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Chapter 1 – New Assignment

Cassidy Stone downshifted the big rig with a low growl that vibrated straight up between her thighs. The truck rolled into the terminal lot just after midnight, diesel rumbling like a satisfied lover. She killed the engine, stretched her long, powerful legs, and felt the familiar warm trickle of cum still leaking from her well-used cunt. Fuck... still dripping. Good. Two hours earlier at the big rest stop outside Richmond, she’d lived up to her reputation. First, the married trucker with the wedding ring-bald, thick cock, smelled like road sweat and Old Spice. She’d dragged him into the handicapped stall, dropped to her knees on the dirty tile, and sucked him like she was starving. Spit running down her chin, gagging loud enough for anyone outside to hear. He’d grabbed her dark wavy hair and pumped a thick, bitter load straight down her throat while she fingered her own soaked pussy.

Then his buddy showed up. She bent over the sink, skirt up around her waist, and let the second guy rail her bareback while she still had the first guy’s cum on her tongue. He fucked her hard, slapping her athletic ass, grunting like an animal until he flooded her pussy with rope after rope of hot seed. She came so hard her knees buckled. After that she’d gone looking for something sweeter. The busty redheaded waitress in the 24-hour diner never stood a chance. Cassidy pulled her into the back storage room, shoved her against the shelves, and ate that sweet little pussy like it was her last meal. Fingers, tongue, even her thumb in the girl’s tight ass until the waitress squirted all over Cassidy’s face and tank top. They’d scissored right there on a stack of cardboard boxes, tits mashed together, grinding clits until both of them were shaking and dripping.

Now Cassidy climbed down from the cab, six feet of pure sex in tight jeans, a low-cut black tank top that barely contained her massive tits, and cowboy boots. Cum was still slowly oozing down the inside of her thigh. She didn’t bother wiping it. Let them smell me. Let them know exactly what kind of whore just walked in. Inside the dispatch office the night crew was finishing up the shift-change meeting. Cassidy pushed through the door and every head turned. She loved that part. And there he was-little Evan Reed, sitting at the end of the long table with his laptop open, glasses slightly crooked, messy brown hair falling over his forehead. Five feet nothing of nervous virgin energy. Her favorite. “Evenin’, boys,” she drawled, voice low and smoky. She walked straight past the others and planted her ass on the edge of Evan’s desk, crossing her long legs so her thigh brushed his arm. “Miss me, cutie?” Evan’s face went scarlet instantly. He tried to look at his screen but his eyes kept flicking to the deep valley of her cleavage. “H-hey, Cassidy. Welcome back. Your logs are... um... all uploaded.” She leaned down, letting her heavy breasts rest on his shoulder. He could smell her-sweat, pussy, other men’s cum, cheap motel soap. His cock twitched so hard in his khakis she almost laughed. “God, you’re adorable when you stutter,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “You know what I was doing two hours ago, baby boy? I had two fat cocks in me. One down my throat, one balls-deep in this sloppy cunt. Then I fucked a cute little waitress until she screamed my name. Still got their cum dripping down my legs right now. Want to feel?” Evan’s breath hitched. His hands trembled on the keyboard. Holy shit. She’s actually saying this. Right here. In front of everyone. His virgin cock was painfully hard, leaking into his boxers. He’d jerked off to fantasies of her every single night for months, but hearing it out loud was something else.

Cassidy laughed softly, a rich, filthy sound. She reached down and casually adjusted the front of her tank top, making her left tit nearly spill out. “Relax, sweetie. I’m just teasing. Mostly.” She straightened up, but not before dragging one fingernail slowly down his chest. “You handling my next run?” “Y-yes,” he squeaked. “Leaving tomorrow afternoon. I... I made sure you have your favorite sleeper route through the mountains.” “Aww, you remembered.” She bit her lower lip, eyes sparkling. “Good boy. Maybe one day I’ll let you ride along. Bet you’d look cute bouncing around in my cab while I’m driving.” The meeting ended and people started filing out. Cassidy stayed right where she was, towering over him. She reached out and gently fixed his glasses, letting her fingers linger on his cheek. “You ever had a woman like me, Evan?” she asked quietly, voice suddenly softer but still dripping sex. “Ever had your face buried between a pair of tits so big they could smother you? Ever had your cock milked dry by a cunt that’s taken hundreds of loads?”

He shook his head, completely mute, eyes wide behind his lenses. She smiled, slow and predatory. “Cute. Keep being a good little dispatcher for me and maybe... just maybe... I’ll ruin you for every other girl.” Cassidy stood up, stretched her arms high so her tank top rode up and showed the bottom curve of her heavy breasts, then sauntered toward the door. She paused, looked back over her shoulder, and gave her ass a little shake. “Night, baby boy. Sweet dreams. I know I’ll be in them.” She left a trail of faint wet spots on the floor behind her-fresh cum still leaking. 

Evan stayed frozen at his desk for a full minute after she was gone, heart hammering, cock throbbing so hard it hurt. He could smell her on his shirt. He could still hear her filthy words echoing in his head. She’s never going to want me. Not really. I’m just a joke to her. But his hand was already sliding under the desk, palming his aching dick through his pants as he replayed every second.

Chapter 2 – Unexpected Detour

Cassidy’s big rig thundered down I-95, the vibrations humming through the seat and straight into her already throbbing pussy. She’d only been on the road four hours and she was already soaked again. The cum from last night had dried on her thighs, but fresh arousal was making a new mess in her tiny lace thong. Why the fuck can’t I stop thinking about that little nerd? She shook her head, dark wavy hair swinging, and took the next exit toward a massive truck stop. Time to scratch the itch the old-fashioned way.



