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What readers are saying about the Hunter
Rayne Highway Mysteries:






“Hunter Rayne mysteries
never let you down. Always well written, well edited and, most
importantly, very well plotted. Read and savor.”






“Excellent book, tight plot
and well written. The characters are likable and the solution well
hidden until the end. I particularly liked the glimpse into the
trucking world. I have ordered the next book in the series. I am
hooked!”






“I am hooked on the Hunter
Rayne series. Can't wait to read which interstate is the next
venue. The familiar territory makes these fun, and the characters
and plot are fantastic.”






“Another very satisfying
read in the Hunter Rayne series. Hunter is a very introspective
nuanced character, and the settings and plots are new and
refreshing.”
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Three short stories featuring the main
characters from the Hunter Rayne Highway Mysteries
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The following short stories introduce three
recurring characters from R.E. Donald’s Highway Mysteries series,
traditional mysteries featuring former homicide detective turned
long haul truck driver, Hunter Rayne.






TRUCK STOP – featuring Hunter Rayne






JOGGERS - featuring Elspeth Watson






ASPHALT TWO STEP –
featuring Dan “Sorry” Sorenson















TRUCK STOP






Hunter Rayne stepped down from the cab
of his Freightliner tractor, made sure the door was secure, and
stretched his cramped muscles. It felt good to be on the ground and
it felt great to be able to look at something other than the white
lines on the black ribbon of highway snaking beyond the cone of his
headlights. Hunter stretched his back and shoulders again before
pulling open the door to the restaurant and stepping into its
yellow light and gentle clatter. He paused to scan the tables for
drivers he knew; seeing none, he seated himself at an empty booth
by the window.

The food at 24-hour truck stops wasn’t
always the best, but he was doing a night run to have his load in
Vancouver by morning and it was time to fuel up the driver as well
as the rig. The clock on the restaurant wall said two
o’clock.

He was debating between the French dip
and the BLT when a young blonde woman who appeared to be in her
early twenties slid onto the bench opposite him pulling a huge
denim bag along behind her. She looked furtively around the
restaurant and began to speak, low and urgently, eyes darting
repeatedly towards the door.

“Listen. You look like a nice guy. I
don’t want to put you in a spot, but I really need some help. I
need a ride outa here, see?”

He stared at her in silence. She wore
too much eye makeup and her blonde hair had black roots, but her
face was fresh and pretty and she had good teeth. Her open jean
jacket revealed a black t-shirt that was low cut and too tight,
like her jeans. She narrowed her eyes as if to read the expression
on his face, and getting no response, she went on.

“I really have to get out
of here – fast – it doesn’t matter where. I just have to get out
of here!” She
pounded the table with her fist, silver bracelets clanking against
the tabletop. “Fast.” She watched him expectantly. He said nothing, just shook
his head. The solitude was a big part of why he liked life on the
road, and he wouldn’t give it up without a good reason.

“Look.” Her eyes and mouth both
twitched from right to left a couple of times. It must have helped
her think. “Look. Which way’re you headed?”

Hunter cleared his throat, and decided
it might work in his favor to answer. “Canada.” The truck stop was
about two hundred fifty miles south of the border on the I-5. He’d
bet on her being a California type. “I’m heading straight for the
border.”

“Okay.” She sat up
straighter and slapped her palms rapidly against the table,
bracelets clinking. “Okay. I just need a ride to the next town.”
She paused as he shook his head again. “Okay. Just to the next gas
station. I just need to get out of here. Please?” She tilted her head to
one side and smiled. He sighed but didn’t answer. Something about
her made him uncomfortable.

As if with sudden inspiration, she
blurted out “I can pay for gas!” and began rummaging in the big
denim bag. She pulled out a wallet and held it over the table. He
shook his head.

