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AS THE JUKEBOX CATERWAULS with the crooning voice of pure desperation, a southern steel guitar slides, snares jangle restlessly, and a bass guitar strums. I’d added quarter after quarter, selecting the saddest shit I could find to play on the cracked glass, peeling, ancient vinyl selector. I’m sure the other cocked-up, lonely patrons that frequented this hole-in-the-backwoods didn’t give a shit what played, as long as they could drink themselves into a stupor. This happens while I sit and ponder over the last week’s events. 

Swirling the chipped glass of amber whiskey, the ice cubes clink back and forth within. It’s amazing how a single moment can change your perspective. We’re like these tiny ice cubes, one small block swirling in the giant mess of life, melting down to the bitter end, until all that’s left is a lingering, diluted reason for being alive. 

Tipping it up, allowing the full contents to collect in my mouth, I down the whole thing until it burns. It’s that good kind of burn. The one that reminds you that you’re alive; otherwise, there’d be no feeling at all. 

I motion to the bartender—a man with more mullet growing out of his ears than on his head—to refill my glass. To help me forget why I’m here in the first place. 

I’ve hit my limit.  I know that. Normally, whiskey and I have an understanding that four is three too much, but tonight, I really don’t give an ever-loving crocodile’s ass. I know at the end of this night I’ll have to move on again. Staying is just not an option. 

Tonight, Florida will be in my taillights after three months of hiding. I was hoping that I wouldn’t be tracked. 

Fuck, I was wrong. So wrong. 

I should have known better. 

GF’s grubby reach is so wide, that he has deep, deep dirt on every politician, Bishop, and school teacher from here to So Cal. I was deluding myself into thinking I could escape him. 

Jim, the bartender, swishes the Kentucky wash into my glass once more. Sliding it across the grooved and dingy bar-top to my awaiting hand, I smile. Being smart, before the libations take hold, I mark the worn, earmarked, food-splattered map, looking for yet another spot to hide. The first places he’ll look are Alabama, Texas, Georgia, and anything remotely close to Tobacco Patch Landing, Florida, where I currently sit. 

Since May, I’ve moved twelve times, but why count when none of it makes a lick of difference? 

He’ll always find me.

I’ll never be free.  

I’ll never be free of him, the past indiscretions of others, the ties of family, blood, and brotherhood. 

Worst of all, I’ll never be free of those memories.
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“LOVE, IF YOU BITE THAT, I won’t be happy.” 

Fuck these girls who think they know what they’re doing after only one high school football captain boyfriend. Some cunt who thought he was a fucking Don Juan. 

This is why I should stop messing around with these college girls, but I’m a sucker for a mile-wide smile, slim hips, a soft spoken ‘fuck me’ while they brush up against me with their tits, trying to entice my dick, which honestly, doesn’t take much. A stiff, warm breeze, a loose white shirt with nothing more than what God gave them. And let’s not forget the pouty lips that look like they’ve pulled enough hose, the training is ingrained deep inside to suck long and hard. 

Without lifting her head, Kristina adjusts her mouth wider so she stops scraping her teeth across the head of my cock. Her dorm mate, Jessie, ran out of power over an hour ago, and is sleeping sideways across the bed. Her bright red hair fans across my legs, tangling me up as Kristina sucks harder, gaining me a bit of happiness before slowing down, barely pulling in her cheeks. 

This is boring. I can’t get off like this. It’s pure torture to have happiness constantly dragged away. If she can’t get the job done right, then there’s no reason to drag this out. 

Fuck it. I’m going home.

“Stop, love. I ain’t gonna cum that way.” I pull at her shoulders to lift her off. I swear her body sags in relief. “Off ya get.”  

She rocks back on her heels, careful not to kneel on her friend’s hair as I sit up. Reaching for my jeans on the nearby hand-me-down chair, littered with various pieces of chick clothing, Kristina leans on her elbow. 

