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Audra

I took a deep breath and reluctantly opened the restroom door just enough so that I could peek out and make sure no one was around. Certain that I’d seen one of the men who worked for my fiancé, I’d ducked inside the service station bathroom to hide. A half an hour had to be enough time for him to determine that I wasn’t there, so he should have been gone by now.

The restroom was located at the back of the service station, so I hadn’t really expected to see anyone. My gaze took in the neat row of trees directly across from me and the highway on the other side. I could see flashes of vehicles speed by and knew that I had to gain access to a car in order to get away from there fast. 

Dane wouldn’t give up. I knew he wouldn’t. He’d worked too hard to get to where he was. Though he professed to love me and wanted to take care of me, I wasn’t stupid enough to believe that he would put me above the empire he’d built. He was untouchable, or so I thought. I’d seen hints of his true darkness before but had brushed them off because I hadn’t wanted to believe that he was a monster. 

I pulled my hoodie up and tucked my long hair inside. I’d have to think about dying it. Not too many people had my color red, it would be easy to spot, but when I’d made my decision to run there hadn’t been time to change my appearance in any way. It was enough to know that Dane and his men wouldn’t be searching for a woman wearing holey jeans and a black hoodie that was two sizes too big. That had been done in an attempt to hide the curves of my figure and to possibly pass for a boy.

Until this morning I’d never stolen anything in my life. The fact that I’d stopped at the town Laundromat and had rummaged through someone else’s dryer showed just how desperate I was, and to the more observant eye, how frightened.  Because a frightened woman would be the only one stealing someone else’s clothes, right? At least I’d left behind a designer piece of my own that would more than pay for the clothes I’d taken. After making a quick change, I’d exited the building through the back entrance. 

I kept my head down as I nervously made my way to the front of the station, glancing up every now and then to take a look around. Dane and I shared a penthouse apartment in Las Vegas and had taken his private plane to New Hampshire on a business trip. Because of that my options for escape were next to nothing except for the bus I’d hopped on just outside the small town of Last Hope in Coös County. Destination-Anywhere-Away-From-Dane. I would go as far as a hundred dollars cash would take me because I was afraid to use a credit card. The cash hadn’t taken me far, and the bus I’d taken was long gone.

When I rounded the corner of the building my eyes landed on the motorcycles that were parked at the gas pumps. There were three of them, huge, powerful Harleys, expensive, too, if my untrained gaze was correct. How hard would it be to steal a Harley? Maybe a better question would be, ‘How far would I make it before one of the other two riders caught up to me?’

A quick glance revealed there was no one around, and that the owners must have been inside the store. I looked toward the glass front of the store, but I couldn’t make anything out that was going on inside. As I pulled my gaze back I noticed that there were two other vehicles parked at the side of the store. I nearly had a heart attack when I realized that one of them belonged to Dane’s men. I knew, because it was exactly the type of SUV that he always used when we went anywhere.

Why were they still there?

I quickly pulled the hoodie closer around my face and swung back to the bikes. I supposed it would be too much to hope that the keys would still be in the ignition of one of them. I moved closer to one, trying to be nonchalant as I examined the huge machine, taking in the beautiful Phantom Riders MC logo painted on the tank. I’d never ridden on a motorcycle, much less driven one, but I was just desperate enough to try. How hard could it be? As my gaze moved casually over the dashboard, I saw them. 

The keys!

A rush of excitement raced through me, and I acted without thinking. I swung my leg over the seat, which was no easy feat for my short stature, and reached for the keys. My gaze barely acknowledged the heavy metal skull hanging on the key ring as I turned it to start the bike.

“What the fuck—”

I barely had time to register the growl of rage behind me before a huge hand fell on my shoulder, bunched up the extra material there, and hauled me roughly off the bike as easily as if I were a child. As I was shaken like a rag doll, my hoodie fell off my head. I glanced up at the giant at the same time that he pulled back his tight fist to hit me. A loud gasp escaped me and I scrunched up my face, waiting for the explosion of pain and the sound of broken bones, that I was sure was coming.

“Fuck!”

I opened my eyes to see his huge fist paused just inches from connecting to my face. His expression was fierce, everything about it pulled taut over his cheek and jaw bones, eyes the color of black ice were glaring down at me, narrowing as I watched the man take in my features and hair. His gaze raked over my figure, and he frowned even more as if he were trying to figure out what I was. When his icy glare returned to my face, his fist relaxed and he reached forward, pulling my waist length hair forward.

“Who the fuck are you?” he snarled. 