She lowered her voice again. “Look.
You look like a good guy. Like a girl would feel safe with you. Not
like some of these other cowboys.” She looked around the roadhouse
with disgust. “My name’s Tina. I’ve been riding with this guy, see?
He’s real mean and he won’t let me go, see? So I snuck out while he
was asleep and I gotta get out of here before he wakes up. I need
help, and I feel like I can trust you, you know?” Her hand moved
tentatively across the table towards his.

He signaled the waitress who was
passing the booth. “A BLT and coffee please.” The waitress
scratched his order on her pad and walked away without even a
glance at the girl. Hunter figured he wasn’t the first good guy
she’d approached. He wondered how long the mean guy had been
asleep.

“No,” he said firmly. “My insurance
policy won’t let me take riders. You’ll have to find somebody
else.” He hoped it sounded final enough to make her give up on him.
She didn’t budge from his booth but she let her wallet fall to the
table as she buried her face in her hands. Her shoulders started to
shake. Hunter sighed again.

“He hurts me.” She sniffed. “I’m
scared, don’t you see? You’d be saving my life! Maybe you don’t
like me much, but I’d be very grateful. I’ll do whatever you want,
you know? I don’t know why you don’t like me.” The tears were real.
Her mascara had started to run. “Why won’t you help me?
Please?”

Hunter scratched the
stubble on his chin. What if she was telling the truth? What if he
just left her here, and next day somebody found her body in a
ditch? Maybe he shouldn’t be such a skeptic. Maybe he
would be saving her life.
Just then his sandwich arrived, and he postponed his decision. “Go
fix your face,” he said. She brightened and smiled at him as she
slid along the bench, then headed for the restroom clutching her
huge denim bag.

He watched her go, his mind on two
girls not that much younger than she was. He had two teenage
daughters, still in school and living with their mother, and he
couldn’t picture them ever asking a stranger at a truck stop for a
ride. At least, he hoped they never would. He took a bite of his
BLT and chewed slowly, a different scene playing in his mind like a
movie. If one of his girls ever was in a similar situation, he
hoped a man like himself would help her out.

Hunter had pretty much made up his
mind to give her a lift to Tacoma. The sun would be almost up by
then, and he could leave her at a coffee shop that was just off the
I-5. The waitress was refilling his coffee cup when the little
blonde sat back down. He looked at the check and was just pulling
out his wallet when a middle-aged woman carrying a sleep-drugged
little boy pushed open the restaurant door with her ample rear end.
With a grunt, the woman hiked the little boy around to her right
hip and, shielding her eyes from the overhead lights, looked around
the restaurant. Tina flinched at the sound of the grunt, and ducked
her head down so far her chin touched the table.

The woman waddled over in the
direction of Hunter’s booth, the boy rubbing his eyes with his
little fists, his cheeks flushed and his hair sticking up. When she
caught sight of Tina, she headed directly over and the little boy
wriggled to get down, holding his arms out towards the blonde.
“Mama!” he whimpered, as he clambered up on the bench. Tina turned
her head away as he hugged her round the neck, then scolded him for
stepping on her bag.

“Can’t we go now, Christine?” The
older woman ignored Hunter and spoke directly to Tina. “We told
your Aunt Patty we’d be there by this afternoon, and Missoula’s
still almost five hundred miles. What are we hanging around here
for?” The woman now looked accusingly at Hunter.

Tina glared at Hunter, too. “Alright,
already!” She lifted the little boy roughly off the bench and stood
him on the floor. “Take him to the bathroom, then get him some
apple juice and cereal,” she ordered her mother. “I’ll be ready in
a minute.” Her mother took the little boy’s hand and led him
towards the restrooms.

“See?” Tina slammed both fists on the
table, bracelets clanking. “What kinda lousy life is that? Goin’ to
Missoula, Montana with my mother and my kid to work in a lousy
restaurant for my lousy uncle! Thanks for nothing!”

Hunter grabbed the check and the cash
he’d been about to leave on the table and headed for the cashier.
Before the door closed behind him, he heard the bracelets clank on
the table one more time.
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