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  Chapter one
Roadside Detour


Rebecca Rocharn gripped the steering wheel tighter as the endless stretch of interstate blurred in the fading light. Her eyes burned from hours of driving, the kind of bone-deep exhaustion that settled in after too many miles alone. The radio played some old country song she barely registered, its twang mixing with the hum of tires on asphalt. She had left home three days ago, telling Tom she needed space, a change of scenery, anything to break the monotony of their suburban routine. He had barely looked up from his laptop when she mentioned the cross-country drive, just nodded and reminded her about the insurance on the car. 
The sun dipped lower, casting long shadows across the highway. Her curvy frame shifted in the seat, the seatbelt digging into her soft middle. Fair skin flushed from the heat of the car, and a few strands of her soft brown hair had escaped the ponytail, sticking to her neck. She glanced at the dashboard clock. Another two hours to the next decent motel, but her body protested every mile. She needed coffee, a bathroom, something to wake her up before she dozed off behind the wheel.
A green sign loomed ahead: Truck Stop 2 Miles. Exit 47. Rebecca eased off the gas and took the ramp, tires crunching over gravel as she pulled into the lot. The place looked exactly like what she expected from a seedy roadside stop. Rows of big rigs idled in the parking area, their chrome gleaming under harsh fluorescent lights. A faded sign for the diner swung in the evening breeze, and the air smelled of diesel and fried food. She parked near the restrooms, killed the engine, and sat for a moment, hands still on the wheel. Guilt flickered in her chest, the same dull ache that had followed her since she left. Tom would call it irresponsible, this solo trip. But the thought of going back to their quiet dinners and silent nights made her stomach turn.
She stepped out, stretching her legs. The evening air felt cool against her flushed skin. Inside the main building, a few truckers lingered near the counter, their conversations low and rough. Rebecca kept her head down and headed straight for the women's restroom at the back. The door creaked as she pushed it open, revealing a dimly lit space with cracked tiles and a row of stalls. The air was thick with the scent of cheap disinfectant and something earthier, something she couldn't quite place.
She chose the middle stall, locking the door behind her. As she sat, a sound from the adjacent stall caught her attention. A low moan, muffled but unmistakable, drifted through the thin partition. Rebecca froze, her breath catching. It wasn't just one voice. There was a rhythmic shuffle, like fabric moving, and then a deeper grunt from what sounded like the men's side. Her cheeks warmed instantly. She knew that sound, the unmistakable cadence of someone seeking release in secret.
Her heart thudded against her ribs. She should ignore it, finish up, and leave. This was none of her business. But curiosity, the same restless feeling that had driven her onto the road in the first place, kept her rooted. She leaned closer to the wall, ears straining. Another moan, breathier this time, followed by a wet sound that made her thighs clench involuntarily. The fair skin of her neck flushed deeper, and she pressed a hand to her chest, feeling the rapid beat beneath her fingers.
Then she saw it. A small, circular hole in the partition, about waist height, the edges smoothed as if worn by frequent use. Light from the other side filtered through, casting a faint glow. Rebecca's hazel eyes widened. She had heard stories about places like this, truck stops with hidden spots for anonymous encounters, but seeing it in person sent a jolt through her. The hole looked deliberate, not some accident of construction. Her mind raced with possibilities, images she tried to push away but couldn't quite dismiss.
She should leave. This wasn't for her. Years of marriage to Tom had left her feeling invisible, her body something functional rather than desirable. He hadn't touched her with real hunger in months, maybe years. The thought of him made her stomach twist with that familiar mix of resentment and guilt. Yet here she was, alone in a dingy stall, listening to strangers on the other side. The sounds grew more insistent, a man's voice muttering something low and filthy that she couldn't make out clearly. Her pulse quickened, a warmth pooling low in her belly despite herself.
Rebecca's hand hovered near the hole, fingers trembling. She traced the edge without touching it, feeling the cool metal. What would it be like to reach through, to let someone else take control for once? The idea terrified her and thrilled her in equal measure. She bit her lip, the Southern lilt of her thoughts turning inward. This was wrong. She was a married woman. But the exhaustion on the highway had stripped away some of her usual restraint, leaving room for this dangerous spark of curiosity.
From the other side came another sound, a sharp intake of breath followed by a satisfied groan. Rebecca pulled back, heart hammering. She stood quickly, adjusting her clothes with shaky hands. The temptation lingered, heavy in the air, but she wasn't ready to act on it. Not yet. She unlocked the stall and stepped out, catching her reflection in the mirror. Her ponytail was slightly askew, hazel eyes bright with something new, something she didn't have a name for yet.
She washed her hands, the water cold against her flushed skin, and forced herself to breathe steadily. Outside, the truck stop hummed with activity, but inside her chest, a quiet conflict raged. The road trip was supposed to clear her head, not complicate it further. Still, as she walked back to her car, the image of that hole stayed with her, a silent promise of possibilities she had never considered before. She slid behind the wheel, started the engine, and pulled back onto the highway, the night stretching ahead like an unanswered question.






