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	Her Biker Protectors

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	Alexa

	 

	Reaching over to adjust the radio station, I can see and feel my hand shaking. 

	Pissed off, I grip the wheel hard, refusing to give in to my nerves. 

	I’m pissed at myself for somehow getting into this situation, but more pissed off at Matt for bringing me to this point.

	It’s nearly unbelievable, I think to myself. It’s something that you hear about in the news but never think could possibly happen to you. Not in real life. Not in a million years.

	I can feel hot tears prickle behind my eyes and I slam my back against the seat as I take a deep breath, refusing to give in to the urge to break down. 

	Not here. Not now. Not yet. 

	I still have a long way to go before I can even think about having a meltdown. 

	I don’t even know where I’m going. Which is good, I think. If I don’t know, he can’t know.

	I pulled out of my home in Las Vegas a few hours after it got dark, knowing that he’d be working at the casino until the early hours of the morning and not able to follow me for at least eight hours. Probably more.

	By then, I could be nearly in Colorado or New Mexico. I can’t go to Arizona or Utah, he knows that I have friends and family there. I have to go further. 

	The teen fiction series I’d been reading recently was set in New Mexico and for no other reason than that, I had a vague destination in mind. 

	I doubt Matt will think to reference my books when he tries to track me down. And he will try. I can feel my heart racing again as the thought demands attention. 

	Matt will not give me up easily. 

	How could a person change so much in two years? When we first met, I had thought he was my soulmate – love at first sight means forever, doesn’t it?

	Forever in paradise lasted about three months, but it took me over a year to really accept it.

	It had been so easy to just shrug off his little comments at first. He must not realize how offensive it sounds or how much it hurts me when he makes those little digs at my outfits or weight, I thought to myself. 

	He just misses me and wants to spend all his time with me, I told myself firmly when he started grilling me about my business meetups and client sessions. Jealousy means he loves me, doesn’t it?

	For a while, it was fun to send him little love texts throughout the day to let him know I was thinking of him. Sometimes it was even hot, adding a little teaser to the message to make sure he was looking forward to getting home to me at the end of his day. 

	But it wasn’t so fun when I got too busy to text, or if I forgot. At first, the yelling was just at home. I’m sure our neighbors could hear, but nobody ever said anything. But eventually, not even my regular texts made him happy. He’d make a scene when we were out on dates, having a great time one minute and then the next he’d freak out on me when I mentioned a client or a project I was working on. 

	People at the restaurant or movie theatre would turn to look at us, some of them annoyed at the disturbance, some of them giggling like it was taboo to watch some couple fighting in the middle of the day. Every now and then I’d catch the eye of another woman, and her look would either be of pity or anger. The pity made me want to throw up.

	I’m a strong, independent woman. I own my own business, pay my rent and keep myself alive, I’d scream in my head. Don’t pity me!

	But part of me knew why she was giving me that look. And that part of me cringed and hid away in the dark corners of my mind, too embarrassed to even admit that I knew something was wrong.

	The looks of anger made me angry in turn. Not angry at Matt, as I’m sure the stranger was feeling, but anger at the stranger, looking into our lives and judging us. How does she think she has the right to judge, I’d rage in my mind. She doesn’t know us. He could be totally justified in yelling at me right now. It could be totally my fault! 

	But I’d always known it wasn’t my fault, and that unknown woman was right to be angry. But that part of me didn’t want to be wrong and crawled to hide with the embarrassed part of me.

	Two years Matt and I had been together. And at least 1 and a half of those years I spent cringing and confused and wondering what the hell I did wrong. Instead of acknowledging the warning signs, accepting that the problem was with Matt and not me, I internalized them. I took responsibility. I figured that the man, the beautiful, funny and kind man I had fallen in love with, must have a reason to act the way he was. I must be giving him a reason.

	It was my fault our happily ever after was in jeopardy. I needed to fix it. 

	I spent more of my time trying to fix what was wrong with my relationship than I did trying to have a responsible, functioning adult life. My friends gave up on me eventually, when I had ignored their warnings too many times. My freelance business was suffering. Turns out clients don’t love it when you have to break every half hour to use your phone, no matter what your excuses are. 

	So when I finally broke up with him, I didn’t have a lot of support to turn to. No friends and a floundering business. But I had finally left him, I cling to that thought proudly. 

	It should have been enough. I should have been able to pick up the pieces and start putting them back together. If I worked harder on my business, I know I could convince clients to trust me again - I'm a damn good designer and my portfolio should speak for itself. 

	I was sure I could work my way back into my friends’ lives too, with time and effort. 

	But he wouldn’t let me go. I don’t know why I was surprised.

	Even though I didn’t answer his texts, he would send them. Sometimes 50 or more a day. He was always so sweet, but I knew better. I stayed strong. 

	Until the one time I agreed to meet him for coffee. I finally got tired of the messages and thought that if he heard it from me directly, maybe it’d sink in. Maybe then he’d leave me alone. 

	But that’s when he threatened me. 

	“You were nothing before me. You’re nothing without me. If you don’t come back to me, I will make sure nothing at all is left of you.”

	I can still hear the words in my mind, feel his fingers digging into my arm. I absently rub the spot that had been bruised for a week, remembering. 

	Of course, I had gone to the police, but they did nothing. I had no real evidence. He didn’t have any kind of record and I had never reported any of his behaviors before, so there was no credibility to my accusation.

	They said they’d start a file, but that was all they could do. Start a file, I fume. Start a fucking file, I can feel the shakes starting again, but I can’t stop the memories from flooding back. 

	Three days had gone by without a word from him. I thought maybe he had realized how far he had gone and regretted it. Maybe he had finally decided to chill out and leave me alone. 

	But today he had shown up at the coffee shop where he knows I meet all my new clients. I don’t know how he knew I’d be meeting someone, but he did. 

	Only 5 minutes into our discussion, he stormed through the door, yelling and throwing his arms around, accusing the poor guy I was meeting of being my lover. Calling me a cheating whore in front of everyone there. 

