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  Dedication


This Demented Souls book, like all the Souls books, is dedicated to my dad, Wilmer ‘Billy’ Stephens.

When I started the series I used him as a major resource, as he’d been a police officer, machinist, gun smith, Harley rider, mechanic and so much more.

Now that he’s gone, I write them in his memory.

Thanks Dad. 

While I was growing up, my father had two of the best friends I’ve ever known of. They are the ones who taught me that family is more than just who you’re related to. As I was working on Maverick we lost the last of them. Now that all three are gone, I miss the others nearly as much as I miss Dad. 

From here on out, the Demented Souls books are dedicated to the men who taught me all about brothers by choice. 

Frank Edwards (1950-2006)

Wilmer Stephens (Dad) (1952-2017)

George Claridge (1955-2022)
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  1


Savage pulled out of the parking lot, falling into line with the others, as they hit the road. He’d been looking forward to this trip for the last couple of weeks and now he was glad to finally hit the road. Was he looking forward to four days on the back of his bike? Yes and no. But he was looking forward to getting away from the Arizona heat, though that wouldn’t be for a day or two.  
They’d spent the last hour going over the plan for today, last minute changes and what to do if there was an accident or emergency. He’d shown up with a full cup of coffee, but it was long gone, and he wished he’d taken the time to get a second. 
He yawned, then shook his head and forced himself to pay attention. He couldn’t afford to doze off, not on a motorcycle on the interstate and especially not with the rest of the Demented Souls around him. The last thing any of them wanted to do was to wipe out and take out the rest of the pack. Not that the five of them was a huge pack, but they did have the prospects and the women behind them in the trucks. He didn’t want to endanger them either. 
If given a choice, Savage would probably have pulled out a couple hours later. He could have used a little more sleep, but he understood why Mac had insisted they get out early. Between the traffic here and what they’d have to go through in Phoenix, it was better to get through it early, before rush hour hit in either place. 
It made sense, though Savage might not have thought about it until he was sitting in traffic, dying from the heat.  Now he turned up the music on his headphones, and settled in. It would be a long day on the road, and most of it would be in constant traffic, at least until they got north of Phoenix. 
They made it to the interstate and settled into their typical road pattern, not side by side but staggered so that they had time to see what was coming and space to move out of the way if possible. Mac was the road captain for the trip, so he rode in front of the formation, using hand signals they’d all gone over more times than Savage could remember to convey changes and directions. For anything more complicated they all had Bluetooth radios in their helmets as well as in the cars. Maverick was riding sweep today. Savage wasn’t sure if Mav would be there for the whole trip or if there would be others trading out with him, Savage was just glad it wasn’t him. He didn’t want the responsibility of the position. Especially as the newest fully patched member of the Souls. 
Excitement bubbled through Savage as he settled into his place among the group, not that it was a long line of bikes, as there were only six along for this ride, plus the trucks, but still. He hadn’t been on a long ride like this one since he’d joined the Souls. Not that he hadn’t been on long rides. They’d been all over the state, through most of New Mexico and even into Texas a bit, but he’d never had the opportunity for a trip like this with them. Three weeks? Who even had the time to take a trip like that ever?
Not to mention that he’d never been to any of the states they’d be traveling through so that was a few more off his list of places to visit. He’d crossed off most of his international goals, and many places that he hadn’t ever wanted to see, while he’d still been with the Navy. At the same time, he hadn’t done as well for getting to see his own country, now though, he had more time and could do more of that, and with the men who had fast become his brothers too. 
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Donna bent her head and carried a large stack of dishes from dinner back to the kitchen area where several women worked on washing them, along with the ones used to serve with. With one load dropped off, she went back to get another. She had to keep her head down, her eyes open and prepare for when she had a chance to escape.  
In the meantime, she had to blend, to not call attention to herself, so that was what she would do. 
“Sister Donna?” a voice startled her, making her jump and nearly drop the stack of plates she was carrying. 
“Yes, sir?” She turned toward the man who’d called her name. 
