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True Me is dedicated to everyone who has ever felt the need to not be themselves around others. You are who you are and it’s beautiful. Always be true to yourself and don’t let others make you feel some kind of way for your truth. 
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Dear Readers,

I’d like to first thank you for you continued support. Fallen Brethren MC is a new series even though you’ve already gotten a glimpse into their world through two different anthologies. I have worked on building up the worlds before I wrote the extended versions of Reaper/Alex and Trax/Reagan’s stories.

In this series, you will get to see a few characters from the Wild Kings MC. They will not appear in every book, and it will be limited on who you see. Tank, Grim, Cage, Joker, and Skylar will be the main ones I bring into this series for different story lines coming through. You will also see several members of the Phantom Bastards MC. Slim, Playboy, and Kingston are the main ones who will be mentioned. One of the things I will be bringing forward in this series is helping out women and children going through domestic violence. It will not be a large part of the story lines, but they will implement doing something to help those in need.

Thank you for the support and I hope you enjoy this new series and world!

Erin Osborne

Trigger Warnings

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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One truth.

The truth of my past is something I never want to have exposed. When I’m with others, I try to be the person they want me to be and forget who I am outside of the walls of the clubhouse. I’m the girl everyone can go to about any problem while pushing my own down to the very bottom of myself. 

One truth.

I’ve never wanted anyone more than the one girl who always has a smile on her face. The girl who pretends to be happy even when her world is falling apart. However, I’m not the only one interested in her and that’s a truth I have to come to terms with and decide how to move forward with this situation. 

One truth.

I’m always seen as someone others can count on but is rarely taken seriously. One person sees me and who I truly am. The girl who doesn’t have anything to do with the members of the club other than being there as a friend. She captivates me in ways no one else ever has. With another member having feelings for her, I’m not sure what to do with my feelings. The truth will hopefully set us free and give us the ending we all want. 
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Rebel

GROWING UP IN Clinton, I learned several lessons starting at an early age. Some of them were good while others were horrible and I hated having to go through the pain of losing those around me I loved the most in the world. However, my grandma always told me we all have to go through life’s lessons in order to learn and grow as a person. That the lessons we live through teach us how strong we are and what we can overcome in order to build the life we truly want. A life that won’t be worth living if we don’t have to suffer in order to be able to appreciate the good times in our lives. I’m not sure how true her words are, but I’ll take them and try to live my life the way she wants me to. 

I never wanted to leave Clinton when I was growing up. It was the place all of my happy memories were built and I wanted to remain close to my grandma and the home my parents raised me in. My life was built in Clinton and despite knowing there are so many places in the world to explore and fall in love with, my sights didn’t soar that high because my entire world was in the city I call home. At least that’s what I tell myself because the truth of the matter is I’m scared to leave the only place I’ve ever called home. 

The first lesson I learned was at the age of five. That lesson taught me that choices parents make are hard and not what their child wants at the time. My parents are successful business owners and they spend most of their time traveling the world to secure various business deals. I could travel with them when I was little since I had a nanny who would take me out in each new city we stayed in and taught me about the various cultures and sights we saw. When I was of age to start school, my parents made the decision to have me live with my grandma. They didn’t want me to homeschool and be taught by tutors. My parents wanted me to be around children my age and learn to socialize like a normal kid. I hated not being with them but loved living with my grandma. 

My grandma supported every decision I made and tried her hardest to give me the life I wanted to live. I was enrolled in gymnastics and started cheerleading as soon as I was old enough. I’d spend countless hours each day once my homework was done watching videos of cheer routines and loved watching the girls be thrown in the air. They looked so weightless and I thought it would make me feel free as if I could conquer anything as long as I was flying through the air and landing on the hands of my base. So, I worked the hardest I’ve ever done in order to become a cheerleader and flyer for my squad. Gymnastics only helped me accomplish my goal and I fell even more in love with the sport regardless of what anyone thought. My grandma made it to every single competition I was in and when my parents were in town, they’d show up and cheer louder than any other parent in the place. 

