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This book is dedicated to my youngest son. S, you make laugh on a daily basis with your crazy antics and the way you go out of your way to share funny things with me. I can’t wait to see where life takes you. I love you to the moon and back!

~ Erin

While I don’t expect him to ever read my books simply because he’s just a tad over a year old, this series is dedicated to my youngest grandson, Austin Dakota Dean. Because of you, I’m once again a grandma and I look forward to watching you grow up, sweet boy. Gramma loves you to the moon and back and beyond!

~ Darlene
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Trigger Warning:

Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Eighteen years old

Since I was old enough to understand life and what it means to choose a path, I realized there was no choice in the matter for me. Not when it comes to what I would do once I graduate high school. See, my path was already paved, and no one cares about what I want or whether or not I want to join the military. Every single man in my family has gone into the military as soon as they graduate high school. Most of them have made lifelong careers out of joining the service. However, it’s not what I want to do with my life.

If I had the choice to do what I want to with my life, it would be going to college to continue playing baseball and football. To further my education and actually find out what I want to do with the rest of my life. I’d have my best friend, Gavin, by my side as we join a fraternity, party, meet new people, and get a higher education. The thought of all the girls we’d have the opportunity to meet at college makes me want to go even more. However, there’s no way for me to actually attend college without taking out loans and starting my life out in a ton of debt. My dad won’t pay for me to attend college. He’s adamant I join the military and follow his path in life.

When I was a freshman in high school, I started fighting back against my father’s demands of joining the military. We got into huge fights about it. My mom never once tried to get in the middle of things because she knew it would only lead to him lashing out against her. Now, I’m not saying my dad was abusive in any way toward us; he wasn’t. What I mean is my father is a stubborn man who will remain angry as hell until he gets his way. I’ve never seen another grown ass man throw a tantrum the way he does in my life.

Cord, my older brother, never once fought back against our father’s demands to join the military. He graduated high school, signed his name on the dotted line, and went happily on his way to boot camp. He has never rocked the boat when it comes to his future and what our father’s expectations are for the both of us. Our path in life was mapped out from the second he knew they were having boys. 

My baby sister, Candy, has never been under the same pressure as Cord and I. She gets to choose what she wants to do with her life. Candy will get to go to college and have all those experiences one has while away from home for the first time in her life. It’s up to Candy what she does with her life and what she studies once she’s in school. There are no restrictions on her life, and I sometimes resent her for that. However, I can’t change my family or who I am. 

Mom has always been there for me. She understands my need not to enter the military and has listened to me rant and vent about following my own path in life. My mom understands both sides of the situation. Dad is a very proud man who loves the way his life has turned out. He served in the military until he couldn’t physically handle the work any longer. Then, he came back home and continued on with his life. Now, he fills his days with woodwork, restoring old cars in the garage to sell once he’s done, and keeping Mom company once she gets done with things around the house. According to him, he wouldn’t be the man he is today if it weren’t for the military.

I completely understand where he’s coming from. It just doesn’t mean I have to follow in his footsteps. My grandpa, great grandpa, and so on have all gone into the military to serve as long as they possibly could. So, according to every single male in my family, it’s the best thing for us and there’s no other option than to join the service. It doesn’t matter to him what anyone else wants. It’s frustrating as hell to say the least. 

Plus, a huge part of me doesn’t want to leave Gavin behind. He’s my best friend and we do everything together. Including sharing women. Not every single time, but for the most part, we share a woman between us. There’s just something about it which makes things even better than just giving a woman pleasure on your own. I’m not sure how to explain what makes it even better for me either. 

Anyway, Gavin has been accepted to over half a dozen schools and is ready to start the next chapter of his life. He’s just been waiting on me to figure out where I want to go. I’ve been putting off telling him about my father’s insane need for me to join the military though. I don’t want to hurt him or tell him the next phase of our lives won’t be spent together. 

Now, Gavin and I have both signed our names on the dotted line and we’re heading to boot camp. He didn’t want to have me off on my own doing such dangerous things. If the military is where I end up going, then he was going to be by my side throughout everything. I tried to talk him out of joining with me, but Gavin wasn’t hearing anything I said to him. He told me if I was going in, he was going with me. That there was nowhere else he’d rather be. We can always go to college later on in life or get what we need from the military when we’re enlisted. 