“No one,” I said softly. I couldn’t think clearly enough to make something up, only knowing I didn’t want him to know my name. The man was terrifying, and I was shaking like a leaf. 

Movement near the store drew my gaze away to see that two other men were coming out. All three of them were dressed in the same way, in jeans, boots, black t-shirts and leather cuts that warned me that they probably belonged to a motorcycle club. The two men paused to light cigarettes, their interest falling on me. 

The giant that was holding me gave me a violent shake to get my attention again. “I almost destroyed your face, woman. What are you doing messing around with my bike?”

“Nothing,” I said in the same soft tone as before. 

“It didn’t look like fucking nothing to me. Where did you think you were going?” 

“Nowhere.” I watched as his friends began to walk toward us. At the same time another man walked out of the store, and my panic level grew as I recognized one of Dane’s bodyguards who’d traveled with us from Vegas. I quickly yanked the hoodie up and tucked my hair back into it, turning my face away as much as I could. “Please help me,” I begged.

The man scared the shit out of me, but at the moment, he was the lesser of two evils. I knew what I could expect from Dane and would take my chances with the giant. I peeked at him from beneath my hoodie. His expression hadn’t changed. His eyes were narrowed on me like a scrutinizing hawk.

“Please...”

He glanced in the direction that I had. “Who are you running from?” 

“Please take me away from here. We can talk later.” I held his gaze, trying not to cry, but the situation was starting to get to me. If Dane’s man recognized me and he forced me back to Las Vegas, God knew what would happen to me. “I’ll pay you,” I said in desperation.

The giant continued to scowl at me. I got the impression that my offer of money had piqued his interest, but when his gaze ran down the length of me again, I realized that he might want something more than money. Then he surprised me by reaching forward and squeezing my breast. It was by sheer willpower that I stood there and didn’t react. I couldn’t afford to.

“Get the fuck on.” He turned toward his two friends. “Let’s ride.”

I mounted his bike, heart pounding in my chest, and waited, too afraid to check to see where Dane’s bodyguard had gone. Was I exchanging one bad situation for another? Right then I didn’t care. At least with the biker I had a chance of getting away from there. We were in a small, northern town, so my options were few and far between.

Movement out of the corner of my eye pulled my gaze to the other two men. They peered at me with quiet curiosity, yet didn’t say anything. As they turned their backs to me to mount their bikes, I saw the Phantom Riders MC logo stitched across their shoulders. In the next instant my temporary savior was throwing his long, muscular leg over his seat in front of me and planting his butt snug against my pussy.

“You ever ride?” he growled over his shoulder.

I shook my head before realizing that he couldn’t see it. “No.”

I felt him tense. “You’ve never fucking rode and you were going to steal my bike?”

He waited a second, and I knew that he was expecting a response. “I was desperate,” I said lamely.

Without warning he reached behind, grabbed my hands and pulled my arms around his waist. “I hope you’re fucking desperate enough,” he grumbled in a deep voice, turning the key in the ignition. “Hold on tight.”

He barely got the words out before we were taking off. 
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Hawk
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I TOOK THE ENTRANCE ramp onto the interstate, merged into traffic, and picked up speed. Keg and Clay were right behind me. Home was just a few hours away, but we weren’t in any hurry and had already planned to spend a couple of nights out. We’d just spent two days fighting in Last Hope and deserved some down time. I thought about the woman behind me, undecided if I was going to take her with us all the way or not. I didn’t know what her agenda was, but I sure as hell was going to get some answers the next time we stopped. 

Something had happened back at the gas station that had spooked her, but it was the soft appeal in her big, green eyes that sealed my decision to help her, that, and all her fucking red hair. I’d never been a fan of redheads, but when I’d pulled the length of that silky fire from where she’d had it tucked back my dick had jerked. I was a fan of long hair, especially when I was pounding into a woman from behind.

That wasn’t something I fucking wanted to think of right then, but it was hard not to. Fucking hell, her cunt was so snug against my backside that I could feel the swampy heat of it. The jeans that she was wearing were just tight enough to show the curve of her hips and ass, but her sweatshirt was baggy on her, hiding what she had from the waist up. Her large tit had been real enough, though.

Christ, she was still trembling. I could feel it in her arms and legs. She was running, and from something or someone that had frightened her enough to make her chance stealing my bike and then come with me. That in itself was fucking dangerous. She didn’t know me. I wasn’t just big, I was a mean bastard. I ran my club with an iron fist, and anyone who knew me would never lay a fucking finger on my bike. Not unless they wanted it broken. She’d done a lot more. 