Draping her body across the tossed bedding, she attempts to look seductive. “Do you really need to be going? Why don’t you stay the night? We can have more fun in the morning, then we can go—”

“Not happening, sweetie,” I declare, cutting her off. “I don’t do sleepovers. It was fun while it lasted, but I’m off.” I kiss her lightly on the forehead, shoving my semi-hard cock into my jeans. 

I’d said it quite gruffly as I was tossing my shirt on, and I was probably rougher than she deserved, but definitely nicer than I could have been. These little escapades only remind me that these women never fully satiate my inner devil, who always seems to be peeking around the next corner. 

I need rough. Sinking balls deep into a cunt, ass, or mouth, my little black-winged angel calls out his approval. The harsher the cries, the deeper the screams of ecstasy, the more he shows his true satisfaction. This sweet shit is for little boys, and I’m more man than that.  

“Well, if you ever want more, call,” Kristina coos as she tucks into the side of her girlfriend, pulling the covers over them both. She rolls over, as if I’d never been there, having a conversation just a minute ago. Gathering the last of my things, I head out into the deserted hall of Frazer Place.  

Stepping out the door of the girl’s dorm and into the cool night air, I revel in the silence of yet another crisp September night on campus. Not a soul is on the bricks outside. In a college town like this, most students are asleep by four a.m. Classes had just resumed for the next semester, and the students are still at the point of caring about grades. Two months from now, it’ll be drinking, getting high to forget classes, and of course, fucking anything in sight. Nothing else will matter.  

Wandering back to my truck, I tuck my shirt into the top of my jeans, then pull my jacket over to keep out the damp as I click the remote to open the doors. My dick is still revved and wanting a bit more excitement. After all, Kristina didn’t finish what she’d started, but I’m not willing to go find another replacement so late at night. I may have gotten my rocks off a few times between the two girls, and I know they enjoyed what they got from me, but I’ll still have to finish off at home in the shower so I can sleep. 

My devil is a pesky fuck, and right now, he’s feeling robbed. 
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MY VOLKSWAGEN SCIROCCO has choked and sputtered out its last breath of life. The engine spews white smoke from under the hood, reminding me that I don’t know shit about maintaining a car, that coolant is crucial. The lights lit the dash up when I’d left Florida last week. I’d prayed it would hold out just one more time, giving me one more escape. 

I’d planned to go to Kansas—hell, farther if possible—and as far from civilization as I could go, just to go unnoticed. As the night turned into morning, I’d driven on through, bypassing a few major cities, hoping to get out and onto the next state without issue. As usual, bad luck won out. 

I’d crossed into the great state of Mississippi overnight, passing through the fetid swamplands that reminded me of dirty gym socks in a boy’s locker room, when Creature—that’s the name of my piece of shit car—fucking died. So now I sit, stranded, with my blinkers flashing. I rest back against the fender waiting for a tow.

I’d been staying away from the major cities for close to a year now, hoping to go unnoticed, but this damn accent of mine makes me stick out like a set of sore thumbs. I’ve tried everything to ditch it, but without fail, it’s the stupid letters like ‘r’ and ‘y’ that hang me out on the line every time.

I’ve done this so often in my short life, you’d think I could get it right and hide out for good, but it always comes down to my one flaw. 

I want to blend into the surroundings. I want to become unnoticed, unrecognizable, and above all, I want to disappear. 

Why couldn’t I have been born and raised in rural Oklahoma? Oh no, I had to be blessed with a truly recognizable, distinct State drawl—Bronx, NY.  

My poor car radio died back in Alabama, and the weapon of a cell phone I have is too old to hold music in any capacity, so with the windows rolled down, the wildlife became my orchestra. I’d been given a symphony, courtesy of the melodic crickets, tutting bullfrogs, and the occasional screeching bird. All of it put me into a melancholic mood. That was until the car quit.

A little while ago, I swore something was dying out there, and I was glad that it wasn’t me. To be totally honest, it feels creepy standing here on this quiet strip of blacktop. I expect the worst of the worst to pop up: A Dahmer here, a serial rapist there, and/or, the nastiest grizzly bear—of which don’t live around here—to jump out and take me away, never to be seen again. I don’t like being out in the open, but not because of the wildlife. Out here, I’m vulnerable for all to see. I’m terrified to be noticed. 

