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Chapter One


Rebel


Pain...
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“You can talk to him.”

I kept my gaze locked onto the dark gray stone.

“I talk to Leona all of the time when I come here.”

“Don’t feel like talking,” I grunted. Didn’t feel like doing much of anything, especially talking to a tombstone.

Raelyn dropped to the ground next to me and folded her legs under her. “Mind if I talk, then?”

“Seeing as I’m the only one hear listening, doll, sure.” She was going to talk even if I told her to go away. Raelyn had proven that over the past month since we had laid Tank to rest seven graves down from Leona.

Raelyn sighed and leaned back. “I wonder all the time why it had to be Leona. Why it couldn’t have been me, or hell, why did it have to be anyone?”

Why was going to kill me.

That was all I ever thought about. Why did it have to be Tank? Just fucking WHY?

“But then I know that Leona would tell me to suck it up and go have sex with Playboy and stop crying over her.”

I glanced at Raelyn. “Not sure Tank would tell me the same thing,” I drawled.

Raelyn pursed her lips. “You’re probably right. But I do think that he would tell you that you needed to keep living your life.”

Nah. Tank would probably be pissed as fuck and ask me where the hell I was when he was dying. We were brothers, and we let some rancid pussy get in between us. “Live,” I laughed dryly. “Not too interested in that much anymore.” 

I grabbed a cigarette and put it in my mouth.

Raelyn sighed and leaned her head on my shoulder. “There isn’t anything I can say to make this easier for you, Rebel. I still have days that I don’t want to get out of bed, but I can tell you that I’m here for you. The club is here for you. You’ve got a lot left that needs you.”

I lit the cigarette, took a deep inhale, and then blew out a plume of smoke. I didn’t say anything. All I wanted to do was to tell everyone to fuck off.

Raelyn leaned back. “I’m making lasagna with Memphis tonight. We’re making a big pan so there should be plenty for you.”

I grunted. I knew what Raelyn was hinting at. It had been three weeks since I had stepped foot in the clubhouse. I couldn’t do it. Not without feeling heavy guilt weighing down on me.

“Playboy was even thinking of playing some pool or poker, if anyone wanted to.”

I took a drag off my cigarette.

The rest of the club was living. They had moved on from Tank dying.

I hadn’t. Not even close.

“What time is dinner?”

Raelyn perked up and smiled wide. “I was thinking six, but if you want it earlier or later, I can do that,” she chirped hopefully.

“Six is fine.”

Raelyn jumped up and dusted the grass from her bottom. “Then I better get back to the clubhouse. I’m so glad you’re coming for dinner, Rebel. I think this is exactly what you need right now.”

“Lasagna is what I need right now?” I chuckled.

Raelyn laughed and shook her head. “Well, lasagna is always good, but I mean you need to be surrounded by people who love you.”

I turned back to Tank’s grave. “I’ll see you later, Raelyn.”

“See you soon,” she called. She headed toward where Playboy sat on his bike, just watching Raelyn and me. “He’s coming!” she called excitedly to Playboy.

I shook my head and took another drag. 

I wasn’t fucking going anywhere. 

After Raelyn and Playboy roared off, I walked to my bike and grabbed a bottle of whiskey from my saddlebag. I twisted off the cap and tossed it on the ground. 

“It’s you and me tonight, brother.” I raised the bottle up to Tank’s grave. “To you, Tank.” I pressed the bottle to my lips and took a long drink.

The amber liquid burned down my throat, but I didn’t cringe. Pain was the only thing I felt anymore, and the burn of the whiskey felt like home.

Pain was the only thing I deserved.

*
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Chapter Two


Prudence


Excuse me, sir?
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This was not good.

My routine morning has somehow morphed into opening my front door and finding a man passed out in my bushes.

Yeah, not normal.

I scanned side to side, hoping someone was going to jump out of the bushes and tell me I was being punked, but no one appeared.

Normally, I knew what to do in any situation, but this was one I didn’t think anyone could be prepared for. Hell, I worked with kids Monday through Friday. Kids who asked me every question you could think of and on more than one occasion made me question my sanity.

Never had to deal with this before.

The man in my bushes let out a loud snore and I froze. 

“Please don’t wake up,” I whispered.

Though, maybe if he did wake up, he would realize he was sleeping in my bushes and get off my property. 

That would be the best-case scenario.

I tip-toed over to the bush and looked down at the man.

He was sprawled out on his back, his chin tipped up, his head resting on a branch of my boxwood shrub.

