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Thank you for the book love, the support, and making this job as an author so pleasurable...

Donelda Ramirez

Hannah Garcia

Maria Passia

Wanda McElrath Posey

Janet Lavallee Ruth

___________

~ This book is dedicated to Ebonie Holden ~ 

May all those who loved you, remember you in all the beauty surrounding them. 

Rest in peace, beautiful girl.

Everyone has a reason why they joined a motorcycle club.

This is Rick and Tracy's story.
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Chapter 1


1980


Rick
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A car zoomed past Rick Nolan on Interstate 90, ignoring his thumb. He lowered his hand to his side and kept walking along the side of the highway. The small piece of paper slipped to him in prison instructed him to take Exit 99. From there, he'd need to go two miles south to the address his cellmate, Nate had given him.

It'd taken him four days of hitchhiking to go two hundred miles. The blisters on his feet had popped yesterday, and the raw spots rubbed against the white prison-issued slip-on sneakers given to him upon his release from Montana State Prison.

The hum of traffic approaching behind him grew louder. He stuck out his thumb, putting one foot in front of the other. Beyond the point that if he stopped, he wasn't sure he'd be able to walk again because of the condition of his feet.

He focused on the distance ahead of him. There were only two more exits to go.

A pickup passed him in the right-hand lane. Brake lights flashed, and the vehicle slowed, pulling off to the side of the road, out of the way of traffic. Rick gritted his teeth against the pain encompassing his feet and walked faster.

Going up to the passenger side, he stuck his head in the open window. "Can I get a ride to Missoula?"

"Hop in the back. I'm going as far as the airport. When you want to get out, knock on the window." The older man lifted his chin. "Hunker down. It's getting windy."

He planted his foot on the tire and heaved himself into the bed of the truck. Sweat broke out on his head as pain shot up his legs. Thankful when the driver reentered traffic, and the breeze dried his face, he closed his eyes at the relief of being off his feet, knowing in ten minutes he'd have to find the strength to jump out at his destination.

Fuck, he was tired. He hadn't found time to ground himself on the outside.

For the last seven years, his body had adapted to the prison system schedule. He had no idea how the world had changed and what was waiting for him. 

All he could do was follow the directions he'd memorized from the piece of paper he'd flushed in the toilet in his cell before the guards caught him. With his luck, he'd show up at the address and have a gun pointed at his head.

At least then, his suffering would be over. He would no longer feel his damn feet.

The truck shifted, slowing down. Prying his eyes open, he squinted at the passing pine trees lining the landscape. Turning his head, he figured the driver had taken the exit he needed. From the directions, he only had to go two miles. The closer he could get, the less time he had to spend on his feet.

As businesses started lining the road and the truck's speed stayed at a lower limit, he pulled up his knees and put the soles of his feet on the bed of the pickup, getting ready to move.

Catching sight of a street sign, he was close. Only two more blocks to go.

He knocked on the window. By the time the driver pulled to a stop, he was on the street where he needed to be. He pulled himself over the side of the bed and let his body slide down the metal until his feet hit the ground.

"Jesus Christ," he muttered on a hiss of pain.

Not sure he would remain standing once the truck wasn't there to hold on to, he grunted. Digging deep, he let go.

Lifting his gaze, he caught the driver's gaze in the side mirror and lifted his hand in thanks. The truck engine revved. Rick straightened and remained on the side of the road.

His feet pounded, matching his heart rate. In the past, he'd been beaten, close to death, and had always mustered enough strength to survive. Broken bones, lacerations, the skin ripped off his body hadn't killed him. He couldn't let his feet take him out of living.

He had one more thing he wanted to do before he died.

Yet as he stood at the side of the road, his swollen feet, raw and bleeding, he had a deep urge to let his body hit the ground and close his eyes.

He blinked, focusing on the buildings close by. The address Nate gave him was across the street.

Waiting until the break between cars passing in front of him grew longer, allowing him more time, he stepped off the sidewalk and jaywalked across the road. Each step his last.

The one-story building had no sign of people around. The front window to the right of the door was boarded up and painted the same dull yellow as the rest of the place.

He hoped Nate hadn't sent him on a wild goose chase.

Even though he'd spent two years in the same cell as Nate, he'd never allowed himself to trust anyone.

But he had no options.

He had nowhere to go upon release, and when Nate gave him the address, he'd taken the help. His only other option would've been to go to one of the halfway houses offered by the state. He'd rather be homeless than have his freedom stripped away again.

