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            AUTHORS’ NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Hannah’s experiences are very loosely based on the experiences that we had after Darlene’s failed hip replacement in October 2023. While some things happened, as is with fiction, those instances and scenarios were dramatized for effect. Plus, none of y’all need to know if she really had wardrobe malfunctions or not, just saying! We found it to be very cathartic in helping us work through the emotions we both went through during this season. And, not gonna lie, we’re probably extremely codependent seeing as Liberty pretty much stayed at Darlene’s house for months on end, only seeing her own family for brief snatches of time until she was further along in her recovery.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      When push comes to shove, Hannah, Bandit, and Smokey always have one another's backs. This time, it takes everyone associated with the Rebel Guardians to walk alongside the trio as they navigate what happened to Hannah after a skating rink accident goes terribly wrong.

      Hannah’s their glue and it’s going to take the men in the club to keep Smokey and Bandit from shattering into a million pieces, while the old ladies help Hannah adjust to the changes she faces.

      This ride is a bit different, but in true Rebel Guardian fashion, it’s not without the occasional chuckle, so buckle up and get ready for an emotional rollercoaster!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      “Come on, you two, it’ll be fun!” I encourage. “Don’t you remember how we used to go to the kids’ skating parties when they were little?” I ask, putting my best pout on my face. It’s worked all these years, so why let a good thing go to waste? If nothing else, I’ve learned from my fellow old ladies to fight for what I want.

      “We’re a lot older now, Han,” Bandit states.

      “Yeah, and I don’t envision any of us, especially not you, in a body cast,” Smokey adds.

      “Y’all know I’ve still got it,” I exclaim, wiggling my hips. And I do. “Besides, you know the girls will make sure I get a fancy one if that were to happen. Probably end up with glitter too, who knows?” Duel growls are heard around me after I make that statement. Even after all of these years, the mere thought of something happening to me rattles their cages. Of course, it could be the glitter too; I seem to remember the glitter balls that Faith wanted to make all those years ago. The stupid tubes exploded everywhere and months later, I was still vacuuming up tiny pieces of sparkly glitter.

      The triplets bought me some rollerblades several years ago, and I often skate through the trails that the guys created for the kids when they were younger for exercise. Not to toot my own horn, but I’m damn good, regardless that our kids are now in college. Plus, I’m not foolish; I wear knee pads and a helmet, although I doubt I’d need that at the skating rink.

      “Why can’t we just go for the camaraderie? Take a present, sing, then eat cake and drink shitty punch?” Smokey asks, clearly unimpressed by the venue chosen. “Surely, Talon won’t get out there and shake his booty. I don’t think he owns a pair of skates, for fuck’s sake. The man’s either barefoot or in his boots, after all.”

      “What’s the fun in that? They’ll likely have a couples skate and the three of us can get out there and wow the younger generation,” I tease, grinning at him. “Besides, Talon used to rule the rink when he was younger. That’s something you don’t forget.”

      These two men have no clue just how much they mean to me. They saved me from a life of destitution, one that was sure to be filled with loneliness and fear. Instead, I’ve had a little more than two decades of laughter, fun, and love with these two men at my side. While I never saw myself living this lifestyle growing up, it wasn’t a fairytale of mine, but the fact is, both of them complement me in so many various ways. I’ve got the self-confidence and self-worth to tackle anything set in front me, whereas before, abject terror ruled my steps.

      Our home has been filled with kids, pets, chaos, and love. Lots and lots of love. Even all these years later, both of my men can get my engine going with just a look. It’s something I thought was more or less out of my reach, yet these two men have shown me so many times how they feel about me.

      “Not sure ‘wow’ is the right word,” Smokey retorts, smirking at me. “More like ‘oh shit’ if anything.”

      “Speak for yourself, bro,” Bandit teases, shimmying where he stands. “I’ve still got it, and even though I’m not feeling the ribbing our brothers will toss in our direction, if our woman wants us to skate with her, we’re gonna fucking skate, you hear me?”

      “Fine,” Smokey rebuffs. “But if anything happens, I’m holding you personally responsible.”

      “Such a drama king,” Bandit states, rolling his eyes.

      “I’ll show you drama, king of jesters,” Smokey snarls, leaping toward his twin and taking them both to the ground. When the wrestling match begins, I simply step over the two shaking my head.

      “I’m gonna RSVP while you two measure your dicks,” I say, snickering.

