
[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2021 Winter Travers

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduction, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) utilization of this work without written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these

trademarks are not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners. 

––––––––

For questions or comments about this book, please contact the author at winter@wintertravers.com



  	
	    
	      Also by Winter Travers

	    

      
	    
          
	      Banachi Family

          
        
          
	          Taking Greer

          
        
          
	          His Reward

          
        
          
	          His Claim

          
        
          
	          His Sacrifice

          
        
          
	          His Forever

          
        
          
	          Banachi Family

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devil's Knights

          
        
          
	          Loving Lo

          
        
          
	          Finding Cyn

          
        
          
	          Gravel's Road

          
        
          
	          Battling Troy

          
        
          
	          Gambler's Longshot

          
        
          
	          Keeping Meg

          
        
          
	          Fighting Demon

          
        
          
	          Unraveling Fayth

          
        
          
	          Forever Lo

          
        
          
	          Devil's Knights MC Books 1-4

          
        
          
	          Devil's Knights MC Books 5-8

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devil's Knights 2nd Generation

          
        
          
	          Passing the Torch

          
        
          
	          Riding the Line

          
        
          
	          Royal Mess

          
        
          
	          Changing Lanes

          
        
          
	          Bucking Tradition

          
        
          
	          Reining It In

          
        
          
	          Fractured Brotherhood

          
        
          
	          Ride the Wind

          
        
          
	          Chase the Sunset

          
        
          
	          Freedom Ride

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Lords M.C.

          
        
          
	          Nickel

          
        
          
	          Pipe

          
        
          
	          Maniac

          
        
          
	          Wrecker

          
        
          
	          Boink

          
        
          
	          Clash

          
        
          
	          Freak

          
        
          
	          Slayer

          
        
          
	          Brinks

          
        
          
	          Fallen Lords Christmas

          
        
          
	          A Moo Christmas

          
        
          
	          Alice and Meg

          
        
          
	          Alice and Meg - Girls Trip

          
        
          
	          Alice & Meg: Summer Vacation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Lords MC 2nd Gen

          
        
          
	          Fallen Dove

          
        
          
	          Fallen Star

          
        
          
	          Fallen Joker

          
        
          
	          Fallen Faith

          
        
          
	          Fallen Flame (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Saint (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Prince (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Doll (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Grave Prowlers MC: WI & MN

          
        
          
	          Bone's Choice (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      He Says

          
        
          
	          Wilder Presley Says He Loves Me

          
        
          
	          Charlie Beck Says I'm His

          
        
          
	          Blake Marshall Says He Needs Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Iron Fiends MC

          
        
          
	          My Biker

          
        
          
	          My Savior

          
        
          
	          My Romeo

          
        
          
	          My Hero

          
        
          
	          My Prince

          
        
          
	          My Dream

          
        
          
	          My Casanova

          
        
          
	          My Knight

          
        
          
	          My Hotshot

          
        
          
	          My End

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kings of Anarchy MC: Michigan

          
        
          
	          Property of Anchor

          
        
          
	          Property of Prime

          
        
          
	          Property of Push

          
        
          
	          Property of Bob (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Property of Skull (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Property of Cross (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kings of Vengeance

          
        
          
	          Drop a Gear and Disappear

          
        
          
	          Lean Into It

          
        
          
	          Knees in the Breeze

          
        
          
	          Midnight Wreckage

          
        
          
	          Thrill Seeker

          
        
          
	          Livin' on the Edge

          
        
          
	          Blacktop Freedom

          
        
          
	          Ride or Die

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lost Mavericks MC

          
        
          
	          Protected

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Nitro Crew

          
        
          
	          Burndown

          
        
          
	          Holeshot

          
        
          
	          Redlight

          
        
          
	          Shutdown

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Powerhouse M.A.

