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M — I can't wait to watch you succeed and get rich.

Just remember to water and nurture...and remember your momma!
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Prologue


Curley


1975
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The president of Tarkio Motorcycle Club pulled into the driveway of Rock Greer's house. Curley, having arrived ten minutes earlier, made no move to get off his motorcycle. The devil was pushing his back.

He'd do anything not to walk inside the house and give bad news to a little girl that deserved a fucking break in life.

Today was going to add one more shit thing on Faye Walker's slender shoulders that she would have to live with for the rest of her life.

Nobody promised him the vice president spot in Tarkio Motorcycle Club would be all willing women, endless parties, and open roads. But today, he'd give his soul away to protect the little girl inside the house from what was going to upset her world.

"It should've been me, Prez," he whispered. "God damnit. It should've been fucking me."

"You know what Walker wanted to do."

"How am I supposed to live with that, huh?" He closed his eyes an extra beat, trying to unsee Walker locking his gaze on him as the Feds hauled his MC brother away.

"I can talk to Faye." Priest stood, gazing at the house.

Curley stared at the single-story home. Faye played inside with her friend, Tracy, doing what eight-year-old girls do when together. She had no idea what happened to her Uncle Walker only hours ago.

Walker was his best friend. His loyal brother. The closest thing he had to family.

During today's run for Tarkio, Walker had ridden beside him until the Feds surrounded the members and ordered each one of them by gunpoint to get down on the ground. Aware of the truckload of black-market parts ten miles ahead of them on the freeway, heading toward Lagsturns MC, his only thought was that the dumbasses had missed their chance at arresting them.

None of the members had anything on them during the run, except their weapons. At the first sign of flashing lights, the members with a criminal record handed their pistols off to the members that were legal to carry without slowing down.

He was sure the men were safe from arrest, thanks to Montana's concealed weapons law. 

As they'd pulled over to the side of the highway, Walker had slipped Curley his pistol because of having a past and spending a year in prison as an eighteen-year-old for something stupid.

But the Feds rolled up, pushing the state police away from the scene, and had come gunning for Walker. They took him in for two counts of premeditated murder. Depending on what the jury decided when they finally marched him in front of the judge, Walker was looking at twenty-five years to life in prison.

Shaking his head, he needed to put the takedown away for the next few hours and deal with Faye.

"I gave my word to Walker. I'm going to take care of his family." He got off his Harley. "It's going to fuck up that little girl's life, not having her uncle Walker."

"There's a grandma in the picture. She'll have to take care of Faye," said Priest.

"Yeah, but it's Faye's great-grandma. She's seventy-five years old. How long and how efficient can she watch an eight-year-old?" Curley dug the heel of his boot into the gravel. "It's not fair to either one of them, but there's not much else that can be done unless social services get involved."

"We could work something out within the club. I can ask around and see if someone wants to step up and take care of the kid."

He wasn't sure that was the best choice for Faye. At any time, because of the business Tarkio was in, she could lose more people in her life. The best thing would be to get her far away from the club where nobody could fuck up her world again. At least her great-grandma would be a stable person in her life.

"Let's cross that bridge later. Faye needs family, and right now, all we have is Grandma June." He walked up to the front door and rang the bell.

Rock's old lady answered the door and stepped back, letting Curley enter. "She's in the bedroom, playing with Tracy."

"Does she know anything yet?"

She shook her head. "Rock told me to act normal and not mention what happened."

The loss of one of their own today had hit every member hard. It was going to devastate Faye. She'd only had her uncle Walker in her life after her mom ran off when Faye was an infant. Her mom eventually overdosed in some seedy backroom of her pimp's house. There was no father in the picture. Her daddy could be any number of men in Missoula who hung out in the drug scene.

He exhaled harshly. "I'll take her away from the house and break the news to her, so we don't upset Tracy."

Rock's old lady rubbed his arm. "I'm sorry, Curley. I know he was like a brother to you."

He dipped his chin, walked to the hallway, and cleared his throat. "Faye?"

The patter of feet reached him before an eager face surrounded by messy, brown hair peeked out of one of the bedrooms. He crooked his finger, drawing her out.

