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      First, there were four of them, then eventually six. The house was always chaotic; filled with laughter, love, and quite a few shenanigans along the way.

      

      Now there are just the two of them.

      

      Braxton has noticed his woman spiraling downward since Landon and Layne graduated. Since they dropped the pair off at college and went back home to Corinth, he’s watched her slowly disappear into herself. Not even the girls’ weekend he and his brothers arranged for their women helped; she came home even more despondent. He’s eager to get the woman he fell in love with back and pulls out all the stops to ensure she realizes they may not have started their lives in the traditional manner, but at the end of the day, there’s always just been the two of them.

      

      Cara’s had a hard time becoming an empty nester. With all four of her children moving out and beginning their lives, she’s lost. With their retirement looming in the background, what’s a woman to do with her spare time? The loss of driving the kids to their events has her moping and walking through her days like a zombie. That’s where Braxton steps in, and once again, saves the day. She can’t imagine what her life would’ve turned out like without him. Thankfully, she’ll never have to find out.
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        Cara

      

      

      “Just how many times can I mop the same floor?” I ask myself as I empty the bucket then take the mop out to prop on the back deck so it’ll dry.

      The house is sparkling, a far cry from the past nearly two decades when there was always at least one, sometimes all four, child creating some kind of havoc.

      “I have to snap out of this shit, I can’t even stand my own company at this point!”

      “What’s the matter, girlie?” DJ asks, scaring the hell out of me as she walks into my house without knocking first to announce her arrival.

      At this point, as long as the lights are on somewhere, our houses all have an open-door policy.

      “Hang on, let me make sure I don’t need a defibrillator to restart my damn heart,” I grumble to my best friend.

      Hell, we’ve been friends so long at this point, there’s not much we haven’t experienced together; from finding our forever loves to raising kids to helping when we didn’t want our men wiping our asses after surgery and childbirth.

      Every important memory in my life has her enmeshed, in the best possible way.

      She’s completely lost her filter at this point, but she never really had one to begin with if I’m being totally honest.

      “Such a drama queen. I think you get it from Layne,” she teases, making herself a cup of coffee.

      I roll my eyes at her as I pull out the plate of muffins I baked after Braxton left for work. Hell, I don’t really even have that to look forward to any longer. Sure, I go into the office, but now it’s only to process payroll since Braxton hired several people to take my place when the kids were so busy with their extra-curricular activities.

      He’s always done that though; anticipated my needs beforehand and made sure I always had what I needed as well as most of what I wanted.

      “Pssh, whatever,” I grouse, sitting down at the breakfast nook with my own mug of coffee now in hand.

      “Seriously, Cara, what the fuck’s going on with you? I’ve noticed you haven’t been yourself for months now. Spill it. Tell your DJ what’s got you so down,” she demands, taking a muffin and pulling it out of the wrapper. She then grabs the butter bell and one of the knives I keep in a container and proceeds to butter the hell out of it. She likes a little muffin with her butter.

      “I don’t know, that’s just it, Deej,” I cry out. “This is supposed to be the life. All of my kids are out on their own, hell, Luca and Lily both have their own families, and he doesn’t even live here anymore! I’ve dreamed about the time it would just be me and Braxton, anticipated being able to walk around the house in nothing but my birthday suit if I wanted without a kid popping out of the woodwork. Of being as loud as I wanted when we were, you know.” Even now, despite our older age, I can feel the blush heating my face.

      She laughs long and loud as she stuffs the muffin into her mouth. If she keeps it up, I’m going to pray she chokes on the oat bran. At least I’d have something proactive to do because I’d have to pull out my phone and call the paramedics for assistance.

      “I can’t believe you still blush when talking about sex,” she whisper-yells. “Jesus, woman, you’ve had three children and I know they weren’t immaculately conceived.”

      Her outrageous comment has me giggling, my dour mood momentarily gone.

      “Okay, I think having Layne and Landon leave just makes it all seem real. They’ve grown up enough, I’m not needed.”

      “You’ll always be needed, Cara. Hell, how many times a day does Braxton call you or shoot you a text needing you to resolve something for him?”

      I nod knowing she’s absolutely right. “It’s different though, he’s a grown man, not a child, so his needs are different.”

      “I just bet they are,” she snarks, winking at me. “Biker naked time. One of the best times of the day. Hell, if I could get this fucking babymaker taken out, we wouldn’t even have to take a week off each month.”

      “Are you still having problems every month?” I ask sympathetically. “Your periods are getting worse and more painful with each month that passes.” It’s a statement not a question, because I’ve been with her often enough, I’ve seen what they’re doing to her.

      The cramps debilitate her, and the pain has my hard-shelled friend sobbing. It’s been hard on me to watch when she has a looming deadline and pushes herself to the point that she’s inconsolable and shuts down.

