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This book is dedicated to a few different people. First of all, my family. You give me unwavering support and have been my biggest cheerleaders since the very beginning of this journey. I love you! To the readers who are taking this journey with Darlene and I. Without you, none of this would be possible. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. To Darlene, my partner in crime with this series. I can’t believe this is finally becoming a reality after talking about it for so long. Thank you for doing this with me. I can’t wait to see where it takes us!

~ 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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Erin and I want to advise that this book is for ages 18+ as it contains adult language, situations, and content. There is a scene that deals with SA, but it’s not detailed. However, you, the reader, will be able to grasp what’s happening so if that’s a trigger for you, you may want to skim past that particular chapter. It’s integral to the storyline and isn’t done for shock value or anything of the sort. Both of us support those who have been SA’d then gone on to heal and recover. And, if you ever need a listening ear, reach out to one of us. We’ll point you in the direction of assistance or, just listen. Whatever is needed.

XOXO

Darlene & Erin

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

Growing up in Texas with my mom, grandpa, and older brother, I didn’t know much else other than farm work. Our family has always farmed, and we make a decent living doing so. From the time I could walk, I was doing small chores around the farm to help my mom and grandpa, Elwin, out. Tyler did things too, but he tended to do the bare minimum work and half-assed what he did do. There was never a time I remember him doing anything useful to help out around the place. 

As we got older, nothing changed with Tyler. Other than his work becoming even shittier and him not pulling his weight around the farm. Then he’d bitch about not getting as much money as he was told. Nothing was ever his fault either. Everything was either due to faulty equipment, someone else telling him the wrong information, or whatever excuse he came up with on a whim. Still, my mom never once called him out on his bullshit, preferring to coddle him and let him get away with whatever he wanted. Honestly, the only thing he cares about is money, getting his dick wet, and partying on a daily basis. 

My grandpa did call him out on his shit. He’s never been one to beat around the bush or tell someone what they wanted to hear. If he tried to discipline Tyler, or make him do his work all over again while standing over him, my mom would figure out something else for my grandpa to do. Nothing ever happened to the asshole he’s grown to become. At least nothing bad. He can land in a pile of shit and come out smelling like a damn rose. That’s how his life goes because our mom doesn’t ever do anything to make him take responsibility for anything.

I’ve never known our father. He took off once my mom got pregnant with me. Apparently he didn’t want to have more than one child, but couldn’t take responsibility for not worrying about birth control. I guess that’s where Tyler gets his penchant for not being able to take responsibility for anything he does. Tyler always makes sure to tell me I’m the reason he no longer has a dad in his life. I’m the child no one ever wanted to be born. Of course, he never says that shit when Mom or Grandpa are around. It’s when we’re alone and he’s beating the shit out of me or torturing me in some other fashion. I’m apparently to blame for everything that’s ever gone wrong in his life. 

I might be almost five years younger than he is, but Tyler has never once treated me like a little brother. I’ve always been a burden he has to control or exert his dominance over. When he has friends around, the beatings, berating, and torture are all worse. He enjoys having an audience to abuse me in front of.

It wasn’t long before I started fighting back against Tyler. By the time I was in eighth grade, I was taller than my brother and already gaining more muscle. Not only from working out, but from the countless hours of time spent doing all the farm work. Tyler doesn’t have those same muscles because all he worries about is lifting a drink or pipe when he’s getting high as fuck. He’ll never fucking beat me again. 

Now, I’ve made the decision to take myself out of the situation. I don’t want to be around Tyler any longer and will not continue to be his punching bag. So, instead of remaining at home to continue helping my grandpa out with the farm, I enlisted in the military. Today is my first day away from home. Not surprising, only my grandpa came to send me off. He’s proud as hell of me and supports my decision completely. It truly shows where I rank in our family knowing my mom and brother couldn’t be bothered to come send me off as I start this new journey. 

Don’t get me wrong. My mom did tell me goodbye. She just did it at home instead of heading out with me to catch the bus which will take me to boot camp. I’m not sure why she didn’t want to leave the farm, but it’s not in me to question her either. My mom is a grown woman and can make her own decisions. It’s just not necessarily something I would do when it comes to my children. I’d be with them until I could no longer stand with them. Giving them hugs and making sure they knew I loved and supported them until they had to leave me. Maybe that’s where I differ from others in my family. Who knows?

