered to get out of bed.”

“I didn’t realize vacation came with an itinerary,” I shot back, smirking. “You should’ve told me it was more like boot camp.”

She didn’t laugh. Instead, her face hardened, and she suddenly swerved the car onto the shoulder, gravel crunching under the tires. The engine idled roughly as she yanked up the parking brake and turned to me, her eyes blazing.

“Get out,” she said, her voice low and steady.

I blinked at her, sure I’d misheard. “What?”

“Get out of the car,” she repeated, each word sharp and deliberate.

I laughed, shaking my head. “You can’t be serious.”

But she was. Her expression didn’t waver, and her hand shot out to unlock my door with a decisive click. The sound echoed in the small space like a gunshot.

“Selena,” I said, still laughing nervously, “come on. This is ridiculous.”

“Out,” she said again, her voice ice-cold.

My laughter faded as I stared at her, waiting for her to crack a smile or tell me she was kidding. But she just sat there, unmoving, her gaze locked on mine like she didn’t even know me anymore.

“Fine,” I muttered, shaking my head as I unbuckled my seatbelt and pushed open the door. “You want me to walk? I’ll walk.”

I stepped out onto the gravel shoulder, slamming the door behind me with more force than necessary. The sun was high in the sky, beating down on my neck as I stood there, hands on my hips, watching Selena through the windshield. She didn’t look at me—didn’t even glance in my direction—just shifted into drive and pulled back onto the road without so much as a wave.

For a moment, I stood there in stunned silence, half-expecting her to stop down the road and double back. But she didn’t. The car just kept going until it disappeared over a hill in the distance.

I laughed again—a short, disbelieving burst of sound—and ran a hand through my hair. “Unbelievable,” I muttered to myself.

But as the reality of what had just happened sank in, my laughter faded, replaced by a sinking feeling in my gut. I was stranded on the side of some backroad, miles from the nearest town, with nothing but the clothes on my back and my phone, which was already down to 12% battery. I pulled it out, swearing under my breath when I saw the weak signal. No bars. Of course.

I started walking, the gravel crunching under my sneakers. The sun was relentless, sweat already beading on my forehead and trickling down my back. I stuck out my thumb whenever a car passed, but no one stopped. A minivan full of kids sped by, the driver avoiding eye contact like I was some kind of serial killer. A beat-up sedan honked as it flew past, the driver flipping me off for good measure. I muttered curses under my breath, kicking at a rock on the shoulder.

After what felt like hours—though my phone told me it had only been twenty minutes—I heard the low rumble of an engine behind me. I turned to see a massive semi-truck barreling down the road. It slowed as it approached, pulling over just ahead of me with a hiss of air brakes. My heart leapt as I jogged toward it, relief flooding through me.

The passenger door swung open before I reached it, and I climbed up into the cab, hauling myself into the seat with a grunt. The air conditioning hit me like a wall of ice, and I almost groaned in gratitude.

“Thanks,” I said, turning to the driver. “You’re a lifesaver.”

And then I saw her.

She was leaning back in her seat, one hand resting casually on the wheel, the other draped over the gearshift. Her dark hair was pulled into a loose braid that fell over one shoulder, and she wore a faded denim jacket with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Her eyes were hidden behind aviator sunglasses, but her lips curved into a smirk as she looked me over.

“You looked like you could use a ride,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like whiskey poured over gravel.

I blinked at her, momentarily speechless. She was stunning—like someone who belonged on a billboard or in a movie, not behind the wheel of an eighteen-wheeler. Her skin was sun-kissed, her jawline sharp enough to cut glass, and there was something about the way she carried herself that made it impossible to look away.

“Uh… yeah,” I stammered, finally finding my voice. “Thanks.”

She chuckled softly and shifted gears, pulling back onto the road. The truck rumbled beneath us as we picked up speed, and I sank back into the seat, still trying to process what had just happened.

“Name’s Jamie,” she said after a moment, glancing at me sideways.

“Rob,” I replied automatically.

“So,” she said, her tone light but curious, “what’s a guy like you doing stranded out here in the middle of nowhere?”

I hesitated for a second before answering. “Girlfriend problems.”

Jamie raised an eyebrow but didn’t press further. Instead, she reached over and flipped on the radio. A classic rock station crackled to life, filling the cab with the sound of a guitar solo. I stared out the window for a moment, the landscape blurring as we sped down the road. The silence between us wasn’t uncomfortable, but something about Jamie’s presence made me want to fill it.

“We were on vacation,” I finally said, turning back to her. “Well, supposed to be a vacation. I guess I… messed it up.”

Jamie adjusted her sunglasses, her expression unreadable. “How so?”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “She wanted to do all these things—hiking, sightseeing, you name it. And I just… I wanted to sleep in, you know? Relax. Isn’t that what vacations are for?”