Faye skipped toward him, smiling with her whole face and brushing the strands of hair from her vision. Her light brown eyes filled with pure joy at seeing him, and he felt like the world's biggest dick.

She collided with his lower half, wrapping her arms around his hips. "Are you taking me home, Uncle Curley?"

His chest squeezed. "I'm here to take you to the clubhouse. Do you have your helmet?"

She nodded hard enough, he wondered if she'd snap her thin, little neck. "I brought the one Uncle Roddy bought me for Christmas. I'll get it."

Faye passed him and ran into the living room. He shook his head in agony. By the time the evening ended, he would be responsible for stealing the skip out of her walk.

He followed her into the living room, feeling all two-hundred and twenty pounds of his weight. Rock's old lady helped Faye into her jacket, zipping her up to her chin. The weather was warm, but Faye was a child and needed extra protection.

If a bee or large flying insect hit her during the ride, she needed her tender skin protected to keep her safe. A child reacted before her personal safety came into play, and that made riding on his motorcycle dangerous for her.

Faye wiggled her foot into her sneaker and looked up at him, batting those innocent eyes. "Is Uncle Walker at the clubhouse?"

Sweet Jesus. The news was going to devastate her.

He held her gaze. "Not yet."

Faye grabbed his hand. He was always afraid to hold onto her because her tiny fingers seemed breakable in his calloused paw.

Running footsteps came from behind him. He glanced over his shoulder and found Tracy skidding to a halt.

"Can I go to the clubhouse, too?" Tracy held a duffle bag. "Dad can bring me home."

"No, you need to stay here with me. Tell Faye goodbye, and you'll see her later." Tracy's mom hustled the girl out of the room the moment the two of them finished their hug and made promises, linking their pinkies together.

Curley opened the door and led Faye outside. At his Harley, Faye looked at Priest and leaned against Curley's side.

He lifted her onto his bike. Not comfortable having her on the back of his motorcycle, although Walker took her everywhere. He wasn't used to taking a kid on the open road.

Faye grabbed his thick, linked necklace and pulled him down to her level. "Am I in trouble? Is Priest going to make me clean the clubhouse again?"

Her gaze flashed to Priest before looking back at Curley. His chest tightened. If only that was the problem. She could face any punishment head-on, but taking the man who filled her whole world away from her was going to break her.

He kissed her forehead. "Nah, you've done nothing wrong."

"Promise?"

"Swear on my Tarkio patch." He got on the Harley behind her, setting her where he felt more secure taking her on the ride. "We're going to go fast on the backroads. Don't squirm."

She patted the gas tank. "I'm ready to roll, Uncle."

Her spirit made his job even harder. Faye had dealt with more trauma in her young life than a lot of the Tarkio members had that were four times her age. With Walker raising her, Faye had a mouth like a biker, the stubbornness like a biker, and no fear like a biker.

He swallowed hard. Even bikers crumbled. They usually came back harder and meaner than before, and that wasn't something he wanted for Faye.

With Faye cradled in front of him, he headed toward town, using the backroads. It would do no good getting stopped by a cop twice in the same day.

At the clubhouse, he lifted Faye off the seat and set her feet on the ground. She took off her helmet by herself and swung the child-sized brain bucket at her side, skipping to keep up with him.

The few men in the main room left, leaving the clubhouse empty. They all knew what was going down. He couldn't blame them for not wanting to witness what was about to happen.

Faye stopped in the middle of the room. Her little brows pulled down in a frown.

Not often had he been inside the clubhouse when no music was playing, and all the bottles of alcohol were still behind the make-shift bar at the side of the room. Walker's absence had hit the whole club hard.

"Uncle Curley?" Faye hugged her helmet to her stomach. "Where's Uncle Walker?"

He walked over to the couch and patted the cushion. "Come here, Faye."

She took tiny steps and perched on the edge of the couch, half-turned, and looked at him. Her eyes welled with tears, and she hadn't even heard what had happened yet.

She was too smart for her own good. Already, she expected something bad. And she was right to try and protect herself.