Sweat rolled down his temples. He approached the door, grabbing the frame. Sucking in air, he raised his fist and beat on the wood. If there was nobody about, he was going to lower himself to the ground and stay right here until someone showed.

Raising his hand again, he banged on the door. His vision went in and out. He pressed his forehead against the wood and closed his eyes. He needed water.

The building disappeared in front of him. The pressure against his head went away. Sensing himself falling, he let himself go.

He welcomed the blackness. The peace.
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Chapter 2



Tracy
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Tracy Greer rushed into Tarkio Motorcycle Clubhouse. Out of breath and nervous, she looked around for Priest. He'd called two hours ago, but she had to wait until her lunchtime at Lainier's Towing to come over.

Paco, one of the members, bounced a tennis ball against the far wall, ignoring Ruth and Barbie making out with Curley on the couch. She went straight to Paco, making him miss the ball.

"Where's Priest?"

"Why?" Paco grabbed her arms and guided her to the other side of him and pressed her back against the wall. "Stay."

He grabbed the ball. "Catch it on the first bounce."

"I'm not playing." She caught it and refused to give the ball back. "I need to talk to Priest. It's important."

Paco crossed his arms and narrowed his eyes. "What's wrong?"

"Everything, if you don't answer me."

"He's with Joyce in Frank's room, but don't go in there."

"Why not?"

Paco wiggled his brows. "Last I saw he had her handcuffed to the bed."

She groaned, it was impossible to talk to the bikers without them having sex with women, riding their motorcycles, or half looped from partying. "Can you get him for me?"

"Nope." Paco studied her. "How old are you now?"

She rolled her eyes. He'd asked the same question since she turned twelve years old. Besides him being way older than her and a close friend to her brother, there was no way she'd spend two minutes alone with him. Not when he was like the other Tarkio members and only thought with his dick.

"Not old enough for you." She threw him the ball. "What do you know about the guy that showed up at the clubhouse?"

"Who wants to know?"

Growing frustrated and running out of time before she was due back at work, she said, "Priest called and left a message at work for Jerry and said the guy who was in prison with Whip had shown up. I want to know where he is."

"Nah, you're not going to hang around anyone without a Tarkio patch, kiddo. Your brother will kill me when he gets released if I let you." He frowned. "Besides, you know nothing about the dude."

"He saved Whip's life. That's all I need to know."

Six months ago, other inmates that hated Tarkio Motorcycle Club cornered her brother while on kitchen duty. Whip's cellmate had stepped in and taken the knife intended to kill her brother, and he'd gotten stabbed in the process. That wasn't a little thing to her. The guy had saved Whip's life.

In return, her brother had urged the man to go to Tarkio when he got released, and they'd help him get back on his feet as payment for protecting Whip. She knew he was here because Priest had called and left a message with her to give to Jerry—who was going to offer the man a job.

But, it was her brother that he'd saved. She wanted to thank him.

Seeing Paco wouldn't budge and give her more information, she rolled her eyes. "Whatever. I have to go back to work."

She left through the front door and ran around the building. It was the middle of the day and barely anyone around. If she waited until after work, she'd never get a chance to talk to the man.

She didn't even know his name or what he looked like, but it couldn't be too hard to find him if he was staying at the clubhouse.

Checking the backdoor and finding it unlocked, she slipped inside. Paco, figuring out her intention, stood at the corner of the hallway and threw the ball at her. She ignored it and opened the first door. Empty.

"You're going to get in trouble with Priest," said Paco.

"Only if you tell him." She opened the next door.

Paco marched over and slammed it, ripping the handle out of her hand. A door on the other side of the hallway opened, and Priest walked out, shirtless and interrupted from his noon-time entertainment.

"What the hell is going on out here?" Priest latched his belt.

"Where's Whip's cellmate?" she asked.

He pointed two doors down. "What do you need him for?"

"I want to thank him." She crossed her arms. "He got hurt bad when he saved Whip, and my brother told me I could talk to him."

Okay, the last part was a lie. 

Whip had told her to mind her own business, but her brother was her business.

"Go ahead. He's in bad shape. I doubt if he'll wake up long enough to realize you're in the room." Priest looked to Paco. "Stay in the hallway in case she yells for help."

Priest walked back inside the room. She got a glance of Ruth facedown on the bed with her hands cuffed behind her back. A typical Wednesday afternoon at Tarkio clubhouse.