When my parents were in town and had time off from work, I was the sole focus of their world. They’d take me out for meals, help me with school work, go to any competition or school event I had during their time at home, and took me on several vacations. It made the time away from them that much harder even as I grew into a teenager and school and my sports took up all my time. I missed my parents and phone calls just aren’t the same as having them with me in person. No matter how much my grandma loved and supported me, there’s just something about missing my parents that weighed heavy on my shoulders. 

My parents supported me and didn’t leave the burden to rest on my grandma’s shoulders. They sent money to ensure I had everything for gymnastics and cheerleading, was able to get new clothes and school supplies at the beginning of each school year, and ensured I was able to buy dresses for school dances. I was given every luxury a teenage girl could want and yet it meant nothing to me. I’d rather my parents be home with us instead of just having their money. Even if I understood how much they loved their job and how much it meant to them. 

My second lesson in life started my senior year of high school. A new kid started school. He’s the best looking guy I’ve ever seen in my life. Tall, dark, and handsome was the best way to describe Chad. He was over six foot tall with thick dark hair that always managed to hang down in his eyes. Chad had the brightest green eyes that drew everyone’s attention to him. His body was muscular from his years of playing football and training vigorously. My favorite part of him was his smile. It always lit up a room up and drew everyone into his orbit. We quickly started spending time together and became a couple within weeks of him starting school. Everyone thought we were the perfect couple. Even my grandma loved Chad. He spent a lot of time at the house with us and was always helping fix things around the house or preparing meals for us on a weekly basis. The few times my parents talked to him, they thought he was a really nice guy too.

Life’s third lesson I was taught came about when I was a senior in high school. Two lessons started in one year and it threw me for a loop if I’m being honest. This lesson is about losing those you love. I lost my parents when the plane they were traveling in crashed and no one survived. No one knows what happened and a thorough investigation was completed. All of the families for those who were lost in the crash asked a million questions about what happened and we never did get the answers we were desperate for. There weren’t any mechanical failures or anything obvious to cause the crash that took too many lives and caused destruction for so many. All I know is for the first time in my life, I was sucked into a dark abyss from the depression consuming me from the loss of my parents. 

The first week after their death, I spent alone in my bed with the covers pulled up over my head. I didn’t eat, sleep, shower, or move from the middle of my little seclusion. I wailed, sobbed, and screamed out all of my pain as my grandma and Chad stood by helplessly and watched me with worry and fear in their eyes every time I met their gaze. Neither one of them could do anything to get me out of my bed and I didn’t want them near me. While I never yelled and screamed at them to get out of my room, I didn’t engage with them or even see them in anything other than a thick haze that shrouded me like a blanket I couldn’t unwrap from my body and mind. My eyes might have been open, but I wasn’t seeing anything around me. The only thing I saw was all the memories of my parents that I’ve been able to live over the years. 

My grandma took care of all the planning for my parents’ funeral. She got their bodies when they were released and made plans to have them cremated as my mom wished. Grandma met with the lawyer to go through the will. Everything was left to me as their only heir. I even got a trust fund I’ll be able to access when I turn twenty-one. There’s a college fund and a few properties across the world they’ve bought over the years that now all belong to me. I don’t want any of it. I’d rather have my parents back in my life than all the millions of dollars they left me. I don’t want the homes in exotic locations to vacation in because it means they’re gone and never coming back to tell me how much they love me or hold me in their arms. All the material possessions mean absolutely nothing to me without them here to share and build new memories.

The day of the funeral, I finally got out of bed and showered. My grandma laid out my clothes and Chad was there to take us to the church for the small service. Since they were cremated, we didn’t need to go to the cemetery and returned home for the wake shortly after leaving the church. My grandma read a eulogy I wrote because I couldn’t stop crying and wishing the pain in my heart would disappear. I needed my parents and the service made everything real as I made a mess of myself in front of those who came to pay respects to my family. Even my friends couldn’t reach me because I was so completely lost in my own personal hell. I didn’t go right back to bed when we got home but instead went out behind my grandma’s home where the swing sat on the back porch. It’s the last place I sat with my parents as we talked about me starting college and where I wanted to go. Yes, I also had a college fund large enough to pay for an Ivy League school and ensure I had more than enough money that I wouldn’t have to work a single day while continuing my education. 