The news he needed to give her would destroy her.

He blew out his breath. She was old enough to understand what happened and too young for him to explain the details of Walker's arrest to her.

"Your Uncle Walker won't be coming home for a while." He grabbed her arm when she darted to her feet. "Stay here and let me talk."

"I want Unc—"

"I know you do." He shifted and pulled her onto his lap, wrapping his arms around her slim body. "You'll get to see him, but not right now."

"Where is he?"

"He was arrested by the police, and there's a good chance he'll have to stay in prison for a while." He rubbed his lips together, feeling the weight of what transpired and his part in taking her uncle away from her.

Right now was about Faye and seeing her settle. It wasn't about him.

Time meant nothing at eight years old. A week felt like a lifetime. A lifetime was death. She had no concept of what awhile meant.

Faye's chin hit her chest, and her shoulders rolled forward. His throat clamped closed. Sometimes, he hated his position within Tarkio. As the vice president, he knew the families of the members inside and out. 

Of course, he knew Walker and Faye better than the others. Most of his free time was spent at Walker's place, or Walker would come by his house, often bringing Faye if one of the women who hung around the club couldn't babysit her.

"I'm going to take you to your grandma June tomorrow and tell her you'll be staying with her while your uncle gets things sorted. It'll be good for you to get to know her better. And for tonight, you can stay in one of the bedrooms at the clubhouse."

"I don't want to go to Grandma June's house," she muttered. "It stinks in her house."

He couldn't disagree with her. Old people's houses had an aroma of their own, filled with loneliness, regret, and if they were lucky, a satisfaction of a long life well-lived. But Grandma June ran a small nursery business in her backyard to help add some income to her social security check. Her house was filled with plants and flowers, giving off an earthy scent that took some getting used to.

Faye's head straightened. "Maybe if I talk to a policeman. I-I can tell him how good Uncle Walker is, and he can tell them he's sorry and won't get in trouble again. I don't want them to take him. He's my only uncle."

He shook his head, emotions clogging his damn throat. She wasn't the only one who wished they could talk to the Feds.

"It doesn't work that way. Besides, every Tarkio member is your uncle. I'm still your uncle," he said.

Her little fists swung in his direction, pounding his chest as reality and fear sunk their ugly teeth into her. "I don't like you anymore. You're not my uncle. I want my real uncle back. Give him back to me. Please. Please. Plea..."

Faye's sobbing screams deafened him to everything else. He wrapped his arms around her small shaking body and held her tightly, one hand holding her head into the crook of his neck.

Her tears wet his skin. He closed his eyes, but nothing would stop the burn behind his eyelids.

He'd do anything for that little girl. She deserved more than she received in life.
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Curley


1991
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The waitress at Riverside Bar removed the two empty beer bottles from in front of Curley. He continued drinking from the mug in his hand, no calmer than when he'd walked into the place.

"Come on, Curley." Roddy tossed cash down on the counter. "You can stay at my place."

He stalled leaving the bar because Faye showed up at his house. His old lady—what a joke. Faye was no more his woman than he was her man.

Just because she wanted to make his life hell whenever she showed up at the clubhouse, the other Tarkio Member indulged her. It wouldn't surprise him to find out one of them told her to stay at his house.

Faye needed to go back to her house in Superior. Back to her job at Hot Springs Lounge and spend time growing those flowers, she was so fond of growing.

He ran his forearm over his mouth. "I'm going home."

"Sure?"

Curley grunted. He was never sure of anything when it came to Faye

Roddy slapped his shoulder. "If you plan on riding home, you better finish your beer and get out of here, or I'll be tying you to the back of my Harley and hauling you home myself."

"I'm not leaving my Harley," he muttered. "I'm damn sure not going to let Faye wiggle her way into my life because she's got an itch to visit."

"Have you told her that?"

"I don't tell her shit." He slammed the mug down on the counter and turned on the barstool. "I'm going home."

"Are you okay to ride?"

The last time three beers knocked him upside the head, he'd taken a six-pack from his dad's stash in the garage when he was thirteen years old. Back then, it wasn't the alcohol that scrambled his brains. It was his dad's fists, taking their pound of flesh from his body, for stealing his beer.