Jamie chuckled softly, shaking her head. “What’s the point of vacation if you aren’t relaxing?”

“Right?” I said, leaning forward. “That’s exactly what I said! But she didn’t see it that way. She got pissed, said I was lazy, and then…” I gestured vaguely toward the road behind us. “She pulled over and told me to get out.”

“Harsh,” Jamie said, though there was a hint of amusement in her voice.

“Yeah,” I muttered, slumping back in my seat. “I guess I deserved it.”

Jamie glanced at me again, her smirk returning. “Nah, everyone needs their sleep. It’s a shame she couldn’t understand that.”

Her words were surprisingly comforting, and for the first time since Selena had driven off, I felt a little less like the villain in this story. Jamie’s confidence was magnetic, and there was something about the way she spoke that made me feel seen.

“So,” she said after a beat, her tone sly now, “how are you going to repay me for the ride?”

I blinked at her, caught off guard by the question—or maybe by the way she was looking at me. Her smirk widened as she waited for my response.

“Uh…” I stammered, my mind racing. “I… could buy you a drink at the next truck stop?”

Jamie laughed softly, her eyes flicking back to the road. “Is that your best offer?”

I felt my face heat up but pushed past it, emboldened by her teasing tone. “Well,” I said with a grin of my own, wiggling my eyebrows for effect, “I could think of a few other ways.”

Her laugh was louder this time, rich and full-throated. She shook her head but didn’t say no.

The tension in the cab shifted then—subtle but unmistakable. My heart started to race as I realized where this might be headed. Jamie was unlike anyone I’d ever met—confident, beautiful, and effortlessly cool—and here she was, flirting with me like it was nothing.

The next truck stop couldn’t come soon enough.

“Alright,” Jamie said finally, glancing at me sideways with that smirk still playing on her lips. “We’ll see what happens when we get there.”

I nodded eagerly trying to keep my excitement under control but failing miserably. The rest of the drive passed in a blur of anticipation. The hum of the engine, the occasional crackle of the radio, and Jamie’s occasional glances my way kept me on edge. My mind raced with possibilities, each one more thrilling than the last. By the time she pulled into the truck stop, my nerves were buzzing like live wires.

The place was nothing special—just a dingy little rest area with a gas station, a diner, and a couple of vending machines. But to me, it felt like the setting for something electric. Jamie parked the truck, killed the engine, and turned to me with that same sly smile.

“Coffee?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yeah,” I said, my throat dry. “Coffee sounds good.”

We climbed out of the cab, and I followed her into the diner. The air inside was thick with the smell of grease and stale coffee. A few truckers sat scattered at tables, nursing mugs and plates of eggs. Jamie led me to a booth in the corner, sliding in with an easy grace that made my stomach flip.

I ordered two coffees from the waitress who barely glanced at us, and when they arrived, I slid one across the table to Jamie. She wrapped her hands around the mug but didn’t drink right away. Instead, she leaned back in her seat, studying me with those piercing eyes.

“So,” she said after a moment, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. “How else did you want to repay me?”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. Her tone was playful but loaded with intent, and I felt like I was teetering on the edge of something dangerous—something I desperately wanted to dive into.

“Well,” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. “Um… where can we go?”

Jamie’s smile widened, and she leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on the table. “Truck stop restrooms are a great place to get down and dirty.”

My breath hitched at her words, and for a moment, I couldn’t speak. She held my gaze for what felt like an eternity before standing up smoothly and tossing a few bills onto the table for the coffee.

“Come on,” she said, jerking her head toward the door.

I followed her without hesitation, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it. The restroom was just outside the diner—a small, grimy building with flickering fluorescent lights. Jamie pushed open the door to the men’s room and stepped inside, holding it open for me.

The moment I crossed the threshold, she closed the door behind us and locked it with a decisive click. The room was dimly lit and smelled faintly of bleach and mildew. My senses were on high alert as Jamie turned to face me, her expression unreadable but her eyes blazing with intensity.

She took a step closer, closing the distance between us until I could feel the heat radiating off her body. My breath came in shallow gasps as she reached up and brushed a strand of hair from my face.

“You sure about this?” she murmured, her voice low and husky.

I nodded wordlessly, my throat too tight to form any coherent response. Her fingers trailed down my cheek, leaving a trail of fire in their wake, before she dropped her hand to my chest. I could feel the rapid thud of my heart beneath her palm, and for a moment, I thought she might pull away, might laugh and tell me this was all some cruel joke.

But then she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Good.”

