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This book is dedicated to my handsome oldest son. C, you have made leaps and bounds in your life dealing with everything that’s been thrown your way. You are an amazing young man, and I can’t wait to see where the rest of your 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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Nineteen years old

The hardest part about being in the military has been being away from my family. Not that Kaiden and I have much left, but after our parents died, we went to live with our nanny and pappy on their farm. Having spent so much time there over the years, we quickly fell back into getting up early for chores, helping Nanny with her garden, and fishing with Pappy. For some, their lives may be simplistic, but honestly, I enjoyed doing stuff that didn’t involve technology. Too many people waste their lives staring at their phones or yelling at the television set while playing a game. It’s not that I don’t enjoy those things, I guess I just prefer being able to do things instead of sitting around. 

They came to our games and cheered us on, with Nanny making sure we ate what was needed to ensure we were successful. Sighing, I push thoughts of them aside so I can finish the obstacle course with a decent time. My goal is to beat my brother, Kaiden, but so far, he’s got me by about ten seconds.

“Come on, loser, pick up your pace,” Kaiden yells at me. I flip him off while increasing my speed. 

“You can’t always be first,” I holler back. He just grins and kicks it up some more, leaving me in his dust. “Fucker.” There’s no heat in my tone; he’s my twin and we’ve always pushed each other to do better, be better. He’s waiting for me at the finish line, a bottle of water in his hand.

“Not too shabby, bro. You knocked off three seconds,” he says as I work to catch my breath. “We’re still tops overall.”

“Good to know,” I huff out, finally able to take a giant swig of water. 

Once the last few come through, we’re dismissed until chow time. I think tonight we’re working with night vision goggles which should be fun. Kaiden and I have some experience since Pappy had some from his time in the military that he’d let us use whenever we went night fishing. “What are you doing until chow?” Kaiden asks as we make our way to the barracks.

“Grabbing a shower then writing to Nanny. Been thinking a lot about home lately.”

“Yeah, me too. Mostly about her cooking because the slop we’re eating is disgusting.”

I chuckle because he’s not wrong about that fact. “Kind of glad we had the experience of living with them because getting up at the asscrack of dawn doesn’t bother us as much as some of the others, that’s for sure.”

“Right? Plus, helping Pappy around the farm has given us working muscles,” he replies. “None of that sissy gym shit for us, that’s for sure.”

We make our way to the barracks, stopping to grab some more water then I head to the showers while he heads off to find Drayven. As the warm spray soothes my muscles, I think about the guys that we’re partnered with and realize that somehow, we’ve managed to form a brotherhood within our small group. Bonds are already being created just in the short time we’ve known one another. It’s amazing and surprising all at the same time. 

Finally feeling a bit revived, I make my way back to my bunk then dig in my trunk for a notebook and pen. Making myself comfortable, I think about all I want to say.

Dear Nanny,

I hope this letter finds you and Pappy doing okay. Make sure he hires a few kids to help with the harvesting. I know he thinks he can handle it himself, but you and I both know he’s not a spring chicken anymore. We, me and Kaiden, both miss y’all. 

If I never told you before, thank you both for taking us in after Mom and Dad died. I know we’re your grandsons and we’ve spent a ton of time with y’all over the years, but it’s a lot to take on two hormonal teens who are reeling from the loss of their parents. Because y’all were, and are, grieving as well, but you never fussed at us, just loved us through all of it. I hope someday, I have a relationship that’s as good as yours and Pappy’s. It’s filled with love and respect. While I’m sure you have from time to time, I’ve never heard either of you speak a cross word to the other. In this day and age, that’s pretty remarkable.

Thanks to Pappy working us around the farm, both me and Kaiden are breezing through the physical training aspect. Most of the guys we’ve started hanging with are, to be honest. I think y’all would like them, Nanny. It’s kind of like having more brothers, although no one will ever replace Kaiden, you know? Later on today, we’re going to learn about how to use night vision goggles. Since Pappy has taken them with us when we’ve gone night fishing, we both should breeze through it, but we’ll still pay attention in case there’s something we need to know down the line.

Just so you know, we both put you and Pappy on the important paperwork, like our bank stuff and what-not. That way, if you need to, you can access it. Don’t say no, Nanny. I can feel you doing it all the way over here. We want to be able to help and this is one way we can do it, okay? As long as we’ve got money for basics, we’ll be just fine. Let Pappy know that one of the hens wasn’t really laying much anymore but I think she’s still got value as she roosts on others’ eggs so don’t kill her yet. 

Well, I’m going to run for now. I expect it’ll be me writing to y’all, just know that it comes from both of us.

Love,

Raiden (and Kaiden too)

P.S. If you can figure out how to send some of those pecan bars you make that would be awesome! 

I put the letter in the envelope to get ready to send it out. Once that’s taken care of, I decide a cat nap is a good idea since we’ll be up later than expected to wake up at dawn again. It’s definitely a whole new world in basic training, that’s for sure.
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“Got a letter from the boys,” Wayne says walking into the kitchen where I’m putting the finishing touches on lunch. He tosses the junk mail in the trash then places the envelope next to my spot before sitting in his chair and opening the paper. “Mmhm, looks like we’re in for a spot of rain later in the week. That’ll be good for the garden.”

“I need to get the canning jars up from the cellar to get them ready for the pickles,” I reply, carrying his plate to the table. 

While some may consider it old-fashioned that I serve him, it’s how I was raised and after all these years, I’m not about to change. He does for me as well, so it works as far as I’m concerned. Besides, our relationship is ours and ours alone. It doesn’t matter to me what others feel about how I run my home and the aspects of our relationship. 

“I’ll go down after lunch and get them up for you. No sense in aggravating your hip, Emma-love.” I kiss his head in thanks before setting his lemonade down then make my way to my seat which is to his left or ‘under his heart’ as he’s often said over the years. Once I’m settled, we clasp hands as he prays over our meal, our family, the boys and their new friends, and most especially for our country. “Looks good,” he remarks, seeing that I’ve put together some goulash. 

“I was missing the boys today and this was always one of their favorite meals,” I confess, tucking my napkin in my lap. 

“Those two are something else. Real proud of ‘em.” 

His chest puffs out a little bit, causing me to smile. He’s always been hands-on with the two of them, even before they came to live with us full time. Kaiden and Raiden have always been their grandfather’s pride and joy. Every single time there’s a chance to brag about them or boast on their latest accomplishments, Wayne never once hesitates. It doesn’t matter how big or small the accomplishment is to my husband. Those two will never be a disappointment or do anything to tarnish their image in his eyes. 
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