      “They’re getting worse,” she confides, “way worse. “Hatch went with me to my last gynecologist appointment and all but demanded the doctor take all essential equipment out because it’s making me sick.”

      I take a good look at her and notice she’s got what I refer to as pain eyes; despite her makeup being artfully applied, she’s got deep circles and her gaze no longer holds any real sparkle.

      Not that you look much different, except for the physical pain part.

      “How did your doctor react?” Our men can be intimidating on a good day so if Hatch was forceful, and used his enforcer tone, I’m sure the doctor literally shit his pants.

      “He hemmed and hawed but then said he’d order some testing. Now, back to you, bestie. What the fuck is going on?” Her demand has me shifting in my seat.

      I can’t lie to her; she’s always been able to see through my defenses.

      “I feel useless, DJ.”

      There, I said it.

      No longer am I Layne and Landon’s mom, or Lily’s or even Luca’s. Now, I’m just Cara. It’s been so long since I was my own person, I don’t know who she is anymore.

      “What the fuck, Cara?”

      “It’s true, DJ. Up until the kids were dropped off at their dorm, I was still somebody essential to the kids and had a true purpose. Now, after Braxton leaves for work, I putter around the house, cleaning what’s already beyond immaculately pristine. Do you know that I have meals prepped and frozen for the next two months?”

      “Well, that’s not necessarily a bad thing. Leaves more time for hot biker sex,” she murmurs, snickering at me.

      I roll my eyes at her. Again.

      “Braxton takes me out on dates a lot more now than he ever has before, I think he knows something’s not right.”

      “Of course, he knows! These guys are like, omniscient or some shit. Hell, Hatch came home with more feminine ‘supplies’ the other day and when I asked him why, he told me he knew I was about to start. A-fuckin-gain!”

      It’s my turn to laugh because she looks so damn disgruntled it’s hysterical.

      “Let’s face it, we’re getting old, DJ, and it’s no fun. No fun at all.”

      “We need to find a hobby to keep our minds occupied,” she declares, pulling out her phone. “Maybe we can use all the shit we’ve done with the kids through the years and come up with something.”

      “Like what? I mean, this is the first year I’m not involved in the PTA getting the annual holiday festival set up.”

      “That’s it! This year, why don’t we have a booth of our own?” she queries. “We both like futzing around with our hands, I have several kids and adult holiday-themed books I can order more author copies of so they can buy a signed paperback copy, and maybe we create some of those wreaths and ornaments we like to do!”

      I think over what she’s saying, and a slow smile crosses my face.

      “We could do that, DJ. Maybe see if any of the other old ladies want to get involved and use the monies we earn to put into our charity for the local shelter or other causes!”

      “Let’s do it, Cara. We’ll set a goal for sales and market the shit out of it. I bet we can even ask Cassarah if we can hang some of the wreaths up at the salon on her sales board, with price tags included of course!”

      Standing, I go to my overly organized junk drawer, another product of being an empty nester, and grab a pad and pen.

      “We need to make a list of what we’re going to have to have, then we can go shopping to get all of the supplies.”
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        Braxton

      

      

      Sitting in my office with the door closed, I let my mind wander to the woman I need with every breath I take. Honestly, I’ve been looking forward to the day when it was just the two of us rambling around, sleeping in late if we wanted to, taking off on my bike for a day-long ride. She’s slowly disappearing though; the woman I love beyond anything is shrinking into herself more with each passing day.

      “I’ve gotta do something to snap her out of it,” I tell Ethel, my dog.

      She comes with me to work, even though she’s not too keen about riding on the bike. It might have something to do with being strapped to my back in the carrier Cara found for me online. But it keeps her safe and once she’s here and has meandered through the offices, she’s content to sleep in her bed fit for a princess, another Cara find, and hang out with me.

      “Knock, knock,” Smokey calls out from the other side of the door.

      “Fuck,” I mumble underneath my breath. “Come in.”

      “Whatcha up to, boss man?” he asks as he plops down in the chair in front of my desk and props his feet up.

      “By all means, make yourself at home,” I grumble, waving my hands to where his feet are perched on the top of my desk.

      “Don’t mind if I do,” he agrees, reaching out and grabbing a cigar out of my humidor. “Anyway, Hannah kicked me out of the house. Said I was up her ass too much.” He rolls his eyes with his words.

      “I get that,” I huff because he’s been here less than five minutes and I’m ready to kick his ass to the curb.

      “Ha, ha, motherfucker. I’m a goddamned jewel to have around and you know it, pres.”

      “More like a hunk of charcoal,” I argue. “And what, you were bored and decided to grace me with your presence?”

      “I came to brighten your day,” he muses, widening his arms.

      “Try something else, it’s not working, Smoke.”

      “Already got one, thanks for the offer though,” he jeers using the pun I used to shorten his name.