Chad joined me on the swing and didn’t say a word. He held me in his arms as I cried. I honestly thought I had no tears left to cry, but I was wrong. For the third week in a row, I didn’t eat and did nothing but sit outside under the gray sky and wished for the rain to fall down over me. My mom always used to tell me that it rained because the world needed a cleanse and that’s how it was taken care of. Right now, my soul needs to be cleansed from all the hurt filling me. Of all the anger for not knowing what the fuck happened to cause the plane crash that took my parents from me. Instead, the thick clouds and gray sky remained dry as the breeze turned colder and I felt none of it. I was completely numb to the world around me and didn’t give a fuck about anyone near me. 

Gradually, I came out of my depression and learned to live my life without my parents. I graduated at the top of my class in high school and spent the summer preparing to start college without Chad. He was going off to an Ivy League school while I was remaining in Clinton to stay with my grandma. Chad hated my decision and we got in so many fights about it. For the first time since we got together, I didn’t want to be anywhere near the fucker. I even broke up with him. Twice. Instead, Chad managed to get back on my good side. I took his ass back like a fool and he went off to his Ivy League school, leaving me behind. This is where the next life lesson truly started to take shape. This one is that not everything, or everyone, is as it seems and wolves hide in sheep’s clothing on a daily basis.

For the first few months, I thought we were doing good. Chad and I talked every day and we used FaceTime. He never once took the initiation to come back to Clinton to visit me. I had to go to him. Everything was okay until the weekend I went to surprise Chad at school. I got to his house and caught him in bed with two other girls. His new girlfriend and her best friend. I caused the biggest fucking scene ever and got him dumped. The girls had no clue he had a long-distance girlfriend back home because he lied about his entire life. I wasn’t mad at them. Everything that happened is because of Chad and his need to have a girl to fuck right at his side. Or to be at his beck and call because he’s a lazy fuck who can’t ever do anything for himself. Yeah, that’s something I ignored during our relationship. 

The worst part is Chad asked me to marry him one of the weekends I went down to visit him at school and I said yes like an idiot. I thought he was my person and the reality of the situation is he was nothing more than a lying, manipulative, piece of shit who didn’t deserve any of my time or a piece of my heart. He doesn’t like to be told no and I not only told him no, but I left him and came back home. My plan was to pack anything of his I found and ship it to him. I didn’t give a shit how much it cost to do that as long as I got away from him and never had to see him again. Instead, the stupid fuck made his way to my grandma’s house and tried to fucking guilt me into taking him back. When I stood up for myself, Chad chose to put his hands on me. I was in such a state of shock that I couldn’t fight back. That’s why Pound found me when Chad was beating the fuck outta me

Pound stepped in when he didn’t have to and got Chad away from me after landing several well placed hits. Chad ran off like the little bitch he is. I was thankful to be away from him once and for all. Pound made sure I was okay and took me back to the clubhouse with him. Yes, everyone in Clinton knows about the Fallen Brethren MC. You’d have to be blind and deaf not to know anything about the club of rough looking men who ride through town and protect those who need it. I’ve never felt one way or another about the club or the men and women belonging to it. However, that all changed the day Pound took me away from Chad and ensured I was safe. He didn’t want me going back home with my grandma in case Chad waited there for me and I could see his point. So, I spent my days at the clubhouse and started working behind the bar while taking my classes online so I didn’t have to leave. 

It wasn’t long before I became close with Pound. He was there every single second I needed him and even brought my grandma to visit me a few times. She wasn’t scared of the club or the men who occupied the clubhouse. If anything, she made herself at home and earned the respect of the men and women there. She became the unofficial grandma to everyone but loved Pound more than anyone else because he saved me. He sat in Reaper’s office with me as they gave me the choice of my role in the club. I could work the bar and that be the extent of things or I could become a Fallen girl. The girls who live in the clubhouse and are with the men. I didn’t choose to be a Fallen girl. While I don’t judge them for their choices in life, I’ve only been with Chad and didn’t want to spread my legs for every member of the club. I respect myself too much for that. The only person I ever messed around with was Pound and it was never forced or expected. Things just happened a few times between us. 

