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Chapter 1
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The late afternoon sun hung heavy over I-95, casting long shadows across the cracked asphalt of the Wilson truck stop. The air was thick with the scent of diesel fumes, greasy food from the diner, and the faint metallic tang of the highway itself. Frank Miller gripped the wheel of his Freightliner Cascadia, his knuckles tight as the radio crackled to life between Blink-182 tracks. A familiar voice—deep, gravelly, another black trucker he’d met a few stops back—cut through the static.

"Yo, Frank, you still rollin’ through Wilson?"

Frank adjusted his glasses, leaning slightly toward the radio. "Yeah, just pulled in. What’s up?"

"You gotta check out Sherry. White girl, blonde, built like a fuckin’ dream. Works the lot. Got a thing for black dick—said so herself. You’ll thank me later."

A slow grin spread across Frank’s face. He wasn’t much to look at—skinny, barely 135 pounds soaking wet, his ebony skin stretched tight over a frame that had always been more wiry than imposing. But he’d learned long ago that some women didn’t give a damn about size as long as you knew what to do with what you had. And right now, the thought of sinking into some curvy white girl who preferred black men had his dick twitching in his jeans before he’d even laid eyes on her.

"Appreciate it," Frank replied, his voice steady despite the heat pooling low in his gut. He killed the radio, the sudden silence making the hum of the engine louder, more intimate. His gaze flicked to the rearview mirror, scanning the lot. And then he saw her.

Sherry McDonald stood leaning against the side of a Peterbilt, her hips cocked to one side, one hand resting on the hood of the truck as she laughed at something the driver said. Even from a distance, Frank could make out the way her pink tank top clung to her heavy tits, the fabric stretched thin over the swell of them, the neckline dipping just enough to tease the shadow of her cleavage. Her jean skirt was so short it barely covered the curve of her ass, the denim hugging the soft, generous flesh of her thighs. Her brown cowboy boots added to her sexy out making her thick thighs irresistible. Her blonde hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, catching the sunlight like a cheap halo. She was all softness—saggy stomach, thick thighs, that big ass Frank could already imagine gripping while he fucked her from behind. And when she turned slightly, the beauty mark above her lip caught his eye, a dark little punctuation mark on her pale skin.

Frank’s mouth went dry.

She said something else to the trucker, then pushed off the rig with a laugh, her tits bouncing with the movement. The man—black, broad, built like a linebacker—leaned down and kissed her, his hand lingering on her hip before she sauntered away, her ass swaying with every step. Frank’s fingers tightened on the wheel. Fuck. She was already walking toward the diner, her cigarette dangling from her fingers, the smoke curling around her like a lazy invitation.

He didn’t hesitate.

Frank killed the engine, the sudden silence making his pulse roar in his ears. He stepped down from the cab, his boots hitting the pavement with a solid thud. The air was thick, humid, the kind of heat that made clothes stick to skin. He adjusted his trucker’s hat, pulling it low over his shaved head, then rolled his shoulders back, trying to look bigger than he was. Not that it mattered. Sherry had already made her preferences clear.

She was halfway to the diner when Frank let out a sharp, low whistle—the kind that carried, the kind that demanded attention.

Sherry paused mid-step, her back still to him. Then, slow as honey, she turned.

Her blue eyes locked onto him, sharp and assessing, the kind of gaze that missed nothing. She took a long drag from her cigarette, the tip glowing orange as she exhaled, smoke curling around her lips. Her gaze raked over him—his slim frame, his casual stance, the way his flannel shirt hung open over a plain white tee. Then her lips quirked, just a little, like she’d already made up her mind about him.

Frank didn’t smile. He didn’t need to. The way her eyes darkened, the way her tongue darted out to wet her lower lip—she was interested.

She took her time walking over, her hips rolling with each step, her tits bouncing slightly with the movement. The closer she got, the more Frank could smell her—cigarette smoke, something sweet and cheap like vanilla body spray, and underneath it all, the musky scent of sex. His cock throbbed, pressing against the zipper of his jeans.

Sherry stopped a few feet away, tilting her head to the side. “You lookin’ for company, sugar?” Her voice was pure Southern drawl, slow and syrupy, the kind of accent that made every word sound like a promise.

Frank nodded once, his gaze flicking down to her lips, then lower, to the way her tank top clung to her nipples. “Frank Miller,” he said, his voice rough.

“Sherry,” she purred, taking another drag. The smoke curled between them, a gray veil. “You got a name for that rig?” She jerked her chin toward his truck.

“Black Betty,” he said, because it was the first thing that came to mind.

She laughed, low and throaty. “Original.” Her gaze dropped to his crotch, then back up to his face. “You got a rate in mind, or you just whistlin’ at every girl who walks by?”

Frank liked that—no bullshit, no playing coy. Just straight to business. “What’s your rate?”

Sherry exhaled smoke, the stream curling around her fingers. “Two-fifty an hour. Cash up front.”

Frank didn’t blink. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a wad of bills, and peeled off three hundreds. “Hour and a half,” he said, holding the money out.