  
  Chapter two
Anonymous Release


Rebecca kept driving long after she left the truck stop, but the image of that hole in the stall wall refused to fade. Her hands tightened on the wheel as the highway stretched out empty under the darkening sky. The encounter she had overheard played on repeat in her mind, those muffled sounds stirring something deep and restless inside her. She told herself it was just exhaustion playing tricks, that she needed rest and nothing more. Yet every mile made the ache between her legs more insistent, a warmth that spread despite the guilt twisting in her gut. 
She thought of Tom back home, how he barely glanced her way anymore. Their marriage had settled into silence and routine, his attention always on work or the TV. She had convinced herself this trip would help her breathe again, but now it felt like something else was awakening. Her curvy body shifted in the seat, the fabric of her clothes suddenly too tight against her fair skin. She glanced at the next exit sign and made a decision without letting herself overthink it.
Twenty minutes later she pulled into another truck stop, this one even seedier than the last. Big rigs lined the lot, engines rumbling low. She parked near the restrooms again, her heart pounding as she stepped out into the cool night air. The place smelled of oil and coffee, but she ignored the diner and headed straight for the women's room. Her ponytail swayed with each step, and she avoided eye contact with the few men lingering outside.
The restroom looked nearly identical, cracked tiles and dim lights casting shadows everywhere. She chose the same middle stall, locking the door with a soft click. For a moment she just stood there, breathing hard. Then she heard movement on the other side of the partition. A low cough, the scrape of boots on the floor. Someone was there. Her hazel eyes flicked to the hole, and a fresh wave of heat rushed through her.
She hesitated, fingers hovering near the smooth edge. "Is... is someone there?" she whispered, her voice carrying that soft Southern lilt even in the quiet space. The words felt strange on her tongue, but she couldn't stop them.
A gravelly voice answered from the other side, low and direct. "Yeah, darlin'. You lookin' for somethin'?"
Rebecca's breath caught. She hadn't expected a reply so soon. Her mind raced with doubt. This was crazy. She should leave right now. But the memory of those earlier sounds pulled at her, and the loneliness of the road made everything feel possible. "I... I don't know what I'm doin'," she admitted, her voice breathy. "I've never done anything like this before."
The man on the other side chuckled softly, the sound rough but not unkind. "Ain't nothin' to it. Just relax. You can touch if you want. Or you can walk away. Your choice."
Her hand moved before she could second-guess it. She reached through the hole, fingers brushing against warm skin on the other side. It was a cock, already half-hard and thickening under her tentative touch. The sensation sent a jolt straight through her core. She wrapped her fingers around it gently at first, feeling the heat and the way it pulsed in her grip. The man let out a low groan that vibrated through the thin wall.
"That's it," he said, his voice dropping lower. "Feels good, don't it? Keep goin'."
Rebecca's heart hammered as she stroked him slowly, learning the shape and weight. Her own body responded instantly, nipples tightening under her shirt, a slickness building between her thighs. She knelt on the cool tile floor, the position making her feel exposed and strangely free at the same time. The guilt lingered, whispering that Tom would never understand, but the thrill drowned it out. This was her body, her choice, after years of feeling invisible.
She leaned closer, her breath warm against the partition. The cock grew fully hard in her hand, thick and veined. She ran her thumb over the head, spreading the bead of moisture there. The man hissed in pleasure. "You're good at that. Bet you been thinkin' about this all day."
"Maybe," she murmured, her voice shaky but gaining strength. "I heard noises earlier. Couldn't stop wonderin'."
"Curious little thing, ain't you? Go on. Taste it."
The command sent another rush of heat through her. Rebecca hesitated only a second before leaning in and pressing her lips to the tip. The taste was salty and male, unfamiliar after so long with just her husband. She licked slowly, circling the head with her tongue, then took him into her mouth. The angle through the hole was awkward at first, but she adjusted, sucking gently as her hand worked the base.
The man moaned again, the sound raw and encouraging. "Fuck, that's nice. Take more. Nice and slow."
She obeyed, sliding her mouth down further. Her lips stretched around him, saliva slicking the way. The sensation of fullness, the way he filled her mouth, made her thighs press together. She could feel her own arousal building, wetness soaking into her panties. Her free hand drifted between her legs, pressing against the seam of her jeans. The friction was enough to make her whimper around the cock in her mouth.
From the other side came more instructions, the voice steady and commanding. "Use your tongue. Yeah, just like that. You're doin' so good for me."
Rebecca's confidence grew with each word. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper each time. The wet sounds filled the stall, mixing with her soft breaths and his low grunts. Her ponytail brushed her shoulders as she moved, and sweat beaded on her fair skin. She imagined what she must look like, on her knees in this dirty stall, serving a stranger she couldn't even see. The anonymity made it hotter, stripping away the expectations of her normal life.
Her fingers worked faster between her legs, rubbing through the
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