Not wasting any more time, she went to the bedroom where the stranger slept and opened the door. Shutting herself quietly in the room, she ambled toward the bed.

The first thing she noticed was his size. He took up most of the bed, and his feet hung off the mattress.

She grimaced, looking longer at his bare feet. The swollen, red skin peeled away from his body. There were blisters filled with yellow fluid across his heels and on the ball of his left foot.

Inching closer, she couldn't tell what kind of shape the rest of him was in, only that the white T-shirt stretched across broad shoulders, and the part of his stomach that showed appeared solid and toned.

He moaned and moved his head. His long, brown hair covered the pillow. She looked down his body again. His hand, stuffed under his waistband, remained still. 

She slowly sat on the edge of the bed. Like most of the men she knew, he wore a beard, but his was long, unkempt, and going in all different directions—but maybe that's because he messed up the whiskers when he slept.

She reached up, and without touching his face, straightened part of the beard. His brows lowered, and she jerked away.

It would help if she knew his name.

He had a scar on his forehead, and she wondered if he received that in Whip's attack. She leaned closer. The blemish looked aged and had turned a pale skin color, almost white, not pink at all. It must be an older wound.

He groaned, rolling his head on the pillow. She stiffened, not wanting to get caught checking him out while he slept.

Her heart raced, and her mouth grew dry. She rubbed her hands together in worry. She knew Whip wanted Priest to offer the man a job at Lainier's Towing, and she could wait to thank him for saving her brother. But she also knew he was alone, fresh out of prison, and everyone here was a stranger to him.

While she wasn't a familiar face—she hadn't met him—they both knew her brother and had that in common. She felt obligated to help him adjust to having his freedom back.

"Hello?" she whispered.

God, she was nervous. Her whole life, she'd had Tarkio members around her. A lot of them looked meaner and scarier than the man in the bed, who was handsome in a rough way, but because he was a stranger, she was leery being in the same room as him.

"I-I'm Whip's sister. I just wanted to thank you for saving his life," she whispered, waiting to see if he'd wake up. "You don't look like you feel well..."

She swallowed. "Your feet, I mean. The rest of you looks..."

Sighing, she closed her mouth. She sounded like a dork.

Since finding out that Whip was sending the man to Tarkio, she'd thought of ways she could thank him. Usually, when men returned from prison, the women who hung around the clubhouse would have sex with them to make up for all the time they went without physical touch on the inside. She'd convinced herself that she would offer herself to the man if he wanted.

But seeing him, helpless and not feeling well, her bravery fled. She wasn't one to sleep around. Priest wouldn't allow it, and it wasn't her thing, anyway.

Several minutes passed, and he still hadn't woken up. She leaned closer. Maybe when he finally stopped sleeping, he'd remember that she was here. Then, if he wanted her, she could give him a blow job or something later. She wasn't sure what was expected of her, but she owed him.

Whip was the only family member she had left. If she would've lost her brother, she'd have no one.

"Thank you for saving my brother's life," she whispered again.

Hands grabbed her. She squeaked in surprise. The air whooshed out of her lungs as the man pulled her onto the bed and pinned her under his body.

Her heart hammered in her chest, and her first thought was that she should've worn more clothes. It was normal for her to wear a tank top with her shorts at the office when it was hot outside.

His hand landed on her chest. She froze. Underneath the gentleness of him kneading her breast, his hand shook.

The poor man had been in prison for years. He hadn't touched a woman in a long time.

Her nipples peaked, and a shiver settled between her legs. Maybe she could help him.
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Chapter 3



Rick
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A soft, warm breast filled Rick's hand. He squeezed. The hardness of a nipple pressed between his index and middle finger. He moved, feeling the curves of a woman underneath him

Spreading the silky legs, he lowered his body and a hand pressed against his chest, stopping him.

Fingers wrapped around his cock. He groaned, pushing against the pressure.

The body underneath him moved. His eyes remained closed as a warm mouth took the head of his cock and sucked.

If he was fucking dreaming, he wanted to stay asleep.

The wet strokes consumed him. He couldn't hold back and shot his load.

Zapped of strength, he landed on another person. Rolling to his side, he pried his eyes open and found a blonde woman beside him in bed, wiping her mouth off on the back of her hand. It hadn't been a dream. Where the fuck was he?

