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Content Warning

Bandit is a romance containing the loss of lives due to motorcycle, car, and farming accidents. There is also talk of depression from loss. While I do not go into great detail, readers sensitive to these triggers, please use caution.
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This book is dedicated to Lewis. From one trailer park kid to another, I truly appreciate you allowing me to create this story using your music. You are amazingly talented. I hope this book allows others to experience the joy that your music has brought me.
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​Prologue
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Boy Turned To A Man

Growing up in a trailer park isn’t so bad, especially when you’ve got your grandparents only one street over. If your parents won’t let you do something, screw it, go ask Pops. He never tells me no, even when grandma complains about it being too dangerous or too expensive, blah, blah. He doesn’t give a crap because I’m his only grandchild so I get whatever the heck I want. 

The downside to living here is that it’s small. My bedroom is the size of some people’s walk-in closet. I’m also picked on for being poor in school. Eight-year-old kids are so mean. To them, I’m not Davidson, I’m “the smelly poor kid”. 

Jerks!

I do have some really good friends. We’ve grown up together in this park, and they are all the friends I need.

If you’re wondering why in the hell my name is Davidson, it’s because my dad is a huge fan of Harley. He actually finally saved up enough money to buy his first one. It’s not new, but it is new to him. The thing is massive and is painted in all black with orange accessories. The stitching on the seat is even orange. It’s a nice bike but I can’t help but be a little mad that he got that bike when I’m standing in the damn mud puddle with holes in my shoes, but hey, I’m only eight years old. What do I know? Only what I hear Pops saying to Grandma in the kitchen.

“Be good for your grandparents, Davidson,” my mom says as she throws her leg over the bike behind my dad.

“I will, Mom. I am always good,” I reply with my signature smile that contains just the slightest dimple. 

“Funny, we love you,” my mom laughs as Dad pops the clutch and takes off.

I wish I got to go for a ride, but my parents both told me that I can’t ride until I get bigger. Don’t they understand that I am big? I’m in third grade. That’s basically a fifth-grader.

After they left, my friends and I went to play football behind the trailer park in a huge open field. We made our own lines out of sticks, and it looks awesome! I’m always Charlie Batch, the quarterback of the Detroit Lions, and we make Jimmy be Brett Favre,  the quarterback of the Green Bay Packers.

Stupid cheeseheads! 

We are up by just one touchdown, and I’m about to pass to my friend John when I hear my grandma screaming, “Bandit, come up here right now!”

Is she crying? What the heck is going on?

“I gotta go, guys,” I say as I start running for my grandma. She never comes looking for me, and I have only seen her cry once or twice. Something must be really wrong.

“What’s wrong, grandma?”

“Oh, my sweet boy. Your parents have been in an accident. Please hurry. We need to get to the hospital quickly.”

Grandma is practically dragging me to Pops’ truck, and before I can even begin to process what she’s just told me, we are speeding through the streets of downtown Detroit and whipping into the hospital parking ramp. I hear tires screeching as my seatbelt pulls tight. Both of my grandparents are out of the truck before I can understand what’s happening. It’s like my brain has stopped working altogether, and I’m in a fog. 

“Come on, Bandit, we need to get to them. They shouldn’t be alone.”

Sitting in the waiting room, watching everyone come in and out, but not talking to us, is getting really scary. What is taking them so long to come to see us?

“Taylor family,” a doctor yells as he enters the room, causing both my grandparents and me to jump and run toward him.

“We are Harold’s parents, and Betty is our daughter-in-law. How are they? Can we see them?” my Grandma asks while Pops remains silent but focused on the doctor.

“Hello, please follow me. Let’s go talk in a more private space.”

Once we get into the room, the doctor begins to tell us that he’s sorry for our loss and that they did everything they could, but we weren’t able to save them. He says a lot of big words that I don’t understand, but the gist is that my parents are dead, gone, no longer living, and now I am left here without them all because my dad got a stupid motorcycle. One that will forever remind me of just how much my name sucks!
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​Chapter 1
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(Eight years later)

F5 

“Bye, Pops, bye Grandma! I hope you guys have an awesome time at the farming convention.” 

“Be good and for the love of god, Bandit don’t throw another damn party!” Pops said with a stern look on his face. I know he means what he’s saying but there is no fucking way I am going to listen. 

This party is about to be epic!

“I hear you, Pops,” I tell him. Hey, it’s not a lie. I do hear what he says. I’m just not going to listen to him. I’m sixteen fucking years old. I am supposed to be partying it up. Living my best life while I still can. 

The moment they pulled away, I grabbed my Nextel and chirped John, telling him to get the beer because the party was on. Before I know it, my two-way is blowing up with people telling me they are on their way. I’ve come a long way from people calling me the “poor smelly kid”. I guess they felt bad for me when my parents died because everyone is usually at my house hanging out nowadays. Maybe it could also be my dark blonde hair and blue eyes. It gets the girls every time. Then again, it could be that I’m the quarterback of the varsity football team.  

“Hey Bandit, the beer is here!” I hear my best friend yell. 

“YUP! You know where it goes. Thanks, man, let’s get this party started,” I scream as people start to fill every space available in my grandparents' single-wide trailer.

