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The Ride with Me books are for Daniel. 


Twenty-seven years is a lifetime. It hasn’t always been easy. Sometimes it’s been harder than you can imagine. We’ve shared tears and laughter, blessings, and loss. But it’s always been worth it. 


I’m looking forward to twenty-seven more, and all that they bring us. 


You’re the only one I want to Ride with Me.
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Rick Miles pulled his pickup into the lot at the grocery store and sat staring at the building for a minute. He’d been on the road all day and didn’t want to go inside and get groceries. He considered going home and worrying about it tomorrow, but he’d used the last of the sugar yesterday, he’d run out of coffee this morning, and he was on the last roll of toilet paper.  

Damn. He needed to suck it up and get it done. He took a deep breath and let it out in a rush before getting out of the truck and heading inside. 

Miles didn’t know why he let things go this long, so that he had to go when he was so tired, but it seemed like he did this every time. He waited until he had no choice but to go to the store and it always seemed to be at the most inconvenient time. 

He pushed the cart up and down the aisles, grabbing what he needed and dropping it in as he found each item, then moving on. He’d made it to the produce section and was looking at the apples. 

They looked good, but how many could he eat before they went bad? This was always a balancing act. How long would they last, how long could he stretch between trips to the store?

“Rick is that you?” a voice he didn’t recognize pulled him from his thoughts. 

Miles looked up at the name few people but his mother used anymore, and found a face that was vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t place it at first.

“It is you!” A wide smile spread across her face triggering a memory. 

“Courtney?” Miles couldn’t believe his eyes. he hadn’t seen Courtney in what? Ten? No closer to fifteen years. 

“I didn’t know you were back in town? Are you here to stay?” Her smile never faltered as she moved closer. 

“Yeah. I’ve been in town almost a year. I’m surprised we haven’t run into each other before this.” He’d had no clue she was still in town. Why would she be after so long? 

“Oh, wow.” Her smile dimmed a bit. “I’m so glad to see you. You look like you’re doing well. What made you settle in Dickenson?” 

He glanced down at his hands before looking back up to watch her face. 

“I did a lot of traveling way back when, you know that. I saw a lot of towns all over the mid-west and west. There was something about Dickenson that spoke to me. That made me think of it often over the years.” He paused, searching her expression for any reaction. “I’m not sure what drew me back here, whether it was the people, or the peace and happiness I found here, but when I quit rodeoing, the only place I wanted to be was here. So, I came back, got a house, and settled in.” 

“I’m glad to hear it. Did you ever get married?” Her expression never changed, though he was hoping to see some sign, any sign, that she hoped he hadn’t. 

Miles quirked one side of his mouth before admitting the truth. 

“No. I never found anyone willing to put up with me and my chasing the rodeo. I’m not sure which part was less appealing to them.” Miles shook his head “How about you? I’m sure you’re married with three or four kids by now.” 

Courtney smiled, but it was a little sad, maybe a little haunted. “I do have a son, but I never married. Just never found the right person. At least not one who wasn’t chasing a dream.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that.” He hadn’t missed the comment about chasing a dream. Could she possibly be talking about him? No, he hadn’t been chasing a dream when he’d come through here, gotten hurt, and spent the better part of two months with her. Thankfully, it had been just before a break in the season, and he hadn’t missed too many events to continue to keep him from the championships. “I’m sure your son likes having you all to himself though.”

“I wouldn’t say that. He thinks I’m too nosy, too bossy, and way too overprotective, but that’s how it is with kids sometimes.” She lifted one shoulder in a dismissal. “Anyway, I have to get going. It was great to see you again. Maybe we’ll see each other sometime soon.” 

“It is good to see you. Maybe we could meet sometime for coffee?” 

He couldn’t just let her walk away. Courtney was the one that had gotten away. Not that he’d known it at the time. He’d been so driven for that championship buckle. He’d never won the big one, but he’d made some good money on the circuit, and unlike some of the friends he’d made while riding, he hadn’t blown his money as fast, or faster, than he’d been able to earn it. 

“I’d like that. Call me when you figure out when and where.”  She turned and walked away. 

“Can I get your number?” he called after her unable to keep from watching the way her jeans hugged her ass as it swayed with each step. 