He lifted his hand in farewell. "Catch you later, Roddy."

Weaving through the crowd, he pushed outside and walked to his motorcycle. He wasn't in the mood to hang with the other Tarkio Motorcycle Club members that came over to drink the night away. 

Everyone had something good about their life. Not him. He had to deal with his past.

Hell, he wouldn't be against helping Faye out or whatever she wanted, but the past needed to stay in the past. Faye was old enough now to understand it wasn't good for him to be around her.

He'd thought she'd learned her lesson when she climbed into his bed when she was seventeen years old. Half-looped after a night of partying, he'd slipped his cock between her legs before knowing it was Faye in his bed.

He'd promptly taken her back to Grandma June's house, knowing he'd fucked over her life again. 

He exhaled harshly, looking up at the dark sky. His life with Tarkio warred with his feelings toward Faye.

He deserved every bit of turmoil she'd put him through. After what happened with her Uncle Walker, he deserved to suffer every minute of his life.

But, Faye. She hadn't deserved what he'd done to her.

He'd tried to keep taking care of her like he'd promised Walker after he'd slept with her. Twice a month, he'd pick Faye up at her great-grandma's house and take her to see Walker in prison. The long trip was made in silence. She walked around hurt, angry, and rejected.

What the fuck else was he supposed to do with her? He'd had sex with a minor. A minor he was responsible for.

He started the Harley and rode out of the parking lot, heading home. The fresh air eliminated any of the benefits of the beer he'd drunk. Knowing Faye was at his house kept him wide awake.

Over the years, his guilt only multiplied. He was sick about what he'd done. His responsibilities toward Faye and Walker's fate kept him from getting close to anyone else.

At forty-five years old, he should be settled down. Not dodging his old lady.

A car pulled out in front of him. He flipped the motorist off. Damn assholes, thinking they owned the road. 

He hit the throttle, cutting through the gas station parking lot to skip the traffic light ahead.

It'd taken him a year before he came to terms with what he'd done to Faye. As soon as he had, he'd gone straight to Walker in prison and confessed. He wished the bullet-proof, shatter-proof partition was gone between them when Walker reacted to the news.

Because if Walker could've reached him, he'd be dead right now. 

Walker could've given him a slow slice to his throat and let him suffer as the blood ran out of his body, and he would've gotten off easy.

Instead, he'd claimed Faye as his old lady.

That announcement was the breaking point with his friendship with Walker, and he'd never gone back inside the prison to talk with him. While he'd continued to take Faye to visitations with her uncle, he'd stayed in the parking lot waiting for her until she'd reached an age where she wanted to go by herself.

Faye had taken the news of him claiming her with quiet acceptance when he returned her to Grandma June's house.

Not wanting to tell the old woman about the change in Faye's status, and with no plans to move her into his house, he settled down in Tarkio and made sure Faye stayed safe in Superior.

When Faye turned eighteen years old, Grandma June had died in her sleep. A heart attack, according to the hospital.

Faye had stayed at the house by herself afterward. He'd paid for the funeral, saw the woman buried, and came back to Missoula.

Ever since then, Faye showed up periodically—sometimes going six months or more without stopping at the clubhouse or his house. He stayed away from her. Preferring to have Elliot, a Tarkio member who lived in Superior, keep tabs on her.

Her infrequent visits were for the best. The older Faye got, the more they fought. They could barely stay in the same room without things getting ugly.

While she belonged to him, he let her have her freedom. To kick her out of his life, he'd face Walker's wrath. Besides, Tarkio would strip him of his patch if he let her go. If they let him live. 

Every member knew the golden rule not to mess with old ladies, daughters, or family.

He pulled into his driveway, turned the motorcycle around and backed the machine up to the garage door, before shutting off the engine. If he needed to leave fast, he'd be ready.

Trying the door handle, he found it locked. He dug out his key and let himself in.

The first step into his house, he sniffed. His cock pulsed in appreciation. It smelled like a woman inside the three-bedroom house. 