That all changed the day he was killed by a rival and I lost my best friend in the entire world. The club lost two members at the same time and a little girl lost her daddy. My first thought was of losing my parents and the pain I felt during that time. Now, another innocent little girl would feel that pain and never know the man her daddy truly was other than through the memories she was told by the club members and ol’ ladies who knew him. Again, I got sucked into a dark abyss and didn’t leave his room for any reason. No one tried to force me out of his space and left me alone. The only thing they did was bring my grandma to offer me the comfort and love that can only come from a grandma until I could start to pull myself from the bleak world that no longer had three of the most important people in my life in it. 

Now I split my time between the clubhouse for the club and my grandma’s house. She’s getting older and needs my help. I’ll never turn my back on the one person in the world who has been there for every single second I’ve triumphed and felt as if the world was closing in around me. She’s my person and I owe her everything because of the love and support she’s given me over the years. 

Walking into the house after stopping at the store I find my grandma sitting in her recliner with a serious expression on her face. When she sees me, her face morphs to the happy smile she always tries to show me. Still, I can see the lingering pain, fear, and worry filling her eyes. Fear instantly fills me as I set the bags of groceries down on the counter and sit down on my legs in front of my grandma. 

“What’s wrong?” I ask her, my voice breaking as tears already start filling my eyes without knowing what’s going on. 

“You know I went to the doctor this morning, Sweetheart. It wasn’t good news. I was given the choice of going through treatment that might not help or just living the rest of my life on my terms,” she says, not holding back as usual because that’s never been our relationship. “I chose to live my life on my terms. I don’t want to spend the rest of my days on treatments that more than likely won’t help me while being so sick I can hardly move. Right now, I need to know you support this decision while we process what’s going to happen moving forward.” 

The tears fall from my eyes as my world crashes down around me. I knew my grandma was sick, we both did. She’s been losing weight rapidly, doesn’t have an appetite, and is so tired her body aches most days. My grandma hasn’t been getting out of bed and even when she does, she rarely leaves the house. I tried to push what I was seeing to the back of my mind and pretend it wasn’t happening. Unfortunately, that’s not how life works and this is not the news either one of us was expecting. Especially since my grandma didn’t let me go to her appointment with her. We thought she had a virus of some kind and nothing was going to happen to her. 

“I’ll support whatever decision you make just like you’ve always given me your unwavering support. Reaper will understand if I have to step back from the bar and be here with you,” I tell her, trying to stop the sob from escaping as my throat starts to close up with the effort of holding back my tears. 

“You don’t have to do that, Rebel. I don’t need you here around the clock,” my grandma states, trying to keep her voice strong despite the tears sliding slowly down her weathered cheeks. 

“Yeah, I do, Grandma. I’m gonna be here every single day and ensure you’re not alone. When it gets to the point where you need nursing, we’ll figure things out. I’ll only be at the clubhouse when you’re sleeping and I can get a neighbor over here to stay with you. Reaper and the guys will understand. I never take time off and they all love you,” I tell her, letting her know this isn’t an argument she’s going to win. 

My grandma always tells me I’m strong willed just like my mom and she knows better than to argue with me when something is truly important to me. 

Getting off the floor, I pull my frail grandma into my arms and hold her close for a few minutes. I press a kiss against the top of her head before releasing her and grabbing the bags of groceries to put away while pulling out my phone and calling Reaper. I’m not lying about him understanding my need for time off. While he’s a fair man, I don’t ever want to cross him. Or anyone else in the club. I’ve seen how they are when someone has gone up against them and it’s scary as fuck.

Reaper doesn’t answer his phone. So I take a deep breath and call Eagle. He’s the Vice President of the Fallen Brethren MC and a man who makes me feel as if my body is on fire and him and one other person are the only ones who can extinguish the flames consuming me. Eagle and Cash are two men I’ve always wanted but have never taken that step with them. 