	My never-going-to-call-me potential client was just a young guy, obviously shy and he had no idea how to handle the situation. He just squeaked his chair back and bolted out the door. 

	The manager of the coffee shop came over and told Matt to get out. I’ve never been so grateful to anyone in my life. 

	Matt didn’t argue with him, he just took one look at the phone in his hand and said, “Sorry buddy, I didn’t mean to cause a scene. I just over-reacted.” And then he looked at me and said, “I’ll see you at home, after work, baby,” with a look in his eyes that said he knew where I had moved and I better be there when he showed up at my door. 

	The coffee shop owner shook his head as he watched Matt leave and told me I should dump the asshole, but then just went back to work. 

	I considered asking him to act as a witness for me and to come back to the police station to report it again, but I didn’t want to drag him into my drama of life. 

	I knew I couldn’t stay in town though. I couldn’t stay at home. I couldn’t be there when he showed up.

	I waited, shaking over my coffee for two hours before being brave enough to leave. I went straight to the police office to register the second complaint. They said if I could provide a witness they’d take it more seriously, but otherwise, it would just be another note on file. 

	So now I have two notes on a fucking file and I’m terrified for my life. 

	And then I went home, threw a few outfits into my suitcase and waited for it to get dark.

	I didn’t want anyone to see me leave. I didn’t want him to be able to get any information out of my neighbors. I wanted so desperately to just disappear.

	When I finally crept out the door, carrying my bag and trying not to make any noise, I had to stop myself from running. Walking casually was the hardest thing I think I’ve ever done in my life. 

	And now, here I am, on a desert road with a single bag of belongings and no real clue of where I’m headed. 

	My first stop had been at the bank, to take all my money out so I wouldn’t have to use credit cards or leave any trail. I left my phone on the bed. I don’t know how people track other people, but I didn’t want to take any chances with Matt. 

	I just got in the car and started driving. I didn’t want to take a direct route anywhere, so I kept turning off towards places that might be where I would go.

	Head towards the Grand Canyon, but don’t go there. Maybe that will throw him off for another few hours. 

	Take backroads when I see them. I’m not in any hurry to get anywhere specifically. Just to get away. And to make it as hard as possible to be followed. 

	That’s what I had done about half an hour ago. Taken a back road, off the highway. I’d been driving for over eight hours, stopping only to fill up on gas and grab snacks and lots of coffee for the road. I’d had a few pee breaks but was very careful to choose rest stops that were either very crowded, and one person would go unnoticed, or very rural, where there was no one to see me at all. 

	So far, so good.

	But now, glancing down, I see a little red light start blinking on the dash behind my wheel. That little red light throws me out of my reverie and makes me really pay attention to my surroundings. 

	The sun is just beginning to rise and I can faintly see the smoke wafting from the front hood of my car. Alarmed, I pull over to the side of the road immediately. Opening up the hood lets out a billow of smoke and I start to panic. 

	I don’t know anything about cars! I don’t have a phone. My map shows the nearest town to be around 60 miles away if my guess is at all accurate. 

	What the hell do I do now?!?

	Feeling the overwhelm start to take over, I sit down on the ground by my front tire, with my head in my hands. 

	This is still better than being at the apartment, I think to myself. It’s better to be stranded who knows where than to be there when he shows up, which is probably any minute now. It’s so much better that I have an eight-hour head start. 

	Someone will drive by, I grasp the thin string of hope. Someone has to drive by and help.

	 


 

	CHAPTER 2

	 

	Adam

	 

	“Tell me again why we needed to leave this fucking early?” Parker glares at me over his coffee cup, which he’s gripping like it’s a life preserver.

	“I want to get back to town. We should’ve been there last night. You’re the one that wanted to break up the return trip home, now you get to pay the price.”

	These road trips always seem like a fantastic idea until the ride home. Somehow we never remember how unappealing it is to hop back on our bikes at the crack of dawn after a long, late night of booze and babes. 

	This time, Parker had begged me to let him sleep in yesterday, suggesting we get a hotel after ten hours, and then get up early the next day – which is now today – for the rest of the ride home.

	It was actually a pretty good idea. Well, it worked out for me, anyway. But then again, I didn’t drink my face off last night, whereas Parker did.

	Four hours on a bike at the crack of dawn while hungover is not much more appealing than fourteen.

	Watching him gulp his coffee and grimace at the state of his head I can’t help but chuckle. 

	I toss his helmet at him and nod to our bikes, ready to go. The sun hasn’t even risen yet, which means there’s a bit of a chill left in the air, but in the desert, underneath our riding leathers, you learn to appreciate that. As soon as the sun shows up, even with the wind howling in our ears as we race down the highway, it’s fucking hot. I’m looking forward to getting home before the worst of the heat sets in.

	Giving in with a resigned shrug, he straddles his bike and straps on his helmet. I follow suit.

	“We taking the back way?” he asks.

	“Yeah, I think so. It’s quieter.” The back way means we find side roads or two-lane highways that roughly parallel the I-40 on our way back into New Mexico. As the crow flies, it’s a lot longer, but it’s also a lot less busy. I hate riding the massive highway. Too many idiots trying to prove something. 

	Taking the back way is a new adventure every time we do it. We never take exactly the same route twice, but we always make it home. 

	As we hit the road, I let my mind return to the events of the past few days. 

	An image of a gorgeous, tanned and naked blonde with huge tits flashes across my mind, but I shake my head as if to physically remove it. That’s not the kind of thinking that I need to focus on right now. 

	What I need to figure out is what the fuck we’re going to do about our business. 

	Yes, LA is a fun physical diversion from our stressful jobs in private security, but this time we went there with a motive beyond sticking our dicks in the hot, wet and willing babes that seem to flock to the city with no other goal than to get laid.

	This time, we had gone for a business meeting. 

	And we had left that meeting feeling more hopeless about getting our new business started than ever. 