“Brother William said to send you over to the school building when you’re done in here,” Brother Jacob said, his gaze skimming down her body and back up again while he waited for a response. 
“I’ll head over there presently. Thank you for letting me know.” She only glanced at his face before dropping her gaze again. She’d learned the hard way not to seem too forward, and meeting men’s gazes was seen as forward or aggressive. Now, she didn’t meet anyone’s gaze, doing her best to let them believe they’d beaten all the resistance out of her. 
But she wasn’t beaten. No, she was planning her escape. 
When she finished in the kitchen, Donna reported to the school building where the kids were all done for the day but that didn’t mean the work was. 
“You need to clean this place,” Brother William instructed her. “Top to bottom, it needs to be done in time for classes to start again tomorrow. You know the consequences if you fail to meet my expectations. Do I have your understanding?” 
“Yes, sir.” Donna went to the closet where the cleaning products were kept, dug out what she needed to get started and went to work. Once William was gone, she got a good look around the place. It was a mess. It would take her a couple of hours to get it into good shape. But she would, because it was better than the beatings or worse that would happen if she failed. 
And she would bide her time because she had to time her escape right. She had to behave long enough to lull them into thinking she was fully indoctrinated. She kept reminding herself she just had to wait. She was close, she knew it, but the time wasn’t right. Not yet. But it was coming. 
Soon. 
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Savage blinked his eyes open and bit back a groan. He wanted to roll over and go back to sleep but knew if he wanted to get food, and more importantly, caffeine, before they hit the road, he needed to get moving.  
He sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed, sitting there for a moment as he blinked against the light streaming in the window across the room. The bed in between him and the door wasn’t empty, not that he’d expected it to be. For the trip he and the only other single fully patched member on the trip were sharing a room, at least on the road. He didn’t know for sure what was waiting for them at the ranch, but from what they’d packed in the way of gear it may be tents, and Savage had brought his own tent. Sleeping rough he didn’t mind as long as he had access to showers and decent food. But if he was living in a tent, even if only for a little while, he wanted his own space. 
Deciding he’d sat there long enough, Savage pushed himself to his feet, used the facilities and dressed, doing so as quietly as he could so he didn’t disturb Sackett. He’d let the other man sleep as long as he could, at least until he was in danger of being late. Then Savage would check on him, if he hadn’t seen him before then.
Stepping out of their shared room, Savage scanned the area. There had to be a diner of some kind nearby. Somewhere he could get food and coffee. If there wasn’t a diner he’d take a convenience store. They usually had coffee, and even if that was undrinkable, which he had encountered before, he could grab an energy drink.  
“What you looking for?” Mac asked as he stepped close to Savage and stopped. 
“Somewhere to get food.” 
“There’s a Denny’s about a block that way,” the road captain said with a jerk of his thumb back the way they’d come in. “And a mom and pop place about the same distance that way,” he indicated the opposite direction. “It depends on what you’re looking for and how long you want to take.” 
“You already eat?” Savage asked, eyeing the cup in the older man’s hand. 
Mac nodded. “Elyse had her heart set on the mom and pop. We just got back. The food’s great but the service is a little slow.” He checked his watch. “You probably have time, if you hurry.” 
“Where’d you get that?” Savage nodded to the cup in the captain’s hand.
“There’s a gas station just down the block, the coffee’s decent and they had sandwiches, burritos and stuff. They looked good, and people were buying them so who knows,” the older main said with a shrug. 
“Thanks. I better go get something before I run out of time.” He glanced at his bike and debated whether or not to take it down to the gas station. He could probably walk faster but it wouldn’t hurt to make sure he topped it off so they’d start the day with a full tank of gas. 
Twenty minutes later he walked his bike back into line with the others and killed the engine. He sat there a moment wondering where would be best to eat, when the door to the room he shared with Sackett opened. Good his roommate was up. He could use the table in there to eat, then pack the last of his shit before they hit the road again. 
“Morning, where’d you get that?” Sackett asked as he stepped in the door. 
Savage told him as he sat and pulled the burrito from the bag the cashier had put his things in. He unwrapped it and closed his eyes at the burst of flavor. This was perfect. Just what he’d needed and between it and the coffee, would get him started on the road.