And it’s not like I can leave Creature here alone either. Everything I own is in this junker. I’m afraid of losing the last bits of value that I hold dear. I can’t call on anyone to get me—well, I could, but that would be a really long apology. I don’t think I’m up for the lecture that would follow either. 

The worst part is, I don’t have the money to fix my car properly, so I’ll have to pay for the tow with the few dollars I have left, hoping against hope that maybe I can get a job for a few days. I’ll work off the repairs necessary. 

I’d called the tow company a few hours ago. He’d said he was coming from some little college city called Oxford. That part might not be all that bad. I’m college age—well, close to it—and I’m sure I can blend in for a bit if I need to. I could have been a student. I think I would have liked that. I never had the opportunity to go to college. I didn’t get to go to prom, or wear the dress. I never got to have the kiss, the drinking, or the hangover. Instead, I got WITSEC—Witness Protection Program. Enjoyable, not so much. 

I’d been in WITSEC since I was ten, going on eleven. I was alone, with no family to lean on or cry to, nor did I have friends. I couldn’t even have a loyal pet. ‘Not allowed,’ they’d always say. No one needed to remind me that I was alone. I was to be invisible. No team sports or anything that might single me out as distinctive, attracting unwanted attention. I’d had to learn early on that WITSEC is—was—lonely as hell, and a terribly, shit-ass thing to grow up in. 

High school should have been fantastic. Hell, I would have paid highly for the chance to be a normal teenager. By the time girls like Marinna, Chloe, or Tessa had their first kiss, or their first horrible experience with sex, I had moved to eleven states, had ten new parents, and a slew of new and different names. Don’t ask me to name those, as I doubt I could remember half of them. 

Yeah, I remember my real name, but I don’t dare utter it. If one, and I mean one person, ever heard my name spoken aloud, and it got back to GF, I was as good as dead. I’d be on the fastest plane back to New York State, making their pretty little heads spin. Not to mention, it would be removed from their shoulders with a breadstick, so they couldn’t say they’d even seen me. 

That’s the clean part about GF.  

No witnesses. 

Well, except me. I’m the anomaly. I’m the Moby Dick, ‘You shoulda seen the fish!’ story. 

I’m the one that got away. 

Trust me, it’s not a good thing to be me. 
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“This yer car, girl?” the tow truck driver asks after parking directly in front of my car. He has that Gomer Pyle look. Grease-stained overalls, with one strap hanging loose by his hip, the bib folded down, accentuating his rotund paunch, and his thinning hair, bald right at the widow’s peak. I don’t think he’s much over thirty, but he looks like a hard thirty. 

“No, I’m leaning against it for a friend while he takes his jet back to Canada to get my Bentley,” I quip. 

“Smartass, huh? That’s not gonna get ya far,” he calls over his shoulder as he turns back toward the tow truck, and my only saving grace. “Ya know, I can just go back to Oxford without yer ass,” he states as he opens the door, about to hop back in.

“Look,” I rush to catch up to him to apologize, “I’m sorry. I’m having a bad day. Breaking down didn’t help any. Can we restart our meeting? Yes, it’s my car, and I need a tow to the nearest garage. Please. Can you help me? I’m sorry. I swear, I’ll be nicer.” I feel bad that I was so rude, and I’m sure I’m not the first. I don’t think he’s playing with all the marbles in his Kerplunk game. 

He stops and huffs. “Look, I get it, kid. Everyone has a hard day, but I’z just doin’ a job.” He grins sideways at me, and it lights up his eyes. 

I’m sure the average college kids can be petty and cruel to a guy like him, and I feel really, really bad that I was a total ass right off the bat. He decides my apology works. Reaching for the cables, swinging them away from the coiled-up spot on his truck, he starts toward my car. 

