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Colt stepped out of the diner into the bright southwestern sunlight, his large belly filled with the daily breakfast special — eggs and pancakes, and sausage, with plenty of coffee to wash it down. Gladys, his favorite waitress had even filled his thermos for him. The day seemed unusually gorgeous and now he was ready to hit the road. 

Then he’d seen her. He was walking toward the back of the lot where he’d parked his big rig, where it sat idling with the air conditioner running, when he saw her, a scruffy young woman, probably twenty. She had long, shiny black hair and dark skin, suggesting she might be Mexican or Indian, and she held up a grubby cardboard sign that said: “Lordsburg, New Mexico” on it. 

He saw the sign, but what caught his eyes were her tight, faded jeans and the way they emphasized a very feminine shape and the equally faded (and tight) t-shirt that had a picture of Django Reinhardt on it that didn’t hide ample breasts. Yes, foolish as it was, he saw her and thought of the stories, and that’s when he decided he’d give her a ride.

Justifying it was easy, even if it was against company policy to pick up hitchhikers. Lordsburg was on his way after all. He intended to stop there to eat so it wasn’t like it would change his schedule. It was a hot day, already in the eighties, and bound to get hotter, and standing on the black asphalt, hoping to catch a ride... no, he’d take her where she was going and then roll on to Phoenix. 

“Come on with me,” he told her. “We can be in Lordsburg in around three hours.”

“Fantastic,” she said.

Watching her tuck her sign under her arm and follow him to the truck, Colt realized that the real reason he’d offered her a ride, the real reason, not the one where he told himself he was being a good Samaritan, was the stories. Not that he believed them. Well, maybe he wondered if they were true. 

The stories, fanciful as they might be tended to be the same theme. A pretty, young woman hitchhiking, heading down the open road, is given a ride, and for no apparent reason, decides to give a middle-aged truck driver a wild sexual adventure. It was a persistent tale if ever there was one. Colt knew it made no sense. Worse, picking up hitchhikers wasn’t a good idea.

Now he had done it anyway, even though he had no expectation that anything would come of it. She seemed like a nice girl, and certainly gave him no reason she wanted anything more than a ride to Lordsburg. But hey, he was in a mood for unusual things to happen and fantasies die hard.
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