      “Why don’t you go supply Hatchet with your company? He was complaining about being bored and was up my ass less than an hour ago,” I furnish, hoping he’ll take the bait and leave me the hell alone.

      “Nah. Not leaving until we turn your frown upside down,” he replies, his eyes full of impish mischief. “Now, tell ole Smokey what’s got you pouting.”

      “I don’t pout,” I contend, shooting him a look of indignation. “Get out of here, man. You’re not my counselor.”

      “There’s a stick up your ass lately, Axe. You’ve taken your bad mood out on us. We can’t help you if we don’t know what’s lodged up there so stringently.”

      “Since when do you have the vocabulary of an adult?” I ask, already sick and tired of his presence.

      He’s one of the men I trust the most in this world, but he has a habit of grating on my nerves and crawling his way under my skin.

      “Hannah, of course. She got me one of those word of the day calendars, so I try to use them as often as possible,” he snarks.

      “How’s that working out for you?” I question, chuckling. She got more than she bargained for having twin brothers for old men, but she seems happy and content.

      “Not too bad,” he muses. “Although I need to make sure I’m using what I’ve learned appropriately so I don’t piss anyone off.”

      “Somehow, I can’t see that happening,” I harrumph.

      “Seriously, Axe. What the fuck is going on? Shit with the club is good, no issues that we’re aware of, we’ve all got more money coming in than we know what to do with, most of the kids are now grown and gone living their own lives. Things are golden.”

      Sighing, I drop my head in my hands before admitting, “It’s Cara. Something’s going on with her and I can’t get her to open up and tell me what that is.”

      “Empty nest syndrome,” he quickly advises, psychoanalyzing and diagnosing my woman. When I look at him, he shrugs. “What? It’s a thing, brother. She’s been tied up raising y’all’s kids for years, but now, they’ve all left the homestead. She’s only here doing odd and end jobs here, what, one or two days a week at most these days? What does that leave? A shit ton of free time and trust me, there’s only so many times she can go out to lunch. It still leaves a lot of hours in the day to amble around.”

      Fuck. For being one of my class clowns, I think he’s hit the nail on the head.

      “Why don’t you take off for a while? Take her on a trip or something, just the two of y’all.”

      Hell. He’s sounding almost like a fucking genius which tells me how low I’ve sunk if I’m even half considering his advice.

      But it has merit and has me ready for him to get lost so I can start doing some research.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Braxton

      

      

      Itching to find a perfect getaway for myself and Cara, I browse through the internet, searching for other men who’ve been in my shoes.

      The phrase ‘RV getaway’ catches my attention.

      I click on the link and begin looking over makes and models. It needs to be spacious, but not too big so that if Cara needs to drive, she can. Also, we’ll need a trailer to pull my bike because there’s no way in hell I’m leaving that behind. We could find a scenic route that we feel the compulsion to explore, and I want that option available to us.

      Everything's better with the asphalt beneath your feet, the sun shining on your face, and the wind blowing through your hair to erase life’s anxieties.

      One of the models captures my attention. It has a cargo hold in the back that would readily carry two bikes; one for luxury riding through town and one for off roading in case we want to hit some mountain trails.

      I reach out to one of my contacts we’ve used for years to get our tractor trailer cabs and find out they’ve got an RV division. Once I relay what I want, along with the upgrades I want for myself and my old lady’s comfort, I arrange for it to be delivered to the warehouse so I can inspect it once they’re done.

      Now that I’ve got a definitive plan in mind, I begin mapping out a route. Cara has always loved the mountains, so I decide we’ll take a leisurely road trip with plenty of stops along the way.

      I’m looking forward to going away, just the two of us.

      We’ve never been ‘just’ a couple; when she first captured my eye, we were both single parents, but it wasn’t long afterward that we became a family then added two more kids to the Callahan mix.

      Now that the kids are living their own lives, it’s time for us to live one without them under foot.

      Even though time has marched on since our first meeting all those years ago, she’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid my eyes on.

      She worries all the time about the stretchmarks the twins left behind, and about the fact she’s ten pounds heavier than when we met, but I don’t see any of that when we’re naked in bed.

      I see her; a vibrant, loving, generous woman who may be slightly crazy since she willingly jumped into being a biker’s old lady.

      With the blueprints for the design I want for us printed out, I put my daytime work on pause and head out the door. There’s nothing on my desk that’s urgent, so today I’m gonna spend some time with Cara and begin planning a trip that will make her smile.
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        * * *

      

      Walking into the house, I gasp when I see bags crammed full of crafting supplies sprawled across our huge dining room table. Cara, however, is nowhere in sight.

      “Cara?” I call out as I begin looking for my wife.

      “Braxton? What are you doing home this early?” she ponders, coming down the hall from our bedroom, her skin shiny and hair slightly damp.