“Here, let me help,” I say. I take the cables from him, uncoiling them apart, then place each hazard light over the roof of Creature. They make a loud clunk as the magnets catch against the distressed metal. As I step back, he continues to work the controls on the back of the truck, letting the sling out that’ll hold my car in the air. I’m just about to wipe my hands on my jean-shorts, when ‘Gomer’ hands me a relatively clean rag. I clean off as much as I can, and stand to the side while he does what he has to. 

“What’s your name?” I ask. 

“Travis. What’s yers?” 

Well, I hadn’t picked a new name yet, so I think fast. “Kate.” 

I’m sure I can pass as a Kate.

He lays down on the ground, hooking up the wheels, tightening straps and locking bars into place, all while morning traffic speeds past. They’re all oblivious to our plight. If they got just an inch too close, I’m afraid of what could happen to Travis. There’d be no issue for GF to worry about, at least, if they took me out. 

“You’re pretty quick. How often do you get tows out here?” I ask, leaning as close to the car as possible, as a transport speeds alongside us, blowing my hair all over my face.

“Years a practice. Lots a kids break down goin’ to college, or goin’ on vacations in Florida, so I get to do this quite a bit.” He stands up, rubs his hands against his overalls, wipes his forehead with the rag, then returns to the controls on his truck, lifting Creature into the air.

“Well, Kate, we’re ready to go. Grab yer purse and we’ll be off.” Travis brushes his hands together, opens his truck door, and hops in. 

Reaching into the front seat of Creature, I grab my bag, my phone, and my bottle of water from the holder, before jogging to catch up. Before I know it, I’m in, and we’re off to Oxford, Mississippi. 
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“DAMN, KID, GET YOUR ass over here!” Jack shouts from across the shop. “This line’s blown and I need a hand.” 

As the air hose is hissing, flying around like a wild colt avoiding the tether, Jack scrambles around on his hands and knees, trying to catch it. Reaching the wall shut-off, I turn off the pressure to the line and laugh at the old goat—not that I’d let him see me do it—as he shakes and fits over something so easily corrected. 

“I told you we needed a new line over here last week. I wrapped it up with that hundred mile an hour tape you love so much, but it wasn’t a fix, it was just a patch.” I take the red rag from my back pocket and wipe the grease off my hand as I help Jack up off the floor. 

“Stop drinkin’ all my good bourbon, and I wouldn’t have to cheap out on the shop tools.” Jack whips out his own rag and tags me across the cheek. “Now get the fuck to work. The cars aren’t leaving here in pieces on their own. That Cobra was supposed to be gone last week, the Bird too, so hurry the fuck up.”

I’m the best at what I do, and I’m the closest the old fuck will ever get to family. I make him money, and I do it cleanly, with no scuffs, no unnecessary cuts or dings, and he won’t ever find someone else like me. We both know it. There’s a shop full of guys here, and he doesn’t trust a one. 

I grin at him as I toss my stinky, oil-infested rag on the workbench. “You want lunch? I’m gonna hit Hazel’s for a sandwich.”

“Nah, I’m good. You do me a favor, though, and remind that woman she owes me a date still.” Jack yells over his shoulder as he moves to the ’69 Cuda he’s been tearing down for a few hours now. 

“Fine, suit yourself. But when you’re hungry in an hour, don’t think I’m gonna go back over.”

“Fuck off, so you can get back to work quicker, you lil’ punk,” I hear him cuss as I wash up and leave the shop, ignoring his rant.

Jack’s Auto Body and Restoration. Everyone sees a legit shop, when really, it’s a front for the chop shop at the rear of the six thousand square foot building. We’re in the middle of nowhere, USA. I’ve worked here, under Jack, for most of my informative years. When my mom died, I was shipped here to live with him. My dad was gone, and no family wanted me, so I didn’t get much of a choice in it. I don’t really remember my dad all that well, and I think for both of us, that was always the best. 