Dropping his duffle by the door, he wandered into the kitchen. Faye must've taken a shower recently. The aroma of coconuts lingered in the air, reminding him of summer and girls in bikinis.

At the refrigerator, he changed his mind about grabbing a beer. He'd already made that mistake once. For him, alcohol and Faye were a deadly combination.

The sound of humming came from behind him. His gut tightened, and he slowly turned, knowing who he'd find.

Faye walked out of the hallway into the living room, not even looking toward the kitchen or him. He stepped forward, keeping her in his sight.

The strands of her hair hung wet down her back, making the caramel color appear dark brown. He'd never seen her fresh out of a shower, and his mind went straight to imagining her wet, the water rolling down her curves.

He licked his bottom lip, knowing if he had a chance to drink from her body, he'd drown.

She turned on the television and sat down on the couch. But not before noticing her breasts were braless and moving freely under her loose t-shirt.

He squinted, trying to see what she shook in her slender hand, but whatever it was, she kept it hidden.

Her arm lowered, and her head bent. He leaned to the right. From behind her, he couldn't make out what she was doing in front of her.

His gaze lifted to the television. The beginning of Twin Peaks started and failed to get her attention.

Quietly stepping forward, he rounded the corner of the couch. "What are you doing?"

She jolted. "Shit."

Scrambling from her seat, she fell to her hands and knees to the floor, keeping her back to him. "Quick, get me a rag."

One more step, he could make out a bright, red spot on his carpet that hadn't been there that morning. He looked at her hand. She clutched a bottle of fingernail polish.

"Oh, geez," she mumbled, falling back on her ass and staring at the floor.

He went to the kitchen, grabbed a towel, and returned to her, tossing it on the floor in front of her.

She frantically blotted and scrubbed, making the mess bigger. "This is your fault. You didn't have to scare me half to death."

He grunted. The stain was the least of his concerns.

Having her on her hands and knees in front of him needed to end. He grabbed her elbow and hauled her to her feet.

Light brown eyes flashed up at him. She was the only person he knew who could have whole conversations by using her eyes and expressing her emotions without using any words. Her arched eyebrows were always moving—up, down, and sometimes not in sync. She had a way of glaring, moving only her eyelids, and keeping the rest of her face frozen. When he talked to her, those eyelids danced, distracting him, and he always ended up angry because he was weak.

They were only eyes. Brown ones at that. 

But on Faye, they were the gateway to her heart and a talisman for her emotions.

"I need to go get my polish remover out of my bag. Maybe it'll work to get the stain out of the carpet." She tugged her arm, trying to step away from him.

He pulled her away from the sofa, and using his knee, shoved the couch over the stain. "There, it's gone."

She scoffed and pressed her full lips together. "I'll get it out if you let go of me."

Only then aware of holding her; he let her go and rubbed his palm across his stomach. "Forget the polish. What the hell are you doing in Missoula?"

She stepped away from him. "I was told you were partying with your MC brothers and would be gone. I needed somewhere to stay because my car is acting up. Paco is working on it now. I'll be gone in the morning."

"That doesn't answer my question."

She stuck out her lower lip and blew her hair out of her face. "I quit my job at the lounge and came into Missoula to scope out a few places where I can work part-time. I have an interview early in the morning, and once I'm done there, I'll go back home."

"You thought what? I wouldn't notice that you'd spent the night here?"

"Paco told me you were out drinking, so I figured you wouldn't even know I crashed here."

He growled. "I'd know."

"I thought it would be no big deal. You gave me a key."

He had given her a key to the house years ago because she had no one else to take care of her. She was his old lady. What else could he do?

"You got a job here?" He gritted his teeth. "Where?"

"Riverside Bar, not that it's any of your business."

"You live in Superior."

She shrugged. "The lounge wasn't working out for me, so I'm spreading my wings."

It was common for people to drive the hour distance from one town to the next for a job. Though, he'd bet working at the bar wouldn't give her much for money once she bought gas. Grandma June had a perfectly nice set-up on the oversized lot with a greenhouse and a stable of customers that provided extra money for Faye from all the plants she grew.