***
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Rick pulled on a new pair of boots. His feet no longer burned as if on fire, only a tight discomfort remained from the scabs where the blisters tore his skin off. No one was around to tell him how long he'd slept.

When he'd finally woken up enough to find a toilet instead of using the jar beside the bed to take a piss in, he'd found a pile of clothes on the only chair in the room. After a shower, dressed in unfamiliar clothes, he found himself winded. For someone who'd spent the last seven years working out and staying active within his cell, he couldn't understand why he walked around dazed.

It wasn't like him to let down his guard.

The door swung open. He stood, hiding the fact that his body protested every movement.

A man stepped into the room, eyed him up and down, and said, "I trust you feel better than when you arrived."

Rick took in the leather vest, the tattoos, and zeroed in on the patches. 

President.

Tarkio Motorcycle Club.

1%

"You can relax," said Priest.

Rick held the man's gaze. He trusted no one. Until he could remember what the fuck he was doing here, his only thought was to stay alive.

"My name's Priest. I'm the president of Tarkio Motorcycle Club." Priest removed a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and handed them to Rick, along with a book of matches. "You might be a little foggy. I had one of the women give you something to make you more comfortable. It hit you hard. You've been sleeping for three days."

Holding the smokes, he refrained from taking anything he hadn't earned.

Priest walked over to the window, swept the heavy drapes to the side, and let the sunshine light the room. Rick squinted, refusing to be intimidated.

"We have a mutual friend." Priest leaned against the wall. 

Nate had given him the address. He'd left prison on the ninth of the month, trying to hitchhike to Missoula. "729 Sixteenth Street. That's where I am?"

Priest dipped his chin. "Once you feel like taking a walk, I have something for you."

There was an urgency to get out of the room to go somewhere that was more comfortable, where he wouldn't feel like a prisoner or under someone else's power. "We can go now."

"Suit yourself." Priest walked to the door. "Take a right down the hallway and go out the back door."

Everything he needed to know about Priest was shown to him at that moment. The president of Tarkio wouldn't trust or allow Rick to walk behind him. Of similar thinking, he stepped out into the hallway and moved over, waiting to match him stride for stride, beside him.

Outside, the glare of the sun temporarily blinded him. He squinted and stopped. Priest motioned for him to walk.

The pain in his body and feet forgotten, he continued to the front of the building. The busy street surrounded him in noise. The first activity he'd witnessed since...he had no idea how long.

He found himself crushing the pack of cigarettes in his hand. Never one to handle being under the power of someone else, he bided his time until he found out the real reason why Nate sent him here.

In the back of his mind, he tried to plan where he'd go next.

Having to admit that he was once again in trouble and had no idea how to save himself, he gazed at the motorcycles lined in front of the building. More energy than he'd felt in a long time had him paying attention.

"Tarkio Motorcycle Club would like to thank you for saving one of our members. Whip told us you took a knife intended for him," said Priest.

He glanced at the man without seeing him because his gaze went back to the line of motorcycles. His heart raced, and he found it hard to breathe. He'd lost many memories over the last seven years, but he'd never forgotten about his Harley.

"Whip?" he asked, not remembering anyone by that name.

Priest widened his stance. "You would know him by Nate Greer."

The name hit him. He wore a scar on his side where he'd deflected the knife intended to take out Nate's life in prison. For two years, he'd bunked with him. A quiet man. Probably the only one during the length of his sentence that he'd trusted enough to leave him alone so that he could sleep.

"There's a job waiting for you at Lainier's Towing if you want it. Tarkio has a cabin down at the river in Shoshone Canyon. It's yours until you get your feet under you." Priest's hand came forward.

Rick jerked his gaze and caught sight of the single key dangling on a plain keyring from the president's finger. He looked back at the bikes. "How did you know?"

"I have ways." Priest tossed the key to him.

He caught it and closed his fingers, making a fist. The police had hauled away his Harley when they'd taken him into custody. He'd thought for sure the only thing he owned headed toward impound, and he'd never see his motorcycle again. Out of the twenty bikes in front of him, he'd noticed his Harley right away. He'd put in too many hours riding the motorcycle not to know it by sight.

"Go ahead." Priest stepped back. "You know where to find me if you want help."

He held out as long as he could. Before Priest walked through the front door, Rick said, "What do you want from me?"

A word of thanks was one thing. But nobody handed over a job, a place to live, and a man's motorcycle without wanting his soul in return.