      “Wanted to spend some time with you,” I answer, my voice gruff with unspoken need.

      The way I react when she’s around tells me I’ll have to be dead for my cock not to get hard. Although, I suspect when I go through rigor mortis, it’ll still be that way in preparation for the eternity I’ll spend by her side.

      Her eyes light up as she rushes into my arms. Pulling her close, I kiss her before scooping her up and striding toward our room.

      Gently setting her on her feet, I grin. “Feel like a little bit of afternoon delight?”

      As her face pinkens, I can’t help the chuckle that bursts from my lips. There’s not an inch on her body I haven’t seen, loved, or explored, yet she still blushes.

      “I’d like that,” she admits, slowly pulling her shirt off. Seeing her lace-clasped breasts, a little fuller now, has my dick hardening even more.

      “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” I murmur, reaching out and sliding the straps down her arms before reaching behind her to unclasp the offending material keeping me from seeing her gorgeous tits. Leaning in, I flick my tongue over each nipple, hearing her soft moan at my gentle caress.

      “You’re not so bad yourself, handsome,” she replies.

      She’s always done this, return a compliment with one of her own. She’s gracious, caring, and affectionate.

      “Love you, Cara.”

      “I love you too, Braxton.”

      Leaning down, I kiss a path from her jaw down to her collarbone. Her breathing quickens and her chest rises seeking for more of my lips. Lifting up, I drag my fingers along the underside of her breasts, caressing the soft, silky flesh.

      “I love the feel of your fingers on me.”

      “I love touching you,” I admit, gliding my hands further up her torso. Cupping both breasts in my hands, I allow my fingers to move over her nipples, tweaking them until they harden into stiff peaks.

      “Please,” she cries out.

      Stepping forward, I push her back until her knees connect with the mattress. Gently, I lean her back and lay her down. Crawling over top of her, I map her breasts further with light touches. She arches her back, her head digging into her pillow as she mewls.

      “Please what, my love?” I ask, knowing exactly what she needs but wanting to hear the words from her.

      “Suck my nipples,” she whispers, as though there’s a room full of people.

      As confident as she is in every other aspect of her life, when it’s just us, she still tends to revert to the shy, unsure woman of so long ago.

      “Glady,” I murmur, my head already moving toward the objects of my desire.

      With the way she’s already writhing, I know when I finally get her leggings down her legs, she’ll be drenched with need.

      First, though, I want to ramp her desire higher.

      She’s always had sensitive breasts and they became even more so after she birthed the twins. There have been many occasions when she’s orgasmed just through nipple play, which embarrassed the fuck out of her the first time it happened.

      Now, even though she blushes when it happens, she doesn’t turn nor shy away.

      She’s embraced her inner woman instead of running away.

      “You’re wearing too many clothes,” Cara whispers, lifting the pad of her finger up and running it down my sternum.

      “Guess we’ll need to do something about that, now won’t we?” I say, leaning back and grabbing my shirt by the neck and ripping it over my head. I toss it on the ground on top of her discarded top which has her giggling. “We’ll clean up our mess later.”

      “Hopefully, there’s a lot of mess needing to be cleaned,” she purrs as she reaches out and runs her thumb across my abs. “After all of these years you’re still the most handsome man I’ve ever met.”

      “Know what you mean,” I reply as I caress her jawline. “So damn beautiful, Cara.”

      “Make love to me, Braxton.”

      “It’d be my pleasure.”
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        Cara

      

      

      We disrobe the rest of our clothes and spend a few minutes admiring one another.

      Braxton softly blankets me with his body, the soft hairs on his chest tickling my skin. My legs lift and wrap around his pelvis dragging him closer to me, needing to feel us touching skin-to-skin. He complies for a brief period of time before traveling lower, kissing, and licking a path down to my center.

      “Need to taste you on my tongue, baby,” he throatily declares.

      “Okay,” I reply, my breath hitching the closer he gets.

      Even though I’m in the here and now, I still remember the first time he went down on me. It wasn’t something my ex ever did so I was shocked, embarrassed, coming out of my skin.

      But Braxton showed me then just as he’s about to now, that there’s nothing about me he doesn’t enjoy.

      “Open for me, baby,” he says, his hot breath wafting over my center causing my legs to splay.

      “Braxton,” I cry out as the first touch of his tongue swipes through my already drenched folds.

      Clenching the sheets in my hands, I lose myself to his talented ministrations. As he inserts two fingers and deftly finds my G-spot, I realize his intent is to make this afternoon delightfully dirty.

      Messy even.

      “You gonna come on my tongue and fingers, Cara?” he asks, the movement of his lips causing a shiver to course through my electrified body.

      I can already feel my orgasm building and marvel that even after all this time, he still focuses on me first.