Sherry’s eyes flicked to the cash, then back to his face. She plucked the bills from his fingers, her nails grazing his palm just long enough to send a jolt up his arm. “Generous,” she murmured, tucking the money into the pocket of her skirt. “You got a sleeper?”

Frank jerked his chin toward his rig. “Back’s clean.”

She took one last drag of her cigarette, then crushed it under the toe of her sneaker. “Lead the way, Frank.”

The walk to the truck felt like a mile. Frank was hyper-aware of her behind him—the soft swish of her skirt with each step, the way her breath hitched just slightly when she climbed up into the cab after him. The sleeper was tight, the space barely big enough for one, let alone two, but Frank had made it work before. He kicked off his boots, letting them thud to the floor, then stretched out on the narrow mattress, his back against the cold vinyl of the cab wall.

Sherry didn’t waste time.

She dropped to her knees between his legs, her hands already going to his belt. The sleeper creaked under her weight, the springs groaning as she settled. Frank’s breath hitched when her fingers brushed the bulge in his jeans, her touch light, teasing. She looked up at him through her lashes, her blue eyes dark with promise. “You gonna just lay there, or you gonna let me work?”

Frank swallowed hard. “Work away.”

She smirked, then popped the button on his jeans.

The sound of his zipper coming down was obscenely loud in the confined space. Sherry tugged his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion, freeing his cock. It sprang up, already half-hard, the dark shaft contrasting sharply with her pale fingers as she wrapped them around the base. Frank hissed at the contact, his hips jerking slightly.

Sherry made a soft, approving sound in the back of her throat. “Mmm. Knew you’d be pretty.” She leaned in, her breath hot against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. Frank’s fingers twitched at his sides, itching to grab her, to guide her, but he forced himself to stay still. He wanted to see what she’d do.

She didn’t disappoint.

Sherry’s tongue flicked out, tracing a slow, wet line from the base of his cock to the tip. Frank’s breath stuttered, his abs tightening. Then she took him into her mouth, her lips sealing around the head, her tongue swirling over the slit. The heat was incredible, the wet squelch of her mouth obscene. Frank groaned, his head falling back against the wall.

Sherry hummed around him, the vibration making his toes curl. She took him deeper, her throat opening around the head, her fingers tightening around the base. Frank’s hands finally gave in, tangling in her blonde hair, guiding her just slightly. She let him, her eyes fluttering up to meet his, her lips stretched obscenely around his shaft.

“Fuck, Sherry,” he groaned, his voice rough. She pulled back with a wet pop, her lips glistening. “You like that, baby?” she murmured, her hand stroking him slowly. “You like my mouth on this big black cock?”

Frank’s hips jerked. “Yeah,” he bit out. “Just like that.”

She grinned, then took him back in, her head bobbing, her throat working around him. The sounds she made—wet, sloppy, filthy—filled the cab. Frank’s fingers tightened in her hair, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She was good. Too good. His balls were already drawing up, the pressure building low in his gut.

Sherry pulled back with another lewd pop, her hand still working him. “Mmm, someone’s eager,” she teased, her thumb swiping over the pre-cum glistening on his tip. “You wanna cum already, Frank?”

Frank gritted his teeth. “Not yet.”

She chuckled, low and dirty. “Good answer.” She reached into her purse—some cheap, sequined thing tossed onto the floor—and pulled out a condom. Frank watched, his chest heaving, as she tore the wrapper open with her teeth, then rolled the latex down his shaft. Her fingers were sure, practiced, the latex snapping into place with a finality that made his cock throb.

Then she was standing, hiking up her skirt. Frank’s breath caught.

She wasn’t wearing panties.

Her pussy was already glistening, her lips swollen and pink, the scent of her arousal thick in the air. Frank’s mouth watered. She straddled him, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of his hips, her heavy tits swaying as she hovered over him. Frank’s hands went to her waist, his thumbs brushing the soft, saggy flesh of her stomach before gripping her hips.

Sherry reached between them, guiding his cock to her entrance. Frank groaned as the head pressed against her, the heat of her almost too much. Then she sank down, her pussy swallowing him inch by inch. The stretch was incredible, her walls clinging to him, wet and tight and perfect. Sherry gasped, her nails digging into his chest as she took him to the hilt.

“Fuck,” Frank hissed, his hips jerking up instinctively. Sherry moaned, her head falling back, her blonde hair spilling down her back. She started to move, rolling her hips in slow, deep circles, her pussy gripping him with every shift. Frank’s hands slid up to her tits, squeezing the heavy flesh, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the thin fabric of her tank.

Sherry rode him with practiced ease, her breath coming in sharp little gasps, her pussy dripping around his cock. The sleeper creaked with every movement, the sounds of skin slapping against skin, the wet squelch of her pussy taking him, filling the cab. Frank’s vision blurred, his focus narrowing to the way her tits bounced, the way her stomach jiggled with every thrust, the way her ass slapped against his thighs.

“You feel so good,” she whimpered, her voice breaking. “So big.”

Frank groaned, his hands tightening on her hips. He couldn’t take it anymore—couldn’t just lie there and let her do all the work. He flipped her onto her back in one smooth motion, her breath leaving her in a surprised oof as she hit the mattress. Frank didn’t give her time to recover. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, her skirt riding up around her waist, and drove back into her with a sharp thrust.