“If you want to see me again, you’ll figure it out.” She turned and winked at him over her shoulder, then disappeared around the end of the shelf. 

Miles didn’t know how long he stood staring after her before he realized he looked like an idiot. He shook his head, finished his shopping, and went home. 
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Courtney did her best to maintain her composure, especially when Rick had asked about her son. She hadn’t been prepared for this and there was no way she was ready for it.  

Rick was back in town. And he wanted to see her again. Once she rounded the corner, she hurried to get what she had to, then get out of the store. The last thing she needed was to be cornered and have him ask more questions. She wasn’t prepared for them and didn’t know how she would answer. To either him or her son. 

At the car she took a few deep breaths and steadied herself. She needed to go pick up Drew from her parents, take him home and deal with these groceries so they could both be ready for church in the morning. It wasn’t her favorite part of the week, but Drew needed the structure and the friends. 

It only took her a few minutes to transfer the bags from the cart to the back of her car, load up and go. She tried to push the encounter with Rick, and her guilt about the things she’d never told him, from her mind, but he still lurked there when she pulled into the drive at home. 

“Help me carry in the groceries, then I need you to take a shower.” 

“Mom,” Drew started to argue.

“The shower is either tonight or in the morning, and that means getting up earlier.” She met his gaze with the look on her face that Drew knew meant she wasn’t going to budge on this. 

He let out a sigh as if she’d asked him to move a mountain instead of helping carry in a few bags, then got out and did as she asked. 

Courtney listened for the shower to turn on as she unpacked and put away the items she’d bought, then started dinner for the two of them. Her thoughts once more drifted to Rick. She couldn’t help but wonder if he would figure out how to contact her and how long it would take. If he did, she’d eventually have to tell him the truth. All the things she hadn’t told him before. She glanced toward the bathroom where the shower had just come on, and wondered how badly that would blow up in her face. 

There was no point in borrowing trouble before it arrived so she pushed those thoughts from her mind, but Rick just wouldn’t leave. Instead, her thoughts turned to how good he looked. 

He had put on a little weight, but it looked good on him. So many rodeo riders worked to keep as thin as possible, though she didn’t understand all the whys, she had no doubt they had their reasons. Now, with a little more weight he looked good. 

He’d gone mostly gray, or at least his beard had. The cap he wore had kept her from seeing his hair. He was a little young to be as gray as he was, but she’d known people who started graying in their twenties. Maybe Rick was one of them. 

She heard the shower shut off and forced Rick from her mind. Drew would be in here in a few minutes and she needed to finish dinner. She focused on dinner while thinking about something Drew might enjoy. He was at such a difficult age these days. Starting to pull away from her and build his own life and friends. 

It was hard, both for her, who was used to having him around all the time, and for him. She knew it was normal, but she sometimes wished she could keep him about ten years old forever. Not all the time but she had her moments. 

She was just finishing dinner when Drew came back into the kitchen. Sometimes long tweenager showers were a blessing. 

“That smells good, Mom. What are we having?” Drew wore a pair of the long gym style shorts he’d taken to sleeping in over the last few years and a t-shirt. His shaggy hair was still wet, and she wished he’d let her take him to get it cut, but he was in that resistant stage. 

Courtney wasn’t going to force him and tried not to say much about it. She remembered from her own teenage days that the more her mom had pushed her to do something, the more she wanted to do something else, just because she could. 

“I was in a bit of a hurry. I tossed some potatoes in the air fryer while I cooked the hamburgers. Sound good?” 

“Sounds great. When will it be ready?”

“In a few minutes. Can I get you to get drinks for us?” She tried not to ask for too much, but she liked that he almost always did whatever she asked. Though, those days would come to an end soon. He was hitting that age where they started pushing back more and more. Before long it would be a fight to get him to do anything around the house. 

She finished cooking and served their dinners. Together they sat at the small table they’d used for most of Drew’s life. 

“What’s the plan for tonight?” she asked him. 

“Don’t have one.” He shook his head then took another bite. 