“Rebel,” Eagle’s smooth, deep voice fills my ear as a tremor runs through my entire body. “What’s goin’ on?” 

“Eagle, um, I need to take some time off,” I tell him, my voice wavering with emotion as I hear the noise from his end of the phone disappear.

“What’s wrong?” he questions me, his voice alert and tense. 

“My grandma got some bad news at the doctor today and she needs me. She doesn’t want to live her days sick from treatment and wants to end things on her terms. I need to be here for her the way she’s been there for me since I was a little girl,” I inform him, my voice breaking as the sobs finally break free. 

“We’re on our way, Sweet Girl. Cash and I will be right there,” he says, hanging up the phone before I have a chance to tell him they don’t need to show up. 

“Lean on them, Sweetheart. Eagle and Cash will be there for you as long as you don’t shut them out. I know that’s what you’re gonna want to do but I need you to promise me you won’t. Pound was your hero when he saved you from that rat bastard. Eagle and Cash will be your salvation if you truly let them in and show them the true you,” my grandma says as I turn to face her leaning against the wall as her body shakes from head to toe and I rush to her side. 

“Grandma, I’ve never been with anyone from the club. Well, I mean, I messed around with Pound but he’s the only one. You know that. Eagle and Cash are just being nice,” I tell her, knowing I don’t measure up to the women they usually fuck at the clubhouse.

“No, they’re not. Those two boys don’t do anything they don’t want to. I see how they look at you and they’re half in love with you already. You’ve made a lasting impression on them and need to let them in. I know you’re scared of getting hurt and losing more people you love. They aren’t going to back down and you’ll need them really soon. I don’t have much time, Rebel. I need to know you’re taken care of and happy. I’d love to see you married, but I fear that’s not in the cards,” she says, a soft smile on her trembling lips as she looks down at me with hope shining in her eyes. 

“Grandma, you’re dreaming,” I say as a knock sounds on the door of our small and modest home. 

Grandma gives me a knowing look as I make my way to the front door to let Eagle and Cash into the house. We spend the rest of the night talking to my grandma and finding out her wishes for when she’s no longer able to give us her consent moving forward. Even telling me that her funeral is already planned and paid for and the lawyer has everything in order. She double checked while I was still gone to ensure I’d be taken care of and don’t have to do anything in my time of grief as I start to mourn her loss. Something I’m already starting to do even though she’s right in front of me.
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Rebel

TODAY IS HORRIBLE. I woke up to my grandma being in so much pain she had tears streaming down her face and it broke something deep inside of me. I’m barely sleeping these days because I know the time with my grandma is getting to be so damn short and there’s nothing I can do about it. I can’t take away her illness or make her free from the pain filling her body. The medicine she’s on for the pain doesn’t do anything to even take the edge off. I’ve never once believed my grandma would suffer like this from the day she told me she was sick six months ago. No one knows what I’ve been going through with the exception of Eagle and Cash. They were there that day and have stopped over several times just to sit with my grandma and talk to her. She loves their visits and always looks forward to seeing the two men she believes are in love with me. I don’t believe her, but there’s no changing her mind. 

The second I saw my grandma writhing in pain, I gave her the pain medicine she takes daily. Sitting in the chair, I held her thin hand and took in all the changes to her. My grandma was once full of life, always moving around and doing something. From the second her eyes opened up until she went to bed, the woman was constantly moving around and working on something. Now, her body is so thin and frail she can hardly stand on her own two feet. She has to use a wheelchair when she chooses to get out of bed and that’s too much for her most days. Her skin is so pale I can see every vein in her body even as it takes on a gray pallor. The long, thick hair she was once so proud of is now thin and falling out more and more on a daily basis. Every single change I take in lets me know this is taking a toll on her and it won’t be long until she takes her last breath. I talk to her about what I plan on doing today and things at the clubhouse. Her doctor tells me it’s important to talk to her and keep things as normal as possible. So, that’s what I do. 

