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Part One: Appetizer
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The wipers barely cleared the windscreen before the pouring rain coated it again.

Jamie pulled his rig off the highway, up the side road and into the near-empty truck stop, the diesel engine humming as he shut off his rig. The parking lot was quiet, save for the distant hum of traffic on the highway. The glow of the neon sign—Last Stop Diner—flickering through the downpour.

He shut off the engine. Blessed silence after the last few hours of the diesel rumbling.

The rain slackened.

He unbuckled his seat belt, opened the door and, climbed out into the damp night, stretching his tall, broad frame as cool air soaked into his clothes. Raindrops splashed onto his face, but he welcomed the chill. Refreshing after that endless drive. He set out across the parking lot towards the building.

The cool rain dampened his shirt.

The bell above the door jangled softly.

Jamie sauntered in, brushing wet hair out of his face.

Inside, the small diner was almost empty.

The only person was the cook, standing behind the counter, nervously wiping down the surface with a cloth. His dark hair was damp, sticking to his forehead, and his blue tee-shirt and black jeans looked tight from the humid air.

The cook looked up quickly, cheeks burning, eyes flicking up and down across Jamie’s tall, rugged figure. His gaze lingered on Jamie’s bulging jeans, the unmistakable outline of his cock pressing against the denim. He couldn’t help but lick his lips nervously, cheeks pink, trying—and failing miserably—to hide how attracted he was.

Jamie noticed the look, a sly grin curling on his lips. He reached up and unbuttoned the top button of his shirt. The open collar revealed a broad chest, dark hair trailing beneath the fabric, muscles flexing subtly as he moved. His gaze flicked to the cook's eyes half-lidded with teasing intent.

The rhythmic pounding of rain on the roof created an intimate backdrop as he moved past the empty tables, heading straight towards the counter.

Jamie leaned casually against the counter, giving the cook a slow, knowing smile that made the cook's cheeks flush.

“Can-can I whip something up for you?”

“Hey, hot stuff,” Jamie drawled, voice low and gravelly. “You're the cook...so should I call you 'hot stuff'?” he laughed. “Jamie. How about pointing me to the bathroom first? Gotta stretch out after that long drive.”

“I'm not hot.” The cook's voice was soft. “I mean I'm the cook.” His lips trembled as he struggled with his words. “Adam,” he finally managed. “Haven't seen a truck all night. Rest room is right back there,” he said, eyes still lingering on Jamie’s chest, cheeks flushing deeper.

Jamie sauntered across the diner towards the back corner. He didn't look back over his shoulder, but he knew Adam was staring at his ass.
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Jamie turned away from the urinal and looked toward the mirror over the sink, catching his reflection and flexing his muscles slightly, making his pecs ripple. His clothes looked a little worn from long use, but they were comfortable. A bit of fraying on the cuffs of his shirt. The knees blown out of his Wranglers. He washed his hand, dried them on a some paper towel, then studied his reflection again.

He deliberately undid three more buttons on his shirt, revealing even more of his broad, chiselled chest, dark hair trailing down his stomach. He smiled a slow, teasing smile, adjusting his shirt so it now hung open just enough to show his abs, the muscles rippling beneath the damp fabric.

Jamie pushed the door open and walked back into the diner. “That’s better,” he said, leaning casually against the counter, eyes flickering with mischief.

Adam’s cheeks were bright red now, and he looked away briefly, then stole a quick glance back, licking his lips again.

Jamie chuckled softly. He pushed off the counter, rolled his shoulders, flexing just enough to make his biceps bulge, then leaned back against the counter again.

“Damn,” Adam whispered, eyes flickering with nervous excitement. “You really know how to make a guy want to forget about his shift.” His voice trembled but was laced with flirtation.

Jamie chuckled softly, leaning closer across the counter. “Well, I’ve got a sleeper cab,” he said, voice low and smooth, “in case you wanna stop in after your shift ends. Plenty of room to stretch out, if you’re interested.”

Adam’s eyes widened just a little, a flicker of heat flashing behind his nervousness. “Yeah?” he managed, licking his lips again. “Maybe I’d like that.”

Jamie’s grin widened, enjoying the game. “You never know,” he said, voice playful. “I like to keep my options open.”

“Well, this is the Last Stop”

“But not my last chance?”

Adam blushed again.

“Well, I gotta say, you’re the most attractive thing I’ve seen all night,” he said, voice gravelly but teasing. “How about you make me a burger that’s just as hot as you?”

Adam chuckled, a bit amused but clearly flattered. “You got it, cowboy. One burger and fries coming right up. Sit wherever you like.”

Jamie nodded, tipping an imaginary hat, then made his way to a corner booth. He settled in, the leather creak under him, and watched as Adam turned towards the cooking grill.

Adam came out from behind the counter, carrying a cola. “Something to get you started.”

“You've already got me started.”

Adam's eyes dropped down to Jamie's bulge. “I can see that.”

Jamie grinned. “Is this a fully outfitted truck stop?”

“Fully outfitted?”

“Yeah...maybe you could show me a shower block where I can wash off these long dusty miles?”

Adam swallowed hard, his cheeks pink, eyes darting down briefly then back up. “I—I could help you out,” he managed, voice trembling with desire. “Got some soap and water in the back, if you’re interested.”