      “Yes,” I purr, my hips unconsciously moving to the motion of his rhythmic digits. “Sooner rather than later,” I tell him as the tell-tale flutters start pulsating deep inside my pussy.

      He hears me, despite my constant moans and ramps up his pace, his tongue and lips focusing on my distended clit.

      As my release takes hold, I’m momentarily blinded, seeing stars as wave after wave crashes through me.

      He rides my orgasm out, pulling back just before I flinch because of the sensitivity.

      He scoots his body up, aligning with mine. Notching his dick at my entrance, he hovers over me while slowly entering me until I’m stuffed full.

      “Still so fucking tight,” he says, leaning in and taking my lips in a scorching kiss. I can taste myself on him and it intensifies my passion to where I’m soaring with need.

      Wrapping my legs around his waist, I loop my arms around his shoulders, caressing his head as he deepens the kiss while beginning to slowly thrust inside me.

      “I love you,” I cry out, my hips undulating in complete synchronization with his thrusts.

      “Love you more,” he pants out, his pace quickening. “It just keeps getting better, my love.”

      “Definitely,” I manage to reply.

      I can feel another orgasm building as his dick swells inside me.

      Keening his name, I throw my head back and lose myself to the pleasure now vibrating deep inside.

      “Cara!” he bellows out, as I feel his release spurting from his dick and filling me. Dropping his forehead to mine, he gently pecks my lips before rolling us to where I’m splayed across him.

      I’m not sure how he manages to do it, but he pulls the covers over us while still remaining connected.

      “Think we need a short nap then we’re gonna do this again,” he promises, kissing me.

      “I’m down with that plan,” I tell him, curling close and kissing the underside of his jaw. “I love you so much, Braxton. Don’t ever leave me.”

      “Until my last fucking breath, darling, you have me.”
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      After a few rounds of lovemaking, Cara and I shower and redress.

      Anxiousness is now strumming through my veins.

      I want to share with her my thoughts and what I found previously.

      I have a feeling she’ll be just as excited as I am to take some time away from home and travel.

      “Come with me, Cara,” I say as she tosses our discarded clothes into the hamper.

      “Okay,” she agrees, looking at me with skepticism. “What are you up to, Braxton?”

      “You’ll have to come with me to find out,” I banter, shooting her a wink that’s always made her weak at the knees, or so she’s told me on several occasions.

      “Now I know you’re up to something,” she playfully scolds but still follows me into our living room.

      I chuckle because she knows me so well.

      Pulling her onto my lap once we get to my recliner, I hit the switch that lifts up our legs so we’re curled together then reach over to the table where I laid the blueprints earlier.

      “Okay, so, I know you’ve been feeling off ever since we dropped the twins off at the college campus,” I start, looking her in the eye.

      I see hers drop as guilt covers her features.

      Cupping her chin, I raise her head so we’re once again gazing at one another.

      “A long time ago, I promised you that if it was in my power, I’d give you whatever you wanted and your heart's desire. I know you’ve been feeling a bit out of sorts, at loose ends now that you’re not running all over the place for Layne and Landon. So, I bought something for us today and want to show you what it is.”

      Opening up the RV plans, I set them on my lap and lay them out flat as I hear her gasp out loud.

      “Braxton?” she cautiously asks. “Is this what I think it is?”

      “A home away from home on wheels,” I reply, grinning at the pleading look on her face. “We can afford to take off and see the country, honey. I’ve got the dealer putting in some upgrade add-ons that were an option with this package so we’re more comfortable and Ethel can safely travel with us, but it should be available to be picked up by the end of the week. Now my question to you is, where do you want to go?”

      “Really?” she whispers. “Just us?”

      “Well, us and Ethel unless you want to leave her with Hatch and DJ.”

      “No, she’s getting older now so I’d feel better if she was with us where we can keep an eye on her.”

      I nod because I’d hate to be gone and get a phone call that something happened.

      Not like it couldn’t if we have her with us, but she’d have us, her pack of chosen people.

      “It looks like I could even drive it,” she says.

      “I got this model with that very thought in mind,” I tease.

      “Do you think everyone will be okay with us taking off like this?” she asks.

      I look at her and immediately know where her thoughts have gone.

      Two years ago, after a brief illness, we lost my mom.

      Nan was the glue that held the club together for years; hell, she held me and Lily together before Cara came along and revived my barely beating heart.

      There’s not a day that goes by that she's not fiercely missed, or someone doesn’t tell a story that involves her in some way. Cara willingly stepped into the hole left by my mom, taking over ordering shit for the clubhouse, making sure the bunker area stays fully stocked, and the bar always has alcohol for the days we decide to get together and throw a party.

      Spontaneous or planned, we’re always prepared.

      “Yeah, honey, they’ll be just fine.”