Her breath was warm against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. She stepped back just enough to look me in the eye, her gaze locking onto mine with an intensity that made my knees weak. Slowly, deliberately, she reached for the hem of her flannel and unbuttoned it, revealing a black lace bra that clung to her curves like it had been painted on.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My hands itched to touch her, to feel the warmth of her skin beneath my fingers. But I stayed frozen in place, letting her take the lead.

Jamie smirked at my hesitation and reached for the button of my jeans. Her fingers worked quickly, unfastening them with practiced ease before sliding the zipper down. She dropped to her knees in front of me, and I felt a surge of heat rush through me as she looked up at me through her lashes.

“You’re bigger than I expected,” she said softly, her voice thick with admiration. Her hand wrapped around me, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my core. “I can’t wait to take this in my ass.”

The words sent a fresh wave of desire crashing over me, and I groaned as she leaned forward, taking me into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around me expertly, each movement sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. I tangled my fingers in her hair, holding on for dear life as she worked me over with a skill that left me breathless.

It didn’t take long before I felt the pressure building inside me, threatening to burst. My hips bucked involuntarily as Jamie took me deeper, her throat tightening around me in a way that made stars dance behind my eyelids.

“Jamie,” I gasped, my voice strangled. “I’m gonna—”

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she swallowed every last drop as I came undone in her mouth, waves of pleasure crashing over me until I was left trembling and spent.

When she finally pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, she looked up at me with a satisfied smile. “Not bad,” she said teasingly as she stood up and grabbed her shirt from where it had fallen on the floor.

I was still trying to catch my breath as she slipped it back on and unlocked the door. She glanced over her shoulder at me with that same sly grin.

“Come on,” she said. “We’ve got miles to go.”

And just like that, we were back on the road—the hum of the engine filling the silence between us as we drove into the night.

“So,” she said a few minutes into the drive. “Tell me more about your girlfriend.”

“Well, she’s probably my ex-girlfriend now. Especially if I tell her I hooked up with a sexy trucker in a truck stop bathroom.”

Jamie chuckled at that and so did I.

The sound of her laugh was low and throaty, like the rumble of the engine beneath us. It felt good to laugh, to let go of the tension that had been coiled in my chest since Selena and I had last spoken. Jamie’s presence was like a balm, smoothing over the jagged edges of my heart.

“Selena,” I started, leaning back in the passenger seat, “she was... a lot. Beautiful, yeah, but it was like walking on eggshells all the time. Always trying to figure out what would set her off next. One day she’d love something, the next she’d hate it. And God forbid I didn’t notice her new haircut or remember some random detail about her favorite show.”

Jamie glanced at me, her eyes flickering with amusement. “Sounds exhausting.”

“It was,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “But you know how it is. You get caught up in it, thinking maybe if you just try harder, things will work out. But they never did.”

She nodded, her gaze fixed on the road ahead. The headlights cut through the darkness, illuminating the endless stretch of asphalt. “Some people are just like that,” she said after a moment. “They don’t know how to be happy unless they’re making someone else miserable.”

I turned to look at her profile, the sharp line of her jaw softened by the dim glow of the dashboard lights. “You don’t seem like that,” I said quietly.

She smirked, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. “I’m not. Life’s too short for games.” She paused, then added, “And too long to waste on people who don’t appreciate you.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, simple yet profound. I stared out the window at the blur of trees rushing past, wondering how someone like Jamie had ended up here—driving a semi-truck across the country, picking up hitchhikers like me.

“Do you think we’ll see each other again after this?” I asked suddenly, the question slipping out before I could stop it.

Jamie didn’t answer right away. Her expression was unreadable as she shifted gears, the truck rumbling beneath us. “Maybe,” she said finally, her voice tinged with something I couldn’t quite place—regret? Resignation? “Or maybe not. Sometimes people come into your life for a reason, and then they’re gone just as fast.”

I frowned, turning to face her fully. “That sounds... sad.”

She shrugged, her shoulders lifting and falling in a careless motion. “It is what it is. You learn not to get too attached.”

Her words hung in the air between us, heavy and unspoken. I wanted to argue with her, to tell her that maybe this time could be different—that maybe we could be different—but something in her tone stopped me.

Instead, I changed the subject. “Back there... in the bathroom,” I began hesitantly, my cheeks burning at the memory. “You said something about... taking me in your ass.” I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet her gaze. “Were you serious about that?”

Jamie’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, her eyes glinting with mischief. She didn’t answer right away, just kept driving for a few more miles, the silence stretching between us like a taut wire. My heart pounded in my chest, the anticipation making my palms sweat. Finally, she flicked on the turn signal and guided the truck onto a narrow dirt road that cut through the woods.

The headlights illuminated the dense trees as we rolled to a stop. Jamie killed the engine, and the sudden quiet was almost deafening. She turned to me, her expression unreadable in the dim light.

