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      For everyone who fell in love with the taciturn Chief as they saw him pursue Trinity. Two somewhat broken people who managed to create a family of their own making. Because that’s real life and many of us have done that very thing. We hope you enjoy this peek into their lives since the kids have grown up…

      

      XOXOXO

      Dar & Lib
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      Neither of us could do what we do for very long without the women behind us, pushing us, encouraging us, and sometimes fussing if we try to push too much. Thank you to Nicole, Tammy, and Sharon for all you do and have done for the two of us. A lot of our success is owed to y’all tirelessly promoting our books and we can’t say thank you enough.
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      Times have been good to Turk Dennison, and his old lady, Trinity. But as the days go by, their love for what they do has dwindled. They’re both feeling burned out and ready to start the next chapter of their lives. Retirement. And oh, how he looks forward to future lazy mornings and spending the days hanging out with his brothers and loving on his wife.

      
        
        Trinity

      

      

      With each new case that’s crossed Trinity’s desk, a forlorn feeling has wrapped itself around her. Her heart has been broken one too many times by the system. It's time to call it a good, productive life, and know that in her heart, she’s done the very best she can for all of the kids that’ve come through her life. Now, it’s time to pass the reins to her youngest daughter, Cora.

      With Christmas right around the corner, they celebrate with their friends and family while getting ready for all of the festivities that accompany the holiday. While doing so, tragedy strikes another family. She and Chief decide to step in and mentor the remaining parent, as well as help him and his children while they heal.
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        Braxton & Cara

        Lily, Luca, Layne, Landon

      

        

      
        DJ & Hatch

        Ralynn, Maysen, Talon, Jasper, JJ (Hatch Jr.)

      

        

      
        Chief & Trinity

        Claree, Shelby, Cora

      

        

      
        S&B, Hannah

        Faith, Foster, Forrest

      

        

      
        Law & Cassarah

        Emma, Kaylee

      

        

      
        Capone & Bridget

        Axton, Cherish

      

        

      
        Twisted & Paisley

        Tig, Evie

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            READING ORDER

          

          REBEL GUARDIANS

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Braxton

        Hatchet

        Chief

        Smokey & Bandit

        Law

        Capone

        A Twisted Kind of Love

        Rebellious Christmas

        Talon & Claree (Next Generation)

        Seeking Our Revenge (Nelson Brothers Book 1)

        Reclaiming Maysen (New Beginnings)

        Jaxson & Ralynn (Next Generation)

        Seeking Our Forever (Nelson Brothers Book 2)

        Reviving Luca (New Beginnings)

        Maxum & Lily (Next Generation)

        Seeking Our Destiny (Nelson Brothers Book 3)

        Restoring Tig (New Beginnings)

        Alpha (Nelson Brothers Ghost Team Book 1)

        Bravo (Nelson Brothers Ghost Team Book 2) coming soon

      

      

      

      
        
        Where Are They Now

        Braxton

        Hatchet

        Chief

        Smokey & Bandit… coming soon

      

      

      

      
        
        Side note: Braxton and Hatchet’s stories have been combined into one paperback. We will be releasing paperbacks with two releases in one. Chief will be combined with Smokey and Bandit—after their story has been released.

        Thank you for your understanding and patience.
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      Turning in my badge is going to be a hard task for me, but once Trinity decided she was ready to retire, that was the same day I went into the station and put in my resignation. As I hang my gun and holster up on the coat rack in the corner of my office, I remember the first day I accepted the role of chief of police.

      I was fresh out of the military, and knew I wanted to be part of the police force. As a youngster, my dream was to provide safety and security to my Indian tribe. But those dreams changed as time marched on. Instead, I joined the military forces to get away from my overbearing, controlling father, Hotah, and the tribe elders.

      “Turk,” I hear my name softly called from the threshold of my office.

      “Trinity,” I smile in welcome, “C’mere, baby.” Scooting back in my chair, I pat my lap, the place I like her to be whenever we’re in the same room as each other.

      A blinding white smile greets me as my wife, my everything saunters over to me, and climbs into my arms. She wraps her arms around my waist as she settles her head in the crook of my neck.

      “Bad day?” I ask, combing my fingers unsystematically through her long, loose locks.

      “Terrible,” she murmurs as I feel a tear drop hit the nape of my neck.

      “Tell me about it,” I demand, my ire growing but I tamp it down and bury it so she doesn’t feel it. Her job is heartbreaking and takes an emotional toll on her, draining her.

      “Brother and sister, twelve and four, parents ‘accidentally’ set the house on fire while passed out from a drug induced coma. Some people just aren’t meant to be parents, Turk.” Her somber mood and tears have me reeling.

      My protective instincts skyrocket, but the husband side of me wants nothing more than to keep her here until she’s had a chance to compartmentalize her feelings, and gain control over her distraught sadness.

