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Truck stop Fuck Stop

The neon outside buzzed like a dying wasp, one flickering tube pulsing pink into the night. Betty’s Diner, it read, though the “B” was hanging by a wire, crackling now and then like it might finally give up and let the dark swallow this place whole.

It was 2:12 a.m., and the parking lot was all diesel ghosts and empty rigs cooling off under a sky smudged with highway dust. 

Somewhere out past I-40, a coyote screamed its hunger at the moon.

Inside, the diner was almost empty.

Red vinyl booths. Chrome-edged tables. A jukebox that hadn’t worked since the 80’s. The air smelled of bacon grease, scorched coffee, and the kind of tired only found in places that don’t close.

Rose sat in the last booth, the one with duct tape on the seat and a view of the desert. The apple pie in front of her sagged under a scoop of melting vanilla; she’d stopped pretending to eat it. The spoon clinked against the plate like a nervous tic. All she had in her purse was a five-dollar bill, a half-charged phone, and a dream that kept dragging her west.

She stood a 5 foot. Her Hair chopped short, platinum and sharp around her cheekbones, like she’d taken a razor to the past and left just enough for drama. It glinted under truck stop fluorescents like a halo dipped in bleach.

Her skin was soft, lightly tanned, scattered with freckles.

But her tits were a full contradiction — big, heavy, shameless. They didn’t belong on a girl so small. She moved and they followed, bouncing just a half second behind her, straining the limits of whatever tank top she’d yanked on that day.

She dreamt of California.

The word tasted like freedom and smoke. She could almost hear her own voice on some stage she hadn’t found yet—husky from cheap liquor, the kind that burns but keeps you brave. She’d been singing since she could talk, back when Sunday choirs meant dresses and sunlight instead of cut-offs and truck-stop coffee. Now the only audience she had was the jukebox in the corner that hadn’t played since 1998.

She reached for her bag. Dug through it. Came up with nothing but the crumpled five and a gum wrapper.
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