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Carly’s old sedan sputtered to a halt in the dimly lit parking lot. Five straight hours of driving had made her butt go completely numb, and the ratty old truck stop looked like an oasis in the Utah desert with it’s red neon sign—Eat. 

Food could wait. Carly was betting on this place having public showers. A few days on the road sleeping in her car had produced smells that she didn’t care to identify. 

The car groaned as she opened the door, and she grabbed her gym bag full of clothes and toiletries from the back seat before heading across the lot. Her black boots struck the asphalt like rhythmic thunder in the open desert, and she peeked into dormant semi-trucks to catch glimpses of snoozing operators. 

What a life, she thought to herself. These guys just drive and drive and drive. Maybe I could find a trucking job once I get to California... 

Being on the road had its perks. But, really, any escape from her childhood home felt like paradise. She’d been driving down lonely highways for days with no real plan for when she got to her destination.

She’d never felt so free.

If anything, there were plenty of dive bars in Los Angeles who needed minimum-wage slaves, and she could keep living in her car until she could afford a room to rent.

Possibilities were everywhere, and she wasn’t going to let anything restrict her from experience life to the fullest.

The door to the truck stop chimed its greeting as she walked in, followed by a low grunt from the old woman behind the counter. Her face was buried in a worn romance novel, eyes floating somewhere between total immersion and drifting off to sleep. 

“Showers?” Carly asked, realizing she should keep it short with the truck stop’s ancient keeper. 

The old woman simply gestured towards the back where the wide building narrowed into a hallway. 

“Thanks.”

A few booth tables lined the walls beyond the sections of cold drinks and sodium-rich snacks, and Carly’s eyes batted away the fatigue when she caught sight of a young guy sitting alone in the corner. 

He was the only person in the truck stop—aside from the old woman and a snoring trucker face down at his own table—and he fit the bill of truck-stop patron just as poorly as Carly did. 

His red flannel shirt was void of soda stains or grease smudges, and his short, jet-black hair blended perfectly into thick stubble that shaped his handsome face into sharp lines. 

Blue eyes flashed at her as the man took a break from eating his burger to watch her walk towards the hallway, and she found herself nearly gravitating towards him as a killer smile crept over his face. 

“Hey,” he said, his voice like a deep wind before a storm. “Need some help in there?”

Oh, and forward too? 

Good. Carly couldn’t stand the guys in her hometown. Everyone was so proper and prim; she couldn’t so much as flirt with a guy without the entire town knowing about it and her father blowing a head gasket. 

Carly stopped in front of his table, glancing back at the old woman. “Sorry, the lady manning the cash register already promised to come wash my back.”

“I don’t blame her,” his quick tongue replied. “I’ve stopped here four times in the last six months, and you’re the second most beautiful woman I’ve seen walk in.”
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