"You can ride out of here with your motorcycle. The title is under the seat. I filed for a lost title in your name. It belongs to you." Priest's gaze hardened. "I take the lives of my brothers seriously, and Whip...he'd die for me or anyone in the family. I've lost too many men over the years, and you saved one. Let's just say; I owed you."

Priest stepped through the door. Rick turned to the sixty-three Harley and walked over to the bike. His gaze went right to the side where he'd put the marks in the frame. There was no question that it was his motorcycle. Not taking Priest's word, he popped the seat, found the title, and read his name. It'd been re-issued two months ago, a few months after the attack when he saved Nate.

He slipped the key in, put the seat down, and checked the gas tank. It turned over easily on the first attempt. Tarkio had maintained his bike.

His chest tightened. He couldn't make any decisions. The longing to ride away from all his problems, his hardships, his pain too tempting to ignore.

He toed the kickstand and rode away. Navigating the streets of Missoula, he had no destination in mind.
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Chapter 4



Tracy
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The front door of the office at Lainier's Towing slammed shut. Tracy lifted her gaze, reminding herself Jerry and Aaron were out in the yard, and all she had to do was close the small window between her and the person on the other side, and she'd be okay if trouble broke out.

Recognizing the man, he looked anything but safe—though a whole lot better than the last time she'd seen him. He wore his long hair loose past his shoulders, and his beard, now brushed, hit the middle of his chest as if he was born with whiskers and let them continue to grow for forty-some years. His dark gaze flashed over her, and his brows lowered, turning the scar from his brow to his hairline white.

She ran her tongue over her front teeth and swallowed. He'd cleaned himself up despite the rough appearance.

Knowing he wouldn't remember her because yesterday her friend, Sheryl, confided in her that Priest had asked her to drug him, giving him time to heal, she said, "Can I help you?"

Ninety-nine percent of the people who walked into the tow yard came with a chip on their shoulder and looking for someone to take out their anger on because they were careless about where they parked their car. The remaining one percent usually wore a Tarkio Motorcycle club vest. This man, while she'd seen him at the clubhouse, belonged nowhere.

"I'm looking for Jerry Lainier," he said in a gruff, low voice.

"Can I tell him what you're needing?" Used to people, men particularly, who wanted to go straight to the owner, she screened those who asked for the boss—at Jerry's request. Because she knew why he'd come, she wanted to pretend he was a stranger.

The man's cheek twitched. "Just tell him Rick Nolan is here."

His green eyes were speckled with brown. She looked away quickly before she made a fool of herself.

"Please wait." She shut the glass partition, blocking him from hearing her as she picked up the hand-held mic to the radio system that called out to the yard. Turning her back toward the man in case he watched her through the window, she said, "Jerry, Rick Nolan is here to see you."

The radio squelched. "Who?"

The man Priest wanted Jerry to hire. The man who'd walked out of prison after seven years. The man who'd saved her brother's life. The man she'd given a blow job to.

She moistened her dry lips and slowly said, "Rick Nolan."

After several seconds, Jerry came back on. "Yeah, I'll be there in a few minutes."

"Ten-four." She hung up the mic, opened the window, and said, "Jerry will be here in a moment."

Rick dipped his chin and walked to the front of the small office and looked outside. She sat in the chair at the desk and went back to sorting invoices. At least pretending to read the pieces of paper in front of her.

There was no clue that Rick Nolan would remember her. Hiding her disappointment, she had no idea what she wanted Rick to do.

She glanced at him. Would it be too much to ask that he remember her face? Her lips? Her breasts?

Jerry and the other Tarkio members let her hang around them. Would he? 

Rick Nolen remained with his back toward her. He had no use for her today.

The back door opened and shut. Jerry's hand landed on her shoulder, and he rubbed the tension out of her. She looked up and smiled at him. They were a lot alike. Jerry liked having her around, and she liked hanging out with him. One time, while drunk, he'd confessed to enjoying the way she needed him, and so that's what she gave him.

Jerry took care of her. He'd given her a job, made sure she had food at home and paid for anything that came up. In return, she gave him the companionship he wanted.

She stood, kissed Jerry's cheek, and pressed against him, needing the comfort he gave her in return. "Do you need me to pick up lunch for you?"

"I don't have time, honey." He patted her hip. "Take care of yourself. I'll grab something at the clubhouse later."

She pouted and received a pat on her cheek before Jerry walked through the door and approached Rick Nolan. Watching the two men through the glass, she sat down. With the warmer weather, business would soon pick up. They could use another employee. Jerry and Aaron had enough to do and could use a lighter workload.