          
        
          
	          Dropkick My Heart

          
        
          
	          Love on the Mat

          
        
          
	          Black Belt in Love

          
        
          
	          Black Belt Knockout

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Royal Bastards MC

          
        
          
	          Playboy

          
        
          
	          Six-Gun

          
        
          
	          Monk

          
        
          
	          Rebel

          
        
          
	          Barracuda

          
        
          
	          Jet

          
        
          
	          Jinx

          
        
          
	          Mace

          
        
          
	          Urn For Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Saint's Outlaws MC: Madison, WI

          
        
          
	          Twister's Salvation

          
        
          
	          Swift's Game

          
        
          
	          Wheels' Reckoning

          
        
          
	          Hodge's Sacrifice (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Skid Row Kings

          
        
          
	          Downshift

          
        
          
	          PowerShift

          
        
          
	          BangShift

          
        
          
	          Skid Row Kings Complete Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sweet Love

          
        
          
	          Sweet Burn

          
        
          
	          Five Alarm Donuts

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      VII Knights MC

          
        
          
	          Iced

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wild Preachers Club

          
        
          
	          Kissing the Bad Boy

          
        
          
	          Trapped with the Bad Boy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Silas: A Scrooged Christmas

          
        
          
	          Daddin' Ain't Easy

          
        
          
	          Mama Didn't Raise No Fool

          
        
          
	          Nitro Crew Complete Series

          
        
          
	          Biker in Love

          
        
          
	          Coasting In

          
        
          
	          Holly's Biker

          
        
          
	          Mr. Motorcycle

          
        
          
	          Oral Communication

          
        
          
	          Tangle My Tinsel

          
        
          
	          Wanting More

          
        
          
	          Beauty and the Grump

          
        
          
	          Secret Southern Promises

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: Books 1-3

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: books 4-6

          
        
          
	          Hey, Mama

          
        
          
	          Claimed by Werewolf

          
        
          
	          Biker Under My Tree

          
        
          
	          Bringing Home the Biker

          
        
          
	          Gingerbread and Gears

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: Books 7-10

          
        
          
	          Fueled By Desire

          
        
          
	          Sugar & Ink

          
        
          
	          Grave Sin (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Mobster Under My Tree (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Winter Travers

Also by Winter Travers

Table of Contents

Chapter One | Rebel | Pain...

Chapter Two | Prudence | Excuse me, sir?

Chapter Three | Rebel | No clue...

Chapter Four | Prudence | Wondering & pizza...

Chapter Five | Rebel | No pretending...

Chapter Six | Prudence | Where are you going?

Chapter Seven | Rebel | Changes...

Chapter Eight | Prudence | Waiting for never?

Chapter Nine | Rebel | The pull...

Chapter Ten | Prudence | In the blink of an eye...

Rebel

Chapter Eleven | Prudence | He’s in my house...

Chapter Twelve | Rebel | Who’s to pay?

Chapter Thirteen | Prudence | Beer delivery...

Thomas ‘Tank’ Reynolds | Beloved son and brother. | 12/02/1990 – 09/13/2021

Chapter Fourteen | Rebel | Hop on...

Chapter Fifteen | Prudence | What in the...

Chapter Sixteen | Rebel | Just like before...

Chapter Seventeen | Prudence | Stay?

Chapter Eighteen | Rebel | Time to make him pay...

Chapter Nineteen | Prudence | Two ol’ ladies in my living room...

Chapter Twenty | Rebel | Panty sniffer...

Chapter Twenty-One | Prudence | Here...

Chapter Twenty-Two | Rebel | The stranger...

Chapter Twenty-Three | Prudence | Dress-up...

Chapter Twenty-Four | Rebel | Which part...

Chapter Twenty-Five | Prudence | I’ll be good...

Chapter Twenty-Six | Rebel | I love ewe...

Chapter Twenty-Seven | Prudence | Oh wow...

Chapter Twenty-Eight | Barracuda | Say what?

Barracuda | Royal Bastards MC: Sacramento, CA | Book 5 | March 29th, 2022 | PreOrder your copy at your favorite retailer.

