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Chapter one

Roadside Revelation





The summer sun blazed overhead, a relentless golden eye in the clear Illinois sky, as Brad stood on the shoulder of the highway with his thumb out, a worn duffel bag slung over his shoulder. He was eighteen, fresh out of high school, and on his way to Uncle Ross’s farm in Iowa for a summer of hard work and escape from the stifling norms of his small Pennsylvania town. His toned gymnast’s body was clad in a faded T-shirt and tight Levi’s cut-offs, the denim hugging his thighs and showing off the lean muscles he’d earned from years of tumbling and vaulting. Sweat beaded on his brow, and his sandy hair stuck to his forehead as he squinted down the endless ribbon of asphalt, hoping for a ride. 

Brad had always felt different, a quiet ache in his chest that he couldn’t name, a pull toward desires he’d never dared speak aloud in his conservative hometown. He’d fooled around with buddies in secret—playful wrestling that turned into fumbling touches, hands brushing under waistbands but never going further. Those moments left him hungry, curious, but terrified of what they meant. Now, hitchhiking across the country in the early 1970s, with the air thick with the promise of freedom and rebellion, Brad felt the world opening up in ways he couldn’t yet grasp.

A semi-truck roared into view, slowing with a hiss of air brakes as it pulled onto the shoulder. The driver, a burly man in his 40s named Stan, leaned out the window with a wide grin, his thick beard framing a weathered face. “Hop in, kid! Where ya headed?” His voice was rough but warm, and Brad felt a flicker of relief as he climbed into the cab, the door slamming shut behind him. The interior smelled of diesel, stale coffee, and sweat, a lived-in musk that clung to the cracked vinyl seats. Behind the driver’s seat, a cluttered sleeper bunk held a mess of magazines, empty cups, and a rumpled blanket. Stan’s presence filled the small space, his broad shoulders and meaty hands commanding as he shifted gears and pulled back onto the highway.

“Name’s Stan,” he said, glancing at Brad with a knowing smirk. “Headed to Michigan, but I can drop ya somewhere along the way. Iowa, right?” Brad nodded, mumbling a shy “thanks” as he settled into the passenger seat, his duffel on the floor between his feet. The truck jostled along the uneven road, the vibrations humming through the seat and up Brad’s spine. He tried to focus on the passing cornfields, the endless green blurring outside the window, but the constant rocking of the cab stirred something primal in him. His cock twitched involuntarily, swelling against the tight denim of his cut-offs, the friction maddening as he shifted uncomfortably.

Stan noticed. Of course he did. His eyes flicked down to Brad’s lap, and a low chuckle rumbled from his chest. “Looks like the road’s got ya all worked up, kid,” he said, his tone teasing but edged with something darker, hungrier. Brad’s face burned, his hands instinctively moving to cover himself, but Stan just laughed again. “No need to hide it. Hell, look at me.” With a brazen move, Stan adjusted himself in his seat, unzipping his jeans with a slow, deliberate pull. Brad’s breath caught as Stan’s thick, veiny cock sprang free, bobbing in the air, already half-hard and glistening at the tip. It was the first time Brad had seen another man’s erection so openly, so shamelessly, and the sight sent a jolt of heat straight to his core.

“Don’t be shy now,” Stan said, his voice a low growl as he gripped the steering wheel with one hand, the other lazily stroking himself. “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with feelin’ good. You’re a man, ain’t ya?” Brad’s heart pounded, his mouth dry as he stared, torn between shock and a burning curiosity he couldn’t suppress. Stan’s cock was intimidating—thick and heavy, the kind of size that made Brad’s own feel inadequate by comparison. Yet the sight of it, the way Stan handled himself with such casual confidence, made Brad’s own erection strain painfully against his shorts.

Stan caught his gaze and grinned wider, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Tell ya what, kid. There’s a rest stop up ahead. Nice and quiet, away from pryin’ eyes. Why don’t we take a little break, huh? Join the party.” He nodded toward a sign indicating the exit, and before Brad could stammer a response, Stan was already signaling to pull off the highway. The rest stop was deserted, a dusty lot with a few picnic tables and a crumbling bathroom block, surrounded by scraggly trees. Stan parked the rig in the far corner, away from the main road, the hum of distant traffic fading into a tense silence as he cut the engine.

“C’mon, don’t be a tease,” Stan said, peeling off his flannel shirt to reveal a broad, hairy chest, the dark curls matted with sweat. His nipples were hard in the warm air, and he patted the seat beside him, his cock still out, now fully erect and leaking a bead of precum. “Get comfortable. Ain’t nobody gonna bother us here.” Brad’s mind raced, fear and desire warring inside him. He’d never done anything like this, never even imagined it could happen so fast, so boldly. But the heat in his groin was undeniable, a throbbing need that drowned out the voice of caution. With trembling fingers, he unbuttoned his cut-offs, hesitating as Stan’s hand reached over, grazing his thigh. The touch was electric, a spark of forbidden heat that made Brad’s breath hitch. “That’s it, kid,” Stan murmured, his voice thick with lust. “Let’s have some fun.”

The cab felt like a pressure cooker, the air thick with anticipation as Stan leaned closer, his breath hot on Brad’s neck. “Ever touch another man’s cock before?” he asked, his hand guiding Brad’s to his pulsing erection. Brad shook his head, his fingers trembling as they wrapped around Stan’s thick shaft, the skin scorching and smooth under his tentative grip. It felt alive, twitching in his hand, and Stan let out a deep, guttural groan. “Fuck yeah, feel that power, kid. Stroke it nice and slow. Get to know it.” Brad’s movements were clumsy at first, but the weight of Stan’s cock, the way it throbbed under his touch, sent a rush of adrenaline through him. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, couldn’t believe how much he wanted to.