      “What do you need from me?” I question, the same thing I’ve asked every time she’s had a hard case land in her lap.

      “Just hold me,” she answers, snuggling in.

      “That I can do, darlin’,” I answer, wrapping both arms around her and pulling her in.

      My mind spirals, what the fuck is wrong with these people? Parents forget about their commitments and accountabilities these days.

      You don’t bring a kid into this world and purposefully place them in dangerous situations for your selfish needs.

      You just don’t do it, or you answer to me. Plain and motherfucking simple as that.

      
        
        Trinity

      

      

      The bloodthirsty part of me wants to ask Turk to find those two assholes and string them up by their feet as revenge, but the well-mannered, nurturing side of me wins out and I know that these parents need help.

      They need rehab and intense counseling.

      The addictive demon seems to be the leading cause behind parents losing their children in this day and age… drugs and alcohol. They lure you in and grab hold of you, holding you hostage and refusing to release their grip on you. No one knows what personality will lose themselves to the abyss of numbness, there’s no true psychological recourse in the books.

      Troubled or traumatic childhood… check.

      Those are the main reasons we hear as excuses as to why they want to forget. Even if it’s just for a short time. Then the next thing they know, it owns them and holds them and their every move.

      They forget about their responsibilities.

      Children.

      Jobs.

      Bills.

      They all get pushed to the wayside like yesterday’s garbage.

      This is why we end up with what we refer to as throwaway children roaming the streets, panhandling, stealing, selling themselves just so they can feed their bellies and rent a room for the night in one of the ramshackle inns where no one checks for id’s because as long as they get cash in hand, they don’t give a damn.

      “Chief?” A voice calls from the door, startling me and interrupting me from my thoughts as it asks for my old man.

      “What’s up, Chuck?” Turk addresses.

      “Got a case that came through yesterday, a couple of kids involved, it’s nasty,” this Chuck character explains.

      “Kids twelve and four?” Turk asks.

      “Yeah, how’d you know?” the officer inquires.

      “It’s Trinity’s case,” Chief responds as he pats my thigh. “Set the file on my desk so I can go through it in a bit. Who took the call?”

      “Jerome,” Chuck answers.

      “Newbie? How’d he do with it?” Turk asks, only I’m not sure at this point who the question is directed at.

      “Better than expected,” Chuck conveys as he tosses the file onto the lip of Turk’s desk.

      The file glares at me, and I glare right back.

      I hate this, I’m starting to hate people. I’m glad I made the hard decision to hand over my notice.

      People suck!
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        Chief

      

      

      Trinity’s sleeping on my couch as I scan through the reports.

      Mother’s name:

      Lorraine Elizabeth Moore

      Age: 32

      Father’s name:

      Kyle Aaron Moore

      Age: 36

      Children’s names:

      Tilia Jane Moore

      Age: 12

      Triton Mark Moore

      Age: 4

      Race:

      Mixed heritage: Native American/Caucasian.

      Same narrative as my life. Father is Native American, and mother is Caucasian. I’m gonna need to find out which tribe their father comes from and contact the elders. Sighing, I rub my hand against the nape of my neck as I realize there’s a shitstorm coming toward us.

      Just in time for the two of us to be retiring.

      Fuck my life. All I wanna do is enjoy our not-so-senior years together; we definitely don’t have to worry about money, so with my brothers now stepping back a bit from the club, I figured it was time for us to do the same.

      Our kids are on their own, even Shelby is finally making her way in life. It took her longer, of course, but considering the shit hand our girls were dealt, if it had taken her the rest of her damned life, I wouldn’t have given that first fuck.

      First things first, I need to interview the parents and see if I can glean further information about the children. Both are currently in the hospital recovering from their injuries. It looks as though a neighbor saw smoke billowing from the home and called 911 which is why they weren’t badly hurt, although from the looks of it, the little one is in critical condition due to the sheer amount of smoke he inhaled.

      “The new guy did a pretty decent job,” I murmur reading through his concise yet detailed report of the events leading up to our department showing up.

      I’m glad about that fact because even though I’m retiring, I’ve worked my ass off since joining the department to ensure we have the best possible men and women taking care of  our community. I always push for advanced training, and since we have a lot of interracial relationships and marriages, have my pulse on what’s happening on the reservation too.

      Hell, Trinity’s department has done wonders there as well; setting up classes to help new parents, giving lectures about ways to protect children in this day and age especially where social media is involved, and working alongside us as we talked about the exploding opioid issue we’re seeing.

      So many indigenous people succumb to addiction, which isn’t surprising considering they’ve spent their lives being treated like they were less than shit on the bottom of someone’s shoe. The problem is, they’re far more likely to dive into the bottom of a bottle, so the rise in drugs is doubly concerning. Someone is taking advantage of them and even though I haven’t really been a part of that life for more years than I can count at this point, I have family, relatives, who still adhere to all the customs and traditions.
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