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The roar of his dirt bike filled his ears as he pulled back on the throttle, increasing his speed, wanting to get back to the house after just checking on a fence. It was his father scolding him about procrastination that bothered him as he knew he put it off. His parents were gone for the week, but it was a task that needed to be done no matter what in a timely manner. Another day could have consequences that he wouldn’t be able to talk himself out of. Staying up late, he just figured an early morning fix would stop the lecture about responsibilities. The dirt bike was faster as he just felt the tools in his backpack bang on him with each bump.

As he crested the ridge, he instantly spotted an older white van that seemed to come out of nowhere. It was close to him as it was almost hidden as it was half up the ridge from the other side he just came from. The engine hood was up, as he was sure it was broken down like a car in distress, and the three men seemingly looked like they were just typical men trying to fix it. Rick didn’t need to question them or think about it, as he knew exactly who they were and what they were doing on his family land.

The Mexican Cartels, gangs, and other dubious criminals normally stayed off farmers' lands, but it still happened. Although they tended not to use this area for drug running, he knew it was the coyotes that used vans to transport people across the border. Tracks could be seen from late-night voyages they make, and it seemed to get more frequent. It was like animal tracks that he saw, but he never actually saw the animal. The federal agents also had access to the land, and running into them was common.

As Rick hit the brakes on his bike, he did a small skid to the side to change direction. Just as the bike came to a stop, he let go of the brake to throttle the bike but saw the man standing close to him come out of the brush with a pistol facing him.

“Off the bike, kid.” He said as he noticed his accent was not very heavy and more American than Spanish.

He put up his hands scared and surrendered, not trying to escape. The man was Hispanic like the others and put his pistol down the moment his hands went up. He motioned with his hand for him to get off the bike, and Rick did without a word to argue about what they were doing there.

“You live around here?” The man said as Rick got a better look at him. His ragged cowboy hat moved up on his head, showing a receding hairline. His old weather-beaten face had an old sailor look to it or a farmer that’s been in the fields for years.

Rick nodded his head, worried about what would happen, but the fear was not too bad, as he knew from living so close to the border that even the hardened Mexican gangs didn’t bother with the locals for fear of retribution by the federal agents.

“Good. How would you like to make some money.” He said casually, putting his gun behind his back like the threat of using it was not an option anymore.

Although his heart was beating fast, he had a sense of calm that they were not going to hurt him but actually pay him. “What do you need?”

The man looked up at the sun that was starting to shine harder and then the broken van. “You got some water?”

“Yea... I can get you some water.” He answered back, thinking it was humanitarian of him to give them water and that there was no crime in making sure they didn’t die.

"Good...good, I will pay you for it too, kid.” The older man said, smiling, as any tension that was there before was now gone as this was just him being a good samaritan.

Using his feet to move his bike back towards his house, he saw the engine of the van and just casually asked. “What’s wrong?”

One of the three guys turned to him and, in a heavy Spanish accent, answered him in English. “Nothing.”

The phone rang for one of them men, and he started talking Spanish. Rick’s Spanish was decent, but not that great, and from what he could hear, it was just certain words like "broken down" and "border patrol." Rick nodded his head and pulled away, thinking that he got away unscathed and it would be one of those stories he tells people that they half believe. It was now a risk to come back with water like he said he would or take his chance with the border patrol showing up.

Coyotes smuggling people never operated in the early morning in the area and with them asking for water of all things made him truly believe that they were people in the back of the van that could potential die if he ignored it. The danger still lingered as getting caught near them was there but also the idea these criminals could turn on him.

Taking his four-wheeler instead made it easier to go over the terrain, and with water strapped to the back, it was a humanitarian mission in his head. Different scenarios played in his head, as did what to tell the Border Patrol if he was caught with them. They were always nice if not overly friendly, but being caught with the smugglers would bring that cordial atmosphere to a striking end.

When he pulled up, the older man was smiling, and then the other three men said in Spanish. “Get the water and give it to them.”

Just as the men quickly got eh water from his four-wheeler, the older man reached into his pocket to pull out a wad of money. It was four hundred, but it was enough to make it worth it, he figured. One of the other men opened the back, and Rick watched a stream of people wanting to cross the border illegally hop down from the back of the van. The people crossing were mostly men and women of various ages that looked dirty and desperate. Rick figured they were either Mexican or from somewhere else south of Mexico. Lately he knew South Americans were coming over in record numbers, but this was the first time he saw it up close.

It was the last person that got out that got his attention as she instantly stood out. She was young in her twenties, he assumed, and had this dangerous look to her while also having her hands behind her back like she was handcuffed. Her eyes and face showed all the signs of beauty, and yet she was wearing a grey, beat-up, and filthy hoodie that did not fit the outfit for the area. Her long dark hair looked messy, and her face was covered in dirt, like she was dragged on the ground. Yet, despite her initial appearance, Rick could tell that this Latina was incredibly gorgeous. Her breasts pushed out the hoodie, and her tight jeans hugged her curvy hips. She had this petite and yet curvy look to her and looked to be only about a few inches above five. Standing six foot four, Rick could tell he towered over this girl, and yet she had this aura that height and size didn’t matter if she was set free.

The older man was on his phone frantically speaking Spanish and stepped out of earshot of him. The other men were trying to get the van started as the engine wanted to turn over. The engine seemed to want to turn over and start, but it would die off, and they would try again. Rick handed water out to the desperate people hearing “gracias” from each person in a genuine tone as he was giving them what they desperately needed.

As the men were dispersing, grabbing a second bottle of water, Rick stepped over to the girl, noticing that her wrists were zip-tied. With her hands behind her, she looked up at him with an angry, frustrated look as if she were not too happy about her situation. The pissed-off angry look was terrifying, and something in him pulled, like he wanted to help her, but all he could do was give her water.

He opened the bottle of water, and she spoke with an accent and a defeated tone, like she knew her fate. “Thank you.”

Carefully pouring water in her mouth so as to give her enough time to swallow, he helped her drink. She smelled like dust and sweat but also of fresh skin, like her beauty had a smell to it that wouldn’t go away. There was no denying being attracted to her as he knew any man would be but that her being zip-tied also meant she was dangerous too. He had the assumption she was in a gang and was being transported to someone for something she probably did.

“Help me. Get me out of here?” She asked softly, looking at him with her brown eyes that seemed to pierce into his soul like she could command it.

Helping her seemed second nature as his attraction to her just called for him to be the hero in this situation, but the reality of the situation grounded him. “I don’t know...I don’t have a gun.”

“If you help me, I will pay you.” She said again quietly.

“Don’t give her any; you’re wasting it on her. Let her die." The one guy said as he stepped away from trying to get the van running.

Another guy then stepped out looking right at him. “You got the hots for her...aye. You want to take her in the bushes to fuck her?”

His heart dropped and yet his face gave away the expression of truth that he did have a deep attraction to her. “No...noo.” His reply was like a boy caught doing something bad and denying it.

The two guys laughed, and the first one joked back. “Go ahead...take her...were gonna kill her anyways. Go have your fun...go fuck her.”

He looked down
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