Sherry cried out, her back arching, her tits bouncing with the force. Frank set a brutal pace, his hips snapping against hers, his cock pounding into her swollen pussy. The sounds were filthy—the wet slap of skin, the squelch of her pussy taking him, the creak of the mattress beneath them. Sherry’s moans were high and needy, her nails raking down his back, her legs trembling around him.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice raw. “Fuck me harder, Frank.”

Frank growled, his hands sliding under her ass, lifting her slightly to change the angle. The next thrust hit deep, her walls clenching around him, her breath hitching. “Like that?” he grunted, doing it again.

“Yes—yes—” she sobbed, her pussy gushing around him. Frank could feel it—the way she was dripping, the way her body was trembling, the way her nails dug into his skin. He was close, his balls tight, his cock throbbing with every thrust.

“I’m gonna cum,” he warned, his voice rough.

Sherry’s legs locked around him, her heels digging into his ass. “Do it,” she panted. “Cum in me, Frank. Please.”

Frank groaned, his rhythm stuttering as his orgasm crashed over him. He buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came, the condom filling with hot, thick cum. Sherry whimpered, her own climax hitting her at the same time, her pussy milking him, her body shuddering beneath him.

For a long moment, the only sounds in the cab were their ragged breathing, the creak of the mattress, the distant hum of the truck stop outside. Frank collapsed beside her, his chest heaving, his cock still twitching. Sherry turned her head, her blue eyes hazy, her lips swollen. She reached out, her fingers tracing the tattoos on his arm. “Damn, Frank,” she murmured, her voice lazy, satisfied. “You’re somethin’ else.”

Frank chuckled, his fingers brushing over the beauty mark above her lip. “You too, Sherry.”

She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. There was something distant there, something guarded. Frank studied her for a long moment, the way her chest rose and fell, the way her fingers tapped restlessly against her thigh. Then, before he could second-guess himself, he said, “You ever been to California?”

Sherry blinked, her brow furrowing slightly. “What?”

“California,” Frank repeated. “I’m hauling a load out west. Long trip. Good money.” He reached for his phone, pulling up his banking app. “Five grand a night. Cash. Every night.”

Sherry’s eyes widened. “You shittin’ me?”

Frank shook his head, already tapping on his screen. “Dead serious.” He turned the phone toward her, showing her the transfer screen. “First payment. Right now.”

Sherry stared at the amount—$5,000—her fingers twitching. Frank could practically see the wheels turning in her head, the way her breath hitched, the way her throat worked as she swallowed. Then she met his gaze, her blue eyes sharp. “Why me?”

Frank shrugged. “Why not?” He hit send. The notification dinged a second later. Payment sent.

Sherry’s phone buzzed in her purse. She reached for it, her fingers trembling slightly as she pulled it out. Her eyes scanned the notification, then widened. “Holy shit.”

Frank smirked. “So? You in?”

Sherry hesitated, her thumb brushing over the screen. Then she exhaled, long and slow, and nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m in.”

Frank’s grin turned predatory. “Good.” He sat up, reaching for his jeans. “Strap in, Sherry. We’re hitting the road.”

Sherry slid off the bed, her skirt still hitched up around her waist, her pussy glistening with the evidence of what they’d just done. She didn’t bother fixing herself, just grabbed her purse and lit another cigarette with shaking hands. Frank watched her, the way the smoke curled around her fingers, the way her tits rose and fell with each breath. There was something about her—something beyond the sex, beyond the easy way she’d taken his cock. Something that made him want to know more.

But for now, the road was calling.

Frank pulled out of the truck stop, the engine rumbling to life beneath them. Sherry stared out the window, her cigarette dangling from her fingers, her expression unreadable. Frank glanced at her, then back at the road. The cab was warm, the air thick with the scent of sex and smoke, the promise of more to come.

And for the first time in a long time, Frank wasn’t thinking about the next load, the next stop, the next dollar.

He was thinking about her.
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The semi-truck rumbled steadily beneath them, the deep growl of the engine vibrating through the floorboards as Frank guided it west along the highway. The late afternoon sun hung low, casting long, golden streaks across the asphalt, turning the road ahead into a shimmering ribbon of heat. Inside the cab, the air was thick with the scent of diesel, stale coffee, and the faint musk of sex that still clung to their skin. Sherry sat in the passenger seat, her short jean skirt riding up her thighs, her pink tank top clinging to her heavy tits as she shifted in her seat. The vinyl upholstery squeaked beneath her, the sound lost beneath the hum of the tires against the pavement.

She exhaled a slow stream of smoke from the cigarette dangling between her fingers, the ember glowing bright orange in the dimming light. Her blue eyes flickered toward Frank, studying the sharp angle of his jaw, the way his glasses caught the glow of the dashboard lights. There was something about him—something quiet and steady—that made her want to talk. Maybe it was the way he hadn’t treated her like just another hole to fuck, or maybe it was the way his voice had softened when he’d confessed to being lonely. Either way, the words spilled out of her before she could stop them.
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