      “I really miss her, Braxton,” she acknowledges. “She was the mom so many of us needed and most of us never had.”

      I have to cough a few times to clear my throat. “Yeah, she was.” I still laugh when I think about how she had the guys create a storage room at the clubhouse.

      I wasn’t there at the time, of course, but there were so many times her proactiveness helped all of us.

      “I think if she were still alive, she’d have already kicked my ass,” Cara muses, giggling. “She sure didn’t put up with a lot, but every single one of us loved and respected the hell out of her. Gino is so lost now.”

      I know he is, he’s been hanging around a lot in the warehouse. Kind of unofficially working for me now that Stephan has taken over the Steak House.

      He still cooks for us whenever we have a family gathering, but I can see he’s miserable and lonely without my mom by his side.

      “So…” Cara drags out.

      “So, what?” I probe, wanting her to spit out whatever’s boggling her.

      “DJ’s not gonna be happy if we hit the road without inviting her. You know that, right, Braxton?”

      “She’s not your Siamese twin, Cara. We’re allowed to do things without the two tagging along, ya know?”

      “Yeah, I know, Braxton. It’s just, we always talked about traveling together after the kids all left home.”

      “Before y’all met Hatch and me or afterward?”

      “Both.” She winces after admitting that to me. “We thought it’d be fun to see some monuments and hit a few museums. There’s also some libraries that DJ has seen throughout the years, some of the largest in the country she’s wanted to check out.”

      “Good. Then Hatch can take her to see them,” I reason with her. “This is about you and me, Cara. Not you, me, Hatch, and DJ.”

      “I guess so,” she slowly drawls out. “And it’s not like we couldn’t ever take another vacation get-away with them as well, right?”

      “Exactly. Right now, this is for us,” I reinforce. “Just you and me, sweetheart. If you think about it, we’ve always had family or kids around and underfoot. I want the two of us to be able to be lazy, sleep all day long and drive all night, or spend the day checking out those small thrift and antique stores you love roaming through so much. I don’t want to have to discuss shit with a whole bevy of people.”

      “Bevy?” she queries, giggling.

      “Fucking Smokey decided to be an ass and had a word of the day calendar delivered and it was yesterday’s chosen one,” I grumble before a smirk pops out.

      Right now, she looks relaxed, carefree, happy, and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep her that way.

      “It fits with how large our family is,” she admits. “So, where to first? I know the kids might have an issue with us taking off on a whim, but they’ll be fine too.”

      She nods as if she’s settling some debate in her head.

      “We’ll make sure the twins have enough money to get them through while we’re away, right?” she suddenly asks.

      They’ve been gone a few short weeks, yet we’ve already been hit up because they want to do this, go here, and buy that. Their hands are still out, and my wallet is still empty with them living miles away.

      “Honey, they’ve got a meal pass thingy you insisted on ordering for them so they get three meals from their school’s cafeteria. Plus, you managed to talk me into a refrigerator for each of them that isn’t as big as ours, of course, but it’s bigger than the standard mini fridge most college students have, as well as a microwave and a hot plate for each one of them. I also recall a rather substantial trip to the local Costco to stock both of them up so I’m positive they’ll be just fine.”

      They will be, too, because I’m planning to call both of them, put my foot down, and lay down the law of Dad.

      I’m kind of pissed at our two younger kids as it is because they’ve both brushed off their mother when she tries to call to check in with them and even though she tries to hide her hurt, I can see through her.

      It’s not gonna happen.

      They’re not going to turn into little shits just because they’re on their own away from all of us for the first time.

      If they think they’re so fucking grown they can dismiss her like that, I can make that happen. A chuckle rumbles between my lips at the thought.

      Or, if they’re trying to distance themselves from being a biker’s kids, I can always arrange for us, and maybe even Luca and his guys, to make frequent unannounced visits.

      They’re going to find out that as far as I’m concerned, their mother is untouchable.

      And if one tear falls from her cheeks while I’m around, there’ll be hell to pay. No one makes my old lady cry, not even our kids.

      “You’re plotting, aren’t you?” she suddenly asks.

      “What makes you think that, Cara?”

      “Because you get this vein on the side of your forehead that pops out and throbs whenever you’re deep in thought. It’s the kids, right? Braxton, they’re finding their wings and learning how to fly.”

      “Then they need to find a job of their own to finance those expensive flights,” I retort, causing her to giggle.

      It’s one of my favorite sounds, her tinkling laughter, and I endeavor to ensure she’ll always find something to laugh about.

      “Maybe we coddled them too much?” she muses. “I mean, Lily and Luca were different. She babysat, ran errands, and even crafted things to sell for her spending money. Luca helped out at the club businesses before he ever prospected. But Layne and Landon didn’t do that and I’m not sure what we did so differently.”