Jamie’s grin widened, enjoying the game. He took a step closer, deliberately shifting his hips so the bulge in his jeans pressed just right, making Adam’s eyes flick down again. “I might just take you up on that,” he murmured, voice low and tempting. “And maybe I’ll help you unwind after your shift—see if you can handle a real man’s kind of heat.”

He reached out, slowly as to not startle the other man, brushing a finger along Adam’s jawline, feeling the shiver that ran through the young cook. “I like my company like I like my steaks—hot, tender, and well done,” he whispered, voice thick with innuendo. “And I’ve got all night if you’re willing to stay a little longer.”

Adam’s cheeks darkened further, lips parted, eyes unable to resist flicking to Jamie’s lips. His voice was almost a whisper, trembling but full of teasing promise. “You sure know how to get a guy interested,” he said softly.

Jamie leaned in just a little, lowering his voice even more. “Oh, hot stuff. I’ve got a few tricks up my sleeve,” he murmured, then gently ran his finger along Adam’s jaw again, feeling the nervous pulse beneath his fingertips. “And I’m just getting started.”

He let his hand trail down to rest lightly on Adam’s hip, pressing just enough to make the boy’s breath catch. “You wanna see what else I can do?” His eyes locked onto Adam’s with a wicked grin. “Or are you just gonna stand there, all shy and cute?”

Adam’s cheeks burned hotter, but he kept his gaze trained on Jamie’s, a mixture of nervousness and undeniable attraction. “I—I think I could handle a little more heat,” he managed, voice husky.

Jamie chuckled softly, a devilish glint in his eye. “Good,” he said, voice dripping with promise. “Because I’ve got plenty of ways to make sure you remember this night.”

Jamie’s hand pressed firm but gentle against Adam’s stomach, feeling the rapid thump of his pulse beneath his fingertips. The distance between their bodies was minimal now, and Jamie revelled in the way Adam’s breathing grew ragged and uneven.

He leaned in just enough that his lips brushed against Adam’s ear again, voice a gravelly whisper. “You’re trembling. That’s good. Means you’re already halfway there.”

Adam’s lips parted, eyes dark with longing, cheeks flushed deep crimson. “I—I want you,” he whispered, voice thick with desire, trembling with the need to be touched, claimed.

Jamie gave a slow, deliberate grin, his free hand drifting up to cup Adam’s face, fingers curling around his jaw as he looked into those wide, hungry eyes. “You sure about that?” he murmured, voice dripping with tease. “Because once I start, I don’t stop easy. You might not be able to handle the full weight of me.”

Adam shivered at the words, a mixture of excitement and nervousness flooding his entire body. “I can handle it,” he breathed, voice trembling but resolute. “Just...don’t hold back.”

Jamie’s grin widened, then he leaned in, capturing Adam’s lips in a slow, burning kiss—soft at first, then deepening as their mouths moved together in a dance of pure desire. His hand continued to press against Adam’s stomach, fingers pressing into the bare skin, feeling the little shivers he ignited.
He pulled back just enough to whisper against Adam’s lips. “Good. Because I love to see a man like you lose control.”
Jamie’s other hand moved to the boy’s waist, pulling him closer, pressing their bodies flush. The rough, damp fabric of Jamie’s tee-shirt brushed against Adam’s chest, and the heat between them was almost unbearable. Jamie’s lips kissed along the curve of Adam’s jaw, then down his neck, teeth grazing softly, leaving a fiery trail.

“Tell me,” Jamie murmured, voice thick with promise, “what’s it gonna take for you to really lose your mind?”

Adam’s voice was barely a whisper, trembling with anticipation. “I want you to take me. All of you.”

Jamie’s grin turned wicked. “That’s what I like to hear,” he said, voice husky and low. His hand slid lower, fingers curling around Adam’s wrist, guiding it to his own chest. “Feel that? That’s my heartbeat—fast and ready for you. And I want yours to race just as fast.”

He pressed a lingering, suggestive kiss to Adam’s lips again, then slowly, deliberately, trailed his lips down to the boy’s collarbone, teeth grazing softly. “Tonight, I’ll make sure you never forget this moment. Every inch, every touch, every gasp.”

His free hand slipped beneath Adam’s shirt, fingers tracing along the boy’s bare skin, feeling the tremors beneath his fingertips. “You want me to go slow?” Jamie whispered, teasingly. “Or do you want me to make you scream?”

Adam’s lips trembled, eyes fluttering shut for a moment before he responded, voice hoarse. “Make me scream.”

Jamie’s grin was slow and wicked, then he pressed his lips to Adam’s again, this time more fiercely, more possessively. His hand moved to the waistband of Adam’s jeans, fingers curling around the fabric, teasingly tugging.

“Say the word,” Jamie murmured, “and I’ll do whatever you want—anything to make you mine tonight.”

Adam’s breath hitched, hips subtly pressing forward. “Please,” he begged softly, eyes dark with longing. “Just... do it.”

Jamie’s voice was a low growl of satisfaction, his lips still locked with Adam’s. “That’s all I needed to hear.” The air between them was thick with anticipation, their bodies pressed close.

But suddenly, the headlights cut through the rain-streaked windows, illuminating the lot outside. The engine of a car pulling in echoed softly through the quiet space.

Jamie’s eyes flicked toward the window, then back to Adam, a
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