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Chapter One​: Stuck in the Snow
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The holiday season was upon us in the mountains, and as usual, the tourists had come in droves. All the supermarkets, stores, and restaurants were filled with people from all over, enjoying the slopes and snow on the mountains.

For us locals, it was both a good time to make money and a headache trying to go to our local restaurants. I usually planned ahead and stored food and necessities for three months.

The best part for me was that some of these tourists loved to rent snowmobiles. So, while my usual job was in the car shop, fixing and repairing cars, I also rented snowmobiles and four-wheelers on the side. It was very profitable this time of year.

"Another one!" my business partner said as his tow truck entered my shop.

I laughed. Another idiot in a sports car thought that their muscle car could power its way up the mountain in the ice and snow.

I checked and immediately knew they had blown the engine, which would cost them a pretty penny.

I always wondered what they were thinking when they punched the gas and saw it going into the red, and their car wasn't going up any faster. I always told them afterward lower gear would get them up, slowly but safely.

As soon as I saw him and his best friend sitting in the lounge, I knew he was one of the guys who punched the gas and hoped it would work.

When I told him the price, he was mad and immediately wanted to call his insurance company.

They would call me, and we would debate the price. In the end, he would pay for one of my work colleagues to tow his car back down and somewhere else where it would be 'cheaper' to fix.

This was the usual song and dance; he would rent a vehicle from one of the many other places, and we would all get a kickback. 

We were locals, and we knew how to play the game. I didn't want to order an engine for this thing and spend most of my time fixing it; the rental company would charge him more than usual, the tow back down would cost a lot more than the insurance company wanted to pay, and the 'cheaper' place down the mountain would 'miraculously' have the engine parts needed as I had already sent the information. All in all, we would all make a profit.

"Asshole!" he muttered as he left my shop.

"I am so sorry about your car," Misty, the lady who worked at the rental place, said as she picked him up.

"Yeah, they want to charge too much to fix it," he said as she held the door open for him.

"These places always do," Misty gave me a fake stern face as she closed the door. She winked at me as she went to the driver's side. "We have a few trucks in stock, most of the smaller vehicles are already rented out."

This was a lie. All the smaller vehicles had been moved to a private parking lot away from the tourists.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~~ 
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I CLOSED THE SHOP FOR the night and headed towards the locals-only bar. It was one of the only places during this time that was for locals.

"Terry!" Misty smiled as I put my coat up.

"Misty, how did it go?" I asked as I ordered my usual.

"Double, with an insurance plan," she smiled as she lifted her mug. "He got one of the top-of-the-line trucks," she grinned as we sat down.

"And he calls me an idiot," I laughed.

The easiest play for him was to call an Uber or one of the many other ride-share services, drive down the mountain into another county, preferably a forty-minute drive, to a rental location near the airport, and rent from there. If he got as far away from the tourist trap as possible, he could have towed his car there.

I hung out with some of the locals and shared some of our stories. It seemed like it would be a good year this time. I was sure that I would be able to make enough to finally pay off my house and probably start building that back shed I had been planning for months.

I got back in my truck and started heading home. The snow was coming down heavier tonight. My friend Dawson said the roads were already iced over, and it would take most of the early morning to clear it.

I knew these roads like the back of my hand, but I still got snow tires and chains, just in case. I rounded the corner that led to my house when I spotted something.

"I really hope that's not what I think it is," I muttered as I pulled over.

This corner was a sharp turn with a dead spot. Most tourists always went over the edge, as they didn't see the hill's outcropping until it was too late.

"Hello!" I yelled as I held my hand up to my eyes to block the snow.

"Hello!" I heard a voice yell back.

"Motherfucker," I muttered as I went to the edge.

Luckily for them, it wasn't half a mile further, or they would have fallen much further down.

Still, this was a far drop.

I looked over the edge and saw shadows in the beam of a single headlight.

There were two of them.

"Stick to the side," I shouted down.

I went to my truck and pulled on the wrench and then pulled the cable behind me. I threw the end down. 

"Hold onto it and climb up!" I yelled.

"Thank you!" I heard in the howling wind and snow; I could barely make out the figures.

Slowly, I heard them coming up.

"Thank God you came," a woman said as she reached the top. Someone came around the corner, and I couldn't react in time."

"Get in my truck it's warm in there," I said as I looked for the other.

"Thank you," she said as she came up. "You're a saint!"

I looked down at their vehicle. "I am going to turn it off, saving some of your battery," I said as I lowered myself.

"Are you..." I heard one of them say.

I quickly climbed down and examined their car; it was a total loss. I got some of their things and tied them to the cable before climbing back up.

I used the motor to pull the cable back in.

"Wow, you got our things," one of them smiled.

"Yeah, no point you guys waiting until tomorrow, for clothes and other things," I smiled as I turned the heat up. "Where you guys staying?"

"Hendrich's lodge," the first one said.

"Nice place, not too far," I said, turning the heat up and driving.

"Alison," the first said.

"Debbie," the other added.

"Terrence, but everyone calls me Terry," I introduced myself.

"Thanks again, Terry," Debbie said. "We were down there for over three hours."

"The other person didn't even stop," Alison said.