      “They were your babies, Cara. Because of how independent Lily and Luca were to begin with, they didn’t always need us in a lot of ways. Not like the twins, especially after their ATV accident, remember?”

      I see tears well up at that dreadful reminder, as shudders course through me.

      “We almost lost them both,” she says, sniffling. “I think that’s when it all changed.”

      “But we didn’t, and they both fully recovered. It’s time to take the safety net away, sweetheart.”
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      I stop to think about what he’s saying.

      When they first came home from the hospital and rehab, they needed almost constant, around the clock care.

      I got used to hearing the little bells jingling as they’d call out to one of us for one thing or another, and if I’m honest with myself, I went a wee bit overboard, so joyously grateful they were still alive.

      “You’re right,” I finally admit. “They’ve grown spoiled as hell.”

      Braxton chuckles because I seldom curse, but it’s warranted in this situation.

      “Well, now that we’ve got that settled, where do we want to go first? We’ve got an open timeline, babe, so there’s no reason to rush back. Where do you want to go?”

      “We kind of do because we’re going to get a booth for the holiday festival, but that’s not for months. I want to see some snow, too.”

      “Can’t ride my bike in the snow or icy roads, babe,” he reminds me. Living in Texas, where the winters can get cold but there’s seldom ice or snow, we’re able to ride almost year-round.

      “But we can go snowmobiling or even skiing,” I say. “Well, maybe not skiing. The waterskiing incident is still too fresh.”

      “Babe, that was like, ten years or so ago.”

      A hysterical laugh bursts free from deep within his chest when I turn my flaming gaze toward him.

      “Braxton Callahan, I ended up with my left leg in a cast up to my hip, and sunburn.”

      “I remember, sweetheart, seeing as it was me who helped take care of you while you were down.”

      My face flames at the reminder of that miserable two months. I couldn’t even wipe myself after using the bathroom.

      It was mortifying.

      Then, without me saying a word, he had bidets installed.

      Best. Husband. Ever.

      “There are no secrets or mysteries between us anymore,” I cry out.

      He chuckles before leaning in and kissing me.

      Total distraction tactic if you were to ask me, because when his lips are sealed to mine, my focus always shifts, and I forget what I was saying beforehand.

      The house could be on fire and I’d be content to go up in flames when we’re touching.

      “I’d like to think we’ve built such a beautiful foundation with our relationship because we know each other so well, Cara,” he huskily replies, pulling back and leaning his forehead against mine. “We don’t take each other for granted, but we’re able to anticipate what the other is thinking and feeling. We’ve built a beautiful life, sweetheart, one I’m beyond grateful for, just saying.”

      “And this is why many of DJ’s heroes are based on you, Braxton. You and that silver tongue of yours.”

      My thoughts drift back to the first character she ever founded with my old man in mind.

      I was blustered and flattered at the same time.

      All the women who read and follow DJ’s books knew my man intimately. Even if they didn’t realize who it was about while reading the scenes.

      Still, he’s mine and even though I was touched that she used him as a muse for her male lead, I was a tad jealous.

      I’ve never been good at sharing with outsiders when it comes to the love of my life, the only exception to that rule was my children.

      And I’m ashamed to say, sometimes when I had hit a low point, I was envious of them too.

      “Okay, since you want snow, what if we just let the road dictate where we go?” he asks, breaking into my thoughts. “I know we’ll be able to find places to set up for a few days, even a week if we like the area.”

      “Montana?” I ask.

      I’ve always wanted to see those wide-open spaces, visit the wildlife parks, and maybe even meet a real-life ranch hand. My heart may belong to my chrome-riding biker, but DJ wrote a series involving cowboys and it piqued my interest.

      Not that I’ll admit that out loud.

      “Colorado too so we can enjoy the snow you’re craving,” he suggests, grinning at me. “We’re going to have to order some weather-appropriate clothes.”

      “Yay, online shopping!” I snicker when I see his look of delight because neither of us truly enjoy going into stores, preferring the ease and convenience of clicking, filling up a cart, then waiting for the lovely boxes to arrive on our front porch.

      “I’m sure you’ll get right on that,” he teases. “Now, let’s head to the clubhouse and break the news. I need to make sure the guys know who’s doing what while we’re gone.”
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      It’s taken three weeks to get our affairs in order.

      Since we’ll be on the road Cara wanted to update our wills and other legal documents.

      She acts as if we’ll be traveling through a live shoot out or something, but I gave her what she wanted with a smile on my face.

      The most dangerous foe we’ll encounter will be a deer’s antler in the forest, maybe a bear or two, not a flying bullet, but whatever.

      Twisted has everything he needs for running the club in my stead.

      Hatchet is beside himself as the second in charge, his ego is more inflated than usual.

      Our luggage has been packed and loaded on the RV. We’ve filled the cupboards with canned goods, boxed snacks, condiments, a crock pot, and drinks. We have enough food onboard to last us a month since the thought of going to a supermarket has us both breaking out in hives.

