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Six months on the job—six very long months of torturing myself.  I had been an over-

the-road truck driver for 15 years, but the last six months since starting with this new company 

had been the most hell I’d ever put myself through.  Not the job, that was great. It was a day job 

carrying freight short distances before returning back to my terminal.  My anguish was over a 

certain cute brunet who worked in the office.  

I received a message from my dispatcher that I needed to stop by the office.  Usually 

drivers hated to go into the office, but not me. It meant I got to see Hayden Bates.  Though it was 

bound to happen sooner or later, our company had not yet switched over to paperless logs.  Once 

that happened, I couldn’t screw up my log anymore, and right now that was the only way I got to 

see Hayden. Our trucks made multiple stops during rotation, so there were all kinds of ways I 

could screw up my driver logs.  Hayden was so patient and nice as he explained my mistakes.  

He had short dark brown hair, brilliant green eyes and a body this truck driver wanted to do 

naughty things to.  

I’d never kept my sexuality a secret, but I also didn’t announce it either. Not because I 

was ashamed of it at all, but because truck drivers can get real nasty. Hayden had never let on 

whether he was gay or not, and that was something I desperately wanted to know.  In our many 

conversations I’d brought up several enquiring-minds-what-to-know-type questions, so I knew 

Hayden was thirty-five years old, had never married, had no children and was currently single.  

I hauled ass through my routes that day, because I wanted to get into the office by no later 

than 4:30 p.m.  I could go directly in to see Hayden but wouldn’t have time to go see Lita, my 

dispatcher, before she went home.   I didn’t want to face her—her nickname was Queen Bitch.  I 

didn’t call her that—well, not all the time. She was under a lot of stress. Poor kid dealt with 

pissy truck drivers and demanding customers that drove her to smoking like a train.  



I pulled in the yard right about 4:20 p.m.  I had just enough time to finish up my current 

log, turn in my paperwork to payroll and stop by Hayden’s office before he left at five. I was 

nervous because I had decided to ask him out to him dinner.  My excuse was going to be to make 

up for my incorrect logs, but my true intent was to hopefully get a hint of his batting preferences. 

I walked into Hayden’s office at 4:30 p.m.—right on time.  His door was open, and he 

was diligently handling the mountain of paperwork on his desk.  Poor guy, I should’ve felt bad 

for giving him extra work, but I really didn’t or I wouldn’t be able to speak to him as often.  

I knocked on Hayden’s open door, and he glanced up and smiled. Oh shit, that smile 

made this six foot man almost drop to his knees.  

“Hey Jake,” he said. “Come in. Let me move this stuff and I’ll get your logs out.” Thank 

goodness he offered a seat, because the sight of him had me pitching a tent in my pants. 

“I know, I know, Hayden,” I replied. “You’d think I’d learn to log my times right by 

now.” I smiled at him. “But if I did then I wouldn’t have an excuse to stop by and see you.” I 

took a chance and led off with a tease.  I was glad I did when Hayden actually blushed. I just 

hoped it was a good blush. I’d sure hate to get hit with a sexual harassment suit.  

Hayden laughed. “That would be a damn shame, wouldn’t it?” Oh hell yes, it would be.  

He reached back and stretched to retrieve some paperwork out of a lower file cabinet 

drawer. His shirt rode up and thanks to low rise jeans I got to see some skin. I moaned and 

couldn’t swallow the sound in time. If he noticed, he didn’t acknowledge it. 

Hayden handed me the paperwork that needed to be corrected, signed, and returned to 

him.  Our hands touched when I took the log and I held the contact for longer than I should have. 

He didn’t pull away either and shot me a sexy grin.  Something about the smile told me he might 

have the same feelings for me as I did for him.

  He casually counseled me once again on how I needed to properly log my time.  My 

brain was fuzzy as he spoke, because all the blood had traveled to my dick. Besides, I’d known 



exactly how to do them and what mistakes I could make that were not considered detrimental but 

still required a fix.  

I corrected all my paperwork, making sure I had dotted all the I’s and crossed the T’s. 

When I handed the logs back to Hayden, I made sure our hands touched again. I could’ve sworn 

I saw him shiver, but maybe it was just wishful thinking. 

“Guess that wraps up your day now.  I’ll try to do better.” I paused for a beat. “You got 

any plans tonight? I’m going to over to Maggie’s to grab a bite. You want to go with?” 

Hayden looked up at me with a blank look. Shit, I wished I could read him.  “Jake, I 

don’t think that be a good idea.”  Well, fuck. Disappointment must have crossed my face because 

his face lit up with a grin. “I think a good home cooked meal at my place would be a much better 

idea.”

Damn, he was good, trying-to-fuck-with-my-head good. “Now what kind of trucker 

driver would I be if I turned down a home-cooked meal?  That is…if you can cook?” 

“Jake, I can promise I will have your mouth watering so hard you’re going to want more.  

Nice, hot and steamy!”  Then he licked his so-fucking-kissable lips.  I stood up quickly, hard-on 

be damned, and asked, “What are we waiting for?”

I followed Hayden back to his place—a small house, very homey.  He got out of his car 

and nodded for me to follow him inside.  As if I could’ve resisted him. I would’ve followed that 

tight ass off a cliff like a lemming.  For months I’d contemplated his orientation and tonight I 

hoped to finally have confirmation one way or the other. 

Hayden invited me into his kitchen told me to have a seat.  I had to admit it was nice 

having Hayden hustling around the kitchen in his Kiss the Cook apron, and it took all I had to 

keep me rooted to that chair and not do as the apron suggested.  I wanted to kiss him and stick 

my dick in him and ride that ass hard.  Shit, I needed to calm down. I had no clue as to whether 

he was gay or not.  God, I hoped he was, but if he wasn’t, I was going to be supremely 

disappointed, and my case of blue balls would be that much worse. 



