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      It’s Christmas time at the Rebel Guardians MC clubhouse and excitement is in the air….

      With a little help from some elves, will the men be able to pull off the surprise of a lifetime for their women?

      The kids are excited, the elves are on the shelves, Cara and DJ are plotting...come and join the Rebel Guardians MC family for a fun, holiday season that may find lots of kissing going on under the mistletoe!
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      To our PA, Nicole Lloyd, who inboxed us and asked if we could get something out for Christmas involving the Rebel Guardians. We joked around and told her she was killing us, because we’ve both got other deadlines, but the fact is, it was fun to revisit our guys during Christmas and see the crazy that the old ladies get into. So, thank you for pushing us. We love you dearly and don’t think we would be half as successful as we are without you!

      

      Liberty & Dar

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

        

      

    

    
      We want to thank the Rebel Guardians Insiders, as well as our ARC team for your support. It’s your love for this crazy group of people that keeps us writing their stories! Plus, your willingness to read the books and review them means more than you can possibly know. We hope everyone has a very Merry Christmas and a prosperous, happy new year!

      

      Liberty & Dar

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Cara

      

      

      

      “DJ, do you think we should tone it down a little?” I ask, looking at the carts we’re pushing through our local superstore. They’re overflowing with Christmas decorations for the Rebel Guardians’ clubhouse. Somehow, I think Braxton may throw a fit, because we already have two trees being delivered; one is a fifteen-foot gorgeous blue spruce, all nice, fat and full. The other is a slimmer tree that we plan to put in the movie room for the kids to decorate. Regardless, I can hear him telling me now that it’s a biker clubhouse, not a Better Homes and Garden photo spread.

      “Hell-to-the-fucking no!” my bestie yells, grabbing more garland. “We’re gonna make the clubhouse look like that movie we both love. What’s it called again? Oh yeah, National Lampoon’s Christmas Vacation. I’ve got one of the prospects picking up the outside lights and some of those giant inflatables.”

      I groan out loud thinking of how the guys are going to throw fits when they see huge outdoor displays set up. “Uh, what about their bikes?” I inquire. They all park pretty much in front of the clubhouse doors, so I’m not sure how much room there’ll be for anything up DJ’s sleeve.

      “Plenty of room! I had that new prospect, whose name totally escapes me right now, section off the parking area. Everything else is fair game!”

      “Braxton’s going to have a fit,” I mutter.

      “He’ll get over it because the kids are going to fucking love it,” she decrees.

      She’s probably right about that. He’s not a hard man by any means, but he takes his role as president so seriously. However, when it comes to the kids, he turns into a marshmallow, even though most of those so-called kids are now grown adults. “You know that Hatch is going to give us shit too,” I caution.

      “Who cares?” she blithely responds, tossing eight boxes of candy canes into her cart. “We’ve been decorating the place for years now and none of them have bitched too much.”

      “True, but we’re going a bit over the top this year, DJ,” I say.

      “Do you not think our younger kids deserve what the older ones got when they were little?” she inquires, giving me a look.

      “Of course not, but back then, there were only a handful of kids. Now, we’ve got grown kids, teens, younger kids, and freaking grandkids, DJ! I feel like we’re creating a situation that we can’t recover from.” I make a mental note to see if Braxton would be willing to let me color his gray hair; I personally think he looks sexy as fuck, but every time someone comes up with a harebrained idea, he complains he has a few more.

      “Precisely why we have to do this, Cara,” she insists. I watch as several packages of ornaments are added to the already overflowing cart. “We’re going to make cookies with the kids, help them decorate gingerbread houses, and also let them go shopping for that toy drive.” I groan thinking of the absolute chaos that shopping trip will create.

      

      
        
        Braxton

      

      

      

      “I tell you, they’re up to something,” Hatch states. “DJ had a gleam in her eyes this morning that, quite frankly, scares the fuck out of me.”

      I glance around the table; we’re having church and trying to figure out what we can do for our old ladies this year. With our other chapter coming in for Christmas, we’ll have plenty of people to watch any of the kids who aren’t old enough to stay home by themselves. “What could they possibly be up to?” I inquire.