	Don’t get me wrong, private security is a great business – if you’re looking to make fast, fat stacks of cash and maybe thrive off the adrenaline like a junkie. 

	When Parker and I started the business a few years ago, it had made sense. We were fresh out of the Navy, oozing with pride and bravado at our SEAL titles. Security gave us an outlet for the highs we could only chase through potentially dangerous situations and let us put our talents to a respectable use. 

	I know plenty of ex-military who get back home and fall into a deep depression because they have no orders to follow and no clue what to do with their lives. Or the PTSD sets in.

	I shake my head again. This is not helping either. 

	What are we going to do about the new business?

	The idea of starting up a motorcycle gear company came to us while we were on one of these road trips. We’ve been riding together since we settled in Roswell, drawn to the military vs. sci-fi mystique that radiates from the city.

	Over the years, our trips have gotten longer and our obsessions have grown deeper. Aside from our work, bikes are our lives. 

	A few months ago, we had taken a ride down to Houston and gone to a bar that did not take kindly to a couple of outsider bikers. A few idiots tried to make something of it. One lunker followed me to the bathroom. Parker followed him and knocked a few of his teeth out before I even unzipped. 

	The gang left pretty quickly after that, and we were treated to the company of some hot cowgirls who did take kindly to outsiders in leather. While they fawned over Parker, and he entertained them with tales of how I had saved his life one time when we were on a special op, I had a private conversation with a tiny little redhead who fit just right on my lap.

	She had been showing me quite nicely just how eager she was to have a ride herself when a random comment wormed its way into my brain and wouldn’t get out. 

	“You should sell your own brand of gear,” she had said, “I’d wear panties with your face on them every day of the week.”

	She hadn’t been giving me a business idea, and I didn’t let the thought completely distract me, but it stuck with me. 

	The next morning I brought it up to Parker over breakfast while the chicks were still sleeping. 

	“We should make our own brand of gear,” I said simply. 

	He had looked at me quietly, thinking. 

	Then he had nodded and our new business had overtaken our entire lives ever since. 

	We’d accepted only a handful of clients over the past two months. Thankfully each gig paid well enough to last us for months, and we both had savings anyways. 

	We had researched storefront vs. online outlets. We’d looked at manufacturers and marketing agents and created a list of products that we’d buy ourselves, so we were confident they would sell. 

	We found biker tradeshows and cyber stalked competing companies. 

	We created customer avatars…after learning what the fuck a customer avatar is.

	We talked to our lawyers and accountants. 

	And finally, we realized that in order to sell gear we would need to have a look. A signature look that would capture the attention of our people and make them want to buy nothing but our gear for the rest of our lives. 

	If there’s one thing that’s true about bikers, it’s that we’re loyal. When we find our lane, we stay in it. 

	We knew that if we could just get the right look, we’d be able to make the rest fall in line. 

	But we couldn’t find a designer that created even the slightest twinge of excitement.

	If we’re going to make this work, I think to myself, the design can’t be just good. It has to give us an instant hard-on. 

	How can it be so hard to find a fucking graphic designer?

	We had thought we had finally found someone. A look through his portfolio gave us hope. We’d been talking to him for a few weeks and it sounded like he understood what we wanted. 

	That’s why we decided to go to LA to meet him in person. One thing being a SEAL taught us both is how to get an instant read on people. His designs have to be fucking epic, but we need to be able to work with him too. 

	And there’s no way we’ll ever work with that wanker, I think, feeling my face get hot with frustration. Shifty little entitled bastard, he had laid out a string of demands and conditions to working with him before he even showed us the sketches he had done for us. 

	Remembering the look on Parker’s face I snort into my helmet. I have little patience for idiots. Parker has none.

	But we raised our eyebrows and stayed silent till he showed us the designs he had created. 

	Which were more fucking pathetic than his sad little demands.

	They couldn’t have been done by the same artist, the work was nowhere near the quality or style we had seen and liked in his portfolio. 

	The entire trip had been a complete and utter waste of time. 

	Well…not quite complete. The blonde with the tits was worth remembering.

	But now we were back at square one again and starting to wonder if our business would ever find its legs. I was getting pissed off again when I saw Parker give a signal with his arm, pointing to a car on the side of the road in the distance.

	 


 

	CHAPTER 3

	 

	Parker

	 

	I can’t help but smile a little when I start to see the telltale signs of aliens, suggesting we’re getting close to home. In less than an hour, my very own bed will be welcoming me home.

	Speeding up slightly in anticipation, I notice the shape of a car parked on the side of the road up ahead. Squinting, I can make out the silhouette of a chick sitting on the roadside beside it, leaning back against the car. As we get closer I can see her twitching movements, looking like she’s trying to decide whether to jump up to catch our attention or wave us on so we won’t stop. 

	Clearly, her car had broken down and she’s now stranded in the middle of the desert. 

	Idiot tourists, I think to myself as I signal to Adam that I’m going to pull over. We can’t leave her there, even if she was stupid to come down this road. Probably searching for crop circles or something.

	I can tell the girl is nervous at the sight of two bikers in black leather turning towards her. She doesn’t look like a fanatic though, I notice. She looks pretty normal, in fact. Kind of cute even. Definitely nervous though. 

	I turn off my engine and kick the stand up on my bike. I stay sitting but pull off my helmet as Adam parks beside me. 

	I nod at the girl. “You look like you could use a little help.”

	She’s standing now, though keeping her distance. “I don’t suppose you guys happen to be mechanics,” she says, smiling hesitantly. She has the look of someone who’s used to being nervous and determined not to show it. 

	Adam chuckles beside me. “Not mechanics, no, but we have a bit of experience with hot vehicles.” He slings his leg over the side of his bike and rests his helmet on the handlebars as he slowly walks over to her car. 

	I’m not sure throwing innuendos like “hot” around are going to help her trust us, but I also don’t think she’s got a lot of other choices at the moment. 