This would be their third day on the road and if Mac was right, not that Savage doubted him, their last full day on the road. They could push through and get to the ranch tonight, but if they were going to be sleeping in tents, it was better to spend the night somewhere else and arrive earlier in the day, so they had plenty of time to set up camp and get things situated while there was plenty of light. 
When he’d finished eating, Savage gathered the last of his things from the room. He was carrying them, and the extra drinks he’d gotten from the gas station out to his bike. He packed away his stuff, but pulled out the small lunch box cooler he kept in one saddle bag, put the energy drinks and a couple bottles of water inside and went in search of the ice machine. One of the advantages of living in the desert was adapting to ways to keep drinks cold. He’d debated leaving the cooler behind, but now was glad he’d kept it. By the time he’d finished icing down the drinks and packing the cooler back in the saddle bags, the others were starting to gather. He made sure everything was secure then went to join them. 
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Donna hadn’t dared to hope it would happen this soon. She sat in the car, watching out the window and keeping her expression blank as she watched the landscape speed by. They headed into Fort Collins with a load of home canned foods, jellies, honey and specials the others had called it, to sell at the farmer’s market. She didn’t know if she’d have a chance to slip away, but she would keep her eyes open and use every opportunity that might come her way.  
She didn’t know if she would manage to get away today, but she would do what she could. The hardest part was waiting. But she knew she needed to get away soon. She had to protect her secret and soon she wouldn’t be able to. 
Arriving at the farmer’s market, Donna followed directions, setting up the stall, helping unload the foodstuffs and setting up the display. She was careful to show no life, no sign she might be thinking for herself. She couldn’t let them know she was going to slip away as soon as she got a chance. 
She had noticed there was a bus stop just down the street. If she got lucky, she could get there and get a bus out of town. The farther away she could get, fast, the harder it would be for the brothers to find her.  
After everything was set up, she worked at the booth for a while, selling the items, taking cash, and making change. 
“Sister Donna. We’re all set here for a while,” Sister Maggie said with a kind smile. “Why don’t you wander around and see what all is being sold. Maybe you can come up with some new ideas of things we can make to sell.” 
Donna’s heart leapt. But she had to keep her expression from showing it. 
“All right. Anything in particular I should look for? Are we just looking at food stuffs or are we open to other craft items?” 
“Oh, good idea. Look at things that have been sewn, knitted, that kind of thing. It’s something the women of the commune can do to add to our income. I’m glad I chose you today.” Sister Maggie patted her shoulder then waved her off to wander the market for a while. 
Donna strolled through the market, forcing herself to take her time and look at what each stall was offering. She made it to the end of the row and turned the corner, on the next row of stalls she continued to stroll along the stalls, taking time to pause and take a closer look at wares. She used that as an opportunity to check behind her to make sure no one from the commune was following her. After stopping several times to look more closely at the different stalls, and check behind, Donna felt as certain as she could be that she wasn’t being followed. When she reached the end of that row, she turned as if she was finished at the market and headed for the parking lot. 
Act naturally, she reminded herself. There was too much at stake.  If she acted as if she belonged here, she knew where she was going then fewer people would notice her.
As she made her way across the parking lot, she pulled the kerchief from her hair and quickly unpinned and unbraided her hair. It was the easiest and fastest way to change her appearance. Next, she looked down at the button up shirt and ankle length skirt she wore and quickly tugged the shirt from the waistband, unbuttoning the bottom few buttons and tying the ends instead. She wished she had a way to change the color or maybe get into pants instead of the skirt, but the small changes would have to do. She hoped.    
When she made it to the bus stop, she looked around, hoping to find information about when the next bus would be through. She saw nothing but there was a bus approaching. 
Relief and hope washed through her. 
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After the third full day on the back of his bike, Savage was sore and tired. He wanted to get clean then unwind a bit. When they stopped for the night, he got the key to his room, then looked at Sackett.  
“What are your plans?” Savage asked. 
“I don’t know. I thought I might cruise around a little. Take a look at the town. I want to find something to eat, but other than that I don’t have any plans. You?” 