Once my grandma falls into a fitful sleep, I finally let the tears I’ve been holding in fall. I don’t hold back as my entire body trembles and I try to remain sitting in the chair I’ve moved by her bedside in the living room. At the same time, I wrap my free arm around my body as if I can comfort myself as my grandma did for so many years. It doesn’t work as my shoulders hunch and I close myself off from the world around me. I don’t want to leave her side tonight, but I have to go to the clubhouse to work the bar. Reaper has been amazing at giving me time off, but I feel as if I’ve taken advantage of his kindness. Without letting go of my grandma’s hand, I carefully lay my head down on the hospital bed next to her and close my eyes, soaking in being this close to her and the faint smell of lilacs that seems to penetrate the sterile smell that’s taken over the home I’ve shared with her since I was five. It’s not often I get to smell her perfume that she insists on wearing daily, but today it’s something I’m desperate to smell. 

“Grandma, I love you so much. I don’t want to lose you, but I’m ready to let you go so you don’t suffer any longer. Whatever is the best for you,” I whisper, my voice breaking with the words I don’t want to say because it means I’m letting go of the one person who has always been there for me.

Walking in the clubhouse, I immediately take my spot behind the bar and begin to clean everything up from the day and the Prospects who have stepped in my space to get the guys drinks while I wasn’t here. There’s a new Prospect, Kal, who is learning and he hovers behind me as I wipe down the bar and start figuring out what I need to have restocked for the night ahead of me. 

“Is there anythin’ you need me to do, Rebel?” Kal asks me, his voice strong and sure behind me as he rests a hand on my shoulder. 

I’m pretty sure Kal has a crush on me. He’s always finding little ways to touch me and help out when I’m here to work. I don’t encourage him, but I’m not pushing him away either. Kal is a good guy even if he’s young. He’s sweet and everyone seems to like him. I think he’s related to one of the ol’ ladies, but I can’t remember which one at this point. Not much other than my grandma penetrates the thick fog that seems to surround me. 

“I’m good, Kal. Thank you for asking. You can see if Reaper or the other guys need your help for anything,” I answer him, a fake smile plastered on my face as the door of the clubhouse opens and I look up to find Eagle walking inside, his eyes already glued to me. 

Eagle is sexy as fuck. He’s well over six foot tall with brown hair. His body is full of muscles from working out and helping his club brothers on a daily basis. He doesn’t have many tattoos covering his body, but the ones I’ve seen are in black and gray with no color. I want to ask him why he’s chosen not to have any color decorating his body, but that seems like a personal question and I’m not brave enough to get more personal than we’ve already gotten. Today he’s wearing a tight black tee-shirt that shows every single ridge of his chest and stomach. His cut is on over his shirt with ink peeking out below the sleeves that look as if they’ll split with one wrong move. The jeans he’s wearing fit his body and show off his thick legs as he stomps his way over to the bar. A soft smile is on his face making his chocolate brown eyes soften even more than usual. They remind me of a melted chocolate bar you still want to eat knowing it’s going to make a huge mess. 

“Rebel,” he says, his smooth, deep voice washing over my body and sending a rush through me. 

“Eagle,” I return, averting my eyes as I go to set the glass I was drying on the counter behind me.

The glass drops out of my hand before I get to the counter and smashes against the worn, wooden floor at my feet. I immediately drop down to my knees and begin to clean up the mess. Eagle’s eyes are on me, the feeling of him watching me making the hairs on the back of my neck stand at attention. 

“You okay, Sweet Girl?” he questions me, his steps letting me know he’s coming behind the bar.

“I’m fine,” I respond, squeaking out when I’m suddenly lifted in the air and set on top of the bar with Eagle looking me in the eyes. 

“You’re not fine, Sweet Girl. Even I know when a woman says she’s fine, it’s not the truth. You know Cash and I are here for you no matter what’s goin’ on. We’ve got you and always will,” he tells me, his voice barely above a whisper so no one else in the common room hears him as it starts to fill with members getting back from a long day at work. 

I don’t bother responding to Eagle because he seems to see everything. Even those things you don’t want another person to learn about you. It’s what makes him such a great Vice President. Along with the fact that he’s typically such a level-headed guy with the patience of a saint. It’s rare for Eagle to get pissed and let that side of himself show. I’ve only seen it a handful of times and it’s not something I want to witness again if I can help it. 

