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Simon Mercer moved quietly through the downstairs of the house shutting off lights one by one. The dishwasher rattled softly in the kitchen as he checked the front door, twisted the deadbolt once, then crossed toward the back of the house to make sure the kitchen window and sliding patio door were locked too.

The house smelled faintly of coffee and dish soap.  Outside the neighbourhood sat silent beneath yellow streetlights while distant truck engines rolled somewhere far off along the interstate.

Declan paused briefly at the bottom of the staircase, then slowly climbed the stairs with tired shoulders and one hand rubbing across the back of his neck before disappearing into the master bedroom where Marianne waited reading in bed.

“You lock up?” she asked quietly.

“Yeah.”

He stepped back into the hallway one final time afterward, stopping outside Talia’s bedroom door for only a second while the house sat completely still around him.

Then he shut off the hallway light and went to bed.

Inside the darkness of her room, Talia opened her eyes and waited patiently for the next thirty minutes to pass.

Then she moved.

The blankets slipped aside while cold air brushed across bare thighs. Talia sat upright on the edge of the mattress for a moment listening hard enough to hear her own pulse.

Nothing moved.

Talia slid out of bed and reached beneath it, pulling out the small bag she’d hidden there hours earlier. Inside a tiny black skirt barely covering her ass, ripped black tights torn open at both knees and along the legs, a white bra that she had stitched with little red hearts across the cups, and the oversized black hoodie she always wore when she slipped out at night.

She dressed quickly beneath the pale wash of moonlight coming through the curtains, movements quiet and practiced now, her breathing steady as she rolled the tights up her legs, hooked the bra behind her back, then pulled the hoodie over herself

By the time she finished dressing, she barely resembled the quiet girl her parents thought had gone to sleep hours ago.

The screen door at the side of the house creaked just enough to make her freeze.

Talia Mercer stood  for half a heartbeat, chest rising hard. Then she left.  Her parents’ house sat dark behind her, all trimmed hedges and fake-perfect porch lights.

Talia was eighteen years old. She was pretty in a way that made men stare too long.

She had long black hair tied in a messy ponytail, with deep crimson streaks that framed her face in messy layers, the ends brushing her jawline. Her big grey-green eyes were smudged with black eyeliner. Plush pink lips already bitten raw from anticipation. 

She loved the shape of her body , slim overall, but curved sharply in all the right places. 

Small-chested with a narrow waist, toned legs wrapped in ripped black stockings, and toned legs that stood out. 

Talia liked pleasing people. She liked the look in a man’s eyes when he forgot everything else around him because of her. She liked hearing praise. She liked being touched. Wanted. Used. Needed. Even insulted.

Anything was better than feeling alone. Especially in this dead end town. She had nothing to do, her family had moved six times in the last eight years. Her father’s work had always come first. 

Boredom led to touching herself, this led to porn, this led to a specific type of porn. 

Then she discovered something else.

Cock.

She liked cock. Simple as that. She would never apologise for that. 

She liked  the look of it. The smell of it. The sounds men made when she wrapped her lips around them. She liked swallowing because it felt intimate in some filthy secret way she could never explain out loud.

She had discovered the truck stop  by accident.

On her way home from a house party, she stopped in the bathroom and noticed the strange holes cut into the walls — neat circles lined with strips of black tape.

Three cocks had appeared that night, then another ten the next week. 

Then somebody mentioned her to somebody else. After that the little building behind the TruckStop Cafe became hers.

Her own tiny kingdom.

The truck stop sat a ten minute walk outside of town.

A dead neon TruckStop sign buzzed over cracked asphalt when she arrived, the whole place smelling like diesel fuel, stale cigarettes, fryer grease, and rain-soaked concrete. Eighteen wheelers idled in rows beneath orange sodium lights while exhausted drivers wandered in and out carrying coffee the colour of mud.

The men watched every step.

Some leaned against the trucks smoking cigarettes.

Others sat high in their cabs staring down through cracked windows.

Nobody called out anymore. They had learned to respect her. 

Sort of.

The arrangement had become routine.

Wednesday nights. Saturday nights. Always after midnight.

