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Rogue Bear’s Fated Mate

Hayley

 

I’m not great at running away. Even when I’m in a car, I suck at it. Right now, for instance, the little red light on my car’s dash is telling me I should have refueled before I left the city, but I wasn’t thinking of that then. I just wanted to get the hell out, put as many miles as possible between me and Pierce.

I’ve succeeded on that front. I’m now nearly a hundred miles west, and well into the mountains. Where it’s snowing, and gas stations seem to be almost extinct. Both those things are bad, because I’m from Florida, meaning I don’t have much experience with driving in snow, and if I don’t find a gas station in the next ten miles I’ll be stranded anyway. And then I’ll really be screwed.

Which would be the first time in...well, ever. I bark out a humorless laugh at my shitty attempt at a joke. I know, I know, there’s all this talk about guys loving a virgin, but Pierce was never interested. He was too busy, he wanted to make it perfect for me, he was too tired… Whatever. The end result is that I feel like the least attractive twenty-three year old on the planet, even more so since I found out he’s been banging someone else for the last six months.

Fucking asshole.

Anyway, that’s how I came to be driving my ancient car down a darkening snowy road in the mountains with an empty gas tank.

God, I’m a disaster.

I round another curve, gentling my old beast as much as possible, and almost weep with relief at the sight of lights and pumps and even, thank you God, an OPEN sign.

I pull up to a pump and head inside to prepay. The guy behind the counter is intimidating as hell. He’s huge, even sitting down, and his eyes glitter as he gives me an assessing look. I can’t help shivering, and not from the cold. Something about him sets my teeth on edge.

“Where are you headed?”

His voice is deep and smooth, too smooth. After Pierce, I don’t trust a man with a smooth voice. Besides, something tells me this isn’t how he usually talks. He’s putting on an act for the city girl, and that gets my back up too. I can’t stand liars.

“Oh, you know, just passing through.” I toss him a breezy smile. “See ya.”

I hurry back to my car and start filling up, just as a huge truck parks at the pump opposite. A surreptitious look over my shoulder tells me the cashier’s standing up and I’m pretty sure that’s not good news for me.

“Come on, come on, come on,” I mutter, willing the pump to go faster. A door slams and I look up to see the truck’s driver get out.

Holy shit.

If the guy inside was huge, this one’s a straight up giant. He’s got to be six foot six, easy, and built on a scale to match. The dude is jacked. He’s also naked from the waist up. Massive biceps, his pecs solid slabs of muscle, and why the hell isn’t he at least wearing a t-shirt? The snow’s coming down hard now but he doesn’t seem bothered. Not that I’m complaining about the view, you understand.

Our eyes meet and heat whips through me, coiling between my thighs, making my pussy clench. Wow. I’ve never had that kind of reaction to a man before. If I had, maybe I wouldn’t still be a virgin.

I swallow and force myself to look away. He’s a gorgeous, no doubt about it, but he’s also a complete stranger, and probably no more trustworthy than the guy inside. Speaking of which…

I risk another look over my shoulder. The cashier is still standing up but he hasn’t moved. Instead, he’s staring at the newcomer with a distinctly unfriendly look on his face. A quick peek confirms the truck driver doesn’t look any happier to see him. Good. If they can just carry on with their staring contest long enough for me to get out of here, that works for me.

The tank finally tops off and I hang the pump up with a sigh of relief, but now I’ve got another problem. I really need the bathroom, but something tells me that going here is a bad idea.

For no reason at all, I look up, towards the truck driver. He hasn’t moved, but our eyes clash once more and desire slithers in my belly. I press my thighs together, willing myself to get back in my car. The dude’s a complete stranger, and clearly not someone to mess with. I can see now what I missed before, three parallel scars running down over his left cheek, from his eye to his jaw. I swallow, unable to imagine surviving an attack from what has to have been a wild animal. This guy is so far outside my normal world, there’s no way he’s good for me.

But I still need the bathroom. “Excuse me,” I say, and even as I hear the words I want to shut up and run, but seeing his eyes sharpen on me sends trickles of heat through my veins. I want his eyes on me, even though I know it’s a bad idea.

“I’m sorry, but do you know where the nearest gas station is?”

He frowns. “You’re at a gas station.”

His voice is deep and rough, scraping over my skin like a caress. I squirm as my pussy throbs, hoping like hell he won’t notice, but damn if I didn’t feel every word right between my legs.

“I know. I’m just wondering where the next one is.” I really need to pee, but I’m not about to tell him that. Nor am I about to tell him he makes me feel unsafe.

Except that’s not really true, is it? The guy inside makes me feel very unsafe. This guy, on the other hand… well, he makes me feel something else altogether.

“It’s about twenty miles,” he says, finally.

Shit. I’m not going to get twenty miles in this snow. Not without having a bathroom-related accident, anyway. “Okay. Thanks.”

I grit my teeth and turn towards the bathroom. Make it fast, Hayley, then get the hell out of here.

The bathroom is exactly as bad as I thought it would be, and I’m in and out in under three minutes, doing my best not to touch anything. There’s hand sanitizer in my glove box, I’ll use some of that when I’m safely away. I come out of the bathroom and freeze.

I’ve opened the door but the way out is blocked. It takes me a minute to realize it’s a man’s back, specifically Jacked And Manly’s naked back.

For a moment a thrill of illicit pleasure races through me at the thought of getting down and dirty with this huge pile of awesome, but then I squash the feeling. The guy probably just wants to use the bathroom.

“Um, excuse me?”

There’s a moment’s complete silence, and then a faint rolling murmur of sound reaches me. Is he… is he growling?

“Um, hello?” He’s not moving and I finally decide to take matters into my own hands, literally. Taking the risk that he might turn around and smash me into the doorframe, except I really don’t think he’d do that, I lift a hand and very gently touch his back.

The solid muscle ripples under my fingers and I gasp and snatch my hand back. Then he turns around, very slowly.

I should be scared. I know I should. He probably bench presses twice my body weight, and honestly, with my curves, that’s an impressive number. With all the muscles and the scars, I should be terrified, and yet...all I can think is how much I want all that hot, hard muscle pressed up against me.

I make some tiny sound and he steps forward, crowding me back into the bathroom.

“You okay?” he asks, his voice even deeper, harder, and more delicious over my skin.

I can’t help shivering as I raise a hand to his chest. “Yes,” I murmur. I raise my eyes to meet his. There’s a frown line between them. They glitter like the cashier’s eyes did, but I’m not scared of this man.

I’m not scared of him at all.

I flatten my palm against his chest and his eyes widen, nostrils flaring. Then, as I rise on tiptoe, suddenly desperate to know what his lips feel like on mine, his hands slide around my waist, then lower, over my ass, lifting me against him.

I jump, locking my legs around his waist, and he takes another step, pressing me up against the wall, his erection solid steel against my belly. And then he angles my hips and I cry out as the hard length of him nudges my clit, the touch firm and exhilarating, even through my jeans.

He leans back, just a little, looking down at me, his chest rising and falling in time with my own as we both gasp for air. I don’t know what’s happening here, but I don’t want it to end.

“Please,” I murmur, some girl I’ve never met before speaking through my mouth. “Touch me.”

One hand lands on my belly, then slides north, over my ribs, to close firmly over my breast. My breath shudders out of me as his touch burns, through my sweater, my shirt and the lace of my bra. Then he slides his hand back down again, only to push both hands up under my clothes. His palms are roughened and hot on my skin, and I writhe at the sensation, my head falling back against the tile wall. He pushes my clothes up over my head, then leaves them wrapped around my arms, my body bared to his gaze. He pulls the cups
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