“I’m going to shower first. I’ve got to get rid of some of this dust. Then I’ll find something to eat, I’m not real picky about that, but I want to find a drink.” 
Sacket lifted one brow. “I take it you don’t mean water?” 
“No,” Savage said with a scoff. “I need something a little stronger tonight. I’m not sure what I’ll end up with, but I’ll find somewhere to get a drink.” 
“Let me know if you want someone to drink with. Or if you find a place with a pool table and are up for a game or two.” 
Savage nodded. He watched as his friend turned and went back to the row where they’d parked their bike, the SUV the women had been using on one end and the truck the prospects had driven on the other. After a moment, he realized he’d zoned out standing there watching where most of the bikes still sat lined up. He shook his head, trying to jar loose whatever he’d been thinking then headed for his room. A shower would help. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Savage tipped back the bottle and took a long pull, then looked around the room. Not for the first time, he found it lacking. He hadn’t wanted to go too far, because he didn’t like to ride after he’d had more than a single drink, but this place was dim and dingy, more than the typical bar. And he didn’t see a dart board, pool table or anything to distract a person. He guessed that the people who came here were into serious drinking, and while he didn’t mind doing that occasionally, it wasn’t what he was looking for tonight.  
That was the real question. What was he looking for? Obviously not this. He finished his beer and set the empty on the counter before giving the bartender a nod and leaving. 
He’d found a place only a couple of blocks from the motel, now he didn’t feel like going back, not yet, though maybe when he was ready to go back, he’d find somewhere to pick up a sixpack and take it back. Maybe Sackett would be up for a couple of drinks. For now, he was going to check out the area on foot and see at least a little bit of the town, and in a state where he’d never been. 
By the time he made it back to his room, it was maybe nine and he was tired. Three days on the back of a bike all day was more exhausting than you would realize.  Because they only had a couple of hours left, tomorrow they weren’t leaving until later, which was good. Savage needed to get some exercise in, though he wasn’t sure the motel where they were staying had a gym. 
With a shrug he let himself into the room he shared with Sackett. He’d figure it out. 
“Hey, I take it you didn’t find a pool table?” Sackett asked from where he lay back on one bed, wearing just his jeans. He had one arm tucked behind his head while the other hand held a remote aimed at the TV. 
“Nah, all I found was a local drinking hole, didn’t even have darts. Anything change while I was gone?” 
Sackett shook his head. “Not that I know of. You ready to crash? I can turn this off. I have a book if you’d rather quiet.” 
Savage couldn’t help but smile at the reminder of how his roommate had gotten his nickname. “Nah, it’s fine. You want one of these?” He lifted the bag with the sixpack of longnecks. 
“Sure.” Sackett pushed himself up, so he was more upright on the bed. “Bar must have been bad if you’d rather come back and drink here.” 
Savage handed his brother one of the bottles, pulled a second for himself then put the rest in the dorm size fridge in the cabinet under the TV. He used one of his rings to pop the top off the bottle, tossing the lid in the trash and taking a long pull as he made his way to the single chair in the room. He unlaced his boots and toed them off before setting them aside, flexing his toes and closing his eyes at just how good that felt. He had his boots good and broke in, but sometimes getting out of them was the most amazing thing he could think of. Well, almost.
Standing, he stretched then picked up his bottle and carried it to his bed. “What you watching?” 
“Nothing. I can’t find anything that catches my interest for more than a few minutes.” Sackett held the remote in his direction. “You want to try?” 
Savage shook his head. “I don’t care that much, just thought you might have found something entertaining.” 
“If you’re just looking for noise, I can put it on one of the news channels,” Sackett offered. 
“No thanks. I know enough about the horrific things happening all over the world. I want to enjoy this trip, so I’m swearing off the news for the whole thing. It will make it easier to enjoy my time away. I’ll have time to catch up on the latest atrocities when we get home.” 
“I hadn’t put it in so many words, at least not consciously, but I feel the same way. So no news. Anything else sound entertaining?” He flipped the TV to the guide channel, and they listened to the local weather while they watched the current programming scroll across the bottom half of the screen. 
They ended up listening to that for a while then putting it on a rerun of a basketball game, Savage didn’t really care about basketball, but it was easy enough to follow and distracting enough to keep him from staring at the ceiling wondering what could go wrong next. 