Coming Soon

About the Author

Dive into the 1st chapter of DOWNSHIFT

Sign up for Winter Travers's Mailing List

Also By Winter Travers

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Also by Winter Travers


[image: ]


Devil’s Knights Series

Loving Lo

Finding Cyn

Gravel’s Road

Battling Troy

Gambler’s Longshot

Keeping Meg

Fighting Demon

Unraveling Fayth

Forever Lo

Devil’s Knights 2nd Gen

Passing the Torch

Riding the Line

Royal Mess

Changing Lanes

Bucking Tradition

Reining It In

Skid Row Kings Series

DownShift

PowerShift

BangShift

Fallen Lords MC Series

Nickel

Pipe

Maniac

Wrecker

Boink

Clash

Freak

Slayer

Brinks

A Fallen Lords Christmas

Kings of Vengeance MC

Drop a Gear and Disappear

Lean Into It

Knees in the Breeze

Midnight Wreckage

Thrill Seeker

Livin’ on the Edge

Blacktop Freedom

Ride or Die

Powerhouse MA Series

Dropkick My Heart

Love on the Mat

Black Belt in Love

Black Belt Knockout

Nitro Crew Series

Burndown

Holeshot

Redlight

Shutdown

Royal Bastards MC: Sacramento, CA

Playboy

Six-Gun

Monk

Rebel

Sweet Love Novellas

Sweet Burn

Five Alarm Donuts

Stand Alone Novellas

Kissing the Bad Boy

Trapped with the Bad Boy

Daddin’ Ain’t Easy

Silas: A Scrooged Christmas

Wanting More

Mama Didn’t Raise No Fool

Tangle My Tinsel

Mr. Motorcycle

Oral Communications

Coasting In

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Table of Contents


[image: ]


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Coming Soon

About the Author

Sneak Peek

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


Rebel


Pain...
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“You can talk to him.”

I kept my gaze locked onto the dark gray stone.

“I talk to Leona all of the time when I come here.”

“Don’t feel like talking,” I grunted. Didn’t feel like doing much of anything, especially talking to a tombstone.

Raelyn dropped to the ground next to me and folded her legs under her. “Mind if I talk, then?”

“Seeing as I’m the only one hear listening, doll, sure.” She was going to talk even if I told her to go away. Raelyn had proven that over the past month since we had laid Tank to rest seven graves down from Leona.

Raelyn sighed and leaned back. “I wonder all the time why it had to be Leona. Why it couldn’t have been me, or hell, why did it have to be anyone?”

Why was going to kill me.

That was all I ever thought about. Why did it have to be Tank? Just fucking WHY?

“But then I know that Leona would tell me to suck it up and go have sex with Playboy and stop crying over her.”

I glanced at Raelyn. “Not sure Tank would tell me the same thing,” I drawled.

Raelyn pursed her lips. “You’re probably right. But I do think that he would tell you that you needed to keep living your life.”

Nah. Tank would probably be pissed as fuck and ask me where the hell I was when he was dying. We were brothers, and we let some rancid pussy get in between us. “Live,” I laughed dryly. “Not too interested in that much anymore.” 

I grabbed a cigarette and put it in my mouth.

Raelyn sighed and leaned her head on my shoulder. “There isn’t anything I can say to make this easier for you, Rebel. I still have days that I don’t want to get out of bed, but I can tell you that I’m here for you. The club is here for you. You’ve got a lot left that needs you.”

I lit the cigarette, took a deep inhale, and then blew out a plume of smoke. I didn’t say anything. All I wanted to do was to tell everyone to fuck off.

Raelyn leaned back. “I’m making lasagna with Memphis tonight. We’re making a big pan so there should be plenty for you.”

I grunted. I knew what Raelyn was hinting at. It had been three weeks since I had stepped foot in the clubhouse. I couldn’t do it. Not without feeling heavy guilt weighing down on me.

“Playboy was even thinking of playing some pool or poker, if anyone wanted to.”

I took a drag off my cigarette.

The rest of the club was living. They had moved on from Tank dying.

I hadn’t. Not even close.