I realized her arms had loosened up too much and I turned my head so that she could hear me. “Unless you want to become roadkill, tighten your fucking arms around me!”

She did so immediately. I glanced down to see her small hands link together at my waist. For someone who’d never been on a bike before she wasn’t doing too badly, leaning into the curves instead of away from them. I fucking hoped she was desperate enough to handle what was ahead of her, because until I knew for certain what her game was, or decided to turn her loose, I was keeping her close. The club had enemies, I had enemies, and it wouldn’t be the first fucking time a rival club planted a snitch in our midst. 

A woman snitch at that.

There was one good thing-if she was trouble, it wouldn’t be coming from the Red Devils. With Wildman finally dead, along with a decent number of his men, what was left of his MC had disbursed. I’d been glad to help Wild Marauders and Dark Menace MC’s take the bastards down. Red Devils had been a thorn in all our sides for too damned long. Getting rid of the outlaw club had eliminated one of many obstacles, but there were always more. That was the way of club life. 

I felt a light tap on my shoulder and turned my head instinctively.

“I have to go.”

Yes, you do. “Hold it.” I clenched my teeth with irritation and turned back to the road. 

Another tap on my shoulder before a desperate, “Please, mister.” I growled. She must have heard me. “Unless you don’t mind pee on your seat.”

Fuck it! I had a thought to just pull off to the side of the road and tell her to find a bush, but the sign announcing a rest stop ahead changed my mind. Clay and Keg could probably use a smoke, and I could use the break to check in with Rock. A couple of the crew had run into trouble doing a protection run, and I wanted to know who the unidentified pricks were affiliated with.

I gave the hand signal to Clay and Keg and veered to the right toward the rest stop. It was a small one, not much more than restrooms and a few vending machines. I pulled in and cut the engine, reaching for my cell. Keg and Clay pulled up on either side of me. I sensed their interest in my passenger, their eyes watching her like a hawk as she tried to dismount. 

We’d been riding for two hours, and my guess was that she was numb from the waist down. She clutched my cut for support and got off with a slight moan. I watched her straighten up and then arch her back. My gaze dropped briefly down her body before meeting her eyes.

“Five minutes.” I pulled up Rock’s number.

“She’s so cute, Prez! Can we keep her?”

I wasn’t in the mood for Clay’s playful tone and glared at him. “Shut the fuck up.” I put the phone up to my ear, my gaze following the woman as she walked to the restroom. From behind she could almost pass for a boy if it hadn’t been for the way her ass filled out those jeans. Nice and round, cock worthy. My observation surprised me because I didn’t usually admire the female form. Didn’t much care if she was fat, skinny, white, or black, as long as she had all the working parts to satisfy my dick.  

I was a cold fuck when it came to women, having learned the hard way that they were only good for one thing. Any softness or good feelings about them had been burned away from my consciousness a long time ago, beginning with the woman who’d called herself my old lady. She was a woman I’d given everything to, and gladly, without question. 

Her betrayal had left me cold and heartless when it came to a woman’s needs. I didn’t kiss them, I didn’t hold them, and I sure as fuck didn’t do all that foreplay shit before I fucked them. No time for that. When I wanted to get my dick wet I reached for the one closest to me and either she was up for it or she wasn’t. And if she was smart, she learned how I liked things real fast. 

Rock didn’t answer, which probably meant that he was some place where he couldn’t talk without giving himself away. I crammed the phone back into my pocket and dismounted my bike. Clay and Keg were talking and smoking next to Keg’s hog. My gaze went toward the restroom. What was taking her so long? I decided to find out. The place was empty except for us, so I rounded the corner and entered the tiled room. I didn’t see her, but I could hear her. 

“I’m good for now. The biker guys I’m with seem okay. No, I didn’t get any names,” I heard her say in a low tone, and it dawned on me that she was talking to someone on the phone. “No one can know, if Dane finds me—” Silence, and then, “He has the resources, and I’ve seen his henchmen, so I know they’re looking for me—look, as soon as I get somewhere I’ll call you back. I’ve got to go now.”

I crossed my arms and waited for her to open the stall door. When she did she saw me, jumped, screamed, and slipped her phone into a pocket. Our eyes met, hers were round and filled with guilt. 

“The men’s room out of order?” she asked with a nervous smile.

“No.” I didn’t move from my spot against the wall. “Who the fuck was you talking to?” 

“A friend.”

“Who’s Dane?” I’d heard the name before but couldn’t place it.

Her smile faded. “Not a friend.”