      [image: image-placeholder]He woke early the next morning, and unable to roll over and go back to sleep, he’d tried, he got up, pulled on a pair of sweats, and dug out his headphones. He would see if this place had a gym, and if not, he could at least get a run in.  
Stepping out of the room, he shivered. It was colder outside than he’d been expecting. It had been months since it had been this cool in Tucson, even first thing in the morning. All the more reason for him to get moving and warm himself up. 
A quick check in at the office confirmed what he’d feared, no gym. Well, that wasn’t entirely right there was one but when he checked it out their idea of a gym was two treadmills and an elliptical machine. He’d rather run outside. So he went back out, turned on the music on his phone, adjusted his headset and set out. 
He’d gone three miles and was working his way back toward the hotel when he spotted what looked like a bundle of rags huddled on a bench. He hated seeing the homeless out like this, he hated that they didn’t have somewhere warm to sleep, a shelter to keep the rain off, but he was one person, what could he do? 
Savage continued running, keeping an eye on the bundle of rags, as he got closer, he noticed it was a woman, young, innocent looking but different from most of the homeless he’d encountered. Not that there was a huge number of them around here but still, there was something different about her. As she stood and stretched, as if working out some of the stiffness of sleep, he noticed she wasn’t wearing the multiple layers of clothing that most were.
She seemed to be dressed in a simple long sleeve blouse and ankle length skirt, not even a jacket. That made him take a closer look at her face. She looked tired but not in the same way that he’d come to expect from what he’d originally taken her as. With no jacket last night, she had to have frozen. Well, maybe not literally, it wasn’t that cold, but it was too cold to sleep comfortably without more than what she wore.  
Savage shook his head and continued running. A check of his watch said he hadn’t gone quite as far as he wanted so he circled the block. On his second trip, he noticed the girl who’d been laying on the bench looking around as if she was afraid she was being watched. That made him pause. As he approached, he slowed, then turned off his music as he stopped. 
“Excuse me, I couldn’t help but notice you. Are you okay?” Savage said, pulling one headphone from his ear so he could hear better. 
“I—I don’t know.” Her eyes went wide, and she looked like she would run off at any minute. “Where did you come from?” 
One corner of Savage’s mouth quirked. “Well, just now I went around the block but before that I was coming from back that way.” He jerked his thumb in the direction he’d come from. “But the motel where we spent the night last night is about a block and a half that way.” He motioned to the road in front of him. 
“Motel? You’re not from around here?” her voice trembled, and her gaze flicked around them again. She used one shaking hand to move a strand of hair hanging in her face and tuck it behind her ear. 
“No.” He kept his voice gentle and tried to keep from making any sudden moves so as not to frighten her, but he glanced around too, wondering if she was seeing something or if she was just looking for it. “We’re just passing through, we came in last night, we’ll continue north in a few hours.” 
“We?” 
“Yeah, me and some brothers, a few others.” He didn’t want to tell her that it was his brother’s wives, she didn’t need that much information. “We’re going to visit another brother, then we’ll head home.” 
“Where’s home?” The longer they talked the less frightened she seemed. Had she thought he was with whoever she was watching for? 
“Arizona. How about you, are you from Casper?” 
She glanced around again as she shook her head. “I came in last night on the bus, then realized I didn’t have enough money for somewhere to stay. I barely had enough to get something to eat.” She glanced around again. “I wanted to get farther, but I guess this will have to do. Do you happen to know where a shelter is?” 
The idea of this woman, a woman who seemed so fresh and innocent going to a shelter, or even needing a shelter, made him ache to hit someone. 
“I have no idea. Like I said, I’m just passing through.” He hesitated, wondered what the others would say then thought to hell with it and said what he was thinking anyway. “We’re leaving town in a couple hours like I said, but you could come with me. We’re not going too far, at least for now, and if you decide you’d rather find a shelter, I’ll help you find one. Now or later. We’ll be headed south in a couple of weeks. You can come with us to Arizona, or we can find somewhere you’ll feel safe.” He hurried to get the words out, sensing that there was some reason she seemed so nervous. He wanted to help her. He needed to make sure she was safe. 
Savage didn’t question that instinct. He’d long ago learned to trust it. Now, he had to figure out how. 
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Donna studied the man standing in sweats and running shoes and nothing else from the looks of it. Well, other than tattoos. That alone let her know he wasn’t here looking for her specifically. The group she’d fled was very outspoken about tattoos, and not in a complementary manner.  
He was coated with sweat, but looked at her, his eyes filled with concern. Could she trust him? Her gut said yes, but she’d trusted herself before and look at where that had gotten her. 