	“You’re not from around here, I guess,” I say, “And this is the kind of road only locals use. What brings you here?” I follow Adam towards the car, doing my best to look non-threatening. 

	“Um,” she’s clearly hesitant to admit to her disadvantage, obvious as it is. “No, no I guess I’m not exactly from around here. I was, um, heading towards New Mexico and I thought I’d, uh, take the scenic route.” She shrugs, as if she knows how weak her story sounds, but then squares her shoulders. 

	That’s her story, I guess, and she’s sticking to it. 

	I nod thoughtfully but decide not to press the issue. Adam has the hood of the car open and the engine is still smoking. 

	“How long have you been out here?” I wonder out loud, glancing at the girl. 

	“About at an hour, I think,” she answers, checking her watch. “I like driving at night. Um, it’s peaceful. Having the roads to yourself is all well and good until your car breaks down though.”

	She’s trying so hard to seem nonchalant and I can’t stop myself from wondering what she’s hiding. Whether she’s trying to hide something from us, or if she’s trying to hide from something. I’d bet on the second if I was a betting man. 

	Adam gives me a look that she can’t see, hidden as he is by the car. He’s feeling it too. There’s more to her story.

	I give him a small nod, short-hand body language that we developed working special ops together. Let’s go with it, the nod says. 

	He tilts his head in agreement and slams the hood shut. 

	“It doesn’t look great,” Adam says, “But we have a buddy in town who’ll be able to take care of her. It looks to me like you drove her a good four hours beyond her breaking point. Didn’t you see the smoke?” 

	I know he wasn’t trying to be accusatory, but sometimes Adam’s naturally gruff way of talking can come off sounding pretty abrupt. The girl looks worried and hesitates to answer, again. 

	“I guess I wasn’t really paying attention to the car,” she admits. “And it was dark, I’m not sure I could have seen the smoke, even if I was paying attention for it…” her voice trails off. Even though she’s a total stranger, I can read every thought that crosses her face. 

	“Our buddy’s fair,” I assure her. “I’m sure he’ll give you a good price and you’ll be on your way soon.” The money worries her, I can see, but there’s more. Is she going to be late for something, I wonder. She clearly doesn’t want to waste time, but it’s fear in her face, not just a lack of patience. 

	“Um, is there any chance I could borrow a phone from one of you guys to call a tow truck?” 

	No phone? The questions keep stacking up. No woman should be out driving these roads alone at night, definitely not without a phone. What is her story?

	I look over at Adam, who’s just as suspicious as I am. I raise my eyebrow at him meaningfully, before replying to her. 

	“I’ll give Jack a call,” I say. “He’ll send someone out to get your car.”

	I walk a little distance away to make the call, giving Adam a bit of space to chat to the girl, see if he can get any more of the story out of her. 

	I keep my eye on them both as I talk to Jack and explain as much of the situation as I can. “She looks like she’s in trouble, Jack. If you can help her out with this, I’d be grateful.” Jack served in the army many years before Adam and me, but we see him often at meetups. He’s a good guy.

	“I’ll get a couple of the boys out there as soon as I can. Will probably take an hour or so.”

	It doesn’t look like Adam’s having any luck with the girl, so I head back towards them, catching snippets of the conversation. She’s making up some excuse about forgetting her phone at home, it sounds like. Which isn’t even a physical possibility, I think to myself. She can’t be more than 22 or 23, she’s probably never been further than 2 feet away from her phone her entire life. Nope. Don’t believe that for a second. Either she’s hiding a phone, it was taken from her, or she left it behind on purpose. 

	Adam looks up as I get closer and the barest suggestion of a shrug moves his shoulder. 

	“Someone will be here in about an hour to get the car and bring it in,” I say, inserting myself back into their space. “You probably shouldn’t wait out here for them, though, it’s going to get unbearably hot within the next fifteen minutes or so.”

	I can see her tense and look at the sky as if she might be able to see the heat threatening somewhere in the heavens. 

	“I don’t have an extra helmet, but I’ve never seen a cop on this road, you’re welcome to hop on for a ride into town. It’s safer than staying put.” 

	Adam gives me a look, but I can’t leave her here. I don’t think he would have either and I’m not sure what else he had in mind. Hopefully, the girl agrees so that we don’t have to come up with a backup plan. 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 4

	 

	Alexa

	 

	I so do not want to get on the back of that death machine with a strange man who may or may not be a serial killer who rides this road looking for exactly this situation – finding someone stranded with no other options. 

	But that’s just the thing, isn’t it? I have no other options. I could wait here with my car, dying of thirst and exposure before the tow guys show up, or I could take my chances on the back of a bike. 

	Death by sun, horrific motorcycle accident or rape and plunder. I’m not quite sure when my mind became quite so morbid and tragic, but there it is. 

	If I stay put, I will definitely turn to dust within three minutes if it gets even one degree hotter. But if I go with these guys, maybe I won’t get thrown off the bike and they won’t turn out to be homicidal maniacs. With my luck, the maybe is slim, but it’s better than the alternative. 

	I take a deep breath and look at the handsome face waiting for my response. He’s very good looking, I think to myself, wishing I hadn’t been hearing all about how good looking and charming Ted Bundy had been thanks to the new Netflix series.

	“Thanks,” I smile at him, as best as I can manage. “That would be really amazing if it’s not too much trouble. I know it probably sounds dramatic, but I think I might actually die of thirst if I have to stay out here much longer.”

	The guy nods at me slowly, not arguing. I look at his bike. Fucking death machine. I hope he can’t see me shaking. I really don’t need him to know just how terrified I am. 

	“Um, I’ve never actually ridden a motorcycle before,” I admit, a little embarrassed. “Is that going to be a problem? Can I do it wrong or do I just kind of…sit and try not to fall off?” 

	He doesn’t look surprised. “You can definitely do it wrong, but I’ve been riding a long time and I’m quite a bit bigger than you, so my bike will listen to me. Just sit and try not to fall off. And do your best to follow my body. If I lean, you lean. It’s hard for first-time riders to overrule their instincts but you can trust me. Just follow my lead and you’ll be fine.”