Growing up, I’d heard various stories of what Carlo James Mancuso was like. I’m not sure how he’d even survived into adulthood after all his antics. It seemed to be a goddamn miracle. Anyway, Jack avoided all conversations started by ‘what was’ or ‘what can you,’ so eventually, I just quit asking. Well, that, and if I did, there was a cuff to the side of the head on the best of days, and a punch across the jaw on the worst.

Now I’m older, wiser, and for sure way fucking bigger and stronger than I was then. Jack’s temper has been a bit less one-sided since I learned to take a hit and dish ’em back out. Not many can get the jump on me now. 

Next door to the shop is the Harvester. It’s a small-town burger factory owned by the sweetest, sexiest old lady you’ve ever seen. Hazel owns and runs it with her friend, Gus, who makes the best damn fries in three counties. Contests have proved it, along with the lineup of college kids that can all attest to the home-cooked flare and finish.

It’s your typical Southern family run restaurant that her parents owned. Leaving it to her and her deadbeat husband when they died a few years back, she’s made it a lucrative business. What a fuckin’ prick he was. Carl emptied the accounts for a gambling debt, and left her to run it alone, at the time with the added burden of a massive debt. All the guys at our shop make sure she never has to close up by ordering any and every meal we can. It’s not that it’s out of pity; Gus can cook a mean meal.  

“Hey, Hazel,” I greet as I push the door open for her. She’s just coming outside with an armload of beer and fries to serve to punk college kids on the front deck. Hazel’s a pretty lady; hardworking and smart. With her slim build, soft doe eyes, greying caramel colored, pin-straight hair—not to miss her firecracker personality—Hazel is a catch for any forty-something guy with a dick and a brain.

“Thanks, Ryk’,” she says as I help her lift a few drinks off her tray. 

“Jack said you still owe him a date.” It’s a running joke between them about who owes whom the date. 

“I have no intention of dating that man. If he can’t come here and ask himself, then he’s not worth my time. He has to stop sending you as his messenger boy.” I ignore the comment and pass right on to the pertinent topic of the hour. Food.

“What’s the special today?” I ask after she’s watered and fed the college animals. Each of the mannerless heathens act like it’s their last meal on earth, as they splash ketchup, hot sauce, and mayo everywhere. 

“Chicken gumbo, sweet potato soup, and grilled hash burgers with avocado.” She clears a few empty glasses off the tables, wipes them down, and heads back to the restaurant entrance. 

I think about the lunch choices, and wonder about the selection. “Avocado? Really?” I scrunch up my nose in disgust, gaining myself a slap with her dish towel to the back of the head.

“There’s more and more kids comin’ in here from froufrou families outta California and New York. I have to adjust to fit what they’re use ta eatin’.” Hazel tosses plates and cups into the bus trays, while I plunk down on my usual chair by the door. “If I don’t do it, then I best adjust to the idea I’m closin’ up.”  

“You close up, and I’ll find a spot in the back of the shop.” I know this will earn me another cuff, but it’s so fun. “It’s right beside the Firebird quarters and a ’53 Dodge hood.” 

Hazel grins widely. “The day I close up and cook full-time in that old geezer’s shop is the day I fly unicorns out of my own ass. Now, what the hell do ya wanna eat, Ryk?” 

“Give me the hash burger, and I’ll even try the avocado. The same for the geezer that wants your unicorns.” This earns me a shit-eating grin, and that second slap from the wet dish towel. 

“No problem, kiddo. I’ll get it right up.” She slides a Coke across the counter, knowing exactly what I always get, then walks over to the order counter to set shit up with Gus. 

Grabbing my frosted glass, I spin my worn chair around toward the front deck where the street is. The kids on the patio are just like all the rest, and just like Hazel said; spoiled, privileged jackasses with high expectations of the world, with not an ounce of ambition. They’ll be handed everything on a silver platter, or expect it to land in their laps when they reach a certain age. They haven’t had a hard day in their whole existence. A bad day to them is a stray hair out of place in their perfectly coiffed hairdos. 