I was getting tired of her abrupt, flippant responses that didn’t really say anything. Kicking away from the wall, I walked her backwards against the same stall door she’d just exited. She gasped, her eyes growing large as she looked up at me. When her back came up against the door she tried to shrink away from me but there was nowhere for her to go. I towered over her and held her captive without touching her.

As long as she was with me she needed to know the fucking rules. “Let’s get some things clear, woman—”

“Audra.”

I frowned. “What?”

She smiled again. “My name is Audra.”

Audra? I’d never heard the name before. “I don’t give a fuck.” Her smile disappeared. “Look, when I ask you a question, I expect an answer that actually tells me something. I don’t know what—”

“Who.”

Was she correcting me? Christ, she was beginning to really piss me off. “I don’t know who you’re running from, and I really don’t care, unless it’s going to come back on me and my brothers.” I didn’t know why we were even discussing it. I could just dump her ass and be done with it.

“It won’t. Dane doesn’t have the balls to confront real men, he has men on his payroll to do that. Dane only goes after people weaker than him.”

I frowned, because the way that she spoke indicated that there was something more between her and Dane, something deeper. “Is he your ex?”

She didn’t hesitate. “He is now.”

“He abuse you?”

“Yes.”

I stared at her for a moment. Abuse of women and children didn’t sit right with me, or with any of my brothers. There weren’t any signs of abuse on her pretty face, but I knew that didn’t mean anything. There were a lot of different ways to mistreat someone. She was covered from her neck down to her feet, and I wondered if her body gave evidence to anything.

As if reading my mind, she said, “Do you need proof?”

“Yes.” I knew I was a bastard, but I didn’t trust her. I didn’t trust any woman for that matter, and her spirit belied the idea that she’d let any man abuse her. She was too fucking feisty and independent. Besides, I never turned down a challenge.

I could tell that my response had angered her when she put her hands against my chest and gave me a shove. I stepped back and crossed my arms, wondering what she was going to do. Without hesitation she unzipped her hoodie and took it off, hanging it over the stall door behind her. That left her in a sleeveless blouse that buttoned down the front and hugged her fairly large tits. 

When her hands went up to undo the buttons, my fucking dick came to life. There was something hot about watching a woman unbuttoning her own blouse, watching her fingers move slowly down and over her tits until the material parted to expose her creamy flesh. My gaze followed her hands, waiting to see how much she was going to expose to me. 

I didn’t see any strip of white between her tits to indicate that she was wearing a bra, and her nipples had turned hard, as if trying to break through the clinging material. Any other woman and time, and I’d have thought that she was trying to turn me on, but her actions were almost angry. Just when I thought she was about to fucking treat me to the sight of her tits, she spun around and removed her shirt, draping it over her hoodie. 

Fire licked at her skin down to her waist until she lifted her hair up to show me her backside. 

I had time to take in the colorful bruises before she turned around. I checked out the fucking bruises marring her creamy skin before raising my gaze to hers. Defiance lit the green of her eyes as she glared back at me. Shit! My dick was in full-blown fuck mode now, and seeing her naked tits and those diamond hard nipples was enough to make me want to bend her over the sink and fuck her hard.

What the fuck? 

“Satisfied?” she asked smugly, holding my gaze. “If not, I can take off my pants.”

She had no idea about the trouble she was inviting. “Get dressed.” I turned and exited the restroom.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3


[image: ]


Audra

I knew the huge biker in front of me wanted me. He was sporting a hard-on the size of a bat. Well, okay, maybe it wasn’t that big, but it was still massive, still, I got the impression that he didn’t let his cock rule him. If anything, he seemed annoyed by his reaction to me. As I watched him stomp away, I released a breath of relief and put my shirt back on.

I was thankful that he hadn’t taken me up on my offer to remove my jeans. All he would have seen would have been more bruises from Dane’s beating. I’d let the biker believe that I was being abused, when in fact the beating I’d received before leaving my ex had been the one and only time Dane had put his hands on me in anger. I would never remain in an abusive relationship, and my running away had everything to do with that.

And the fact that I’d seen him murder an innocent man.

The man I’d been with for three years, and thought I’d loved, had killed another man in cold blood. I knew because I’d walked into it while it was happening, only ducking out of sight when the shock had worn off and I’d realized what was about to transpire. Only I hadn’t been quick enough, and one of Dane’s men had spotted me. He’d let Dane go through with his intentions before letting everyone in the room know that I was there.