      It’s not the crowds that bother us, it’s the fucking shopping.

      At home, we do that delivery thing where we fill out what we want on an app, someone picks out our items and we only have to go to the store, make a call, and wait in the car until the person who’ll load the groceries in the trunk meets us in the lot.

      Best invention ever.

      Hell, we’re even using the loft above the cabin for the craft supplies Cara insisted on bringing to work on while I’m driving. At least she’s going to have something to do while riding for hours on end.

      I may have gotten an RV she can drive, but seriously, the only time that might happen is if I’m incapacitated in some way or another.

      She’s figuring on shipping shit back to DJ to store in her she-shed, which is good because there’s only so much room in here to begin with, but if it makes her happy, I’ll gladly oblige.

      The added cargo bay has my two bikes, a portable charcoal grill, lounge chairs, and an outside fenced pen for Ethel to hang out in when we’re sitting outside the RV.

      Her food, treats, and monthly meds for her dewormer, fleas and ticks are in their own cabinet, which makes me chuckle.

      We also have little sweaters that have been knitted by Lily as a gift in case it’s too cold for my girl.

      My only disappointment is in the twins’ bad behavior and huffy attitude.

      They weren’t happy that their bank roll was going on the road, and we wouldn’t be available to transfer funds for them to withdraw on demand.

      I flat-out told them both that the money they had in their accounts was more than sufficient and from this point moving forward, they needed to get off their assess and find jobs to line their pockets.

      I also advised them that their shitty behavior toward their mom stopped now, otherwise, they’d better hope they kept their grades up so they didn’t lose the scholarships they both received.

      Yeah, two unhappy kids, but when Luca called to tell me he was proud I was finally taking a stand, I wanted to beat my fists against my chest.

      It seems after my call to them, they reached out to both of their siblings, expecting to garner support.

      Unfortunately, they got an earful from Lily about how disappointed she was in them, then Luca laughed at them before lighting into both of their asses for their selfish actions and childish behaviors.

      It’s been a long time coming and much deserved.

      Nobody hurts my woman.

      No one.

      Thankfully, Cara is unaware of their pouting because all three of us made it perfectly clear that if she was told, everything stopped immediately.

      No one is gonna fuck with my woman.

      Not even our kids.

      I’m done, have been for quite some time now, but hearing her cry when she thinks I’m asleep broke something inside.

      “Cara, you ready, babe?” I call out.

      “Yeah, honey. Just making sure everything’s turned off, unplugged, and locked up. Gino is coming over later to pull everything from the fridge to take it to the clubhouse so it doesn’t rot and go to waste.”

      “There’s not a whole lot left.”

      “True, but there are condiments, some yogurt, and the refrigerated blends of coffee creamers. I think the stuff in the freezer will be fine, but I told him he was welcome to come by and get that if they needed it.”

      “It’ll be fine, honey. You paid all the utilities ahead for several months, so we don’t have to worry about those bills, got us a hotspot so we’ll have Wi-Fi on our trip no matter where we’re staying, and stocked the clubhouse with enough shit, we’ll still be using it a year from now.”

      She starts giggling then says, “I probably went a bit overboard.”

      “It’s okay, we’ve never done this before.”

      “I called the bank, too, to let them know we were traveling by RV with no destination in sight so we can use our debit cards with no issue. The clerk provided me with a list of logos to look for so we’re not charged any outrageous out-of-network fees if we want to pull out cash.”

      Not that it would matter; we’re beyond financially set at this point.

      Our house is paid off, we’ve got money cushioned in the bank mostly due to Cara’s financial prowess, hell, we’ve even got our end-of-life plans written out, paid for, and filed, again another of my woman’s ideas.

      With us taking Layne and Landon out of the financial picture, we could probably be gone for half a year or more, because money will still come in due to the club businesses, but I know my woman and she’d miss everyone too damn much.

      She suddenly squeals and practically jumps into my arms.

      As I hold her, her eyes shining up into mine, I can see the happiness radiating from her.

      She positively glows right now, that’s for damn sure.

      “I love you, Braxton Callahan. Thank you for doing this for us.”

      “I love you more, Caraleigh Callahan. And it’s always going to be my pleasure to do things for you,” I reply, kissing her.

      Fuck, now I want her again.

      Of course, this is our trip and there are no true deadlines or definitive plans as to when we’ve got to hit the road.

      Grinding myself against her, I can hear her breath catch.

      “Braxton,” she practically whines. “I already changed the sheets so the bed would be ready when we come home.”

      “And?” I arch one brow at her. “We can always change them again, babe.”

      As understanding dawns, she turns away from me and practically runs toward our bedroom, her clothes hitting me in the face as she runs.
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