Stan’s hand slid up Brad’s thigh, tugging at the waistband of his cut-offs until they were down around his knees, freeing Brad’s own aching cock. It sprang up, hard and leaking, the tip flushed a deep pink. Stan whistled low. “Damn, boy, you’re packin’ a nice piece there. Bet it tastes even better.” Before Brad could process the words, Stan leaned in, his rough beard scraping against Brad’s chin as he captured his lips in a deep, hungry kiss. The invasion of Stan’s tongue was overwhelming, wet and forceful, tasting of tobacco and coffee as it explored Brad’s mouth with sloppy, desperate need. Brad moaned into the kiss, his hands tightening on Stan’s cock as their lips locked in a frantic dance, the cab windows fogging up from their heavy breaths.

“Gonna make you feel so fuckin’ good, boy,” Stan growled against Brad’s mouth, his dirty talk sending shivers down Brad’s spine. He broke the kiss, sliding down to kneel on the cab floor, his big hands gripping Brad’s hips as he positioned himself between his legs. Brad’s heart thundered as Stan’s hot breath ghosted over his cock, the anticipation almost unbearable. Then Stan’s mouth was on him, enveloping him in wet, tight heat, his tongue swirling around the sensitive head with expert precision. Brad gasped, his hands flying to Stan’s shoulders, gripping hard as waves of pleasure crashed over him. “Oh fuck,” he breathed, the curse slipping out unbidden as Stan sucked him deeper, hollowing his cheeks with obscene suction.

“That’s it, stud, let me hear ya,” Stan mumbled around Brad’s cock, the vibrations of his voice pushing Brad closer to the edge. “Cum for me. I wanna taste every fuckin’ drop.” His words were filthy, raw, and they shattered what little control Brad had left. The pleasure built to a blinding crescendo, his balls tightening as Stan’s tongue flicked over the slit, teasing out every nerve. Brad’s body convulsed, a guttural moan tearing from his throat as he climaxed, hot spurts flooding Stan’s eager mouth. Stan took it all, swallowing with a satisfied hum, his throat working around Brad’s cock until he was spent, panting and dazed against the seat.

Stan pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a wicked grin splitting his face. “First time with a man, huh? You’re a natural, kid.” He sat back on his heels, his own cock still rock-hard and glistening, but he didn’t touch himself further. Instead, he edged himself, delaying his release with a teasing smirk. “Gotta save some for later. Maybe you’ll catch up with me down the road, huh? Got plenty more to show ya.” Brad could barely nod, his body still buzzing with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm he’d ever had. The reality of what he’d just done—his first sexual encounter with another man—seared into his memory, a mix of exhilaration and vulnerability washing over him.

They redressed in silence, the air in the cab heavy with the musk of sweat and sex. Stan lit a cigarette, the acrid smoke curling around them as he cracked the window. “I’m headed north to Michigan after this,” he said casually, exhaling a plume of gray. “Gotta split ways soon, but I’ll drop ya at the next exit. You okay, kid?” Brad nodded, his voice shaky as he admitted, “That… that was my first time. With a guy, I mean.” His cheeks flushed, but Stan just shrugged, unfazed. “First of many, I bet. Just be careful who ya trust on the road. Not everyone’s as nice as me. Seen some rough shit out here.” His words carried a weight that planted a seed of unease in Brad’s chest. The world suddenly felt bigger, more dangerous, and he wondered if every stranger he met would be as kind—or as seductive—as Stan.

Outside, the crunch of gravel signaled another vehicle pulling into the rest stop. Brad’s eyes darted to the window, spotting a highway patrol car rolling slowly through the lot. Stan tensed, his cigarette pausing halfway to his mouth. “Fuck, don’t need no trouble,” he muttered under his breath, stubbing out the smoke and starting the engine. “Cops got nothin’ better to do than hassle folks. Let’s move.” Brad’s mind raced—could they have been seen? Was what they’d done illegal, something to hide? The thought made his stomach churn, the high of his climax tainted by a sudden fear of consequences.

Stan drove a few miles down the highway before pulling over at the next exit, a barren stretch of road with nothing but a gas station in the distance. “This is as far as I go with ya, kid,” he said, his tone gruff but not unkind. He scribbled something on a scrap of paper and handed it to Brad—a CB radio handle scrawled in messy handwriting. “If ya ever near Michigan, look me up. Keep that fire burnin’, alright?” Brad took the paper, his fingers brushing Stan’s Stanloused palm, a final spark of connection before the trucker tipped his cap and pulled away, the rig disappearing into the haze of the horizon.

Alone on the roadside, Brad felt the weight of his solitude settle over him like a heavy blanket. His body still thrummed with the memory of Stan’s touch, the taste of forbidden pleasure lingering on his skin. But Stan’s warning echoed in his mind, a reminder of the risks that came with this newfound freedom. He adjusted his duffel bag on his shoulder, sticking out his thumb once more, and wondered what—or who—awaited him next on this uncharted journey to Uncle Ross’s farm. The summer stretched ahead, a blank canvas of possibility, and Brad knew, deep down, that he’d already crossed a threshold he could never uncross.