“Hayden, you need some help? I’m not a total loss for cooking. I do know how to boil 

water.”

He laughed—fuck, those cute dimples drove me wild.  “Nah, I got this. I’m making 

Chicken Alfredo. Just sit there a minute let me get the pasta and sauce going. The salad I bought 

pre-cut, so it’s just dump and go. The bread I can heat up once the pasta is almost ready.”  

Smart, good looking and he can cook.  Fuck, can I keep him? Please?  I watched Hayden 

bustle around the kitchen, and I didn’t know if it was the heat from the cooking or watching him 

that had me on fire. 

“Hey Jake, it’s supposed to get cold tonight. You want to build a fire?” 

I stood, not caring if he saw my hard-on. Hopefully he noticed me flying my flag and 

wanted to climb my pole.  “Sure. Got wood and starter?”

“Yeah, it’s all in the living room by the fire place.” Hayden pointed towards the living 

room.  I grabbed a few fire starter sticks and arranged smaller pieces of wood and started the fire.  

The room was cozy, with a nice plush couch, a recliner, and pictures on the wall of just 

him and what I assumed were his parents.  For six months I’d talked with this man and I didn’t 

know one single thing about his family.  I’d have to remedy that tonight.  

Hayden’s bookshelves were packed with books, and a closer look showed a wide array of 

genres. One more thing I could mark towards our things in common.  I loved to read, especially 

with the downtime I had at my drops while they unloaded the truck.  

I was reading through Hayden’s titles and stumbled upon an author I loved—Trent Alden. 

Yes! I pumped my arm. Trent Alden’s books featured gay male characters in a contemporary 

mystery setting.  Hayden had all of Trent’s books—every single one.  In fact, he had several 

copies of each one. That was weird.  Why would he have so many copies?   

I glanced back at the fire, which was blazing nicely.  I don’t usually stick my nose in to 

other people’s business, but I couldn’t stop myself from taking a peek at Hayden’s desk.   He 



must’ve had stock in Post-It notes, because he had them scattered everywhere.  There were notes 

titled potential plot and character description.  Did Hayden write? I was reaching for a note, not 

even thinking it wasn’t any of my business, when I felt a hand on my shoulder.  Busted!  I turned 

around to see Hayden with a smirk on his face. 

“Sorry” I murmured. “I’m usually not that nosey, but I couldn’t help myself. I’m an avid 

reader. Do you write?”  

Hayden blushed at my question. “I dabble a little.”

 He stood close to me and the reflection of the fire danced in his eyes.  I couldn’t help 

myself, so I kissed him and prayed he wasn’t about to tell me he was straight. That didn’t seem 

to be a problem, though, as he fell into me and met my tongue with a stroke of his.  Sweet nectar. 

I could’ve done this all night.  

Hayden broke the kiss with a heavy breath. “Can I ask you a question, Jake?” 

I smirked. “Sure, but only if I can ask you one.”  

Hayden nodded and lowered his head to my neck and kissed it. “Were those mistakes on 

your logs really mistakes or did you purposely get them wrong?” 

I laughed, busted yet again. “Hayden, I’ve been driving for over 15 years. What do you 

think?”  

Hayden laughed with a heavy breath in my ear. “Okay, your turn.”  

He continued nipping at my neck and the friction was about to set me off.  “Yes umm… 

question. Shit, I can’t think when you’re doing that, but don’t stop.  Oh yeah, are you a writer?”

Hayden laughed as he came away from my neck, he let go of me and reached for a book 

on his book shelf. “Trent Alden at your service.” 

“Really! Wow! That is so cool.  Shit, without sounding like too much of a fan boy, I 

fucking love your books.”  I grabbed him again and continued to assault his mouth and his body.  



We moved to the couch and fell on it. Just when I thought I couldn’t hold back any longer, a 

buzzer went off in the kitchen.  

Hayden quickly sat up and smiled. “Dinner’s ready.”  

“I think I rather skip to dessert.” I squeezed his ass. 

Hayden laughed and climbed off me.  “Be a good boy, Jake. Eat your dinner first. Dessert 

only if you finish your plate.”  

Fuck, I was going to lick that plate clean.  I jumped off the couch and walked into the 

kitchen to see Hayden bent over the oven pulling out the bread.  I waited till he put the bread on 

the counter and closed the oven door before I walked over and grabbed his ass.  Such a tight firm 

ass it was.  “Come on, Jake. Let’s eat before it gets cold.” 

We talked mainly about his books throughout dinner.  I didn’t quiet lick the plate clean 

used the bread instead. I had other plans for my tongue. We cleaned up and moved our 

conversation to the couch, but it quickly became a make-out session.

Hayden straddled my lap but broke the kiss once more.  “So, I cooked dinner. What’s on 

the menu for dessert?” 

I maneuvered him down on the couch, rose up, and went to his bookshelf.  I retrieved one 

of my favorite Trent Alden books, Mistaken Identity, and flipped it to page 126.   

I walked back to Hayden. “Page 126 looks like a very satisfying dessert.”  One of the 

hottest scenes Hayden as Trent had ever written was the one scene where the main character 

showed he could tie a knot in a cherry stem with his tongue. I pointed to the scene and looked to 

Hayden. “Maybe you could demonstrate this for me.” Hayden smirked as his he licked his lips. 

It was the best dessert I’d ever had.
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