Tears fill my eyes as I watch Eagle clean up the broken glass and dump it into the garbage can before turning to face me again. He pushes my thighs apart and steps between them, wiping away the lone tear that manages to escape and roll down my cheek. 

“What’s wrong with our girl?” I hear Cash ask as he steps up behind me and places a hand on my back. 

The heat of his hand covers me like a shield as I look over my shoulder to find him as close as he can possibly get to me with the bar separating us. He’s the opposite of Eagle in most ways and I’m surprised the two men are as close as they are. 

Cash has dark golden blond hair with the brightest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. They always seem as if they’re shining or something with how bright they are. His skin is tan, making the ink covering his body stand out even more. Unlike Eagle, Cash does have colors in his tattoos. Bright and bold colors that catch a person’s eye no matter how they feel about tattoos. While he has muscles like Eagle, his body is leaner. He’s got more of a swimmer’s build that often makes people underestimate his strength. It’s something he’s learned to use to his advantage when he gets into a fight. The tee-shirt he’s wearing today is molded to his body under his cut though I can’t make out the ridges in his abdomen like I can with Eagle. His jeans show off his thick but lean legs as he steps back to move the stool out of his way. These two men have me all sorts of twisted up inside and I’m not sure what to do about it. 

“I dropped a glass and it shattered. I was gonna clean it up, but Eagle stopped me,” I answer him as I’m surrounded by the two men who share a look over my shoulder. 

“Woulda done the same thing,” Cash murmurs, nuzzling his face into my neck. He’s always more affectionate and touches me more than Eagle. Especially lately for some reason.

“I gotta get back to work,” I murmur, overwhelmed with the feelings these two are filling me with. 

Images of them with me in bed fill my mind and I can feel my skin heating with a blush. An image of our bodies tangled together in the middle of a bed takes center stage. Our skin glistening under dim lighting from the sweat covering us while they both run their hands up and down my naked flesh, covering me in goosebumps from their light touches. Shaking my head, I look up into Eagle’s eyes to find him smirking at me as if he knows exactly where my mind is and what I’m picturing. One more reason these men are dangerous to my health. 

Eagle backs up the slightest bit before placing his hands on my hips and lifting me from the bar to put me on the floor right in front of him, our bodies touching at multiple points. This is the first time Eagle has been this close to me at the clubhouse and I want him to wrap his arms around me and hold me close. To make me forget about my grandma and everything going on outside of these walls. My heart starts beating faster as my breath comes out in pants with his close proximity. Cash’s eyes haven’t left us as the feeling of him staring fills me like a soft caress. These men are going to be the death of me if something doesn’t happen soon. 

After a few minutes, he finally backs up and gives me the space I’m desperately craving. I watch him walk back around the bar and take a seat directly in front of me and right next to Cash. They’re the only two men sitting at the bar right now as the tables around the common room start to fill up. I clear my throat and shake my head of the sexy images filling my mind so I can get back to work. 
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I’ve been working for several hours now and I can’t stop looking at my phone that I’ve left on the counter next to the taps. My mind is definitely not here since I’ve messed up so many damn orders for the guys. It’s like I’ve never worked behind a bar before. I even managed to give Reaper vodka, which he hates, instead of his usual Jack. He looked at me with worry as I took the glass back from him and got him the correct drink. I’ve managed to break five more glasses and overfilled Hawk’s beer when he came in to sit down for a few minutes. Everyone is looking at me with concern in their lingering gazes. Eagle and Cash haven’t left the bar for any reason and are watching every single move I make. It’s kind of unnerving if I stop to let myself think about it. 

When I go to hand Savage a beer, I drop the bottle and it goes all over the place. Including all over the man with an outstretched hand waiting for it. My face pales as I drop to the floor in complete exhaustion while tears slide down my face faster and faster and my breathing comes out in short pants I need to get control of before I start to hyperventilate. 

