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Chapter 1

I am not what you would call a girly girl. I do like tiaras, pink princesses, and feminine nonsense, but girly girl? No. 

Growing up, my mother always tried to get me to do super feminine things. She’d try to get me to play teatime, but I’d run away and make mud pies instead. She’d also buy me dolls with long hair and fancy dresses, so I’d sit and nurture them, but I’d always pretend they were fighting monsters or slaying dragons. 

They’d always won, of course, leaving the evil to wallow in misery. 

She learned to love me as I am. 

I’d happily wear my frilly pink dresses, if I could be out climbing trees and beating up my brothers at the same time. 

I don’t fit in the tomboy category, either. 

In my youth, I loved spending time in the kitchen, cooking with my mom. I also looked forward to dressing up for church on Sunday, enraptured by my mother’s makeup and delicate features. 

I grew up on a farm with my happily married Ma and Pop and two older brothers. They all doted on me, even as I ran circles around them and gave them all whiplash with my ability to learn just about anything. 

Then I hit puberty, and all the guys wouldn’t leave me alone. My brothers did a fine job fending most of them off, but I learned how to handle myself. 

When one boy tried to cop a feel at a school dance, I laid him out. Literally, in the middle of the dance floor, just clocked him in the jaw. Down he fell and stayed down for a solid two minutes before anyone could rouse him. 

My brothers saw red but backed off a bit after a heated discussion that evening. Even in middle school, I had an independent heart. 

I may have grown up on a farm, with my Pop teaching me how to drive many types of vehicles, but that doesn’t mean I’m comfortable driving an F-350 with a huge car hauler trailer on the back of it. 

Especially if I’m having to drive it from Southeast Georgia to the panhandle of Texas. 

Not my cup of tea. 

City roads, road work, road closures, interstate driving, idiot drivers, and all the stupid shit that comes with driving across country truly stresses me out. 

An eighteen-hour drive would be difficult for me in the best of times, so I must really love my Pop to be driving this for him. 

I knew I’d be stopping at a hotel overnight, so at the last fuel stop I made a reservation. 

A girl can only stress out so much in one day.

As my brother would say, my Pop ain’t raised no fool. 

I know that traveling alone as a single female makes me a target. Having long blonde hair, a thin waist, and a big booty doesn’t help my situation. 

I’ve taken all the precautions possible. I’ve told my bestie where I’m staying, and plan to keep a watch out for any creeps. 

I’m sluggish—I’ve driven ten hours today—but I feel alert enough to check into the hotel without issue. I also can’t help but hope they have a pool—my muscles ache from sitting all day. 

 

 




Chapter 2: Check In

Thank God, I’ve made it to the hotel. 

I park in the back lot, the only area large enough for my truck and trailer. 

The low-budget hotel seems well-kept. The outside of the building seems recently painted. I pull my overnight bag from the passenger seat, jump way down to the ground, and instantly regret it. 

I’ve been sitting in that seat for four hours straight. My legs and back are stiff and my bag is heavier than I realized. I grab the door and stand still for a moment, giving my legs a moment to adjust. I put my bag back in my seat and do a few gentle stretches; roll my shoulders, stretch my calves, reach up high, and stretch my quads. I’m really hoping the pool is decent, so I can take a quick swim. 

I grab my bag, shut and lock my door, and then walk around the building. The sound of water leads my eyes to the pool, which is hidden from the front and side parking lot by tall bushes. The row of younger bushes by the back lot are shorter, so I try to peek over them, but I’m not tall enough. 

As I pass by the gate, I stop and look through the bars. It’s a good size and looks clean. 

Oh yeah, I’m going for a swim soon!

I walk around to the front. 

The doors slide open with a little swish. I move toward the check-in counter on dragging feet. 

Taking another step, I wonder if a swim is a good idea. When the air conditioning blasts over my face, I realize I can’t skip going to the pool. I may be mentally exhausted, but my body needs the exercise. 

A swim in the pool, a little over eight hours of sleep, a hearty breakfast, and about nine cups of coffee and I’ll be ready to get back on the road. 

A prickle of sensation on my neck snaps my awareness into place. I stop and take stock of the room. 

On the right are many chairs, coffee tables, and a couch all stylishly arranged. The little cafe area is behind it, tables and chairs evenly arranged, and the back wall has cabinets where they serve free breakfasts every morning. 

Mercy me. 

Over at the coffee machine stands a stunning specimen of a man. He has lean muscles, tattoos on both arms, dark hair, tanned skin, and a mischievous yet slightly dark air about him. His nose is a bit too big and his eyebrows are full, but the rest of him is almost model perfect. His eyes, when they notice me, spark in interest.

Not going to lie, I could totally bite. The chemistry, and just from looking at him, is something that I’ve never felt before. 

I’ve met some sexy men, even had a lot of fun with a few desirable guys, but never have I been this keenly interested in someone just from a look across the room. 

But I’m not here for hooking up. I’m traveling alone. I can’t take the risk of letting someone in my room. I can’t be that vulnerable. 

I ain’t dumb, even though I look like a blonde bimbo, big tits and all. 

I swallow my disappointment, give him a friendly half smile, and walk over to the counter. Doing so gives him a fairly decent view of my ass, but there’s no other course of action. I imagine I can feel his eyes roaming over my figure. 

An older lady sits behind the counter, reading an honest-to-god paperback novel. As I get close to the counter, she puts down her book and looks up at me. 

“Hello! Do you have a reservation?” Her congenial smile reaches her eyes, which settles my nerves. 

“Yes, I do,” I say.

I realize she’s reading a familiar book. A BDSM romance novel by one of my favorite authors. I smile a genuine smile, realizing that maybe I’ve found a like-minded individual. 

“Wonderful author,” I comment, trying not to embarrass her.

“I agree!” she responds. She pulls up my reservation and confirms times and amenities and all the basic hotel check-in things.

“How many keys do you need? Your reservation says only one person?” she asks.

Awareness of the roaming eyes makes me cautious. He’s been paying attention to everything we’ve said, but these last two questions he’s been as still as a predator right before they strike.

“I’ll need two keys. My boyfriend will be here in a little while,” I say, my southern twang kicking in. It always strengthens when I get nervous or tired.

She confirms, then slides over a sleeve with two card keys in it. “Your room number is in there,” she side-glances at the man, “and the WiFi password too.”

She’s noticed him too.

I give her a thankful smile, relieved that she’s being attentive. A bit of my worry eases. 

A girl alone will take all the added protection she can get. I tell her my thanks and look at the building map. My room is on the first floor, 3 away from the pool entrance. Sweet! But, with the man standing there, interested in my next move, I decide to not head straight to my room. 

I glance up at the woman, studying her face, hoping she’ll not correct me and out me to the sexy man as I go the wrong direction. I give her a tight smile; she returns a well-practiced concierge-type smile, and I turn away. I walk over to the elevator and press the button for the second floor.

I walk out of the elevator, down the hall, and down the stairs at the end of the building. Then make a beeline for my number, check the empty hallway, and enter my room. It’s clean and more than
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