	He looks directly into my eyes when he says that, and somehow it does make me feel like I can trust him. For a moment, my heart starts to race for a much different reason, and I lose my fear a little bit. 

	But then he walks over to the bike and sits down as if it was the most natural movement to him, and all my nerves come flooding back, rooting themselves in my throat so I can hardly breathe. 

	I betcha Ted Bundy told his victims to trust him too, I mutter inside my head as I try to drum up the courage to follow him onto the bike. With no fucking helmet. 

	Trying to look more confident than I feel, I grab my purse and I sit down behind him. “Um…” I look around me, wondering what I was supposed to hold onto. I look at the black leather jacket covering a broad, very sturdy looking back.

	“What should I hold onto?” I ask.

	I hear the gruff guy make a noise that sounds suspiciously like laughter, choked off. 

	“Hold onto me,” comes the answer from in front. 

	Right. Hold onto him. This is just getting better and better.

	Shyly, I put my hands on his waist, not wanting to get in his way, but all of a sudden wondering how I’m going to hold on to a total stranger for dear life while still pretending to be all cool and collected and confident. 

	I feel him chuckle and he reaches down to pull my hands in front of him, surrounding his waist and pulling my chest against his back. “You’re going to want to hold on tight,” he says.

	Grasping my hands together in front of him, I give a nervous little squeeze as he starts up the bike. The rumble vibrating between my thighs makes me jump a little, but – I have to admit – it’s not exactly unpleasant.

	When the bike starts to move though, my heart leaps into my throat. I flatten my face against the man’s jacket, squeezing my eyes shut and forgetting to breathe. Oh yeah, and probably crushing the life out of the guy driving the bike.

	After a few minutes, I crack open my eyes. The desert is whizzing by, but miraculously I’m still sitting firmly in my appointed position. Oddly enough, I actually feel fairly steady, despite the fact that there’s nothing between me and the seriously fast moving road but air.

	I watch the world go by for another moment.

	Eventually, I feel confident enough to pull back, just a little bit, from my chauffeur. He makes a little movement of his shoulders, probably happy to have me peel off of him and give him some breathing room.

	When I don’t get ripped off the bike and thrown to my immediate death, I get a little more confident and sit up a little straighter. The wind blows through my hair and I feel a bubble of laughter break through the terror in my chest. 

	The road is straight, which is a blessing, and we’re careening down it as if nothing could stop us. My hair whips and blows around my face and the bubble turns into a burst and I find myself laughing out loud. 

	My arms are still wrapped around the man in front of me, but loosely now. My hands, instead of holding a death grip on my own elbows, discover that his jacket is open and they’re now resting against a muscular chest. 

	My eyes widen with the shock of this realization and I blush with embarrassment. I quickly realize he can’t see me, and he’s the one who put my hands around him in the first place, so he probably doesn’t mind if I touch him. He doesn’t have to know what my fingers and palms are feeling. Which are tingles, the more I think about it. 

	For a second, I can’t focus on anything but the feel of his cotton t-shirt. I’m willing my hands not to move. The more I think about it, the harder it gets, and I can feel him flexing his stomach under my touch. I’m probably imagining it…there’s no way he can tell what I’m thinking, what I’m feeling. 

	Suddenly, the bike tips to one side. I whoop and smash myself against his back once more, reinstating my death grip. This time I know I feel him flex and laugh at me. 

	We had turned no more than one degree, I’m sure, and when I realize it, I laugh at myself too. He quickly and softly pats my arm and I start to relax again, but I don’t move back this time. I lay my head against his back and loosen my grip, but keep my arms around him enjoying the solidity.

	I take a deep breath, feeling the hot air burn through my chest and rake its way through my hair at the same time. We take another very slight turn and this time, being already tightly pressed against him, instead of squeezing him to death, I keep my chest against his back and follow his body as he told me to. 

	The bubble of laughter returns and my face breaks into a grin. I’m starting to understand why so many people love to ride motorcycles. If you don’t look down at the ground racing, if you look instead at the sky or the horizon, it really does feel like you’re flying. 

	It’s a little bit amazing.

	By the time we take any real turns, I feel as in tune with the body in front of me as my own, and I let myself be guided by his movements. 

	When my heart pounds in my chest, it is from a fear of exhilaration, not a feeling of imminent disaster. 

	I start seeing more and more houses, and then businesses and I know we’ve arrived in town. I’m still reeling from the fact that not only did I not die, but I feel more alive than I can remember feeling in a long time. 

	The bike slows down to a crawl and turns into a garage. The slowing of my heart is more than just a return to calm; it’s disappointment that the ride is over. I cannot believe what I’m feeling.

	When the bike stops properly and his feet hit the ground, I reluctantly retract my arms and find the ground with my own feet, getting off the bike. 

	I turn to him, grinning. “Thank you,” I say. “That was a hell of a lot more fun that I was expecting it to be.”

	He chuckles and nods his head, getting off his bike. He pulls off his helmet and looks me directly in the eye as he says, “You’re welcome.”

	I feel a weird flutter in my chest, and I remember that feeling of trust that came over me just before I had gotten on the bike in the first place. He’s got a trustworthy face, I decide.

	The other man had pulled up beside us and was now getting off his bike too. Giving me an appraising look, he says, “I’ll go talk to Jack about your car,” and then heads inside to the garage. 

	It’s only when I feel the anxiety and pressure of reality coming back that I realize I had let it go for a short while, on the ride here. Surprised at myself, I feel a new sadness. Sad that I can’t live in that feeling of freedom forever. Sad that I suddenly feel eyes on me again. 

	If only Matt could have seen me flying down that road, pressed against another man. Laughing.

	Then I shudder, remembering that if he had seen that, he’d probably try to kill me. And the two men who rescued me.