As I sit, watching the idiots make even bigger assholes of themselves, our tow comes into the yard, dragging behind it the rattiest, dingiest poor excuse for metal that I’ve seen in a long time. Which is saying something for rural Miss. “Well shit, Trav.” 

I leave my Coke on the counter, tell Hazel I’ll be back for the food, and head out to see Travis. Travis is one of those guys you just genuinely want to care for. He’s not bright, which is totally his drug addicted mother’s fault, but he does his job and he does it well. I’ve gone with him on drives before, and we get along great. He talks about Pokémon, Marvel comics, and movies. In exchange, I teach him what I know about girls. 

He’s never been with a woman, which makes him a twenty-nine-year-old virgin that looks about fifty. He actually really likes this girl in town, so I’m trying to give him an edge on asking her out. It’s been five years since we started this, but he finally rounded up the courage last month to say hi to her. It’ll probably take him five more just to get a date, and at this rate, he’ll be eighty before he gets even a shit round of head out of it, but whatever floats his boat. 

I walk across the front driveway toward the jalopy, realizing it’s in worse shape than I originally thought. It has holes in pretty much all the panels, and to be honest, there’s probably more rust than actual panels. It was once a steel blue VW Scirocco. They had decent engines, pretty good shift patterns, and for the price, they were cheap little pocket rocket cars. 

“Hey Trav, what’s with the wreck?” I ask, crossing the scorching pavement. 

“Creature is not a wreck, you fucker. He’s very sensitive about his blemishes, so if you don’t mind, could you keep your opinions to yourself, please? I want it to start again, someday.” 

Looking for the owner of the voice, I turn. Seeing a petite, spitfire brunette stepping out of the passenger side of the truck, I ignore her. “Trav, we pick up cars, not rusted sheet metal.” 

With her ‘I’m with idiot’ T-shirt, cut-off jean shorts, and bright pink flip flops, she seems to be the perfect example of ‘college student broke down.’ The little hussy rounds on me, levelling me with a look of disgust. It’s probably the most menacing face she can muster as she stares up at me. I seem to have pissed her off, riling the cornered raccoon right out of her. I figure I’ll keep it up. Today, I’m in the mood to start shit. Stuck-up princess probably hasn’t had to work a day in her life. She lost her daddy’s money somehow, probably drank it away in Daytona, and had to drive into college feeling inadequate in a full-on wrecked car. 

“Put it over by the bins, Trav. We’ll crush it tomorrow afternoon. Look...” I motion to her for her name.

“Kate,” she says harshly, and it makes my dick rebel within the confines of my tight jeans. 

“Well, Kate, your car is not a car. It’s a rusted shell that needs to be retired. Now run along, call daddy, and tell him you need more money for a pretty new—” 

“Bentley,” Trav chimes in, grinning from ear to ear as he walks back to the truck door. 

“Right, Bentley. Ask for the pink one. We’ll send you the bill for the crush,” I say, turning away from her.  

“Hey, that’s my car, and you have no right to just trash it. I don’t have “daddy’s money,” and that is all I have. Now, I’m asking nicely. Please, tell Travis to bring my car to the mechanic so it can get fixed. I need to get going as soon as possible.”

I’m intrigued. She thinks she has the balls to try going toe-to-toe with me. Kate’s no more than five foot five, and I tower over her at six foot six, with at least a hundred and fifty pounds on her. This little lady can’t weigh more than a hundred pounds soaking fucking wet. 

Confidently, she has no issues stopping me from turning her car into a box the size of an end table. If I’m not careful, she could be very dangerous to my dick. I like a little fireworks from my ladies. 

I step closer to her, noticing those crystal blue eyes widen as I loom over her little body. With the obviously dyed, jet-black hair—I can see her platinum blonde roots peeking through—to her thin frame, slim hips, petite tits, and the sweetest set of full-on Steven Tyler lips that beg to be sucked on. I only think one thing: it’ll mean trouble for me later, I’m sure. Fuck me, she’s feisty. My dick damn well knows it wants her, as it stands at attention, ready to take on the world. 