I leaned back against the stall door and closed my eyes, reliving the nightmare of the last two days. Seeing a man lying on the floor, blood flowing out of the bullet hole in his head, was an image I’d never get out of my mind. The look in Dane’s eyes when he’d realized that I was there had clearly warned me not to expect any special considerations if I caused any trouble, and I hadn’t. When it came to his business, he was all business, and he didn’t let our personal relationship sway his actions. It was that, and the following happenings, that had shown me how serious he was.

And how screwed I was.

He’d beaten me and told me that I could expect worse if I told anyone what I’d seen. I think he’d truly believed that he had everything under control after that, that I was cowed into doing whatever he wanted. All it had done was show me how unstable he was and make me want to get away from him as fast as I could.

The sound of motorcycles starting up jolted me back to the present. I grabbed my hoodie and rushed outside, expecting to see them riding off without me, relieved when I saw that they were still there. I picked up my step, aware that the three men were watching me, but the only one I was interested in was the big one who appeared to be the leader. His stony stare gave nothing away, and I sensed that he was a complex and very dangerous man.

“Thank you for not leaving me.” He could have, very easily. 

He didn’t say anything, just motioned with a jerk of his head for me to get on behind him. I wanted to ask where we were going, but it didn’t really matter. He’d saved my life back at the station, whether he knew it or not. Wherever I ended up I would deal with it then. I didn’t have any money left on me, but I had my phone, and Carol would wire me whatever I needed. 

I climbed on, wrapped my arms around him, and we were off. The other two men pulled in behind us, and I couldn’t help but notice as time went on that they remained there, as if it were the natural order of how they traveled. Whenever we changed lanes, they followed suit, close, but not too close. Another thing that I noticed was the level of observation and awareness that cloaked the bikers. They were always on guard.

The man in front of me seemed to be aware of everything at the same time, and I wondered what he was looking for. Had I escaped one fire for another? At the time it had been my only option, begging to go with them and distancing myself from Dane’s henchmen, because I knew that they were probably going to kill me. What kind of danger had I put myself in with these men? I knew they were part of a bike club, but that’s all I knew.

As we continued down the highway, miles and miles of monotonous scenery rolled by that could easily have put me to sleep if I hadn’t been afraid of falling off the bike. Runners of grassy hillsides dotted with wildflowers and lakes, fences, and the occasional roadside signs went past in a blur. I became oblivious to the traffic around us, focusing on the loud rumble of the bike between my thighs, and the hard body I was clinging to. 

My body was pulsing due to the constant vibrations of the motorcycle beneath me. It was a pleasant, gentle manipulation of the sensitive area of my sex. It wasn’t bad enough that it massaged my pussy lips until I was squirming against the leather seat, but the vibration stimulated my clit until I felt the tell-tale signs of an approaching orgasm. I knew my breathing had picked up and I turned my open mouth against the biker’s collar beneath his flying hair, hoping to drown out the sounds of my climaxing.

Whether it did or not I didn’t care at the moment. I couldn’t have stopped it if I’d tried. The decision had brutally been taken out of my hands and my control was non-existent. I let go with helpless abandon, needing to feel something other than the fear and terror of the last two days, something that made me feel good, and alive, and what better than a mind-blowing orgasm against a big, bad biker? I closed my eyes and clutched at the hard abs beneath my hands, riding out the blissful wave of release.

Once it was over and I’d come back down to earth, realization of what I’d done hit me like a rock. Embarrassment began to set in as I realized that there was no way the man in front of me didn’t know what I’d just done. How could I have let myself get so carried away? It was the damn bike’s fault. It was like riding a giant dildo that wouldn’t turn off. I wondered how long it would be before my body became used to it.

Gradually daylight began to fade away. The brightness went down with the setting sun, and I could just make out the dim glimmer of stars and a partial moon in the sky. The temperature fell with twilight, and I was beginning to think I’d have to ask to make another pit stop. Plus, I was freaking starving, and that thought reminded me that I didn’t have a cent on me. How was I going to get food without money? 

Finally, we took an exit off the highway, but it was another twenty minutes down a few back roads before we finally pulled into a bar. The neon sign on the road read, “Juicy Lucy’s”. It was set away from the road, allowing for plenty of parking in the front, and the lot was packed, but we continued around to the back of the building, where it was dark and stunk to high heaven.

He pulled into a spot and cut the engine. “Get off,” he snapped.

“Well, since you asked so nicely,” I said sarcastically, and then moaned loudly when I tried to move. I ached everywhere! Ignoring the amused chuckles of his friends, I put my hands on his shoulders to steady myself and eased my leg over the seat. When I went to take a step my legs buckled, and with a small cry I felt myself going down.

