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Becky adjusted her skirt as she got out of the car, swearing under her breath. “Fuck this thing!” she muttered. Three days out of Rob’s house and money was running low. She knew that no matter what was causing the steam from under the hood, she was in deep trouble.  

“Ow? Ow. Fuck!” she exclaimed as the steam burned her arm. The hood dropped with a clang.

Becky turned and slumped against the car, slowly sliding to the ground. Pulling her overshirt off her shoulders, she wrapped the fabric around her scalded arm.

“Fuck this fucking day, and fuck this fucking car... fuck me, fuck my life... fuck...”

Nearly an hour had passed. Sweat beaded up on Becky’s forehead and she summoned the will to stand and begin the long walk for a tow, for help.

No sooner had she turned around to head towards town than she heard the truck sliding into the gravel behind her.  

“What seems to be the problem, ma’am?” came his voice.

“I don’t even know,” she squeezed out, feeling parched from the heat and a little taken aback by the stranger in front of her.

Nothing about him was friendly and his eyes bored right into her.

“Well, that’s gonna be a problem. Why don’t you step aside and let me look at it then?” he said, shoving her aside and lifting the hood. After a moment, he added, “Yeah, you’ve got a real issue here and I’m assuming you ain’t got no part in there.”

Becky shook her head.

“Any money?”

Becky lowered her eyes, knowing this wasn’t going to be good. “No sir.”

“Aw, for fuck’s sake. Kiddo. You’re really up shit creek. Get in the truck and we’ll get you sorted and on your way if we can.”

As they walked to the truck, Becky could feel him sizing her up and down. It made her skin crawl. As she got to the truck, he opened the door and helped her up. She climbed inside, settled into the seat, and shrank into herself as she noticed him size her up once more.

Her heart sank as she realized... she was going to have to pay somehow. 

His door opened and the stranger sidled up and sat down. He reached out very deliberately, closed the door, started the engine and looked at Becky.  

“Well, honey. It’s a long drive to town, so you’d better get started, girl.” Reaching down between his legs, he undid the buttons on his pants and pulled his cock free of his jeans.  

“What’s it gonna be, honey. The easy way or the hard way?”

Becky opened her mouth to say the easy way, but it was too late. The stranger had a fistful of her hair and she could already taste the saltiness as her head slid down.  

“Hold on, bitch.  It’s a long way to town.”

She struggled to breath as the truck tumbled off down the highway, slow and steady, like the drool leaking from her mouth.

The truck bounced along, hitting potholes and seams, and Becky fought for breath. She struggled against the stranger’s hand to pop up for momentary gasps of air.

“Well, sugar tits, you really should have been more prepared.” He patted her head condescendingly, pushing it down again. She could feel the head of his cock sliding back, filling her mouth and pressing uncomfortably against the back of her throat.

Becky felt the panic building as breathing became impossible. As her eyes began to close, the man’s hand yanked hard at the back of her head, pulling her sharply up to look directly at him. He glanced down to size her up between quick checks of the road. 

He looked right at her again. Right into her eyes. Straight through her. 

“We got a long way to go, princess,” he sneered, “and as you can see I have no patience for attitude. So you got two choices. One, I stop this truck and I leave you here and your pretty little cunt can find its own way back to wherever the fuck you’re goin’...”

He gave her a side-eye.

“Or you can settle in to give me the sweetest blowjob your pretty little hole can manage until we get where we’re goin’.”

Becky sat dumbfounded. As she stared at him, her eyes pleading, she saw his hand rise out of the corner of her eye. She licked her lips and lowered her head. She wanted to gag. She hated herself. But she was going to make this cock the happiest thing in the universe. 

She felt it swell in her mouth, the tip oozing salty liquid as it grew. She liked that. And at least she was on her way to get back to her life. She could blow more than his dick—she might just get through this.

Finding a rhythm and feeling like herself, Becky brought a hand up to cup the stranger’s balls. She gripped and squeezed, feeling them tense up and then pull tight to his body. She liked how warm they were and couldn’t help massaging them with her fingers.