Sleeping on the streets, looking over her shoulder and having to rely on someone else for her next meal. But had she made that decision with what seemed right or had she trusted her instinct? She couldn’t be sure. 
“You said we. Who’s we?” She narrowed her eyes as she watched him. 
“Me and some of my brothers. Well, my brothers and their wives,” he amended. “Look, if nothing else, let me take you for some food. You said you had enough money for food last night, but not enough for somewhere to stay. Let me at least get you some breakfast.” 
She stared at him a moment, then knew she had to have something to eat so she agreed. 
“Okay. Where were you planning to eat?” She let her gaze roll down his body, hoping he got the hint that he wasn’t dressed for a restaurant. 
“Crap,” he said, scrubbing one hand over his face. “Come on back to the motel with me. I’ll grab a quick shower and get dressed then we can get some food. Maybe some of the women will be around and you’ll feel a little safer around them. I promise I’m not going to hurt you.” He held out one hand, motioning for her to join him as he walked in the direction he’d been coming from. 
“You said you’re here with your family. How many of you are there?” She glanced at him when he was quiet for a moment, and found his eyes rolled back toward the top of his skull and his head nodding as if he was counting. 
“Fourteen, including me, I think,” he finally said after a moment. 
“Wow, fourteen and no kids with you?” 
“No, the ones with kids stayed behind.” 
She frowned. “If there are fourteen, and not all of your family is here, then how many siblings do you have?” 
The stranger chuckled. “They’re not my siblings, they’re my brothers.” 
Donna stopped. The men of the group she’d just escaped had called each other brother. The women were sisters. Was she walking back into another situation like what she’d just gotten away from?
It took him a couple of steps to realize she wasn’t with him. He stopped and looked back the hurried back to her side. 
“What is it? Are you all right?” The concerned look on his face would be hard to fake but still, she had to know. 
“Ho—How can they be brothers but not siblings?” Her voice was barely more than a whisper. 
The stranger tilted his head and watched her for a moment as if trying to figure out what she was thinking or what might be wrong with her. 
“I think of them as brothers of choice. You can be blood with anyone but what matters is the ones who look out for you, who treat you like they care. We’re an MC. They’re my brothers.” 
She must have looked confused because he continued. 
“Motorcycle club. I’m part of a motorcycle club.” He looked at her like he wasn’t sure what else she could be thinking but he hadn’t been through what she had. 
Relief washed through her. If he was part of a motorcycle club, then the group she’d just escaped from hadn’t sent him. They thought bikers were part of what they called the unholy and misguided. But weren’t bikers supposed to treat women horribly? She’d been through enough of that to last her a lifetime. 
“I don’t know what’s going through your head, but it doesn’t look good. I can promise you we’re not what you probably think. We’re a little rough, but we don’t hurt women. If you come with me, you can meet us then decide. If after breakfast, you still want to find a shelter, I’ll help you find one.” 
Donna stared at him for a moment, trying to decide what would be the best option. Her stomach rumbled, reminding her she needed to eat and just because she was hungry wasn’t her only reason. 
“All right. I’ll go for breakfast, then decide,” she said, straightened her back and resumed walking. 
“Good. I’m glad to hear it. I’m Savage by the way?” 
“Savage?” Donna couldn’t help the way her voice squeaked, and only hoped he didn’t notice. Maybe this wasn’t her best decision after all. He winced. No, he’d definitely caught her squeak. 
“It’s my last name. I got used to it when I was in the service.” He lifted one shoulder and let it drop. “Now it’s just normal to me.” 
She continued walking, wondering if she should give him her name, she needed to tell him something, but should it be her real name or a fake one? The fake name would make it easier if she decided to go to a shelter here, but what if she decided to take him up on his offer to get farther away? Then it would become awkward. 
“I’m Donna.” She wondered if she should offer her hand but decided he hadn’t so there was no reason she should. And now he had a name. Yes, it was her real name, but it was just her first name and Donna was common enough. Well, it used to be. It wasn’t so common for people her age as maybe for her mother’s age. 
She wondered what her mother would think about her now? She used to think about her mother every day, but she’d lost her so long ago, and more recently, she’d struggled just to get through every day. Donna couldn’t remember the last time she’d thought about her mom. 
“It’s nice to meet you, Donna. When we get to the motel, I’ll see if any of the women are around. We’ve got five along on the trip. I’m sure they’ll be happy to meet you.” 
She nodded but didn’t say anything as they continued to walk. 
“There’s the motel. We’re almost there.” His voice made her look ahead. There was a large chain motel about a quarter of a mile ahead of them. Good, she could keep walking for a bit longer, but she was starting to get tired. That happened more often than it used to. She’d been working hard to hide it, but Savage wouldn’t know any different. Still, she could make it to the motel without trouble. But it would be hard to get much farther without at least resting a bit. Even better if she could get something to eat soon. 
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