She looked tiny walking through the place.

Five foot one at most. Her white sneakers barely making a sound. 

Her black hoodie hanging off one shoulder revealing the strap of a tiny white bra stitched with little red hearts over cups too small to hide her nipples properly.

The little building sat behind the café beside stacked pallets and overflowing dumpsters. A small sign on the door read MEN’S RESTROOM. 

No cameras. Just one buzzing fluorescent light above the entrance.

Inside, it smelled the same every time.

Bleach, damp concrete, and burnt coffee.

She recognised another smell. 

The smell of cum soaked permanently into old plywood.

Three cubicles lined the wall beside a cracked sink and broken mirror covered in graffiti and water stains. The middle stall belonged to Talia now. The truckers never touched it unless she was there.

Small. Filthy. Private enough.

She pushed open the warped plywood door and stepped inside. She then locked it. They had fixed the lock properly for her. The idea of safety more important than actual safety. A push would have been enough to break it. 

The space was barely larger than a closet. Graffiti crawled over every inch of the walls, phone numbers, crude drawings, names scratched deep into paint.

A stained cushion sat atop the closed toilet lid.

Someone had left her gifts already.

A full bottle of cheap vodka.

A thick roll of folded cash wrapped tight with a rubber band.

Talia stared at it for a moment before smiling faintly.

Her secret little pay check.
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Talia sat down slowly on the cushion .

Her skirt rode up immediately.

Wetness spread beneath her panties, her pussy was practically dripping now. She could feel it sliding between her thighs.

She took a long pull from the vodka bottle.

Coughed once.

Then waited.

Silent.

Always silent.

She barely spoke in here.

How many tonight?

Outside, the compound remained alive with distant engines rumbling endlessly through the dark. Air brakes hissed. Boots crunched gravel.

Then footsteps.

The sound of more footsteps.

Heavy. Approaching from outside.

Talia’s pulse fluttered wildly.

Another set joined the first. Then another.

The floor creaked outside the cubicle door while she saw  movement between the gap.

Someone tapped twice against the wall beside one of the holes.

Her breathing turned shaky instantly.

Please...

A zipper sounded outside.

Then another.

The first cock pushed slowly through the plywood opening at mouth height, thick and flushed dark at the tip, already twitching faintly in the fluorescent light.

Talia stared at it with wide grey-green eyes while her thighs spread unconsciously.

More footsteps gathered outside.

More shadows.

Another cock emerged from the opposite wall.

Then another to the left of it.

And Talia sat there with her tiny breasts rising and falling rapidly while vodka burned warmly in her stomach and slick arousal dripped steadily down the inside of her thigh onto the dirty concrete floor.

Her night had officially begun.
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Breathing harder now, she slid off the toilet onto her knees, stockings scraping against concrete. Her hair bounced around flushed cheeks while she looked between the cocks with wide, needy eyes.

The smell intensified—musk, sweat and cigar smoke.

A rough hand suddenly reached through a large hole in the partition wall from above, fingers tangling hard into her dark hair.

Talia moaned instantly.

“Aah—”

The cock in her hand jerked as she opened her mouth willingly, lips stretching around the thick head. Saliva spilled immediately down her chin while she tried taking more, gagging softly when it pressed deep.

“Glkk—hhk—”

The man above her tightened his grip.

“Greedy little thing,” a voice muttered.

Heat flooded straight between her thighs.

Her panties were soaked already.

Another shaft nudged against her cheek from the side hole, smearing pre-cum across her skin. She turned instinctively, tongue sliding along the underside while muffled groans answered her from beyond the walls.

Everything blurred together after that.

Hands.

Voices.

The cramped cubicle trapping heat until sweat slicked her skin beneath lace and torn stockings.

Talia’s mascara ran in black streaks while she choked obediently around thick cocks one after another, drool stringing from swollen lips. Every filthy sound echoed off plywood walls, the wet gagging noises, deep masculine groans, the smack of flesh against her tongue. 

“Fuck, she’s tiny...”

“Look at those eyes.”

“Attagirl. Take it.”

Her knees hurt. Her jaw ached.

She was in her safe place.

By the middle of
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