“Well, well... Goddamn, girl. I knew you had it in ya. Here we go!” 

The stranger slammed the truck down a gear and hit the gas. Becky felt the truck rumble to life beneath her with a new energy that rose in her too. Releasing the stranger’s balls, she felt the salty taste fill her mouth. Now she wanted it.

Bringing her hands to her mouth, Becky wiped the drool from her chin into her hands and returned to work, moving up and down furiously, hands wringing the stranger’s cock with all the strength she could muster. Then finally: warm, salty spray coating the back of her throat.

“Swallow it, cunt.  You’re not done yet.” The hand pushed her down towards the base.

She gagged and coughed, sputtered and drooled, but it was no use: the stranger didn’t relent and she struggled to swallow and the mess was everywhere. She felt a tug at the back of her head as the stranger pulled her back to her seat, exhausted and sweating. He stroked her hair. 

“There, there, that parts get darlin.” He turned and smirked, his left hand reaching to the door pocket to grab a towel. He tossed it to her. “Wipe up, cunt. We’re almost there.”

As the sun dipped down over the horizon, the truck rumbled to rest in the parking lot of a seedy auto parts store. The stranger looked over and sneered again.

“Well, honey butt, you know the drill. There an easy way and a hard way. Get out of the truck. We’re gonna go party.”

Becky straightened her hair and looked at the stranger. Without a word he petted her hair and slapped her gently on the cheek. Then he opened the door to step out of the truck.

“Let’s go, sugar.”

Her heart sank and the fear washed over her, but as she stepped down from the truck, Becky couldn’t help but notice excitement stirring in her.

How could she feel this way?! She was disgusted with herself, but before she could dwell on the sensation of shame now making her warm and wet, she felt the stranger’s hand settle on her back. 

He leaned in and whispered in her ear: “Do what I tell you, and we’ll have you sorted and on your way.” He patted her back reassuringly. “Vernon’s got an evil mind, but I’ll make sure you’re okay.”

Becky clung to the stranger. She felt a rush course through her as he brought his arm around her shoulder. She felt... better. What the fuck is wrong with me? she thought. But the feeling was there: she was afraid still, sure, but she was ready.

Her thighs got moist as they walked to the door. The stranger pulled his arm away to reach for the handle. He nodded at Becky, jerked the door open, and led her inside.  

The lights flickered and the store smelled but Becky took it all in. She felt the hand return to her back and she took a deep breath.

“Vernon?” the stranger called.

The man came from the back. He was in his late twenties, sporting overalls. Hair everywhere. Becky’s skin crawled at the way he looked at her, but she managed a smile.

“The lady needs some parts,” the stranger said. “Box up everything I need for radiator service—hoses, clamps, and a screwdriver knife, and set it by the door for me.”

Vernon nodded obediently and shuffled around the shop, gathering things into a cardboard box. As Becky watched, she could see Vernon was a little weird, but he wasn’t unattractive—just odd and clearly very shy.  

The stranger chose now to speak up. “Oh, and Vernon... she ain’t got no money.”

Vernon dropped the box. The parts scattered across the floor as a massive grin splashed across his face.

It was all sinking in for Becky, but she found herself way more excited than depressed. The stranger’s hand steered her to the counter as Vernon gathered the parts off the floor and set the box beside the door. 

“Lock the door, Vernon.”

The lock clicked in place.  

The stranger turned to face Becky. “Alright, honey. You’re almost done. But seeing as you ain’t got no money, you’re gonna compensate ol’ Vernon for his time and efforts. I’ll be right here to make sure things don’t go south.”

The stranger placed his hands at her sides and removed her clothes in one fluid movement.

“You take care of my friend here and we’ll get ya goin’ real quick now.”

His fingers found her waist and slid the skirt off her legs to the floor, and he nudged her legs to the side so she would step up and out of her skirt. The stranger’s hands slid to her now-soaked panties, and he pushed his fingers crudely into her wet slit.

Becky recoiled, but she was
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