      “Decorating the clubhouse?” Smokey responds. “Plotting world domination?” At his second remark, I glance at him. “Look, we all know and love DJ, but I have no doubts that she could pull it off, Hatch,” he says.

      “That’s my woman,” Hatch proudly proclaims. “She can do anything.”

      “Let’s focus, y’all,” I say. You’d think after all these years I’d become accustomed to my men and their antics, but apparently, I forget until we walk through these doors. “Where are we planning on taking the girls this year?” While we all have individual gifts, of course, each year we try to give them a collective gift that involves us, them, and no kids. Granted a few times, that trip has resulted in some kids coming along nine months later, but we’re a family so who cares, right? Plus, we’re too damn old to be impregnating our women, I’m not even sure if my sperm count is up to par anymore.

      “What about the Maldives?” Law asks. “We can rent huts that are separate but connected by a walkway so we all have our privacy, but are still together. The girls get the pleasure of the sun, sand, and shopping. We get what we all want; deep sea fishing, good rum, and relaxed old ladies. I think that’s a win-win for all of us individually and together, don’t y’all?” I flash him a smirk because none of us do without; our old ladies all take great care of us. He does have a point, however, because squeezing in time to fuck between answering the countless questions of any kids running around means that the long, lazy days of our pasts are gone.

      “That sounds interesting,” Bandit replies, opening up his tablet and doing a search. Within minutes, he has the site up on our overhead screen and we’re going through the various tourist attractions.

      “Trin would like that,” Chief murmurs when the screen flashes to a couples massage feature. “She stresses too much this time of year with all the kids in foster care.”

      I nod at his words. We do a charity run to collect toys and donations to help the kids have something come Christmas morning. Plus, I know our old ladies do their fair share of shopping, although none of us will ever complain. “Book it, Bandit,” I order. I’m looking forward to some much-deserved relaxation. I can’t wait to give Cara this present on Christmas morning, we’ll be bringing in the New Year with style and gusto.
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      “What the actual fuck is all of this?” I stammer out as we help the old ladies unload the packed-down SUV. “It looks like the store threw up in your car, Cara!”

      “All the babies will love this, Braxton,” she admonishes me. “Think of all of their faces brightening up when they see all of this. It will be their own personal winter wonderland.”

      “Where’s the winter? We’re in Texas for fuck’s sake.” Bandit mutters his displeasure as he loads his arms down with flowing bags of Christmas fun.

      “We bought some fake snow,” DJ singsongs.

      “You did what?” I feel a migraine coming on. It’s like Nan on speed. These two together make my heart beat faster, and not in a way that brings me pleasure. Only pain and misery.

      “That’s gonna be a hell of a mess,” Smokey whistles when he pulls the cans out of their bags. “It says here to keep out of reach of babies and pets.” He reads the directions on the back.

      “That’s okay, Smokey. We’ll have Hannah keep an eye on you, make sure you don’t accidentally stick some in your mouth.” DJ laughs at her own joke.

      “Very funny, wench.” He gives her the stink eye. “The only thing that goes in my mouth are her tits and pussy.” The mirth in his eyes has me inwardly groaning. I don’t think he’ll ever grow the fuck up.

      “Eww, Dad, that’s gross!” Faith states, sticking her fingers in her ears. None of us realized the kids followed us out.

      “Dammit, Smokey! You just scarred our daughter for life,” Bandit scolds his twin while pulling his daughter into his arms.

      “She’ll be alright,” Forrest states, grabbing a few bags himself. “She knows all about mouths, don’t ya, Faith?” he teases his sister.

      Bandit pushes her back, staring into her eyes. “What does he mean by that, Faith?”

      “She was sucking face with Marcus at the dance last week,” Foster says with a smirk plastered on his face.

      “She what?” Smokey bellows, dropping all the bags out of his arms. “You’re grounded… for life! You’ll never be left alone with a boy until you’re at least thirty!”

      I groan because Hannah, who came outside to help, is now glaring at her sons and her men while hugging her daughter close. “Oh, Smokey? Bandit?” she calls out.

      “What, baby?” Smokey asks as he picks up all the bags he previously dropped. He’s oblivious to the daggers his woman is giving him, and I hide a chuckle.

      “If you were to go by that decree, then we wouldn’t be together,” she states.