Fast as lightning an arm of steel wrapped around my middle, and I was hauled up against a rock-hard chest. I gasped at the impact. Without warning we were nose to nose, mouth to mouth, staring into each other’s eyes. I searched his deeply, looking for what I didn’t know. Maybe something that would prove to me that he was an actual person and not the cold, hard man he’d shown me all afternoon. His chiseled face looked ravished by war, and what I saw in his eyes should have frightened me, but it saddened me instead. They were the eyes of a man without a soul, one who didn’t care, didn’t feel. 

I didn’t realize that I’d lifted my hand until he grasped my wrist roughly to stop me in mid-air. I wasn’t even sure what I’d intended. “No,” came his flat, emotionless directive.

No? Didn’t he like to be touched? My mind drifted back to the bathroom at the rest stop. There’d been a minute when I’d known that he wanted me, but he hadn’t acted on it, hadn’t even acknowledged that he'd been turned on. I’d been relieved at the time. Now, for some strange reason, it felt personal. 

“I don’t like being touched like that.”

I frowned. “Like what?”

“I can see it in your eyes. You think I need something. But you’d be wrong. I’ve stopped needing anything from a woman a long time ago. I don’t need or want your softness. When I want a woman, I do the touching, and it isn’t in the way of kissing or foreplay. I fuck her.”

That comment intrigued me. “You don’t kiss or do foreplay?” The softness of my tone sounded intimate in the darkness surrounding us.

“No.”

Wow, that was just sad. I felt sorry for his women. “So, when you’re with a woman, you don’t care about her needs?” 

His expression hardened, if that were possible. “No. I don’t get that fucking close.”

How could you not get close when you were fucking? And then it hit me. He held back his emotions because it wasn’t about getting physically close, it was about getting emotionally close. Someone had really done a number on him. “Well, since I wasn’t offering sex, you don’t have to worry about it. It was a natural reaction to wanting to offer comfort to someone who obviously doesn’t need it. I won’t touch you again.” I tried to tug my wrist free, but he wasn’t turning me loose. 

Keeping hold of my wrist, he nudged me away so he could dismount his bike. Once he was on his feet I had to look a long way up. I was five feet four, but he was a giant, at least six feet five, or more. 

“We stay here tonight; do you have money?”

“No, but I’ll be okay.” It’d been a while since I’d had to fend for myself, but so far, I haven’t been doing too badly. I glanced around. What I could see wasn’t very appealing, especially the smelly dumpster.

Even as I said it he began digging into his pocket. He pulled out a roll and peeled off a few bills. I shook my head when I realized what his intentions were, I hated owing people, but he only crammed the money into my palm and then released my wrist. 

“Stay out of trouble. We leave at six in the morning if you’re going with us.”

Not, “if you want to go with us,” but “if you’re going with us.” What a way to make me feel welcome.  It was easy to read between the lines. He didn’t care one way or another, and I had a feeling that if I didn’t show up on time he wouldn’t come looking for me. Without a vehicle of my own and being basically out in the middle of nowhere, I didn’t have much of a choice. It would be better if I waited until we reached a town or something more significant than a back roads bar. 

As for his comment about staying out of trouble, he didn’t need to worry. I didn’t want to bring any unnecessary attention to myself. Dane had people looking for me. With his money and resources, it was going to be hard for me to just disappear. There were very few people I could trust right now. 

“What about what I owe you?”

“It’s only a couple hundred bucks.”

He said it as if it were nothing, which I would have agreed with two days ago, but now my situation had changed. Two hundred dollars suddenly seemed like a lot of money. “No, I mean for taking me with you back at the station. I told you I’d pay you.” I was probably a fool for reminding him of that fact.

“Fuck, we’re even. You taught me an invaluable lesson.” He began to walk to the door.

“What’s that?” I asked, following him.

“Not to pick up pint-sized bitches with flaming red hair.”
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Audra

His cold, indifferent comment floored me, and I wasn’t sure why. He didn’t have to take me when we were back at the gas station, I hadn’t made him do anything. His lack of empathy caused me to slow down from following him into the bar. For the first time since I’d been on the run, I felt tears fill my eyes. I really was on my own. He didn’t even glance back to see if I was behind him before the door closed.

I leaned against the building, pissed at myself for the tears that fell down my cheek. Pissed that I was in a hopeless situation that was probably not going to end well, and the only true friend I had that I could count on was a thousand miles away. I’d had plenty of friends with Dane, but after what had happened, I didn’t dare trust any of them now. 