"Probably didn't know you went over," I said. "You guys hurt or anything, want me to stop at the hospital?"

"No, I am a doctor," Debbie said. Most of it is bumps and bruises. We will go get a complete check-up in the morning when the roads are clear."

"Good idea," I said as I pulled into the lodge. "Brittany should be working the desk, she used to be a doctor at the local hospital, she's a bit cranky, but she might have some supplies for you."

"Thanks," Alison said as they got out of the truck. "We should buy you a drink or something sometime," she smiled.

"That would be nice," I smiled.

They got their things and waved as I pulled away.

"Tourists," I grinned as I started to drive home.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~~ ~~ 
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AFTER A FEW UNSUCCESSFUL attempts, Dawson and I finally got their car up from the embankment.

"We were so lucky," Debbie said for the twelfth time.

"Yeah, you were, a few inches more and you guys would be at the pearly gates," Dawson said. He wasn't one for idle chat with tourists.

Their vehicle had stopped right at the edge of the embankment any further, and they would have fallen straight down, and there would be no surviving that fall.

"Yup," I said as I looked the car over in the daylight. "Totaled," I said.

"It's okay," Alison smiled. "Glad to be alive, so it's in the hands of the insurance company now."

"That's what we pay them for," Debbie added.

"You know any good rental places?" Alison asked.

"Yeah," I said, motioning to my truck. "I will take you."

I texted Misty, letting her know I had some people and to give them a good deal.

I sat and watched Misty work her magic. It was funny that, for some reason, someone decided to leave earlier than planned and dropped off one of the economy vehicles just as the two women arrived.

This was really code, for she sent one of her coworkers to the private lot, picked out one, and brought it back.

"Thanks," I smiled as the two drove off. "I owe you."

"Nah, they seem like good people, accidents happen," Misty smiled as the two drove off. "Besides, it's nice to do some good this time of year."

"Aww," I teased. "Misty, are you getting into the holiday spirit?"

"Fuck no," Misty said. "Just doesn't hurt to do good just in case."

The door chimed, and Derek, the other tow truck driver, gave us the local wink as he brought a family inside.

"Do your thing," I smiled.

"Of course," Misty said, taking a deep breath and putting on her fake customer service voice.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  ~
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I OPENED MY SHOP AND started working on a car when the bell chimed.

I walked back to the lounge and saw Debbie and Alison walking inside.

"Hi," I said as I cleaned off my hands.

"Asked around and they told us this is where you worked," Alison said.

"Yup, my little home away from home," I smiled.

"When do you get off, we owe you that drink," Debbie said.

"I usually get out after six, just before the sun goes down," I told them.

"See you at six then," Alison smiled.

"Yes, I will," I smiled as I watched them leave.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"LUCKY FUCKING BASTARD!" Dawson laughed as I told him at lunch.

"What?" I grinned.

"You saved two women from the cold, and now they owe you," Derek smiled.

"Married women," I added. "They have rings," I sat back in my chair.

"So, the fuck what?" Dawson said. "Everyone knows marriage doesn't mean what it used to," he added.

"Very true," Derek said. "It's more of a thing of convenience than love for one another."

"More like a holding spot," Dawson added. "Hold onto someone so others can't get them, until one of them could find something better."

"Isn't that the truth," I said.

My wife left me for someone she deemed better three years into our marriage.

"Back in the day, couples tried to make things work, men tried to please their wives, and women were there for their husbands," Dawson said. "Now it's what can you do for me!"

"They browse the internet and look for someone younger, better, and when they do, they either cheat or they leave," I said, speaking of both men and women.

"So, like I said," Dawson smiled. "Lucky bastard!"

I didn't think I was lucky; it was just a drink with two beautiful blondes. I was sure that's all it was: a thank you for helping them out.

~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"HELPING US OUT?" ALISON smiled as we sat at a bar. "I think you are selling yourself short."

"A lot short, we had been there for hours and only two vehicles came by, before you did," Debbie said. "We were freezing, and the car didn't turn on once, we tried many times so we could get some heat."

"If you had stayed inside the car and used clothes to block the windows and...."

"It would have fallen over," Alison stopped me. "You and the other guy said it yourself; it was right on the edge."

"You could have..." I started to say before Debbie gave me a look.

"We are city gals, ask us to find a building, or beat up a mugger, or climb an elevator shaft because it got stuck, I can do it," Debbie said. "This surviving the outdoors, no way."

I smiled. "You got me."

We talked for some more and learned a lot about each other. Debbie was a pediatrician. She used to work in a big hospital but decided it was too much for her and started her own practice treating children.

Alison was an accountant and was very good at it.

The other thing was they were married, but not to any guys, but to themselves. It caught me off guard, but I handled it well.

They had been dating since Alison came into the hospital after a car crash, and their relationship had blossomed into a full-fledged marriage.

~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"FUCKING LESBIANS!" Dawson yelled into the phone as I called and told him afterward.

"Yeah," I smiled as I pulled up to my house.

"Didn't see that coming," Dawson said. "Oh well, better luck next time bud," he said.

"I wasn't trying," I opened the door and saw Jerry doing his need
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