“Let’s find out,” she said softly, her voice sending a shiver down my spine.

She opened her door and stepped out, her boots crunching on the gravel. I followed, my legs shaky as I hit the ground. The air was cool and damp, filled with the earthy scent of pine and moss. Jamie walked ahead of me, her silhouette cutting through the darkness like a shadow. I trailed behind, my pulse racing as we ventured deeper into the woods.

When we reached a small clearing, she stopped and turned to face a tree. Without a word, she unzipped her jeans and pushed them down just enough to reveal the curve of her ass, clad in a black thong that left little to the imagination. My breath caught in my throat as she leaned forward, bracing herself against a tree.

“Well?” she said over her shoulder, her voice teasing. “You gonna stand there all night?”

I stepped closer, my hands trembling as I reached for her hips. Her skin was warm beneath my fingers, and I could feel the faint tremor running through her body as I pressed against her. She let out a soft sigh, arching her back slightly.

“You sure about this?” I asked hoarsely, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jamie glanced back at me, her eyes dark with desire. “Do I look unsure?”

I didn’t need any more encouragement. My hands fumbled with my belt buckle and shoved my jeans down around my ankles. The cool night air brushed against my skin as I pulled out my cock and positioned myself behind her, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

She reached back to pull her thong to the side while I spit on my shaft. She helped guide me in, her fingers wrapping around me tightly. I groaned as she positioned me at her entrance, the tightness making my head spin.

“Go slow,” she murmured, her voice strained but steady.

I obeyed, easing into her inch by inch until I was fully sheathed inside her. She let out a low moan, her nails digging into the bark of the tree as I began to move. The sensation was overwhelming—her warmth enveloping me, the sound of our ragged breaths mingling with the rustle of leaves overhead.

I gripped her hips tighter, driving into her with increasing speed as pleasure coiled low in my gut. Jamie’s moans grew louder, urging me on until we both came undone in a burst of heat and release.

Afterward, I collapsed against her, our bodies tangled together as we caught our breath. Jamie rested her head on my chest.

I pulled back and slid my jeans back up over my hips when I saw it. She had bent over to grab her own jeans and a very long, hard something was dangling between her legs.

My breath hitched at the sight of her cock. “Wait…you’re a…you’re a…”

She frowned and tucked herself back into her thong as if she’d fallen out by mistake. “A trans woman. You can say it.”

I was shocked. “But you led me to believe you were a…”

“I didn’t lead you to believe anything. And you didn’t ask. Now, do you want to finish this ride, or not?”

Her question seemingly had double meanings, but the last thing I wanted was to be stranded in the woods.

“Yeah,” I managed to choke out, still reeling from the revelation. “Yeah, I need that ride.”

“You’re not going to be weird about this, are you?” She asked, brow raised.

My head was spinning but I managed to shake it. “No. I won’t be weird.”

The cab of the truck felt smaller now, the air thick with unspoken tension. Jamie slid into the driver’s seat, her movements smooth and deliberate, like she was trying to prove something—to me or to herself, I wasn’t sure. I climbed in after her, my legs feeling heavy, my thoughts even heavier. The engine rumbled to life, and the hum of it filled the silence between us. I stared out the window, watching the trees blur past, but my mind was stuck on that moment in the woods, replaying it over and over like a broken record.

“You’re quiet,” Jamie said after a while, her voice cutting through the noise in my head. She kept her eyes on the road, her hands steady on the wheel.

I shrugged, not sure what to say. My throat felt dry, my tongue too big for my mouth. “Just thinking.”

She glanced at me sideways, her lips quirking into a half-smile. “About?”

I hesitated, then let out a shaky breath. “Why didn’t you tell me? Before… you know.”

Jamie’s smile faded, and she turned her attention back to the road. She was quiet for so long I thought she wasn’t going to answer. Then she shrugged, like it was nothing. Like it didn’t matter.

“Didn’t think I’d ever see you again,” she said finally. Her voice was calm, but there was an edge to it, something sharp and defensive. “And what does it matter? You seemed into it at the time.”

I flinched at that, heat creeping up my neck. She wasn’t wrong—I had been into it. More than into it. But now… now everything felt different. Confusing. Like I didn’t know what to feel or how to feel it.

“It matters,” I said quietly, my voice barely audible over the rumble of the engine.

Jamie sighed, her grip tightening on the wheel. “Why? Because you feel tricked? Duped? Like I somehow lied to you?”

I opened my mouth to respond but stopped myself. That was how I felt—at least partly—but saying it out loud felt wrong somehow. Like admitting it would make me… what? A jerk? A bigot? I didn’t know anymore.

“It’s not that simple,” I muttered instead.