	Shaking my head to throw those thoughts aside for the time being, I bring my eyes back to the man on the motorcycle. He’s watching me intently and I feel my face start to burn in a blush.

	Somehow, my flaming cheeks remind me of my hands pressed against the soft cotton of his t-shirt, feeling the hardness of his abs underneath. My cheeks get hotter. 

	His eyebrow raises as if he can sense my change in thoughts, and I see a little smile twitch at the corner of his mouth.

	Suddenly I realize we’ve been standing in silence for a while, and I blurt out, without thinking, “I just can’t thank you guys enough. You really rescued me back there.”

	Smiling more broadly now, he answers, “What kind of men would we be, if we had left such a fair damsel in distress?”

	It was such an old-timey sentiment, coming out of the mouth of this leather-clad biker, and I couldn’t stop myself from laughing. 

	Just as I was about to say something clever and witty, the other man stomped back towards us. 

	“The guys made it to your car and called in. The engine is shot. They can fix it, but it’ll take some parts. If they can find them, it’ll be ready tomorrow. If they have to order them, it might be a couple of days.”

	My face falls as the news sink in. Days. I could be here for days. And it would probably cost me a fortune. A fortune I don’t have. 

	Determined not to let these men feel the burden of my sad and pathetic life, I muster up a smile. I pointedly make eye contact with them both and thank them again. My heart is racing and I realize I don’t want to say goodbye to the man who I’ve had my arms wrapped around for the last hour. I swear, looking into his eyes, he feels the same way. 

	Grabbing hold of every ounce of courage I have left inside me, I breathe out and let loose a stream of rapid-fire words. “Would you guys let me treat you to a coffee? It’s the least I can do to say thank you and I really appreciate all your help.”

	It comes out in a blur and I have to slam my mouth shut to stop the blabbering even more.

	The gruff man gives me a confused, almost suspicious look. My rider laughs. My face resumes its burning.

	“I guess you better get back on the bike then,” he says and pats the seat of his bike. 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 5

	 

	Adam

	 

	I pull into the café before the other two and park, wondering where this is going to lead us. White fucking knight Parker has his suit of armor on again, that much is clear. 

	I guess I can’t blame him. The girl is clearly running from something.

	I shake my head as I realize we don’t even know her name yet. Watching them pull in I notice her casual grip on him and the smile on her face. The ride into town has done her good at least. 

	After our years serving together, I can read Parker’s face like a book. When he takes off his helmet I’m expecting to see his “active duty” face. I raise my eyebrow when instead, what I see is a mixture of protectiveness and prowl. Interesting. 

	He catches me watching him and shrugs with a helpless grin. He’s hooked. Great.

	She hops off the bike enthusiastically grinning at him. Apparently, his charms have started to thaw her nerves.

	Sighing and shaking my head, I head to the door, holding it open for the two of them. 

	Parker signals “three” to the hostess and she leads us to a table, coffee pot in hand.

	We all settle in and I, for one, am all sorts of grateful for the thick, strong steaming brew. Something tells me whatever is coming next is going to require my active attention.

	After we all thank the server for the coffee, a silence falls over the table. Clearing my throat, I figure I may as well start the conversation. 

	“I’m Adam, by the way.”

	“Oh my goodness! I can’t believe I haven’t even introduced myself – I’m so sorry! I’ve been a bit out of it today,” she says, looking embarrassed. “I’m, um…” 

	I tilt my head, waiting. What is this girl hiding?

	“Alexa,” she finishes. “My friends call me Lex.” She’s smiling and, even though people telling the truth don’t usually have trouble remembering their name, I believe her. 

	“Parker,” his voice cuts in and claims her attention. His answering smile seems to reassure her. “It’s nice to meet you. So – what brings you to New Mexico?” he asks it casually, but I can hear the edge in his voice. He knows she’s not going to want to answer, but he’s prying anyways. 

	I watch her face for clues. As expected, it closes off immediately. Her eyes dart towards the door – making sure she can escape, or keeping an eye on who comes in, I wonder. 

	“Oh, just had some time off work and thought I’d see some of the country. I’ve never really been out this direction. Um, my family is from Utah. The mountainous part of Utah – I guess I wasn’t really thinking to prepare for the desert.”

	Again, I don’t get the feeling that she’s lying exactly, but she’s not telling the whole truth.

	“What about you guys?” She continues, “Did you grow up around here?”

	Parker takes over the conversation, telling her stories about how we met and where we served. He can read body language like nobody’s business, but I’m the facial expert. I watch her reactions and keep looking for cues. 

	Every time he spins the conversation back to her, she gives a vague response and digs deeper into our stories instead. She doesn’t want to talk about herself and she’s good at evading answers.

	She seems to be honest though and is genuinely interested in Parker. But every time the door to the café opens, a flash of fear crosses her face to be replaced by relief when she confirms that whoever has just walked in isn’t someone she recognizes. 

	Running from someone, then. 

	At one point, the door opens and a tall man with dark hair walks through the door. The fear lasts longer on her face and the relief is much more pronounced when it finally shows up. 

	Parker sees it too. Running from an ex, probably. 

	“You’re brave to be traveling solo,” he says. “You didn’t have a boyfriend or some girlfriends that wanted to explore the desert with you?” He’s prying again. It’s not overly subtle, but she’s too wound up to tell the difference anyway.

	“Um…no…um,” her neck swivels around, looking for someone or something. “Sorry – do you know where the restroom is?”

	I nod towards the back and she beats a hasty retreat.

	Parker looks at me. “She’s running from someone,” he says as soon as she’s out of earshot. 

	I nod, agreeing. We’ve both seen these signs before, sometimes in the faces of the clients who hire us and, before that, in the refugees fleeing from their countries. The look of the hunted. 

	“She’s not a client, Parker,” I remind him. “She might not want our help.”

	His eyes are bright and I can tell he’s not going to give up easily. “All we can do is offer.” 

	I don’t want him to get his hopes up. 