"I thought you were sinking more of your attention into the nursery and trying to get it to make enough money for you to live on, so you could work at home full-time," he said.

"I am, but it doesn't happen overnight. I have goals. Those goals require more money. Someday, if everything works out the way I want it to, I won't have to work a second job," said Faye.

He couldn't have her working at Riverside Bar. There was shit going down with the manager. No proof, but Tarkio was spending more time there, putting out feelers. Something wasn't right, and soon, they'd understand the situation better. In the meantime, he wanted her far away.

"You can't work at the bar," he said.

"I can, too. It's basically the same thing I did at the lounge."

"No."

She raised her chin. "You can't tell me—"

"I'll give you money to live off of until you can find a job closer to home." He pulled out his wallet. "Take what I have here. I'll get more in the morning."

"I don't want your money."

"Take it." He thrust his hand toward her.

"Put it on my uncle's account." She screwed on the top of her bottle of nail polish. "Or use it to buy new carpet. I don't need your money."

He lowered his hand to his side. When she went to sleep, he'd put the cash in her purse.

She exhaled softly and glanced at him, frowning. "I am sorry about the spill. I've painted my nails while sitting on every kind of furniture back home and had never had an accident before."

He ignored her apology. The nail polish wasn't his problem.

She whispered, "I didn't hear you come in the house. You startled me."

"Well, I'm here now," he muttered.

She inhaled swiftly. "You know what? I'm trying to be nice, but forget you even saw me. I'm going to walk over to Paco's house and wait there until he has my car checked out. And in the morning, I am going to take the job at Riverside Bar."

Faye walked away from him, apparently going to the bedroom to get ready to leave. He fisted his hands at the extra swish of her hips. What part of he'd take care of her had she not understood?

He strode down the hallway and went to the spare room. She held her bag and was in the process of wiggling her feet into her sneakers.

"Paco lives five miles away," he said

"I'm in good shape. I can walk that far."

"It's after midnight."

She ignored him and zipped up her bag.

"Go to bed, Faye." Tired and at the end of his day, all he wanted to do was hit the sack.

Her head came up, and she studied him. She could work her expression like nobody he knew, and it was clear what she thought of him at the moment.

He wasn't in the mood to argue with her. She belonged to him. If he wanted her to stay at the house, she would stay.

Faye's mouth pinched, and her head moved slightly on a slim neck. He walked out, unable to take that stubborn streak of hers always coming out. She couldn't let things be.

She couldn't forgive him.

And he couldn't forget.

Shutting himself in his bedroom, he grabbed the phone on the nightstand and dialed Priest.

"Yeah?" said Priest.

"I have a problem." He looked over at the door. "The manager at Riverside has an interview tomorrow morning with Faye. I know damn well, he'll hire her. That can't happen."

"I'll take care of it."

"Thanks."

He hung the receiver on the phone and set it back on the nightstand. Stretching out on the mattress, he linked his hands together over his chest and stared up at the ceiling. All hell was going to break loose in the morning when Faye found out the job she counted on was no longer available.
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Chapter 2



Faye
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Fury boiled inside Faye. She slammed the car door, ignoring the Tarkio members loitering around the front of the building, and marched into the clubhouse.

Paco jumped from the couch and stepped in her way. She darted around him and strode to the door of the meeting room. Banging her fist on the wood, she yelled, "Curley."

"He's not in there," said Paco behind her.

She turned around. "Where is he?"

"Behind the clubhouse."

She hurried down the hallway to the back door. Outside, she looked around and found him talking to Frank, Roddy, and Banks.

The other men alerted Curley to her presence before she reached him. Irritated more by their buddy-buddy-I've-got-your-back mentality, she stopped in front of him, fisted her hand, and raised her arm.

Curley's hand grasped her wrist before she could swing. "Don't even think about hitting me."

She kicked him in the shin and yanked her arm out of his clutch. "You can't stop me from working."

"I can stop you from working at Riverside Bar."

"Just because you don't want me there while you hang out, doesn't make it—"

"Shut up." He slipped his hand under her arm and walked her around the corner of the building. "That place is no good. I don't want you working there."