“I was thinking about popping some popcorn and seeing if I could find a movie to watch. Maybe the new Transformers movie. I think it’s streaming now. Maybe you’d like to join me?” She’d picked a movie she knew he’d wanted to see on purpose. She wanted to spend as much time with him as she could, before he decided he’d rather be in his room alone, doing whatever teenagers did when hiding out. 

“Do we have any ice cream?” Drew arched one brow at her. 

Courtney wished she’d been able to learn that trick. She’d tried for years before giving up. It must be something he’d inherited from his dad. 

“I’m not sure. I didn’t buy any today, but there might be something in the freezer, if you look. Does that mean you want to watch with me?” 

“Sounds like fun.” He picked up one of his fries and ate it. “Even if we don’t have ice cream. Do I get to yell at the tv when they do something dumb?” 

Courtney pretended to consider it. 

“I guess, as long as you keep it clean. No foul language.” She gave him a stern look. 

“I will, I promise.”

They finished eating and Drew cleaned up the table while Courtney loaded the last of the dishes, then she popped popcorn while he refilled drinks and got things ready for their movie in the living room. 

“Did you get more of my cheese stuff?” Drew asked as she handed him his bowl of popcorn.

“I sure did, it’s in the cabinet.” She tilted her head toward the cupboard where the seasoning was kept. “Not too much and make sure you put it back when you’re done. I’m going to use the restroom then we can start the movie.” 

They settled in on the couch, Drew right beside her and a blanket over their laps. It wasn’t cold, but she knew Drew liked the snuggling feeling. 

Courtney was a little warm, but she wasn’t about to move. She would soak up the snuggly stage as long as it lasted. 

Every now and then he would yell out at the tv. 

“NO! NO! NO! Don’t be stupid.” Or “That’s the WRONG WAY. They’re waiting for you… NO GO BACK!” 

Courtney couldn’t help but smile at how involved he got. She watched him as much as she watched the movie. She wondered what Rick might think of him, but quickly pushed the thought from her mind. 

No point in borrowing trouble before it arrived. 
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Rick got up the next morning and headed to the clubhouse. He needed to make sure everything was put away after the Kings of Destruction had taken their first group ride of the season yesterday and he had a few things he needed to get set in motion for the BBQ that was only a week away.  

He shook his head as he pulled into the lot in front of the clubhouse and parked. He hadn’t realized how much he needed a project until Cowboy had asked him to take on planning events for the club. It had given him something to fill his time, and he hadn’t realized how much he needed that. 

Sure, he had work, but that only filled a part of his day. He had spent years practicing, riding in competitions or driving to get to the next competition, that was if you didn’t count the time he spent caring for his horse. 

Maybe that was part of it. He’d sold his last horse just before moving to Dickenson, so that was another thing he wasn’t doing anymore. Now, he spent his workdays leading tourists on horseback through the mountains about a half hour away. He didn’t have to keep his own horse to fill that need, and when his day was over, he was done. He wasn’t used to so much free time.

Miles used to keep his own horse, but he’d sold Ranger when he quit rodeoing. Ranger was a good horse and still young. He loved the work, and it would have been unfair to keep him from the fans and the roping he’d done there. 

If Miles kept at this much longer, he will probably pick up a good trail horse, but Ranger would have been bored. Miles missed Ranger, but hadn’t found another horse that called to him in the same way.

It might be easier if he cared anything for tv, but other than the occasional movie, he didn’t even care about the thing. In fact, when he wanted to see something, he saw it in the theater or watched it on his computer screen. He didn’t even own a tv. 

As he gathered his notebooks and carried them into the building, his mind flashed on Courtney’s face. He had thought of her several times over the years. He’d assumed she’d married and moved away, especially when he’d been here a few months and hadn’t run into her. 

Now that he had, he was finding it difficult to keep her off his mind. Thoughts of her, memories of their time together, snuck into his mind at the most unexpected moments. She’d looked amazing, better than he did these days, but that wasn’t all he thought about. He wondered who would have left her alone to raise their kid. 

Inside he went to a table in the corner and dropped his notebooks, then went back outside to check the grill. On his way back inside, he stopped at the bar and poured himself a cup of coffee, then carried it back to his table where he got to work. 