First stop: the gloryhole behind the fuel pumps. She didn’t even bother with pleasantries. Cassidy locked the stall door, dropped to her knees on the piss-stained concrete, and pressed her massive tits against the wall. Two thick cocks pushed through the holes within seconds - one veiny and dark, the other pale and uncut. “Fuck yes,” she growled, sucking the first one down her throat in one greedy motion. Spit poured from her lips in thick strings as she bobbed, gagging loudly, mascara already running. She jerked the second cock with her hand, twisting at the head, then switched, deepthroating the second while stroking the first. The men groaned through the wall. “Goddamn, it’s that slut Cassidy,” one of them moaned. She smiled around the cock and sucked harder. 

They didn’t last long. The first guy exploded down her throat - hot, thick ropes she swallowed with wet gulps. The second pulled out at the last second and painted her face and heaving tits in sticky white. Cum dripped off her chin onto her tank top as she laughed, low and filthy. Good load... but it’s not enough. She wiped a finger through the mess on her cleavage, sucked it clean, and headed back to the diner.



Inside, she found fresh prey: a married couple in their mid-40s who drove as a team. The husband was burly with a salt-and-pepper beard. The wife was curvy, big fake tits, nervous but clearly turned on. They’d heard the rumors about Cassidy. Ten minutes later they were all crammed in the couple’s sleeper cab. Cassidy had the wife on her back, legs spread wide, devouring her shaved pussy like a starving woman. She licked long stripes from asshole to clit, sucking the swollen nub while two fingers pumped deep. The wife was already squirting - clear girl-cum spraying across Cassidy’s tongue and chin. “Fuck, baby, your wife tastes so sweet,” Cassidy moaned up at the husband. “You want to watch me make her cum again?” He was stroking his thick cock, eyes glazed. “Yes... God yes.” Cassidy climbed up, straddling the wife’s face in a 69. The woman licked eagerly, inexperienced but hungry, while Cassidy ground her dripping cunt down. At the same time, the husband knelt behind Cassidy and slammed into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust. “Fuuuuck!” Cassidy cried out, pushing back onto his cock. He fucked her hard, balls slapping her clit, while his wife licked them both where they joined. The sounds were obscene - wet squelching, moaning, skin slapping. Cassidy came first, squirting all over the wife’s face. The husband followed, growling as he pumped rope after rope of hot cum deep into Cassidy’s cunt. When he pulled out, the wife dove in immediately, licking her husband’s load right out of Cassidy’s overflowing hole. Sloppy... nasty... perfect, Cassidy thought as she shook through aftershocks. But even as the couple kissed her cum-covered lips, her mind drifted again. Wonder what Evan would look like if he saw this. Would he be disgusted? Or would that little virgin cock get so hard he couldn’t breathe? She left the couple panting and sticky, another load leaking down her legs as she climbed back into her own rig.



Two more stops before nightfall. At the second truck stop she let three drivers run a train on her in the back of an empty trailer. One in her mouth, one in her pussy, one taking turns with her tits. They rotated, using her like a cheap cum dump. She took two loads in her cunt, one down her throat, and a facial that left her looking like a glazed donut. She laughed the whole time, loving every degrading second. But every time a cock bottomed out inside her, every time warm cum flooded her, the same thought crept in louder: Evan... shy little Evan with his glasses and nervous stutter. What would his cock feel like? Would he be gentle? Would he lose control and fuck me like he’s been dreaming about for months? She hated how much she wanted to know.



Back at the terminal, Evan was a complete wreck. He’d already jerked off twice in the bathroom that morning just from reviewing Cassidy’s logs. Now, in the afternoon lull, he was on his third round. The office was empty. He had her dispatch photo open on his screen - that confident smirk, those massive tits straining against her tank top. He stroked his modest but rock-hard cock furiously, precum dripping over his fist. She’s probably getting fucked right now. Some lucky bastard balls-deep in that perfect pussy while I sit here like a pathetic loser. His fantasies were getting darker, more desperate. In his mind, Cassidy kicked open his apartment door, shoved him onto the bed, and smothered his face with her huge tits. “You want this, baby boy? You want Mommy’s used-up cunt?” She’d ride him reverse cowgirl, ass bouncing, her sloppy pussy swallowing his virgin dick while she told him every filthy detail of her day. He came hard, thick ropes splattering his keyboard and desk. Panting, he cleaned it up with tissues, face burning with shame. She’d never want a guy like me. I’m 5’0”. Skinny. A fucking nerd. She fucks real men. Truckers. Couples. Groups. Why the hell would she choose me? Still, he couldn’t stop. He pulled up her route again and made another “adjustment” - a small detour that would bring her truck back near the terminal in two days instead of four. He told himself it was just good dispatching. He was lying.



That night, Cassidy was parked at a quiet rest area, legs spread in her sleeper cab, fucking herself with a thick dildo while her other hand rubbed her swollen clit. She was covered in dried cum, pussy still puffy and leaking from the day’s adventures. She moaned loudly, eyes closed, imagining Evan’s nervous face between her thighs instead of the toy. “Come on, baby boy... lick Mommy’s messy cunt. Taste all those loads and tell me you still want me...” The orgasm hit her like a freight train. She squirted all over the sheets, crying out Evan’s name into the dark cab. Panting, she stared at the ceiling. “Fuck... I’m in trouble.”

Chapter 3 – Dangerous Miles

Cassidy’s rig ate up the miles on a lonely stretch of I-81, but her mind was miles away from the road. Her pussy throbbed constantly now, a low, needy ache that no amount of random cock seemed to fix anymore. Why the fuck
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