Jamie laughed softly, but there was no humor in it. “It never is.”

We lapsed back into silence after that, the miles stretching out between us like a chasm neither of us knew how to cross. The radio played softly in the background, some country song about heartbreak and moving on. It felt fitting in a way that made my chest ache.

After a while, Jamie spoke again, her voice softer this time. “Look, Rob… I get it. This isn’t exactly how you thought your night would go. But here’s the thing—you don’t get to decide who I am or how I live my life just because we hooked up once.”

I turned to look at her then, really look at her. Her jaw was set tight, her eyes focused onthe road ahead, but there was something in her expression—something vulnerable and raw—that made my chest tighten.

“I know that,” I said quietly. “And I’m not trying to. It’s just… new. For me.”

Jamie nodded slowly, like she understood. “Fair enough. But if you’re uncomfortable, just say so. I’ll drop you off at the next town, no hard feelings.”

I shook my head quickly, the thought of being left alone on the side of the road suddenly unbearable. “No. I’m not uncomfortable. Not really.”

She raised an eyebrow at that but didn’t say anything. Instead, she reached over and turned up the volume on the radio, letting the music fill the space between us again.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it—about her. About the way she’d looked at me in the woods, her eyes dark and hungry. About the way she’d felt beneath my hands, warm and alive. And about the way I’d felt in that moment—alive too, in a way I hadn’t in a long time.

“Jamie,” I said after a while, my voice barely above a whisper.

She glanced at me, her expression unreadable. “Yeah?”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “How can I prove that I’m not bothered by it?”

She laughed then, a short, bitter sound that made my stomach clench. “You don’t have to prove anything to me.”

“No,” I said quickly, my voice firm. “I want to. Tell me how.”

Jamie’s eyes flicked to mine, her expression softening just a little. Then she smirked, her lips curving into a wicked smile that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Touch it,” she said simply, her voice low and husky.

My breath caught in my throat, and for a moment, I thought I’d misheard her. But then she shifted in her seat, her legs parting slightly, and I knew she was serious.

My hand trembled as I reached out, my fingers brushing against the fabric of her jeans. Jamie didn’t move, didn’t say anything, but I could feel the tension in her body, the way she held her breath as my hand moved lower.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my ears, before I pressed my palm against her, feeling the heat of her through the denim. Jamie let out a soft gasp, her hips shifting slightly, and I felt my own body respond to the sound.

“Now put your mouth on it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

My stomach twisted with a mix of fear and desire, but I couldn’t stop myself. I unbuckled my seatbelt and leaned over her lap as I reached for the button of her jeans.

Jamie’s breath hitched as I tugged her zipper down, her hands gripping the wheel tightly. I could feel her eyes on me, watching me, but I didn’t look up. I couldn’t.

My fingers brushed against her, and she let out a low, shuddering moan that sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Her skin was warm, smooth, and I hesitated for only a second before I leaned in closer, my breath ghosting over her. My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might burst, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop.

I pressed my lips to her, tentative at first, testing the waters. Jamie’s hips jerked slightly, and she let out a soft curse under her breath. Her hand left the wheel for just a moment to tangle in my hair, her fingers tightening as she guided me closer.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice rough and strained. “Just like that.”

I closed my eyes and let myself sink into the moment, the taste of her filling my senses. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and I could feel her thighs trembling beneath me as she fought to keep the truck steady on the road. The hum of the engine beneath us seemed to sync with the rhythm of my movements, the world outside fading away until there was nothing but this—her heat, her sounds, the way she gripped my hair like she never wanted to let go.

“Rob,” she gasped, her voice breaking on my name. “I’m close.”

I didn’t pull away. Instead, I pressed deeper, letting her guide me as she came undone. Her body tensed, her back arching off the seat as she cried out, her fingers tightening in my hair almost painfully. I stayed with her through it all, until her grip loosened and her breathing began to slow.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. The only sound was the rumble of the truck and our ragged breaths. Finally, Jamie’s hand fell away from my hair, and I sat back up slowly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My heart was still racing, my body thrumming with an energy I couldn’t quite name.

Jamie glanced at me briefly before turning her eyes back to the road. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted as she tried to catch her breath. She didn’t say anything at first, and neither did I. The silence between us felt heavy, charged with something I couldn’t quite put into words.

After a while, Jamie cleared her throat and adjusted herself in her seat. “You okay?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, though my hands were still trembling slightly. “Yeah,” I said hoarsely. “Are you?”

She smirked then, a small but genuine smile that made something in my chest loosen just a little. “Better than okay,” she said softly.

We lapsed into silence again after that, but it felt different this time—less tense, more comfortable. The sun was beginning to rise now, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink as we drove on down the empty highway.

