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This is a work of fiction
containing sexually explicit situations intended for mature
audiences only. All characters portrayed in this book are
consenting adults, 18 years and older.



Nobody said being a truck
stop hooker was going to be easy. Still, nobody told me it was
going to be this transformative either. Selling my ass for money
was never the plan for my future; hell, it wasn’t even my back up
plan, but now it was all I had; it was all I had to hang on to. My
existence was fluid but gritty; nevertheless, it was all mine,
every decision, every john, each and every day. Not long ago, that
was not the case.

Six months ago, I snapped. I
had reached my limit of disgust. I couldn’t stay one more night
under the same roof with my stepfather.

The sleepless nights melted
together into one endless twilight of torture. I swore if he tried
to touch me one more time, I would kill him. The steak knife that I
kept under my mattress left a sizable hole in my sheets that my
mother chose to ignore, along with everything else.

He took my virginity, stole
my innocence at the precious age of thirteen, something that no
words or proclamations of apology could soothe. The pain, the fear,
and the stench of whisky on his breath, all seared in my memory
forever.

My stepfather was a thief,
and the bastard could rot for all I cared.

The night before my
eighteenth birthday, the moon shined bright against my bedroom
window; I had never seen a moon so full. My heart slammed against
my chest so hard I could hear it in my ears. I grabbed my backpack,
stuffed it to the point of popped seams, and slowly slid open my
window. A slow creaking squeak stole my breath; I froze in stunned
silence, listening to that fat bastard approaching my bedroom
door.

“Not tonight, asshole, not
ever!” I hissed under my breath, slipping out of my window as I
watched him rattling the handle of my locked door. The fresh air
burned my lungs as I tore off into the darkness, leaving behind my
fucked up past. My legs couldn’t carry me fast enough. I stumbled
slightly when my feet hit the pavement, my stride hitting a fast
jog as I made my way out of town. A pair of headlights grew bigger
behind me, giving me pause. I knew it was dangerous, but beggars
can’t be choosers.

I whipped around to face the
oncoming car, my long auburn hair whipping against my face in the
cold autumn wind. The big Mack truck rolled to a stop next to me on
the road, so close that I could smell the diesel coming off the
massive engine. The airbrakes hissed as I approached, a shiver of
anxiety shooting straight up my spine. Pushing a long stream of air
from my pursed lips, I threw caution to the wind and climbed aboard
the big blue iron behemoth.

“Hey there, Darlin, where
you headed?” The driver asked, his big bushy beard shaking as he
spoke.

“Anywhere but here,” I
answered, the airbrakes screeching loudly again, the cab of the
truck jerking as he headed down the road.

The first few hours of my
new adult life were spent unconscious. The motion of the road mixed
with the sprint of my life left me exhausted. Chatter from the
radio startled me awake somewhere near Oklahoma. I blinked the
sleep out of my eyes, watching ahead as the driver swung around to
the back of the truck stop. This quick little pit stop along
interstate 40 had stretched on for the last six months and
counting; the greasy spoon diner and the short, crooked row of
shabby no-tell motel rooms were now home.

The truck driver, Bruce, had
become my messiah, delivering me from evil. He rented us a room for
the night, a double queen, of course. The tacky orange shag carpet
reeked of smoke and the patrons, but it was a step up from that
uncomfortable trunk bench and worlds better than my childhood
bedroom.

I plopped on the bed next to
the bedroom, watching the tiny particles of dust dance in the hazy
light of the desk lamp. I knew Bruce was watching me; I had felt
his eyes on me from the moment I stepped foot in his truck. I knew
what he wanted; I expected it; my stepfather had taught me at a
young age to read a man’s face. My body began to tremble
involuntarily; I tried to hold my breath to make it stop to no
avail.

“Hey, Angel, you look cold
over there; why don’t you come over here and let old Bruce keep you
warm,”

Part of me wanted to run,
but part of me was oddly felt comfortable with him; he was the one
who saved me after all. I shuffled across the thick carpet,
climbing under the covers next to Bruce’s pot belly. His arms
wrapped around me, his stomach nestling into the small of my back.
As strange as it was, it felt nice to have someone hold me again.
For that moment in time, I felt grounded, but that moment like
everything else in my life was fleeting.

The scent of old spice
hovered over Bruce like a cloud. I could feel his quickening pulse
in my back and a growing stiffness blooming against my ass. His
arms pulled me in tighter as he groaned, the steely rod in his
pants wedging between my fleece covered ass cheeks.

“You feel so good,
Angel,”

His words drifted through my
hair hot and sticky, laced with the scent of barbecue we had
scarfed down at the diner. Bruce’s thick sausage fingers snuck
beneath my tee-shirt, fumbling with the clasp on my bra. The tiny
snap released my breasts, spilling them out against the mattress.
He snatched them up quickly, cupping and squeezing, grinding
against my ass with a low rumbling growl of
satisfaction.

A strange wave of excitement
washed over me. I found myself not just allowing him to touch me
but actually longing for it. His touch was more methodical and
skilled than my stepfather; I could tell Bruce genuinely wanted me
to enjoy the sex as well. This was a foreign concept for me. My
hand reached up not to smack him away but to guide him, down my
quivering belly, past my waistband, to the smooth, silky panties
that covered my womanhood.

“Make me feel good, Bruce,”
I couldn’t believe the words were coming out of my
mouth.

I had never asked for
anything like that before. Previously, the only words I ever spoke
during sex were that of protest. Bruce did as I asked, slowly
skimming his hand over the slippery smoothness of my satin
underthings, daring to breach the strip of elastic next to my
thigh.

A whisper like moan floated
up from my lungs. Bruce held me close, one of his hands under my
shirt, pressing hard against my bare breasts, the other down my
pants, slithering through the wetness my excitement had caused. I
had never felt so wet in my life. His finger slid down my slit,
slowly rotating around the throbbing little nub between my
folds.

“Do you like that,
Princess?”

His rhetorical question was
answered with a nod; the ecstasy had rendered me mute. The only
sounds I could make were raw and primal, like a wild beast in heat.
I wanted more of him, all of him, and I wanted it now
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