My bush would never be the same after this.

“That’s what she said,” I whispered. As an eighth-grade teacher at the local middle school, I had heard “that’s what she said” at least fifteen times a day. So obviously, I was an expert at knowing when to say it.

You know when you’re the adult in the situation, but you don’t know what to do so you look for a more adulty adult? Well, I was the only adult around, and I needed to figure out what the hell I was going to do.

The man moaned, and his head lolled to the side.

I pursed my lips and grunted. At least the guy wasn’t hard to look at. If I had met him walking down the street and not with his head in my bush—that’s what she said—I would have thought he was drop dead gorgeous. Now, I just thought he was gorgeous, but he was knocked down a few notches seeing as he was passed out in my bush.

Don’t pass out in a woman’s bush without permission. Life lesson.

I could have just left him there. He moved, so he was obviously okay. 

Maybe give him a kick and yell at him to get off my lawn as I dodge back into the house?

God. It was Monday morning, and I was not prepared for this.

I looked over his body, and my eyes landed on the patch on his leather vest. Rebel. 

Oh, God.

No.

Nope.

Not only did I have a strange man in my bush, but he was also now identified as a biker.

I looked up and down the street, wondering if he had parked or crashed his bike nearby. No luck. My street was quiet with no cars or bikes parked on the road. Hell, even my nosy neighbor three doors down wasn’t outside. Or maybe ol’ Mrs. Banks had been outside and headed back in when she saw the state of my bush.

The man flailed out his arm, and it landed on my foot.

“Oh fudge!” I jumped back and clutched my hand to my chest.

“Fudge?” Rebel moaned. His eyes were still closed, but I could tell he was awake.

“Your head is in my bush,” I blurted.

He cracked open one eye and glanced to the side. “So I am.”

“Would you mind getting out of it? My bush, I mean.”

He closed his eye and sighed. “Never had a woman ask me that before.”

“First time for everything,” I drawled. 

He didn’t move, and I wondered if he had managed to pass out again. I tapped him with my foot, and his hand shot out. His wrapped his fingers around my ankle and held on.

The man’s head was in my bush, and now, his hand was wrapped around my ankle.

Paging the nearest adult!

How did I manage to get myself into this situation? As soon as I had seen his boots on the ground, I should have tucked my tail and hightailed it back into the house. But no, Prudence Miller never made the right decision at first. I had amazing hindsight, though. I wondered how old I would be when I actually knew what I needed to do in the moment and not ten minutes after the fact.

“Can you please unhand me?” I asked.

Rebel’s eyes opened and connected with mine. “Only if you promise to stop kicking me.”

“I thought you passed out.”

“So you thought to kick me to wake me up?”

I shrugged. “It seemed like the right thing to do to a person who has their head in my bush,” I grumbled defensively. 

Rebel closed his eyes again.

Shouldn’t he have gotten up? I mean, I know if I had passed out in someone’s bush, I would have jumped up as soon as I was awake. Rebel apparently didn’t think the same way that I did.

“Do you need medical help or something?” Maybe he was injured and couldn’t get up? Hell, right now I had no idea what in the hell was going on.

“Medical help?” His voice was deep and sounded like he had gargled gravel all night. “Not the kind of help I need.”

I clenched my fists at my sides. Just when I thought I might get a grip on the situation, Rebel didn’t cooperate. “So what kind of help do you need?”

He opened his eyes. “The kind no one can give me.” He sat up and scrubbed his hand down his face.

Clearly, there was a lot going on with Rebel, and I didn’t have a clue about any of it. “Do you want a hand?”

He shook his head.

“Uh, do you need...” No fucking clue what I could offer him. 

“Stop asking me what I need, babe. I get enough of that from the girls.”

The girls? Well, that was interesting. I had seen enough episodes of biker shows to know what he was talking about. “Well, I think those girls are offering you other things that I am not.”

Rebel chuckled and shook his head. ‘Trust me, babe, they’re not any different than you.”

I wasn’t amused being likened to one of his women from the club. “Do you need help getting out of my bush? Maybe you could call one of your girls to come help you?”

He ran his fingers through his hair. “I’m sure Raelyn would help me, but Mitzy would probably tell me to fuck off.”

“Charming,” I muttered.

“You got any coffee?” he asked. “Maybe a shower?”

Excuse me, what? 

“Uh, I have both of those, but I assume you have those wherever it is that you live.” Which was not my front lawn, in my bush.
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