Karaoke is one of our favorite things because they love to hear me sing. Until about five years ago, only a few people heard me, but after I won a talent show, I stopped caring who heard me. Turning on the machine, I begin with a little Garth because I’ve got friends in low places, so I want to sing about it. Plus, who doesn’t want to sing, “and you can kiss my ass” at the top of their lungs? 

The party is in full swing with people singing, laughing, drinking, and smoking when we hear the dreaded knock. Well, it’s not so much of a knock as it is a pounding. You know the one, and it’s usually followed by, “Police, open up!” It’s the one that sends your stomach to your throat, and you're frozen, hoping that if you make no noise, they will just go away. As if they didn’t hear and smell what’s been going on here. 

Time to turn on the charm...

Opening the door, I find two officers with their hands on their hips and smirks on their faces. Stepping out onto the porch and closing the door, I greet them, “Hello officers, what brings you here this evening?”

I know damn well what has brought them here, nosey Nancy from next door. That bitch can’t keep her nose out of anyone's business and she’s always narking on me. She’s the only person that isn’t friends with my grandparents in this damn park and right now I can see her sticking her ugly pointed nose out of her blinds trying to peep what's going on. 

“Davidson, we got a noise complaint, again. Let me guess, your grandparents are out of town,” says Marve, who happens to be great friends with my Pops.

“Yes, they are out of town, but I only have a few friends over, and we are singing karaoke. I didn’t know that was a crime.”

“It’s not, but drinking and illegal drug use are.”

Gasping, I shoot back, “Drinking and illegal drug use? Who said that was happening?” Giving him a confused look, I continued, “ I said friends and karaoke.”

Marve can’t help himself. He’s full-on laughing at me. He knows exactly what’s going on in here, and he’s just cool enough to let it slide. “Is everyone staying here tonight?”

“Yes, or they are walking home because they live in the park.” He knows this about me. I may like to party, but we are always safe. It’s my top rule, absolutely no drinking and driving. I will not lose another person I love if I can avoid it.

“Fine, but I’m counting on you to keep everyone safe. Don’t make me regret this, Bandit,” he says before spinning on his heels and walking down the steps.

Holy fuck that was close. Yes, he is a friend of the family but that doesn’t mean he won’t kick my ass and take me in, or worse, call my grandparents.
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After several rounds of karaoke, we are drunk enough that singing isn’t sounding the best, so we decide drunken Twister is the way to go. As soon as I step onto the mat, I am followed by four girls from school, Bridgett, Nichole, Kayla, and Kelsey. The only one I’ve actually talked to is Bridgett, and that didn’t go so well. While she’s hot as fuck she’s also bitchy as shit. She walks around acting like every man should bow to her, and that will never happen. I am more of a “let’s be equals” kind of guy, plus that has high maintenance written all over it, and just no!

Once we all lose our balance and fall on top of each other, I’m done. Getting up, I start to walk away so the next group can start, but quickly Kayla catches up to me. 

“Hey, that was fun....”

Stopping and turning to her, I agree. I’m not sure what to do now, but I can tell she’s not ready for me to walk away, and if I’m being honest, I’m not ready to walk away either. There is something about her that just catches my attention. 

After a few moments of awkward silence, she finally speaks, “Why do the guys keep calling you Bandit?”

People ask me this question all the time and most of the time I come up with some fucked up thing to say like, “Because I walk around stealing pussy that isn’t mine” or “Because I’m a panty thief”. Oddly, they always believe me, but with Kayla, I find myself wanting to tell her the truth, and that’s a little scary.

“My Pops has called me Bandit since I can remember. He always said it’s because I stole his heart from the moment I was born,” I tell her with what I can only imagine is a goofy grin on my face. I’ve always had a soft spot for Pops, and since I lost my mom’s parents so young, they are all I have left, making every moment with them even more special. 

“That is so cute,” she says with a similar smile on her face.

We spent the next couple of hours hanging out and talking about everyday things. We stayed away from the heavy topics for the most part, which I was glad for. The last thing I wanted was her bringing up my parents or something. 

“You don’t live here, so where are you sleeping?” I ask Kayla as I watch her eyes get heavy. I know she’s had a lot to drink, and it looks like it’s catching up with her.

“Can I sleep with you?” She asks while resting her hand on my thigh.

Well, that escalated quickly. Not that I’m complaining.

“Sure, let’s go to my room,” I tell her as I stand up and notice for the first time that most people are either passed out or have left. 

Going into my room I hand her a t-shirt to sleep in so she doesn’t have to stay in her dress. I started to tell her where the bathroom was but it looks like she didn’t care because she had whipped her dress off and now I’m staring at her perfect tits with stiff pink nipples. My tongue is involuntarily licking my lips and my dick is so damn hard I am not sure I’ll recover if I don’t put it to use.

“Holy shit, Kayla, you look amazing,” I say as I take a couple of steps closer, dying to reach out and touch her but knowing she hasn’t given me permission. 


This is torture! 



“If I look so amazing then why are you standing

over there and not over here touching me?”

Did she really just say that? I’m not going to argue but damn. I’ve never had a girl be so forward before.

Taking a couple more steps forward I am standing in front of her but waste no time running my thumbs over her perky pink nipples. She lets out a moan that turns me
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