As she looks from me to her car, to Travis, and then back to me, Travis starts off toward the scrap bins with her car in tow. I turn, ignoring her as I make my way back to Hazel’s for my lunch. It should be ready, and I’m damn hungry. 

“Wait!” Surprising me, the little spark plug grabs my arm. Attempting to stop me in my tracks, the touch heats me where her petite, barely-there fingers leave featherlight contact on my skin. 

Turning slowly, I look her in the eyes with a pinched glare. Being smart about the circumstances, Kate releases my arm as she gazes back at me, shell-shocked, with a hint of challenge. 

“Listen, I want my car—no, I need my car—back quickly, and if you’re not going to help me with Travis, or with the mechanic, then you’re of no use to me.” Normally, I know who the lion in the pack is. In this instance, though, I’m just as much the prey as the predator. Goddamn, those lips look fucking tasty, and if she keeps this up, I might just lose control and taste them here and now.

Letting go of me and huffing her frustration, she walks off toward her car, determined to save the fucked-up metal as it grunts and groans its way across the yard. Her indignant quip fires me up as she follows Travis. 

Against my better judgement, I step toward her. Rounding on her, determined to put her in her place, I foolishly know this spitfire will be trouble. Hell, bad news is written across those pert, pouty lips of hers, but she needs to know who the power in this struggle is, and it isn’t her.

“Look,” I say, stopping her dead in her tracks. “The tow was seventy-five dollars. We charge sixty-two-fifty an hour, and it’s a minimum of three hours for diagnosis. You able to pay that?” 

I know I shouldn’t be doing this, but fuck it, I’m a masochist. Flicking a stray hair away from her face, I smile down at her. “Oh, and by the way, spark plug, I am the fucking mechanic.”

“Oh, shit,” comes out in a whisper, but it’s sexy as hell when her cheeks heat with embarrassment. 

“Yeah, ‘oh, shit,’” I mock. “Now, I need to grab my lunch and get back to work.” We’re standing so close, I can smell her. It’s like cinnamon and vanilla, and god-fucking-dammit, is it intoxicating. Fuck, this is a bad, fucking horribly bad idea, especially knowing the way she prods my dick into drive. 

I go against my better judgement, and reach out to touch her soft looking skin. Lightly, brushing my fingers along the edge of her arm, Kate stops and turns. Finally facing me once more, I see them. Tears threaten to spill forth, and I’d swear those are the bluest of blue eyes I’ve ever seen. I suddenly feel like a total douche. 

Goddamn chick will be hard to forget. 

Pulling myself together, I gain my composure and gather the meanest asshole pieces of my soul. With my attitude in check, before I lose my shit and strip her bare right here in the parking lot, I consider the spark plug. It’s been awhile since a girl like her, overflowing with attitude, has fired my cock into overdrive without showing me a piece of her creamy, soft flesh. I collect my thoughts. “If you really are interested in fixing that fucked-up piece of ancient metal, then give Trav the money for the tow, a deposit for the first three hours diag, and a phone number where we can reach you to give you the bad news. PS, the bad news is, it’s fucked.” I mentally shake my head, pull my arm back, and point down the street. “Or go see Joe. He has dirt cheap cars for sale. Maybe something will be good enough to get you going.” 

“I don’t have the money to buy a new car. Everything I have is in that car, except for this.” She holds up a ring: three diamonds set in a wide, bright gold band. It’s not extravagant, but I’d bet it’s at least a carat, maybe two. 

“Lead me to the closest hock shop and I’ll pawn it, then I can pay you and be on my way. I’ll be out of your hair before you know it.” That’s when her accent pops out—a New Yorker—Bronx to be exact. In rural Mississippi, you might not think it would be something normal, but I could pick it out of a lineup any day of the week after hearing it for years.  

“I need that car. Can you please help me? I have to leave this state. Hell, the next few states, as soon as possible.” 