I leaned back in my seat and stared out at the horizon, my mind spinning with everything that had just happened. It wasn’t what I’d expected when I’d stuck out my thumb on the side of the road earlier that day—not even close—but somehow it felt right.

We arrived at the next truck stop. The truck stop diner was a greasy spoon kind of place, the kind with cracked vinyl booths and a faint smell of burnt coffee that clung to the air. Jamie slid into a booth by the window, her leather jacket creaking as she leaned back, her eyes scanning the menu like she hadn’t just unraveled me moments ago. I sat across from her, my legs still shaky, my mind racing in circles. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh glow on everything, but Jamie still looked stunning—her dark hair tousled, her lips slightly swollen, her cheeks still flushed.

“You gonna order something or just stare at me all morning?” she said without looking up, her voice teasing but warm.

I blinked, snapping out of it. “Uh, yeah. Sorry.” I grabbed the laminated menu, my fingers fumbling as I tried to focus on the words. Eggs. Pancakes. Bacon. None of it registered. All I could think about was the way she’d said my name, the way her body had trembled under my touch.

Jamie flagged down the waitress—a middle-aged woman with tired eyes and a name tag that read *Darla*. “Two coffees,” Jamie said, “and I’ll take the lumberjack special. Extra bacon.” She glanced at me, raising an eyebrow. “What about you?”

“Uh… same,” I said quickly, handing the menu back to Darla before I could overthink it.

Jamie smirked again, leaning forward on her elbows. “You’re not much of a talker this morning, huh?”

I shrugged, running a hand through my hair. “Guess I’m still processing.”

“Processing what?” she asked, tilting her head slightly. Her tone was light, but there was something sharper in her eyes now—something that made me feel like she already knew exactly what I was thinking.

I hesitated, glancing out the window at the rows of semi-trucks parked outside. The sun was fully up now, casting long shadows across the asphalt. “Just… everything,” I said finally. “Last night. This morning. You.”

Jamie didn’t say anything for a moment. She just watched me, her expression unreadable. Then she leaned back again, crossing her arms over her chest. “You regret it?”

The question caught me off guard. “No,” I said quickly—too quickly maybe—but it was the truth. “No, I don’t regret it.”

She nodded slowly, like she was weighing my words. “Good,” she said finally. “Because I don’t either.”

Darla came back with our coffees then, setting them down with a clatter that broke the tension between us. Jamie wrapped her hands around her mug, blowing on the steam before taking a sip.

“So, did you like it?”

I glanced around the diner nervously as if someone would know what she was talking about just from hearing it. “Yes,” I muttered under my breath. “Surprisingly so.”

“Good,” she said. “Because there’s more you can do if you want to keep proving you aren’t bothered by my package.”

The word ‘package’ made my gaze snap up and dart around to the other customers. “Relax,” she said, half soothing and half scolding. “If you act any more ashamed, I’m going to have to put you in your place.”

The way she spoke to me sent a thrill up my spine. I arched a brow, daring her. “Oh yeah? What are you going to do about it?”

“Finish your breakfast,” she said. “You’re going to need it for what I have in store.”

Our breakfast plates were delivered and I scarfed mine down, unsure of what to expect. Then Jamie took my hand and led me, not to the men’s room, but back to the truck.

“Is that it?” I asked her.

She smirked and shook her head. “Of course not. I want you to bend over the seat and pull down your jeans and boxers.”

“What? Here? Where people could see?”

“It’s early and I parked in the back. No one will see.”

But her assurances didn’t make me feel any better about the daylight filtering in through her windshield. Still, the thrill of being caught was exciting. So I did what she asked. I pulled down my jeans and boxers and bent over the seat.

She gripped my hips and angled them toward her. Then I heard her unzip her own jeans. Fuck, I thought. She’s going to fuck my ass in broad daylight.

I felt her spit on my ass, warm and slick, as she worked it between my cheeks. Her fingers began to tease me open, one then two, stretching me in a way that made my breath hitch. My cheek pressed against the cold glass of the cab window, fogging it with each ragged exhale. Outside, the world moved on—people walking, cars passing, oblivious to what was happening inside this truck. The thought of being seen sent a jolt of panic through me, but it was tangled up with something else, something darker and more electric.

Jamie’s cock nudged against me, and I tensed instinctively. “Relax,” she murmured, her voice low and commanding. “You want to prove it doesn’t bother you, don’t you?”

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak. She pushed in slowly, and the stretch burned at first, a sharp ache that made me grit my teeth. But then she paused, letting me adjust, and the pain began to melt into something else—a fullness that was almost overwhelming. I could feel every inch of her as she slid deeper, until her hips pressed flush against me.