      “Totally different situation, doll,” Bandit interjects. I’m amazed that despite all the help, more bags are coming out of the SUV. I worry about my men and their abilities to carry the trillion bags that Cara and DJ returned with.

      “How do you figure?” Her voice may be sweet and she’s generally demure, but right now, she’s a Mama Bear and I suspect those two are about to feel her claws.

      “Well, uh, because it just is,” Smokey declares. He’s got so many bags, I can barely see him, but his voice rings out with conviction.

      “Whatever. Faith, sweetie, don’t you worry about not being allowed to date. Your aunties and I will make sure you’re allowed out of your proverbial prison cell, won’t we ladies?” When I see the evil looks on our women’s faces, I realize that Smokey may have just cost all of us.

      “Smokey, thinking you overreacted, brother,” I murmur so only he can hear. “Do you really want our old ladies threatening to withhold from us because your sons sold out their sister?” He sends a glare at me, then repeats the glare at both of his sons, finally, he ends up glaring daggers at his woman, then eventually sighs.

      “Fuck. Okay, fine. You’re not grounded per se, but we will be having a discussion about this Marcus character,” he announces, pointing at Faith with a bag that has strands of multicolored garland hanging out.

      “As long as we can discuss the boys and how they were sucking faces themselves,” Faith replies, “I have no problem with that, Daddy.” She gives both of her fathers a sweet smile, flips off her brothers when her parents aren’t watching, then skips into the clubhouse with a few bags she gathered during her father’s speech.

      “Jesus fucking Christ, DJ, don’t you think y’all went a little overboard?” Hatch grunts as he takes his own load of bags in his arms.

      “Guess now isn’t a good time to tell you that we’ve got stuff that’ll be delivered tomorrow, huh?” DJ responds, blowing him a kiss.

      Kill me now. This has gotten totally out of control. When I hear another voice pipe up, I tell Cara, “The will is in our safe at home.”

      “What? What the hell are you talking about, Braxton?” she asks.

      “Oh good! I’m so glad we got here in time,” Nan announces. “This is my favorite part of the season, decorating!” Should’ve known she played a part in buying out the store.

      Cara grins at me and pats my chest. “You’ll be okay, honey. It’s just Christmas.” Just Christmas she says. What she forgets to mention is how much our credit cards were charged. I feel my bank account dwindling in funds. There goes my early retirement.

      “Yeah, Christmas with the fucking Griswolds,” I mutter. How do I know this fucking movie? Because the crazy woman I married and her best friend play it at least twenty times during the ‘festive holiday season’ and while it’s best watched, at least to me, under the influence of alcohol, I still know more than I want to about Clark and his damn family. An imaginary family, at that!

      “Brother, guess we need to up our rates,” Hatch calls out. I turn and see one of our prospects coming in with a club vehicle laden down with what appears to be two trees as well as more fucking bags.

      “Cara!” I bellow. Because if this vehicle is showing up, that means there’s one more coming tomorrow!

      “Yeah, honey?” she questions, coming up and leaning into me. Without thinking, my arm curves around her shoulder and I pull her in for a kiss, eliciting ewws from the kids.

      “Babe, seriously?” I ask, pointing to the second vehicle. She at least has the decency to blush, but DJ now has her hands on her hips. Fucking hell.

      “Listen here, Braxton Callahan, we’re going to have our whole family here for Christmas, plus we figured we’d help the kids that Trin has on her caseload, so we sponsored their Christmases as well,” DJ states. “And before you get your boxers in a bunch, the old ladies paid for all of this! Not the club. Y’all only took care of the decorations for the clubhouse. Oh, and the food that we put an order in for, but that’s it! We want all the kids in the community to have a good time, not just our kids.”

      When she puts it like that, I kind of feel like Scrooge. None of our old ladies really ask for much, and it’s not like our businesses are hurting. Hell, all of us could stop working today and still have enough money for our great-grandchildren to spend. Earlier a sarcastic comment entered my head when I spoke about not having enough to retire on. I look over at Trinity and ask, “Are there more kids who need taken care of? The brothers will handle that if there are, just get us some wish lists together.” She claps her hands and the other old ladies squeal and somehow, I feel like I’ve just been had.
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