What the hell was I going to do? I glanced down at the crinkled money in my palm. The dim light above the door next to me was enough to show me it was a couple of hundred dollars. Was there a bus stop around here? I didn’t remember passing any on our way here, but I hadn’t been looking for one. I decided that I should just go inside and get something to eat, spend the night, and think about what I was going to do in the morning. 

Cramming the money into a pocket, I opened the door. The first thing that hit me was the thick flume of smoke, a combination of the open grill behind the bar and cigarettes. The place reeked of cheap perfume, grease, smoke, and sweat. The reason became apparent as my eyes began to adjust to the dim lighting. Every bar stool, booth, and table was occupied with the kind of men who looked like they worked hard and played harder, and it was obvious that personal hygiene wasn’t at the top of their list of priorities. 

The women walking around with trays of drinks were dressed like the girls that were working the stripper poles, nearly naked in tiny G-strings and sky-high stilettos. They were clearly there to provide the men with eye candy and whatever else they wanted because several of them were giving lap dances, and there was a couple fucking in plain sight in a booth. 

People really did that kind of thing out in the open? Well, I was seeing it firsthand. The places Dane and I frequented were filled with upper class, stuck-up, dressed-to-the-nines couples who held themselves in such high regard that their noses disappeared in the clouds. I’d been part of that circle, though I’d never felt as if I belonged. Looking back, I could admit that I had let Dane shape me into the kind of woman that he wanted me to be.

I decided that the safest thing I could do was focus on the bar and make my way there to order a hamburger. It was easier said than done, considering that I had to weave in and around closely spaced tables. By the time I reached the bar my cheeks were burning from all the pinches and pats I’d received along the way. The filthy comments were somehow worse, but I decided I could put up with them if it meant not being dragged down on someone’s lap for something else. 

“Help you?”

The man was thin, wearing a dingy gray t-shirt and jeans beneath his heavily stained apron. He had a bandana tied around his forehead, and stringy, greasy-looking hair that hung down to his shoulders, and it appeared that he didn’t own a razor. My empty belly wouldn’t let me turn around and walk away. 

“A cheeseburger and coke, please. No fries.” 

“Sure.” He turned halfway around and yelled over his shoulder, “One cheeseburger, Sam!” Then his eyes came back to me. “Haven’t seen you around here before. A pretty lady like you, I would have noticed. You with someone?”

“I, ah, came in with some bikers.” I thought it would be better and safer for me to at least admit that.  

He frowned. “What bikers?” 

I glanced around the room until my gaze landed on the three men I’d ridden in with, crammed into a circular booth in the corner. Two of them were heavily involved with women, while the man I’d ridden behind all day sat back with a bottle and glass in front of him. He was anything but relaxed, even I could see that. As if something had passed between us, he suddenly looked up, locking his stony gaze on me. 

“Fuck, don’t tell me you’re with Phantom Riders.” I nodded. “You with Hawk? He’s a mean son-of-a-bitch.”

Hawk? Since the other two had women on their laps, I assumed the bartender meant the steely-eyed beast eyeing me from their group. So now I knew his name, and it suited him. I glanced back at the man behind the bar, wondering if I should lie. But then, since he knew Hawk’s name, he must know what kind of man he was. He certainly knew him better than I did.

“Burger up!”

Before I could answer him he turned, grabbed the plate the cook had set down and placed the cheeseburger down in front of me. “That’ll be eight dollars.” Then he went to the soda machine and poured me a coke. 

“Do you have rooms for rent?” I questioned, digging out one of the hundred-dollar bills.

His snort was followed with, “This ain’t no fuckin’ hotel, lady. The only rooms we have here belong to the working girls.” He leaned over the counter, saying in a low tone, “You want to earn a little money?”

I just glared at him until, laughing, he backed away and went to the register. When he returned with my change I picked up my plate and glass and turned around. There was nowhere for me to go but to the booth where Hawk was sitting. He watched me approach, like a predator scenting blood, and the closer I got the more nervous I felt. I was thankful his friends sat on either side of him, which meant that I wouldn’t have to sit next to him. 

I sat down on the very edge of the seat. “Sorry that I have to invade your space, but there’s nowhere else for me to sit.” His grunt, the only acknowledgement he made, made me want to throw my coke in his dark face. His two friends were oblivious to everything but the naked women on their laps. “Would you like some?” I held up my burger before biting into it. Maybe I could kill him with kindness.

He remained silent, reaching for the glass in front of him. I shrugged and took a big bite, starved. “You know, there aren’t any rooms for rent for tonight.” I kept eating my burger, not really expecting him to respond. But the more he ignored me, the more I wanted to bug the shit out of him. “This burger is really good, nice and juicy. Sure you don’t want a nibble?” I was stupid for taunting him, he looked anything but friendly right now. 