The predator in me can smell the fear on her, and even though she’s visibly panicked, I find the chase enticing. Her skin is ghostly, her voice shakes, and the way she twists her hands together in a vise-like motion gives it all away. This girl is running from something, or maybe even someone.

“What are you running from? I mean, what else would you be doing all the way down here if you’re not trying to get to the school?” I ask stupidly. Why should I care? It doesn’t make a difference. 

Kate looks at me sideways. 

Inhaling a huge breath before speaking, Kate is trying to internally compartmentalize her fear. I can read it. Hell, I’ve done it so often it’s second nature. Hide the fear, show you’re the big dog, even if you’re only a Chihuahua. Especially then.

“It’s none of your business. Will you fix my car? If it means I have to hock the ring, or even sell my fucking body, I’ll do it.” 

Her hand lands softly on my chest, her fingers trailing down. It sends an electric shock straight to my cock, making it twitch in anticipation. 

Fuck. Looking down at her hand as she pulls it away, she steps back once more. I smile. It seems the prey does know who the predator is after all. 

“Look, Kate, to be honest, your story sounds interesting—” 

“I didn’t tell you a—” she interjects, but I hold my hand up to cut her off. She’s pissy that I cut in, halting her thought, and that only serves to work me up even more. 

“I know you don’t think you did, but trust me, that body language gave it all away, Spark Plug. Now, I’m fucking hungry. Hazel has my lunch ready, and I need to get back to work.” I know Jack’s gonna bust my balls for this, but fuck it. “I’ll look at your car, but only under one condition. Your stomach has growled three times since I said lunch. Go get something to eat. Tell Hazel it’s on me, then go see Horny. He’s the pawnbroker just up the street. It’s down two blocks on the right. He’ll get you fixed up with that ring so I can get paid and keep my job for fixing your welfare-ass car.” It’s not totally true, but she has no clue otherwise.

“I’m not hungry, but thanks. I’ll take care—” I cut her off again, but this time, stupidly, I lift a finger to her lips to silence her. 

Fucking big mistake. 

My cock stands at attention as soon as I touch her lush, soft as silk lips. Slowly moving back a step to put some distance between us, she notices the hard-on she has created.

“I said, that was the condition, Spark Plug.” Fuck, it felt right to have my finger against her plump lips. Taking it away and stepping back created a void. This girl is sweet on the outside, but fire and attitude on the inside. She’s definitely one I’d break in a heartbeat. The shell would be left on the side of the road like carrion. 

After this, it’s either a cold fucking shower in the shop—after I beat off in the bathroom, where I’ll deal with the razing later—or, I call Kendra over for a quick fuck to let off some steam before I burst. Otherwise, I’ll beat one of the guys’ heads in, just for happening upon me at the wrong time.

“Either you do as you’re told, which I have the feeling is a first, or I tell Travis not to wait for tomorrow and to crush it this afternoon right after lunch. Which, coincidentally, is about, oh—now.” 

She huffs, sighs, then nods her head in agreement. “Okay, but I really need to get moving, and Creature really is all I have, so be nice to him.”  

As she turns away from me, going toward her car, I watch her walk away. That girl has a lovely ass. Those cheeks beg to be pinched, slapped, then have a dick stuck between them and ridden hard. I tuck my fucking erection into the corner of my pants while I make my way back to Hazel’s. Pulling out my phone, I dial. 

“Kendra. Yeah, it’s me. Come over, I need a release.” I hang up after a quick yes, and walk in the door of the Harvester. Picking up the trays from Hazel, I give her a peck on the cheek. Telling her about Kate, I saunter back over to Jack with our burgers and a revved up cock. 

I got way more than I asked for when I went for lunch. Not only do I have a fucking rust bucket to fix, but now I also have to find a way to clear my head of the girl who was somehow able to make my dick hard in seconds. 
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IT’S A QUAINT PLACE, with blue, gingham curtains, white, old-style china in hangers on the walls, black granite bar top, and blue vinyl-covered, spinning style, round bar stools. It’s almost the same as any of the other places in the Florida panhandle, but the food is decidedly better. 
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