Today has been a hard as fuck day. Training is kicking my ass and I’m ready for nothing more than a hot shower and my bunk. Instead I’m putting it off to write my mom a letter before getting cleaned up and then laying down. Yes, I’m still adjusting to getting up at the ass crack of dawn to begin training followed by an entire day of everything else we do on a daily basis.

Sitting down on my bunk, I pull out my notebook and sit down to write to my mom.

Dear Mom,

Well, we’re here. I’m sure you already knew it since it’s been almost two weeks since we made the trip to boot camp. So far Gavin and I have settled in and are trying to get used to what’s going on in our lives now. We’re up before the sun and don’t typically get done until the sun’s once again setting. The only time we’re not moving around is when we’re eating breakfast, lunch, or dinner. Hell, even when I’m sitting on my bunk I still feel as if I’m moving in some way. It’s not like anything I’ve ever experienced before in my life. 

The one thing I can say is the workouts for football and baseball have made it easier for me to get through the workouts here. They’re fucking brutal, Mom. We don’t have a single second to think or worry about anything until we’re back in our bunk at the end of the day. Even then, I’m too exhausted to worry or think about much of anything. I have no clue how long it’s going to take me to get adjusted to this new life I’ll be living. Since it’s not something I ever wanted to do, I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to the life I’ll be experiencing from here on out. 

Gavin seems to be adjusting to life in the military. He’s not as exhausted as I am at the end of every single day. We are still attached at the hip for the most part though. You know how it is. Even when we both feel as if we’re dying and can’t suck in our last breath of air, he’s still right next to me. If I had to choose a best friend all over again, I wouldn’t hesitate to choose him. Gavin is the one person who has kept me sane for the last several years when I feel as if my life was being ripped apart. Stupid, I know. It’s always been the plan for me to join the military. Stupidly, I believed I could get out of it in some way since Cord had already joined. 

Have you talked to Cord lately? If so, I hope he’s doing well. It’s been so long since he’s come home. The last time he got leave I remember he went to his new girlfriend’s house. I hope he finally found his one. Cord deserves it. He’s always been so settled with his decision to follow in our father’s footsteps and live his life based on the expectations of others. Cord never once wanted to push back against the path Dad chose for him. I’m not like him and I never will be. 

Ya know, I have to say there are so many times I wish I were more like Candy. She gets to choose what she wants to do with her life. Within reason of course. I mean, none of us can do anything to disappoint our father or bring shame to the family name. However, she gets to go to college, live life away from home, and experience new things we haven’t had a chance to live through being at home. I mean, she still has a few years until she gets to leave home, but at one point she will be out on her own at college while I’m stuck in the military. While Cord is stuck in the military even if he doesn’t mind.

Anyway, I’ve been meeting some really great guys here. If I have any say in the matter, I want to be teamed up with them. We spend most of our time training together, sharing meals in the mess hall, and any down time we have is spent together. These men will have my back without a doubt in my mind. I don’t have to spend any more time than what I’ve currently spent with them to know we’re going to form an unbreakable bond. It will only help further our career if we’re all placed together because we already work so good together.

How are things with you and Dad? Has he settled down now that I’m no longer in the house creating havoc with my demands of going to college instead of heading into the military? I don’t know if I can be the man he wants me to be, Mom. He has such high expectations, and I was never once given a choice in the matter. That’s not unconditional love if you ask me. What it is, is him forcing his demands down my throat because it’s what’s always been done in the family.

I’m sorry his father’s own choices were shoved down his throat. It doesn’t mean he has to make me do something I don’t want to do. Not that I can change anything about it now. It’s definitely too late for me to take back the path of my life since I signed those papers. Mom, I’m not sure how long it will take for me to get over this shit with Dad. Or if I’ll even want to come home when I get leave or graduate from boot camp. I know I’ll have to face him, since he’ll be here for graduation and all that shit. I’ll be cordial and polite, but it’s the best I can do. I wish things were different for you and Candy, but I can’t change how I feel. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.png
ETTERS

om

MoM

TATTERED AND “JORN MC
IDARLENE “TALLMAN & TRIN OSBORNE