	My phone starts ringing as we see her heading back towards us. I check the caller ID. It’s the garage. 

	I don’t bother leaving the table, I know she’s going to want to hear whatever Jack has to say. I answer just as she sits back down. 

	“Hey Jack, what’s the news?” 

	Her eyes watch me intently as I get the details of her car. It’s not looking good. They had to order the parts and it wouldn’t be ready for a few days, three or four at least. 

	I watch her face fall as she follows the conversation. Her anxiety is almost palpable. 

	I try to break the news to her gently. “Jack has the parts on order. He says it’ll be three or four days and he’ll call me as soon as it’s ready.”

	“Oh,” she says meekly. “Ok, thank you. You’ve been so helpful. Um…I saw a hotel across the road from the garage. I can try to get a room there and then they won’t have to bother you. You’ve both been so helpful, I can’t thank you enough.”

	She looks like she’s fighting tears and won’t make eye contact with either Parker or me. If I had to guess, she’s left her home in a hurry with very little money. If she’s anything like some of the other clients’ we’ve helped in the past, she’s not going to want to use her credit cards either. 

	I can feel Parker’s eyes boring into me, pleading with me to do something. I look at him pointedly –  what the fuck do you want me to do? I furrow my brows at him. 

	Resigned, he shrugs. “Come on then,” he stands up and says with forced cheerfulness. “One last ride for you. We’ll take you there and make sure you’re settled. I’m sure you’re exhausted after driving all night.”

	She nods, looking like a brave little puppy.

	We all pile out of the café and get back on the bikes to head to the hotel. I beckon Parker over to me. “Take your time,” I tell him. “Let me get there first. I’ll book the room and say it’s comped through work or something.” 

	He grins and thumps me on the back. 

	I start up my bike and watch him show her something about his, teasing her and stalling. I give him a wave and take off towards the hotel. 

	By the time they arrive, I’ve been told that there are absolutely no rooms available, not in this hotel or the three sister hotels nearby. We can check back tomorrow.

	None of us were prepared for this. Parker’s looking at me frantically and Alexa’s brave puppy act is quickly turning into a-tail-between-her-legs panic. 

	I can’t leave her. I may not be smitten like Parker, but I’m still fucking human.

	“I have an extra bedroom,” I offer. “It’s not exactly a three-star hotel like this dump, but it’s got a bed and you’re welcome to it. I promise – no bed bugs.” 

	Her head snaps up and I can see her fighting tears again. Relief I could understand, but this emotional of response is heartbreaking to watch. And it’s painfully obvious that she doesn’t want us to see it.

	“Oh, I couldn’t…” she starts. “You’ve both been so helpful already, I couldn’t possibly expect you to let me stay with you.” The hope in her voice says exactly the opposite of her words. 

	“Of course you can!” Parker answers her. “Adam’s place is actually really nice, you’ll love it.” Without waiting for her to protest again, he hops back onto his bike and tucks his hair into his helmet, patting the seat behind him. 

	She turns her big brown eyes on me and I nod, heading towards my bike as well. I guess that’s settled then. 

	The three of us head down the road again. 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 6

	 

	Parker

	 

	In my head, I thank Adam every second of our short ride home. And it’s not just because Alexa’s fingers have started doing a little dance on my abs as she pretends to readjust behind me on the bike. 

	There’s just something about her, about all the things that she’s not telling us, that makes me want to keep her around. I want to make sure she’s safe, I tell myself. That’s all. 

	Adam would say I have a savior complex and he’s not exactly wrong. I’ve seen too much bravery in the face of terror to let it roam free in my town if I can do anything about it. 

	Alexa is too sweet and innocent to be as scared as she is. She’ll be safe with Adam. And I’ll only be two doors down. I’m going to have to get myself a two bedroom apartment too.

	We pull into the underground garage and pile off our bikes. Too late, I realize Alexa has absolutely nothing with her except her ridiculously large purse. 

	“Well fuck,” I turn to her feeling guilty. “We didn’t even think to stop back at the garage to grab stuff out of your car.”

	“Oh, that’s ok. I have everything in my bag,” she pats her purse.

	I have never known a woman to travel with anything less than a suitcase the size of a Great Dane, but I don’t say anything. 

	We step into the elevator and head upstairs. When we get to Adam’s door I turn to say goodbye, more than a little annoyed that she’s not sticking with me. 

	“I’m just down the hall,” I gesture. “Adam will take care of you though, and I’m sure I’ll see you again soon.”

	She sort of rocks back and forth a few times, looking like she can’t quite remember how to work her body. She’s an odd one, this girl. 

	Suddenly she throws her arms around me, gives me the world’s quickest hug and then jumps back again. “Thanks again, you’ve been so incredibly helpful.”

	I feel my face get hot under the mocking gaze of Adam. I don’t even care though, I’m grinning down at her like a fool. “No problem, babe, all in a days’ work,” I wink at her.

	Waving to Adam I head to my apartment, suddenly realizing that my hangover has completely disappeared and I’m wide awake, even though before meeting Alexa the only thing I wanted was to strip naked and crawl into bed.

	I unlock my door and look around my apartment. I wonder what they’re doing right now. 

	Until now, Adam has left most of the conversation to me, but I know him. He’ll have her opening up and pouring her heart out in no time. Most people think I’m the charmer, but that’s only because Adam spends so much time watching people. By the time he starts talking to them, he knows them so well it’s like they’re talking to their own soul. It would be unnerving if it weren’t so damn comforting.

	She drove all night though, so he’ll probably let her sleep. Maybe she’ll take a shower first.

	My thoughts linger on that idea. I try to conjure up an image of her naked and wet, but all I can get is a steamy shower door with a pink shadowy figure hidden by the mist. 

	Groaning, I drop my stuff in my closet and flop on my bed. It’s not a good sign when my mind won’t give me mental porn on demand.

	Determined to sleep the rest of the day away, I lie in bed with my eyes firmly shut. I’m scrunching them closed so aggressively that when the phone rings and I shot to my feet, I have to massage my face to relax the muscles again.

