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The Long Haul: Ghost On The Road (Novels Of The Sensual City)

The neon buzz of the truck stop hummed like a dying insect against the midnight sky. Jamie stepped out into the cool, biting air, his boots crunching against the gravel. He’d just grabbed a lukewarm coffee and a pack of crackers, his mind already mapping out the next six hundred miles of interstate.

He rounded the corner of his Peterbilt and stopped dead.

There was a man huddled by the door of the sleeper cab, his fingers dancing nervously against the lock mechanism. He was thin, wearing a jacket that had seen better winters, and his shoulders were hunched toward his ears.

The man froze at the sound of Jamie’s boot hitting a patch of loose stone. He slowly turned, his face pale under the harsh overhead security lights and his eyes were wide.

Jamie didn’t reach for a weapon, but his posture shifted, his weight settling into a grounded, dangerous stillness. "Who are you?"

The man swallowed hard, his eyes darting toward the darkness beyond the trucks. "Oh hey, man. I thought this was my rig."

Jamie tilted his head, giving a short, sharp shake. "Try again."

The man’s shoulders sagged, his facade crumbling as quickly as it had formed. "I’m trying to make my home. Was hoping to get inside and hide...just wanted to reveal myself once we were a couple hundred kilometres away."

"What’s your name?" Jamie asked, his voice steady, devoid of judgment.

"Frasier."

Jamie yanked the keys from his pocket, the metal jangling like a warning in the dim parking lot. He jammed them into the lock of the truck cab, twisting hard until it clicked open. “Get in,” he growled, his voice low and urgent, eyes flicking toward the diner's neon glow where shadows moved like predators.

Frasier hesitated, his pulse hammering in his throat, but the distant rumble of motorcycle engines pushed him forward. He climbed into the cramped space, the air thick with the scent of diesel fuel, stale coffee, and the faint musk of a man who'd been on the road too long. The cab felt like a cage—small, confining, with worn leather seats that creaked under his weight. Jamie slid in after him, slamming the door shut with a finality that sealed them away from the world outside.

“I heard your name in there,” Jamie said, his broad shoulders blocking the faint light filtering through the windshield. He leaned close, his breath warm against Frasier's ear, sending a shiver down his spine. “From two wanna-be bikers. Rick's looking for you. That man's got a mean streak—won't think twice about breaking bones.”

Frasier's stomach twisted. “Rick...” he muttered. The name alone conjured images of fists cracking against jaws, blood spilling on concrete. “Please,” he whispered, his voice cracking. “Just let me hide until he goes. I swear, I'll owe you.”

Jamie nodded once, his jaw tight, eyes dark and unreadable. He reached for the stack of maps and logbooks cluttering the dash, shoving them aside with rough efficiency. His arm brushed Frasier's thigh as he worked, the contact electric, lingering just a second too long.

Frasier swallowed hard, heat pooling low in his gut despite the fear gnawing at him. He took a long look at his benefactor. Jamie was built like a wall—solid muscle under a faded flannel shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with veins, hands callused from gripping the wheel for miles.

The engine roared to life, a deep vibration that thrummed through the seats and into Frasier's bones, then idled down to a low hum. Jamie stowed the last map, his body shifting closer in the tight space. Frasier's back pressed against the passenger door, but there was nowhere to go—Jamie's knee nudged his, the heat radiating from his thigh like a promise. Frasier could smell him now, up close: sweat and soap, raw and intoxicating.

“Rick's dangerous,” Frasier said, his words tumbling out. “He'll tear this cab apart if he finds me. Last time, he put a guy in the hospital—smashed his face in over nothing.”

Jamie turned, his gaze locking on Frasier's, intense and probing. “What'd you do to piss him off? Guy like that doesn't chase without reason.'”His voice was gravelly, laced with something sharper than curiosity—possession, maybe.

“I borrowed money. Thought I could flip it quick, pay him back. But shit hit the fan.” Frasier's hands clenched in his lap, knuckles white.

Jamie's eyes dropped to them, then trailed up, slow and deliberate, taking in the way Frasier's chest rose and fell too fast. “Stay low,” Jamie ordered, reaching for the privacy curtain behind the seats. “Pull this down and keep your mouth shut.”

As he tugged the fabric across, his arm grazed Frasier's again, skin on skin through thin fabric, igniting sparks that raced straight to Frasier's cock. The touch was accidental—or was it? Jamie's proximity was overwhelming, his bulk filling the cab, making the air feel heavier, charged.

“Thanks,” Frasier murmured, his voice barely audible over the engine's purr. He met Jamie's eyes, and there it was—that pull, magnetic and undeniable. Jamie's stare burned, stripping away the fear, leaving only raw want.

Jamie leaned in, crowding him, one hand bracing on the seat beside Frasier's hip. His fingers flexed, inches from touching, the tension coiling like a spring. “Hiding you ain't free,” he said, voice dropping to a husky rumble. His free hand came up, gripping Frasier's chin firmly, tilting his face up. Rough thumb brushed over Frasier's lower lip, parting it slightly, the pad callused and warm.

Frasier's breath hitched, heart slamming against his ribs. The touch sent heat flooding through him, his cock twitching in his jeans, straining against the denim.

Jamie's eyes darkened, pupils blown wide, as if he could feel the shift, the sudden hunger mirroring his own. “Tell me you want this,” Jamie demanded, his grip tightening just enough to make Frasier ache for more. His body heat enveloped Frasier, chest nearly brushing his, the scent of him dizzying—man, arousal, danger.