“Fuck,” I breathed out, my voice shaky. My own cock was hard now, trapped between my stomach and the seat, throbbing with every movement she made. Jamie started to move, slow at first, then with more purpose. Each thrust sent a wave of sensation through me—pleasure mixed with a strange vulnerability that made my chest tighten.

The cab felt too small suddenly, too hot. My breath fogged the window even more as I tried to keep quiet, but little sounds escaped anyway—gasps, whimpers—and Jamie chuckled darkly behind me. “You like that?” she asked, her voice rough.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My mind was a mess of contradictions—shame and desire tangled together so tightly I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Outside, a couple walked by laughing, and I froze, terrified they’d look over and see us. But they didn’t. They kept walking, oblivious.

Jamie’s pace quickened then, her grip on my hips tightening as she drove into me harder. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the cab, mingling with the low rumble of her breathing. I could feel myself unraveling, my body responding in ways I hadn’t expected. My cock twitched against the seat as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in my gut.

When she came, it was with a low groan that sent shivers down my spine. I could feel her pulsing inside me, filling me in a way that left me feeling raw and exposed—dirty in the best possible way. She stayed there for a moment before pulling out slowly, leaving me feeling empty and strangely hollow.

I straightened up gingerly, my legs trembling as I pulled my jeans back on. Jamie zipped herself up and leaned back against the driver’s seat with a satisfied smirk. “Still think you’re not into it?” she asked.

I didn’t answer right away. My mind was still reeling from what had just happened—from how much I’d liked it despite everything. Finally, I managed to mutter, “I guess I’m into it more than I thought.” My voice sounded foreign to me, like it belonged to someone else.

“Well zip up,” she said, starting the truck. “Your town is next.”

I wiped the fog off the window with my sleeve and stared out at the passing landscape, trying to ground myself. The trees blurred into a green smear, and the road stretched endlessly ahead, but all I could think about was the heat still lingering between my legs, the way my body felt both used and alive.

I wasn’t ready to leave Jamie. I’d never felt so alive and awaken in all my life. The thought of returning to dating girls like Selena made me shudder. I wanted a girl like Jamie. Dick or no dick.

Jamie lit a cigarette, the sharp tang of tobacco cutting through the heavy air in the cab. She took a long drag and exhaled slowly, her eyes fixed on the road. “You’re quiet,” she said after a while, flicking ash out the cracked window. “Regretting it already?”

I shook my head quickly, too quickly. “No,” I lied. Or maybe it wasn’t a lie. I didn’t know anymore. My thoughts were a tangled mess, and every time I tried to untangle them, they just knotted tighter. “It’s just… a lot.” I hated saying that. I was conflicted about leaving her, not conflicted about the sex. But I couldn’t tell her that. Not yet.

She smirked again, that same knowing smirk that made me feel like she could see right through me. “It usually is,” she said, her tone casual, like we were talking about the weather instead of what had just happened between us. “But you handled it better than most.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I stayed silent. My hands fidgeted in my lap, picking at a loose thread on my jeans. The silence stretched between us, heavy and loaded, until Jamie finally broke it.

“Your town’s coming up,” she said, nodding toward a sign that read Welcome to Millbrook – Population 12,345. My stomach dropped. Millbrook was home—or at least it had been before I’d met Jamie. Now it felt like a place I didn’t belong anymore.

“I feel like we should exchange numbers or something,” I threw out desperately.

Jamie’s eyes widened for a moment and then she shifted in her seat. “You want my number?”

“Yeah, I mean…if you don’t mind me having it.”

“What for?”

I felt attacked by the question, but I wasn’t sure why. “To see you again? I don’t know.”

She swallowed and angled her head toward the center console where her phone lay. “Plug in your number. Then call yourself to get mine.”

My fingers quickly wrapped around her phone, my heart racing as I did. I saved my number in her contacts and then called my own phone.

I held it up with a nervous smile. “There. Now we can talk again.”

Jamie flashed a genuine smile. “Now, what’s your address.”

I gave her my address and she pulled up to my apartment which seemed like an empty cave now that I was leaving Jamie. I climbed out of the truck, then turned to her. “Do you have a few minutes? You could come in…”

She glanced at the time and frowned, then replaced it with a smirk. “We’ll have to be quick.”

I smiled. “I think that can be arranged.”

The second we were inside, we tore each other’s clothes off. Her hands were on my belt before the door even clicked shut, and I fumbled with the buttons of her flannel, my fingers trembling with urgency. The fabric fell away, revealing the soft curve of her breasts beneath a black lace bra. I couldn’t help but stare, my breath catching in my throat. She was stunning—her body a perfect blend of strength and femininity. My hands slid down her sides, feeling the warmth of her skin, the slight tremble in her muscles as she pressed closer to me.