	“Adam!” I practically shout into the phone. “What’s up buddy, need a buffer already?”

	The voice on the other end of the line chuckles at my eagerness. “No, we’re fine. Alexa’s just having a shower and then I’m going to try to convince her to get some sleep. I’m pretty sure she’s been up for more than 24 hours. She’s pretty jumpy.”

	I nod silently.

	“You wanna come to have dinner with us? She seems to like you, and I think we really need to get her to open up a bit, tell us what’s going on,” he says, and I can hear the teasing tone he lets leak through his words. 

	“Yeah, of course. I’ll be there. What time?” I don’t care if he can tell I’m eager. I just want to be sure she’s safe, I reiterate to myself. That’s all. That’s all.

	We hang up and I sink back into my bed. I’ve got about five hours before I need to head over. Now that I know she’s going to be sleeping, all of a sudden the exhaustion of the last few days creeps back in and before I’m even conscious of feeling tired, the world slips away.

	 

	***

	 

	When I wake up it takes me a minute to reorient myself. And then I remember Alexa and I grab for my phone, checking the time. 4:27. I’ve got an hour or so before Adam told me to be there. I stretch and head into the shower. 

	Even taking my sweet time I show up 20 minutes early.

	Adam answers the door with a mocking smile on his face. “You’re early,” he says, not at all surprised. 

	I slap him on the shoulder and head inside. Alexa’s sitting on the couch, looking very comfortable. They’ve obviously been hanging out for quite some time as there’s an empty bottle of wine and plates with crumbs left on them. A tiny hint of jealousy warms my chest, but it’s overshadowed by curiosity. What has Adam been able to learn about her, I wonder. 

	“Hey Lex,” I say happily and head over to sit near her in a chair. “How’s your afternoon been?”

	“Hi Parker,” she has the sweetest smile. “I slept like the dead for a few hours, but Adam’s been keeping me entertained for a while. I can’t get over how lucky I am that the two of you were the ones who found me stranded.”

	Adam starts puttering in the kitchen, getting dinner ready. Her eyes follow him and I can see a new attraction pulling her attention to him. I remember the feel of her hands wrapped around me and I can’t help but wonder if the next time she goes for a ride, Adam’s going to be the one she’s holding onto. 

	“Aw, well, I’m glad for that too. Adam’s a great host, isn’t he? I owe my life to this guy,” I say as I head over to the kitchen to see if I can sneak in a private word with him.

	Alexa gets up and heads to the bathroom, giving us the perfect opportunity to whisper. 

	“Did you find out anything important?” I ask.

	He shakes his head. “Nope. She’s not talking. She’s a lot more relaxed though, less frightened rabbit. She’s actually pretty funny but every time the conversation turns towards her, she’s quick to redirect. I’d be impressed if it weren’t so frustrating.”

	I snag the tray of veggies Adam has chopped up to munch on and grab another bottle of wine from the rack. Helping myself to a glass, I also refill the two sitting empty on the coffee table while I’m at it. 

	When Alexa comes back into the room, I’m playing it cool as a cucumber. 

	“So, you must have called your family. They’re not worried about you staying with some strange guy?” I temper the question with a wink and a grin, trying not to make it sound like I’m interrogating or threatening her. To take the pressure off, I don’t look at her, but instead, busy myself crunching carrot sticks loudly as if the question didn’t really matter and was just small talk.

	I stay silent though, waiting for her to answer. I can feel Adam listening from the kitchen as well. 

	“Um, well, Adam offered his phone, of course, but no one was expecting to hear from me for a few days so I figured it’d just worry them if I called.” I can see her shrug out of the corner of my eye and nod my head as if that makes perfect sense. 

	Before I could think of another way to feel out her situation, Adam announces dinner is ready. She smiles at him warmly and gets up to meet him in the kitchen. The three of us fill our plates with pasta and return to eat casually in the living room, with our full glasses of wine. 

	I decide to give up the questioning for now, and Adam and I sink into our usual routine of storytelling and goofing off. Alexa relaxes too and listening to her laugh spreads a warm feeling through my body that has nothing to do with the wine. It’s nice to see the change, from a nervous, suspicious young girl to a funny, confident young woman.

	I watch her and Adam and can tell that they’ve definitely developed some sort of bond over the few hours of the afternoon. The way she looks at him is comfortable as if seeing them lying together spooning on the couch watching a cheesy rom-com would be just as natural as seeing them at opposite ends of the couch, not touching at all.

	At one point, the conversation comes around to her first ever bike ride. She admits to being terrified at first. Adam does an impression of her, coming over to straddle the arm of the chair I’m sitting on. He’s hilarious, acting like a nun or something and then gyrating against me and throwing his head back into the wind as he imitates the rumble of the engine. 

	We’re all in fits of laughter, but I don’t miss the look in her eye as she watches him mockingly run his hands over my chest as he “holds on tight.” Those eyes linger on my body and there’s no mistaking why.

	My jeans get a little tighter as I remember her hands – which didn’t feel at all like Adam’s comic groping. 

	I’m not quite sure what to make of her. I can’t decide if I’m into her for her, or if I really am perverting my savior complex as Adam would say. 

	None of that even matters because I can’t figure out if she’s into me, or Adam. It could go either way.

	As we calm down, starting to really feel the effects of the wine, I try once more to find out more about her. 

	“It’s pretty awesome that you get to take time off during the summer. Making our own hours is one of the main reasons Adam and I went into business for ourselves. What was it you said you do?” I’m hoping that spending an entire day with us will finally make her feel comfortable enough to give us the tiniest glimpse into her life. 

	She immediately sobers and takes her time answering. Purposefully meeting my eyes, she makes a decision. 

	“Actually, I work for myself too,” she says. “Well, sort of. I mean really I work for clients, but I get to choose who those clients are. I’m a freelance graphic designer.”

	That

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