"That's not your decision to make."

"The hell it is." He swung her around until she faced him. "Paco fixed your car. Go home."

She stormed away. Coming to Missoula always turned out bad when she ran into Curley. He wanted her out of his life, and he was stuck with her, through no fault of her own.

He wasn't the only one who's life had changed the second he honored the code he swore by and told Uncle Walker about sleeping with her. She never would've mentioned that night to anyone.

She slid into the driver's seat of her car and slammed the door.

A shadow covered her, and she looked out the side window and found a welcome face a few inches from the glass, smiling at her. All her pent-up anger burst out in one long exhale, and she rolled down the window.

"I was yelling your name, and you never even heard me." Tracy reached inside the car and hugged her with one arm. "I didn't know you were going to be in town. Come inside and visit with me. Rick's at home waiting for the kids to wake from their nap, and I have to drop off some papers for Jerry, but I can stay long enough to catch up with you. Or, were you leaving?"

Tracy had been her best friend until she was eight years old and moved in with Grandma June. After that, they were lucky if they were able to see each other twice a year, during family day at the clubhouse or out shopping.

Their lack of communication and growing up apart had added an awkwardness to their relationship once they hit the teenage years. The distance coupled with Tracy's parents getting murdered when Tracy was in high school only made things more stilted between them for years. It wasn't until Tracy and Rick got together, and they ran into each other at the mall in Missoula that the barriers seemed to melt away.

"I'll stay for a few minutes." She got back out of the car, glancing at the corner of the building to make sure Curley had gone back to whatever he was doing with the guys. "I was going to call you soon."

"About?"

She walked inside the clubhouse, spotting Paco jumping from the couch again as if to stop her from causing trouble, and ignored him. "Well, I had a new job here in town and wanted to let you know so we could get together, but Curley put a stop to that."

"He stopped you from seeing me?"

"No. From working."

"So, you're going back home?" Tracy sat at the table. "Sit. Tell me what's going on."

She slumped in the chair. "I quit my job at the lounge. Things were getting out of control with the guy who owns the place since he got divorced."

"Uh, oh." Tracy curled her lip. "Was he putting the moves on you?"

"Something like that," she mumbled, not wanting to think about Cal Williams and ruin her mood.

As far as she knew, nobody at Tarkio knew what had happened at the lounge, which was fine by her.

"God, that sucks."

"Yeah." She propped her elbows on the table. "I was going to work at Riverside Bar part-time, even verbally agreed to the job with the owner yesterday, and this morning, the owner told me I was no longer welcome at his establishment."

"Why?" Tracy's gaze narrowed. "Because of Curley?"

She raised her brows and smirked. "Who else?"

"I'm sorry." Tracy squeezed Faye's hand. "Although I hate to say it, I doubt if you would've been happy there. The owner is a creep. I've seen how he treats the girls that work for him."

"At this point, it was a job. I'm starting to think male bosses are a risk I'm going to have to take if I want to make money."

"Have you gone to the grocery store and asked if they need cashiers? They were hiring last month. They may need more people, especially part-time." Tracy opened her purse and took out a receipt, reading the paper. "The manager's name and phone number are at the bottom. Give him a call."

"Thanks." She leaned to the side and put the receipt in her pocket. "Enough about me. How are the babies?"

"You need to come by the house and see them yourself." Tracy smiled. "I've missed you. I should've told you that years ago and not let us stray apart."

Faye swallowed. "What brought it up today?"

"I don't know." Tracy shrugged and lost her smile. "Rick's going on a week-long ride, and I hate to be alone at the house with the babies. I thought maybe you'd like to come over. You can spend the night, so you don't have to drive there and back all in one day."

"It's only an hour each way."

Tracy met her gaze. "I'd like you to spend the night."

She was too old for a sleepover, but she also knew what Tracy had lived through back when she lost her parents. Coming back to Missoula would give her another chance at finding a job.

"When are you thinking?" she asked.

"Anytime this Monday through Friday." Tracy lifted her brows. "Please say you'll come."