I unfastened her jeans and she helped me slide them down along with her black thong.

Jamie reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts were full and heavy, the nipples already hard as I cupped them in my hands. She let out a low moan, her head tipping back as I leaned in to take one into my mouth. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as I sucked and teased, my tongue circling her nipple until she was gasping.

But it wasn’t just her breasts that had me mesmerized. My eyes drifted lower, taking in the sight of her cock, thick and heavy against her stomach. It was impossible to look away, and I reached out to touch her, wrapping my fingers around the base. She shuddered at the contact, her hips jerking forward as I stroked her slowly.

“I want to fuck you while I can see it,” I said, my voice rough with desire.

Jamie’s eyes met mine, dark and hungry. “Then pick me up.”

I didn’t hesitate. My hands slid under her thighs, lifting her effortlessly as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Her cock pressed against my stomach, hot and hard, and I carried her to the nearest wall, pinning her there with my body. She reached between us, guiding me to her entrance, and I pushed inside with a groan.

The feel of her tight heat around me was almost too much, but I forced myself to go slow, savoring every inch as I sank deeper into her. Jamie’s breath hitched, her nails digging into my shoulders as she adjusted to me. When I was fully sheathed inside her, I paused for a moment, just holding her there as our eyes locked.

Then I started to move.

My hips snapped forward in sharp thrusts, each one driving a gasp or moan from Jamie’s lips. Her hands roamed over my back, pulling me closer as she rocked against me. One of her hands dropped between us, wrapping around her cock as she stroked herself in time with my thrusts.

I leaned down to capture one of her nipples in my mouth again, sucking hard as she cried out above me. Her body tightened around me, and I knew she was close. The thought sent a jolt of heat through me, and I fucked her harder, faster, until we were both panting and trembling on the edge.

Jamie came first, her cock pulsing in her hand as she spilled over my stomach. The sight of it pushed me over the edge, and I buried myself deep inside her as I came with a groan that echoed through the room.

For a moment, we just stayed like that—pressed together against the wall, our bodies still connected as we caught our breath. Her forehead rested against mine, and I could feel the faint tremor in her legs as they tightened around me. The air between us was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, and I didn’t want to let her go. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

But Jamie shifted, her hands sliding down my arms as she unwrapped her legs from my waist. I eased her down gently, my hands lingering on her hips as her feet touched the floor. She looked up at me, her lips curving into a soft smile, and I couldn’t resist kissing her again. It was slower this time, tender, like we were both trying to hold onto something that was already slipping away.

“I don’t want you to go,” I murmured against her lips, my voice barely above a whisper.

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, her expression softening with something that looked like regret. “I have to,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my forehead. “You know I do.”

I nodded, though it felt like a lie. My hands dropped to my sides as she stepped away, bending to pick up her clothes from the floor. I watched her dress in silence, each movement deliberate and unhurried, as if she were giving me time to memorize her. The way she slid her jeans back on, the way she adjusted the straps of her bra before pulling her flannel over it—every detail felt like it was being etched into my memory.

When she was fully dressed, she turned to me again, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Don’t worry,” she said with a smirk that made my stomach flip. “I have your number.”

I couldn’t help but smile back at her, even as my chest tightened with the ache of knowing she was leaving. “And I have yours.”

Her smirk widened into a grin, and she took a step closer, leaning in until her lips brushed against my ear. “And,” she added, her voice low and teasing, “I happen to like sexting. A lot.”

The words sent a jolt of heat through me, and I felt myself stirring again at the thought of what those messages might include—her on the road, miles away but still close enough to make me ache for her. The idea of seeing pictures of her like this—her body laid bare for me—was almost too much to handle.

But before I could respond, she was already stepping back toward the door, grabbing her keys from the counter where she’d tossed them earlier. “I really have to go,” she said, glancing at the clock on the wall. “If I don’t hit the road soon, I’ll be behind schedule.”

I followed her to the door, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to find the words to make her stay. But there was nothing I could say that would change things—not really. So instead, I reached out and caught her hand as she opened the door.

“Be safe,” I said softly, squeezing her fingers.

She turned back to me one last time, her smile warm but tinged with something bittersweet. “Always am,” she replied. Then she leaned in to kiss me goodbye.

I watched from my window as her truck pulled away. The ache in my chest was only soothed by the distraction of my phone buzzing. I pulled it from my pocket and saw a text from Jamie.

It was a picture of her huge cock, still hard and ready to go again. “Missing you already,” her text read, and I smiled.

“I miss you too. You have no idea.” Then I pulled out my cock and sent her a picture back.

“I’ll be back in a few weeks,” she texted back. “Think you can wait that long?”

I smiled as I replied, “For you? I’d wait forever.”
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