I smiled and took a sip of my coke. “So, where are you going to sleep tonight?”

“Where’d you come from, baby?” The biker next to me had finally realized that I was there. His girlfriend gave me a look, dismissed me, and went back to sucking on his neck. “Shell and I are getting ready to call it a night. You can shack up with us as long as you let me inside your sweet pussy.” 

He was drunk. I felt my cheeks burn, but I was determined not to let Hawk see how uncomfortable I was. “That’s a tempting offer. I’ll think about it.” When hell freezes over. I kept that thought to myself. I moved so that they could exit the booth and then sat back down. 

I finished my burger, which was surprisingly good, and drank down my coke. Having food in my stomach felt good. Now all I had to do was find a place to sleep for the night. Hawk’s other friend and woman finally crawled out of the booth and left, to go to her room, I supposed. It dawned on me that the reason Hawk had said they were staying the night there was because he knew they would be sleeping with the women there.

I wondered who Hawk would be sleeping with. Would he touch her, fuck her? And why did it matter to me? We’d just met, and I knew we’d never be friends. He was just the means of getting me somewhere far away from Dane. Yet I couldn’t help but be aware of him, the way he looked at me, as if I were something he wanted but hated at the same time. Maybe I reminded him of someone. 

The outside door opened, and I instinctively looked toward it. The breath caught in my throat when the two men I’d been running from earlier walked through. Quickly I turned away from them, my eyes meeting Hawk’s. I could feel my heart rate pick up speed. How the hell had they found me? It didn’t make sense!

“Hawk—” 

I didn’t know what I was going to say. It didn’t matter anyway, because suddenly Hawk jerked me over to him and my face was down in his lap. My first reaction was to get up, but he held me firmly at the back of my neck. To the casual observer it looked like I was giving him a blowjob, and maybe that was his intention. I turned my face slightly away from his zipper, so that I could breathe. It shocked me that he was hard as stone.

With all the naked bodies walking around us it shouldn’t have surprised me that he was horny. I brushed all that aside, my thoughts returning to the two men. I had no idea what they were doing, but something warned me if they were coming our way I would definitely feel a reaction in Hawk’s big body. All I could do was wait for some sign. Movement beneath my cheek drew a moan from me and before I knew what I was doing I was rubbing against his hard-on like a cat seeking attention. 

The deep rumble of his groan forced me back to reality and I ceased moving, holding my breath. What the hell was I doing? This time when I pulled back he let me. I could barely meet his eyes until he snapped, “Get out.”

I quickly scooted out of the booth, realizing that Hawk was right behind me. Before I could question him, he grabbed my arm and proceeded to jerk me in the direction leading to the back of the bar. I glanced around the bar wildly, but I didn’t see Dane’s men anywhere.

“They left, but they’ll be back.” We entered a dark hallway, and halfway down he stopped us at a door. I expected him to knock, but instead he lifted his leg and kicked the door in, causing the occupants in the room to scream out in fear. “Out!” he snarled.

I barely had time to acknowledge the naked couple before they snatched up their strewn about clothes and rushed past us. As the man passed me I recognized him as one of Hawk’s men. We made eye contact long enough for him to wink at me. Once they cleared the threshold, Hawk pulled me inside and slammed the door behind him.

“Take your clothes off.”

“What?” He had to be kidding.

“Take your clothes off.”

I know that my jaw dropped at his demand. When I realized that he meant it I began to back up, slowly shaking my head. “You’re crazy!” I whispered sharply. Okay, maybe I had removed my shirt in the restroom, but that had been of my own accord, and he’d said “clothes,” as if he meant everything.

“Take your fucking clothes off.” So far he hadn’t moved from his spot, yet I’d backed up until my back was against the wall. “Those men knew how to find you, which means there’s a bug on you somewhere.”

I tried to decipher what he was saying, but my brain wouldn’t wrap around the idea that he thought I had a bug on me. He took a menacing step toward me, and that was all I needed to do what he wanted. Strangely, I wasn’t afraid of Hawk, only of what having his hands on me would make me feel. I was attracted to him in a strange way that left me confused. Maybe it was because I knew that he wasn’t attracted to me, and I looked at it as a challenge. 

I quickly removed my hoodie and handed it to him, kicking off my shoes at the same time. As Hawk began going over it I unzipped and rolled down my jeans. I quickly began to unbutton my shirt when
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