He made a list of the food that needed to be purchased, then calculated how long it would take to cook and when it would need to be started in time for them to serve. When he was through with that, he organized the list of who had gotten back to him and what they were bringing. 

As he reviewed the list of people who had confirmed they were coming, Miles couldn’t help but wonder if Courtney and her son might like to come. A motorcycle club family BBQ might not be the kind of place they usually hung out, but the group was friendly and welcoming. Hell, they’d welcomed him. 

But how could he contact her to invite them? She’d only told him to figure it out. 

“What’s got you so unhappy?” Deacon, one of his brothers, pulled out a chair and sat at the table that was about half covered with Miles’ papers and notebooks. 

“I was thinking.” 

“Looks like it was something unpleasant.”

“Not really, I was trying to figure something out.” 

“What? Maybe I can help.”

Miles took a deep beath and let it out in a rush. “It’s about a woman—” 

“Might as well give up now.” 

Miles rolled his eyes then ignored the interruption and continued, “I knew her years ago when I was following the rodeo. Things didn’t work out, for obvious reasons. Anyway, I ran into her again last night. She said she’s single and I’d like to take her out, but she didn’t give me her number.” 

“Are you sure she’d be open to you asking her out?” 

“I asked her if we could meet some time last night, she said sure, but when I asked for her number, she told me to figure it out.” He watched as the prospect manning the bar today made a new pot of coffee then Miles turned back to Deacon. “I know there’s got to be a way to find out or she wouldn’t have told me that, but I’m not sure where to start.” 

Deacon watched him for a moment, as if he was missing something obvious. 

“What was her last name?” 

Miles frowned for a moment, not sure what that had to do with anything. 

“Well, yeah. We spent several weeks together when I new her before. Her last name was Sims.” 

“You said she’s single, do you know if she’s ever married?” 

“She said she hadn’t.” Miles’s scowl grew deeper. Deacon had to be going somewhere with this, but he couldn’t figure out where. 

“So, it would stand to reason her last name is probably still Sims, right?” 

“Yeah.” Whatever Deacon was leading up to had to be obvious, but it just wasn’t coming to Miles. 

The other man took a deep breath, looked up at the ceiling, and let the breath out in a slow exhale. “Have you considered just searching her name online? Or looking her up in a phone book?” 

“No one has land lines anymore but businesses, and since I don’t know where she works, that would be a waste of time. But it didn’t occur to me to Google her.” He turned to the other man in with a look of respect. “Thanks. I’ll try that. If nothing else, it will probably give me her social media and be a lead on trying to find her. Thanks. I’m not sure why that didn’t occur to me.” 

“I’ve noticed you’re more hands on than on a computer.” Deacon motioned to the notebooks and papers scattered across the table. “I’m not surprised taking the electronic route didn’t occur to you. Though I’m surprised you didn’t try a phone book. You said she has a kid. A lot of people with kids will have a land line so they can be reached.” 

“That might be part of it.” Miles lifted one shoulder in a half shrug. “I don’t have a lot of experience with kids either.” 

“But you’re willing to try it, for her?” Deacon lifted one brow as he kept his mildly disconcerting gaze on Miles. 

Miles looked down at his notes as he tried to find the words to what he wanted to say, then back up at the vice president. 

“There comes a time when you realize kids might not be in the cards for you. I’m okay with that, but at the same time, the women you’re interested in, unless you’re into much younger, likely have kids. Not all, but a good percentage of them. I realized a while ago that if I was going to try to settle down, to find someone to spend the rest of my life with, she would likely have a family. I’ve come to terms with that in here.” He knocked on one side of his head with a fist. “Since then, until I ran into Courtney, no one had interested me enough to pursue them, kids or not.”  

Deacon watched him for a moment. Miles got the impression he was trying to figure out how much of what he’d just said was true, but after a moment he nodded. 

“Good to know. At least you’ve thought about it.” His gaze dropped to the notebooks on the table. “Anything there you need help with?”

“I’ve got a few things I need done. The grill didn’t get cleaned yesterday. It did at least get parked where it belongs.” He looked down at the lists he’d been working on. “I was thinking to ask Iceman to clean it. I want to be sure it’s ready for next week and not wait until the last minute to get it done.” 