She stretched, peeking over the counter in front of her to look at Rick's feet. He wore boots today.

She'd seen the condition he'd been in when he'd arrived at the clubhouse. While she wasn't the one who'd cleaned the wounds on his feet, she'd seen the scars and abuse his body had gone through.

She scraped her teeth over her bottom lip. One thing that wasn't injured was his cock. He was built like a horse. A beautiful man like the ones in GQ magazine. He'd had no control when she took him in her mouth, but from what she'd heard, he'd come straight to the clubhouse from the prison.

A shiver rolled up her spine. She liked knowing she was his first since his release. It made her thank you to him more special in her mind.

Prison was a hard place to survive. She'd seen the changes in her brother.

It'd been a month since she'd seen Whip, but every day she worried about the kind of treatment he was receiving behind bars. He refused to tell her what went on inside or if he was getting three meals a day.

She looked away from Rick. If anyone knew how Whip was holding up, he'd know. Her brother had a little over two more years left on his sentence.

Jerry walked over to the window and rapped his knuckles against the glass. She smiled, shaking her head in amusement. He could see she was looking.

"Yes, may I help you?" she whispered.

Jerry winked and stepped back. "Rick needs an employee card filled in and a W-2 on file. When he's done, can you show him around? Once he knows where everything is, send him over to Aaron. He's going to be working in the yard for now until he gets current on his driver's license."

"I...sure." She glanced between the two men.

Jerry knocked his knuckles against the counter. "I'm going to pick up the repo out at the airport. Use the radio if you need me."

"Be careful, honey." She waved and then motioned Rick forward. "Go ahead and come back here to my desk, and I'll get you started."

Leaning over, she found the papers in the drawer to start a file on Rick. She cleared the corner of her desk off. There wasn't much room in the small front office, but since she only had to work with the people who came in to pay their bill and get ownership of their car back, it worked for the company.

"You can sit in the chair." She put the papers in front of him. "Let me find you a pen."

Rick looked over the first paper without picking up the pen. She kept an eye on him while she restacked the invoices.

When he still hadn't started filling out the paperwork, she wondered if he couldn't read and write. "Can I help you?"

"There's not much I can fill in." He put the paper down. "I don't know the address of where I'm staying or have a phone. I know my social security number and name. That's about it."

"Do you know the street where you live? I can look up your address. We have maps for all around town and includes house numbers." She swiveled on the chair.

"No, I tossed the paper with the address..." He ran his hand down his beard. "I'm staying in a cabin by the river. I think it's called the Shoshone Canyon area."

She smiled. "Is it Tarkio Motorcycle Club's cabin?"

He nodded. She stepped to the other side of the room, retrieved the book of maps, and returned to the desk. It took her three flips through the pages to find the area and point to the location.

"71001 Lot B, Missoula, Montana." She showed him. "That's your address."

He picked up the pen and filled in the line. She put the book away.

"Don't worry about a phone number if you don't have one. The social security number is important, though."

Several minutes later, he set down the forms. She scooped them up and motioned him to follow her. "I'll start by showing you Jerry's office." She stepped into the back room and turned to him. "Tada. You can't get lost. It's literally four feet away from my desk and has a sink where you can wash up. Oh, and there's a hot burner. I always keep the coffee hot. You can get your own or have me get you a mug whenever you want."

Her laughter filled the room. Rick remained quiet. He must not have a sense of humor over the size of the office. The whole building was like an oversized shed.

"Let's go outside." She looked down at his boots. "Are your feet okay to walk? The yard is over five acres."

He glanced at her, frowning. "I'm fine."

Taking him on his word, she tilted her face toward the sky. It was a warm day, not a cloud in the sky. Most people would want to be at the river or enjoying the sunshine, instead of working. Not her. She enjoyed her job. It made her feel good to help Jerry and Aaron, and soon, Rick. It gave her a purpose and made her feel wanted.

She pointed to the left of the front gate. "When vehicles arrive, they go in this area, all the way to the third light pole. Jerry or Aaron will then bring in the paperwork they filled out upon pickup, and I'll make a file. We charge by the day." She glanced at him. "A new day starts at midnight."

He nodded. She held in her amusement. He hadn't picked up on her joke.

Walking halfway down the yard, she stopped and pointed to the back corner. "Every Friday, cars in Section One are
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