She grinned, looking forward to some girl time. "I'll come over Monday and leave on Tuesday."

"Awesome." Tracy sat up straighter. "It'll be like old times."

"Yeah," whispered Faye, not feeling the joy she used to get at the anticipation of spending time over at The Greer's house. "Is there anything I can bring? Pizza? Baby...stuff?"

Tracy laughed. "No, just bring yourself."

"Okay." She faked a smile and pressed her palms to the top of the table. "Well, I better go. I don't want to hit all the traffic on the interstate when everyone gets off work."

"Drive safe." Tracy stood and looked around the room, digging in her purse. "I better go talk to Jerry, so I can get home, too."

"I'll see you Monday." She walked out of the building, put in a better mood than when she'd arrived.

She'd always worked at the lounge where the locals and tourists hung out. Business was hectic and loud and full of drama that kept her busy. After going from server to head waitress, she wasn't sure standing behind a cash register, pushing groceries for minimum wage, would be worth checking for a job. The tips she received in the food industry was where the real money was at.

Getting in her car, she glanced over toward the row of motorcycles. Priest, the president of Tarkio, stood in her view, rubbing his jaw and looking straight at her. She huffed in the privacy of her vehicle. Sometime over the years, Priest stopped caring about her. It was as if Uncle Walker going to prison meant she was no longer a part of the family.

They all forgot about her.

Curley had been the only one who came and checked up on her when she'd lived with Grandma June. He'd also taken her to visitations at the prison until she turned twenty-one and started going by herself.

She started the engine and raised her hand in farewell to Priest. He lifted his chin, never turning his back to her, but watching her put the car in reverse. For all she knew, he wanted to make sure she left the clubhouse.

Putting the car in drive, she stopped at the street and looked both ways. At a break in traffic, she pulled out and headed toward the interstate to go home.

Home wasn't exactly the word she'd use for where she lived. To her, it was still Grandma June's house, even though the deed was now in her name.

The house should've gone to Uncle Walker, not her. But Curley thought it was best if Grandma June put the house in Faye's name after the arrest and before the incarceration. It had to do with the prison taking assets and him being afraid she wouldn't have a place to live if the will wasn't changed and something happened to Grandma June.

Being a kid, she hadn't understood at the time, but she was thankful for his insight when Grandma June passed away.

Uncle Walker had nine years left out of a twenty-five-year sentence for killing two men. The article claimed it was a gang war because the victims were Cusclan Motorcycle Club members.

No one ever talked about Uncle Walker's crimes. It wasn't until she'd entered ninth grade and learned how to use the microfiche at the library that she found the records.

She was young when Tarkio Motorcycle Club was a part of her everyday life, but she wasn't stupid. Her uncle lived and breathed the brotherhood. If he'd killed—and the court system proved he had—then, he'd done it for Tarkio.

Each member, including Curley, were just as much responsible for the deaths as Uncle Walker.

She looked over her shoulder and switched lanes, spotting a motorcycle rider behind her, motioning an arm in the air for her to pull over. Recognizing Curley, she had the urge to keep going. 

Anytime they were together, any conversation turned into a war. Most of the time, she felt like it was Tarkio Motorcycle Club that had the part of Curley she wanted as his old lady. He was quick to run whenever the phone rang, and she couldn't do anything to entice him to her house. He partied at the clubhouse, yet refused to spend time with her.

She hit the back of her head against the headrest and blew air out of her tight lips. He frustrated her. Somehow, he always gave her a glimmer of hope that he wanted her as much as she wanted him, and those signs he gave off, kept her hanging on. 

When he touched her, she could see how he reacted. He could feel how she trembled. She'd swear he was obsessed with her but for him always leaving.

If he'd only spend time with her instead of with the motorcycle club, and let go of that damn control he held onto so fiercely.

One day, he'd realize she wasn't a young girl anymore. She had a lifetime of love to give him, and maybe, just maybe, she would be the best he'd ever had if he allowed himself to act on his feelings.

She exited the highway and pulled over into a small gravel patch at the side of the road. The noise of his Harley filtered in through her open window before shutting off.

Putting the car in park and taking her
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