Frasier nodded, words failing as desire clawed up his throat. Jamie crashed their mouths together, the kiss hard and claiming, lips demanding entry. His tongue plunged in, tasting of coffee and sin, stroking deep while his hand slid to the back of Frasier's neck, holding him in place. Frasier moaned into it, the sound swallowed by the kiss, his hands fisting in Jamie's shirt, pulling him closer until their bodies aligned—hard lines pressing against softer ones, cocks rubbing through fabric in a tease that made Frasier whimper.

The cab amplified everything: the wet slide of tongues, the rustle of clothes shifting, heavy breaths mingling in the confined air. Jamie's free hand roamed, palming Frasier's thigh, squeezing the muscle there before inching higher, thumb tracing the seam of Frasier's jeans over his throbbing erection.

Frasier bucked into the touch, needy and unashamed, the danger outside forgotten in the blaze of this forbidden heat.

“I won't make you,” Jamie broke the kiss to growl against his jaw, nipping the skin there, his stubble scraping deliciously. “I don't force any man into my bunk.” But his hand didn't stop, cupping Frasier's cock fully now, stroking it through the barrier with firm pressure that drew a gasp from the other man's lips.

“'Fuck, yes,” Frasier panted, his own hands exploring—sliding under Jamie's shirt to feel the ridged abs, the heat of skin over muscle. He wanted to taste him, to drop to his knees in this tiny space and suck until Jamie came undone. The tension between them snapped like a live wire, every brush, every grind building toward something explosive, inevitable.

Jamie's mouth returned, softer this time but no less intense, sucking on Frasier's tongue as his hips rolled forward, grinding their cocks together in a rhythm that promised more. Frasier's fingers dug into Jamie's back, urging him on, the world narrowing to this cab, this man, this aching need that drowned out the roar of bikes in the distance.

The kiss deepened, Jamie's tongue pushing past Frasier's lips, exploring with the same caution-turned-command that defined him. Frasier moaned softly into it, his body arching as Jamie's free hand slid down to grip his hip, fingers digging into the denim. The cab's confines amplified every sound—the wet slide of their mouths, the rustle of fabric, Frasier's quickening breaths.

“You can say no,” Jamie said. “I would never force a man into my bunk.”

“I want it. I'm willing.” Frasier grabbed him and kissed him again. “More than willing.”

Jamie broke the kiss first, his breath hot against Frasier's ear. "On the bunk. Now." It wasn't a request.

Frasier scrambled back, his back hitting the thin mattress, watching as Jamie loomed over him, unbuckling his belt with slow, purposeful movements. The zipper rasped down, and Jamie shoved his jeans low enough to free his thickening cock, heavy and veined, already half-hard from the tension. Frasier's mouth went dry, his own arousal straining against his pants. He reached for it tentatively, but Jamie caught his wrist, pinning it above his head.

"You first," Jamie growled, his other hand yanking open Frasier's fly, tugging the jeans and boxers down in one rough pull. Frasier's cock sprang free, flushed and leaking, and Jamie wrapped his callused palm around it, stroking firmly from base to tip. "Fuck," Frasier gasped, hips bucking up into the touch.

Jamie's grip was unyielding, pumping him with steady rhythm, thumb circling the slick head on each upstroke.

Frasier's free hand clawed at the sheets, his thin legs spreading wider as Jamie leaned down, hot breath ghosting over his thigh. "Quiet," Jamie warned, voice muffled as he nipped at the sensitive skin, then licked a broad stripe up Frasier's length.

Frasier bit his lip to stifle a cry, nodding frantically. Jamie's mouth closed over him then, sucking hard, tongue swirling around the shaft as he took him deep. The wet heat was overwhelming, Frasier's body trembling under the assault.

Outside, the truck stop stirred faintly—a door slamming, voices murmuring—but inside, it was just them, Jamie's commanding presence dominating every sensation. He worked Frasier relentlessly, hollowing his cheeks, one hand fondling his balls while the other kept his wrist pinned. Frasier writhed, chasing the building pressure, until Jamie pulled off with a pop, smirking down at the flushed, desperate man.

"Not yet," Jamie said, releasing his wrist to strip off his shirt, revealing a chest dusted with dark hair and marked by faint scars from the road. He climbed onto the bunk fully, straddling Frasier's hips, his cock now fully erect and pressing insistently against Frasier's stomach. "Turn over."

Frasier obeyed without hesitation, rolling onto his stomach, ass lifting instinctively. Jamie's hands were on him immediately, spreading his cheeks, a spit-slick finger circling his hole before pushing in. Frasier keened, pushing back, the burn mixing with pleasure as Jamie added a second finger, scissoring roughly.

"Good," Jamie murmured, leaning over to bite Frasier's shoulder. "Take it like you need this ride." He withdrew his fingers, lining up his cock, the blunt head nudging against Frasier's entrance. With a firm thrust, he sank in, inch by inch, groaning at the tight heat.

Frasier buried his face in the pillow, muffling his moans as Jamie bottomed out, hips flush against his ass. The trucker paused, letting him adjust, then began to move—slow at first, building to hard, commanding snaps that rocked the bunk. Each thrust drove deep, Jamie's hands gripping Frasier's hips hard enough to bruise, pulling him back onto his cock.

"Yeah, just like that," Jamie grunted, pace quickening, the slap of skin echoing in the cab.

Frasier's own cock rubbed against the sheets, friction building until he was teetering on the edge. Jamie reached around, fisting him again, stroking in time with his thrusts.

"Come for me," Jamie ordered, voice rough.

Frasier shattered, spilling over Jamie's hand with a choked cry, clenching around him.
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