      There’s one thing I can say for sure, and that’s the fact that my life is never boring.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Bandit

      

      

      “This wasn’t what I had in mind for the rest of our afternoon,” I grouse to Smokey as he continues to pace in the room the hospital put all of us in while we wait to see what’s going on with Hannah. With our three offspring away at college, unless there’s a club party going on, we tend to spend most of our weekends together in bed.

      Fuck, we can’t lose her; she’s the glue that holds us together. Smokey and I, along with our children, wouldn't be a cohesive unit if she wasn’t here to hold us together. Oh, I know, as does Smokey, that she thinks we were the ones who put her back together, but the reality is, we were existing before she came into our lives. We had our club brothers, and the businesses that we started, of course, but most women, unless they’re looking for a walk on the wild side with a biker, weren’t interested in what we wanted long term. We grew up in this unconventional lifestyle and knew that it's what we wanted for ourselves. When we found her and she didn’t rebuff our ways, we knew she was a keeper and we fought to make her see that for herself.

      So to see her lying on the rink, pale and unconscious, with her right leg obviously fucked up damn near gave me a heart attack. Thankfully, the paramedics got there fairly quickly and while Smokey rode in the ambulance with her, me and the rest of our brothers headed to the hospital on our own rides, with the old ladies showing up once they sorted out what to do with the kids.

      Having to call the triplets while I was flying behind them on my bike wasn’t something I want to relive any time soon. When the boys didn’t answer their phones, I reached out to Faith, who told me they were playing their game on their consoles since it was Saturday and that’s when their buddies all gather, talk shit, and play online. Her voice immediately changed when I told her what happened and she said they’d be heading home after emailing her professors. She promised to go grab Foster and Forrest by their ears and yank them away from their systems, have them reach out to their own professors since we don’t have any clues as to how long they’ll be home for.

      We know Hannah’s right hip was fucked up to the point where they contemplated emergency surgery, and she probably has a concussion, but outside of that, we don’t know the rest of the fine details of what’s wrong with her. Because they were taking her for a variety of tests, we were forced into this waiting room, which sucks. With her being unconscious, I feel like one of us should be with her.
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        * * *

      

      They discussed it, and after looking through her X-rays the orthopedic surgeon on staff didn’t delay and took her up for surgery a few hours ago so it was worse than what they shared. Sitting here is painful, and the only thing soothing to me is the fact that she should be out any time now, and the doctor or a nurse will be coming in to tell us she’s in recovery.

      “I agree with your earlier statement. This isn’t what I had in mind for this afternoon either,” Smokey spits out, flopping into the seat next to me. “What’s taking so long? It shouldn’t be taking so long.”

      “Kids are on their way, Smoke,” I remind him. “And the doctor said it could take two hours or so for the surgery, it would depend on what happens when they get in there.”

      “It’s been four so far,” he states. “Four motherfucking hours where we don’t know anything at all, and anytime one of us goes up to the nurse’s station to check, that bitch bites our head off and sends us back in here. Like we’re fucking children! I’m not liking how she sneers at us either. You’d think she wouldn’t be so damn judgmental.”

      We took a break earlier to go out and catch our breath. When we came back in and asked about our woman, the receptionist behind the desk told us we missed the doctor. We asked our family about it and they stated that nobody came out looking for us. That chapped our hides because we thought we’d missed our window of going back and sitting with her as she came out of the anesthesia.

      I shake my head at my earlier thoughts. That bitch sitting on her stool behind that desk snubbed us, and I have a feeling it’s because both Smokey and I have been up to ask about Hannah numerous times. It’s clear we’re all three together in a committed partnership. We’ve had our fair share of assholes take potshots at our relationship over the years, usually when Hannah’s by herself. Thank fuck she’s grown a thick skin throughout our years together, because when we first started out, she would come home and cry her heart out. Nowadays, she’s just as likely to flip them off, especially if it comes from someone she knows who has had multiple relationships and/or marriages. As she tells them, what’s the difference between her being with two men the rest of her life and them marrying five or six different men over theirs?

      “Let me go see,” Axe says. “I’ll glower at her or something.”

      Despite the seriousness of the situation, I chuckle, because over the years, he’s perfected a death glare that causes most people to shake in their boots.

      “Maybe we should send Cara,” I tease. “She’s a momma bear and they can get results more often than not.”

      Axe flips me off then heads out toward the nurse’s station to see what he can find out for us.
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