“Eagle. Cash,” I hear Reaper’s voice call out as if I’m under water. It’s muffled and feels as if he’s a million miles away.

“On it,” is returned as I sink into the despair and exhaustion consuming me. 

I’m lifted into a pair of strong arms and know Eagle has me. He always smells of leather, oil, and the mint gum he chews on a daily basis. There’s just a hint of musk that’s all him and it fills me with a sense of peace and calm I don’t normally feel. Then Cash’s scent mixes in with Eagle’s. While he also smells of leather and oil, there’s the slightest hint of the cologne he wears daily. I’m not sure what it is, but I want to bathe in it. The two men surrounding me always smell so damn good. 

Faintly, I hear a door open before closing a minute later. Eagle is whispering words of comfort I can hardly hear as I feel a soft mattress beneath me for a second before Eagle shifts our bodies around so my head is laying on his hard chest with one of my arms thrown over his stomach. Cash’s body moves in close behind me, tangling one of my legs between the two of his as he rests his hand on my hip. Neither man says a word as they hold me while I sob, covering Eagle’s chest with my tears as he strokes my hair and gently runs his fingers through the long strands. 

“Talk to us, Doll,” Cash says, his voice almost pleading with me to open up for them. 

“She’s getting worse,” I whisper, feeling as if putting the words out in the universe is going to alter what’s happening at home. “She was in so much pain this morning I found her sobbing and there’s nothing I can do to help her. I want to take her illness and pain away so she doesn’t have to suffer another second.” 

“Sweet Girl,” Eagle says, knowing he can’t say anything more to change the situation or help me feel better about my grandma and what’s happening to her. 

“What do you need us to do?” Cash asks, pressing a kiss to my shoulder as he moves in impossibly closer to me. 

“There’s nothing anyone can do. I think I need to talk to Reaper about being home more though. I want to be with her and I really can’t afford the nurse that’s been helping take care of her when I’m here,” I answer, my voice trembling with the pain filling me. 

“We can help,” Eagle offers as he’s done a million times in the past.

“I can’t ask you to do that. I’m really trying to respect my grandma’s wishes and not touch my trust fund to handle this, but I’m gonna have to break that promise and it’s not something I’ve ever done before,” I say, pain filling me because my grandma wants me to use that money for myself and any children I have in the future instead of wasting it on her and keeping her alive or comfortable until she takes her last breath. 

“You’re not askin’, Doll. Eagle and I have the money and we want to help you. Can’t say we haven’t made our intentions with you obvious at this point, Rebel. Even your grandma knows where we want this to go. Gave us her blessin’ and everythin’. I thought Eagle was gonna piss himself when she threatened to cut our cocks off with a dull, rusty blade if we ever hurt you. Not sayin’ I wasn’t gonna piss my pants right next to him. Grandma is scary when she goes all mama bear mode,” Cash says, trying to make me laugh at the vision he’s just given me.

Yes, Eagle and Cash both call her Grandma as she’s asked them to. 

I know all about the conversation he’s referencing because I was shamelessly listening in from the kitchen a few weeks ago when the three of them were talking. It was when she truly started to show how sick she was and started being in constant pain. She was sleeping more often than she was awake. That day, she managed to wake up and have a full conversation with the two men surrounding me. Her voice was strong and steady instead of breaking from wheezing that I’ve only been hearing. When she was done talking to them, she passed out as if she used up all of her strength for that one talk. It broke my heart and made me truly realize how bad things were getting for her. 

“I told her to let go today. That if she’s in too much pain to let go and leave it all behind,” I inform them, my heart breaking all over again as I remember the whispered words I said shortly before the nurse got there to take care of her overnight. 

“You’re done here for now, Sweet Girl. You need to be home with your grandma. Cash and I will move in with you so the two of you aren’t alone. We’ll help out with the cost of nursin’ for her and do what she needs from us,” Eagle states, his voice slightly harder than I usually hear it and I know he’s in VP mode right now. “Don’t worry about Reaper. I’ll let him know what’s goin’ on. You know he loves Grandma as much as everyone else here. He’ll gladly give you the time off to spend with her.” 
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