I’m so used to being alone. My grandpa is typically the only person I talk to. Yeah, I have friends at school. However, there was never a ton of time to hang out, party, or do much of anything else between school, homework, football practice, and then doing my portion of the work on the farm. Not a lot of teenagers have as much work to do as I did, so while we would talk and hang out during school and practice hours, then I was alone on the farm or with my grandpa. Everything I did was to avoid my brother since he’s an asshole. 

Now, I’m in boot camp and trying to get used to everything I have to do from sunup to sun down. Getting up early definitely isn’t a problem for me; I’m more than used to getting up early on the farm. I’m also not slacking in the working out department. The training and working out don’t truly phase me because I’ve been doing physical labor for as long as I can remember. 

The only good thing about this are the guys I’m meeting. There’s a small group of us who tend to stick together. When we’re not training, we hang out in one of the rooms or mess hall when it’s open. We’ve played a few pickup games of football when we can, and we play poker when it’s not feasible or we’re too tired. It’s nice not to feel so alone. Plus, I’ve spent some one-on-one time with a guy we’ve taken to calling Hulk. He’s fucking huge. Along with his twin brother, Goliath. We talk about things and have gotten closer daily since we don’t always necessarily have to be moving around or doing something like the rest of the guys. 

In all, the guys here that I’ve been spending time with are really good men. A little lost, some angry about being here, some excited for the new path of their life, and others like me, running from a past they want to forget about. I’m definitely running from a past I don’t want to think about. 

With nothing more to do today, I sit on my bunk so I can write my grandpa a letter. He’s the only one I’m going to be writing to. 

Dear Grandpa,

I hope things are going well on the farm. I’m sorry I’m not there to help you out like I have been. If things were different, I’d still be there with you. Unfortunately, I’ve kept a lot of things to myself growing up. There are so many things involving Tyler you and Mom don’t know anything about. I wasn’t about to run to you guys every single time he was an ass to me. It was time for me to move on with my life and find out who I am away from the farm and the toxic environment.

I’ve seen so many things I could have come to you or mom about, but it didn’t seem to be the right time. Not to mention, I know how good Tyler is at getting out of shit. He doesn’t have a problem throwing someone innocent under the bus to get out of any situation. So, without proof of what I’ve seen happening, I’m not about to bring things to you. One of these days I hope Tyler gets in a problem he can’t get out of. Not with his smooth talking or from having mom bail him out. I hate how she rushes to his aid when he doesn’t deserve it. Does that make me a horrible person, Grandpa?  

It hasn’t been that long since I’ve been here, but I’m already making friends. There’s a small group I hope I get paired up with once we graduate boot camp. We all hang out when we’re not busy doing what we’re here to learn and do. One in particular, Hulk, is fast becoming a best friend to me. I can talk to him about things he understands and doesn’t judge me for anything I say or do. It’s refreshing if I’m being honest. 

There’s only one guy here who honestly doesn’t fit in with anyone around. He tends to stick to himself. There’s nothing wrong with doing that. Especially being away from home for the first time ever and being thrown into everything we’ve been doing. Here’s an example of how bad he is though. We all have nicknames given by one another. This man refuses to accept a nickname for himself. He also won’t use ours when we’re all talking. It’s just kind of weird to me. I believe giving out nicknames is a sign of acceptance between a group of men. Maybe I’m wrong. 

One of the guys, Scorch, I’ve met here has a little sister. She’s a young teenager named Cricket. Anyway, her and her best friend Ophelia have decided to send us all care packages. They send us boxes with various items in them and small letters. It’s so nice to get things we need. Even if we’re only going through boot camp right now. We can’t just run out to a store or leave base for things like we’re all used to being able to do. It’s nice to get a short letter or note from a girl who worries about what I’m doing and going through. First time in my life I’ve ever gotten a letter from a girl if I’m being honest. I typically get things from Ophelia. 
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