“What time is dinner?”

Raelyn perked up and smiled wide. “I was thinking six, but if you want it earlier or later, I can do that,” she chirped hopefully.

“Six is fine.”

Raelyn jumped up and dusted the grass from her bottom. “Then I better get back to the clubhouse. I’m so glad you’re coming for dinner, Rebel. I think this is exactly what you need right now.”

“Lasagna is what I need right now?” I chuckled.

Raelyn laughed and shook her head. “Well, lasagna is always good, but I mean you need to be surrounded by people who love you.”

I turned back to Tank’s grave. “I’ll see you later, Raelyn.”

“See you soon,” she called. She headed toward where Playboy sat on his bike, just watching Raelyn and me. “He’s coming!” she called excitedly to Playboy.

I shook my head and took another drag. 

I wasn’t fucking going anywhere. 

After Raelyn and Playboy roared off, I walked to my bike and grabbed a bottle of whiskey from my saddlebag. I twisted off the cap and tossed it on the ground. 

“It’s you and me tonight, brother.” I raised the bottle up to Tank’s grave. “To you, Tank.” I pressed the bottle to my lips and took a long drink.

The amber liquid burned down my throat, but I didn’t cringe. Pain was the only thing I felt anymore, and the burn of the whiskey felt like home.

Pain was the only thing I deserved.

*
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Chapter Two


Prudence


Excuse me, sir?
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This was not good.

My routine morning has somehow morphed into opening my front door and finding a man passed out in my bushes.

Yeah, not normal.

I scanned side to side, hoping someone was going to jump out of the bushes and tell me I was being punked, but no one appeared.

Normally, I knew what to do in any situation, but this was one I didn’t think anyone could be prepared for. Hell, I worked with kids Monday through Friday. Kids who asked me every question you could think of and on more than one occasion made me question my sanity.

Never had to deal with this before.

The man in my bushes let out a loud snore and I froze. 

“Please don’t wake up,” I whispered.

Though, maybe if he did wake up, he would realize he was sleeping in my bushes and get off my property. 

That would be the best-case scenario.

I tip-toed over to the bush and looked down at the man.

He was sprawled out on his back, his chin tipped up, his head resting on a branch of my boxwood shrub.

My bush would never be the same after this.

“That’s what she said,” I whispered. As an eighth-grade teacher at the local middle school, I had heard “that’s what she said” at least fifteen times a day. So obviously, I was an expert at knowing when to say it.

You know when you’re the adult in the situation, but you don’t know what to do so you look for a more adulty adult? Well, I was the only adult around, and I needed to figure out what the hell I was going to do.

The man moaned, and his head lolled to the side.

I pursed my lips and grunted. At least the guy wasn’t hard to look at. If I had met him walking down the street and not with his head in my bush—that’s what she said—I would have thought he was drop dead gorgeous. Now, I just thought he was gorgeous, but he was knocked down a few notches seeing as he was passed out in my bush.

Don’t pass out in a woman’s bush without permission. Life lesson.

I could have just left him there. He moved, so he was obviously okay. 

Maybe give him a kick and yell at him to get off my lawn as I dodge back into the house?

God. It was Monday morning, and I was not prepared for this.

I looked over his body, and my eyes landed on the patch on his leather vest. Rebel. 

Oh, God.

No.

Nope.

Not only did I have a strange man in my bush, but he was also now identified as a biker.

I looked up and down the street, wondering if he had parked or crashed his bike nearby. No luck. My street was quiet with no cars or bikes parked on the road. Hell, even my nosy neighbor three doors down wasn’t outside. Or maybe ol’ Mrs. Banks had been outside and headed back in when she saw the state of my bush.

The man flailed out his arm, and it landed on my foot.

“Oh fudge!” I jumped back and clutched my hand to my chest.

“Fudge?” Rebel moaned. His eyes were still closed, but I could tell he was awake.

“Your head is in my bush,” I blurted.

He cracked open one eye and glanced to the side. “So I am.”

“Would you mind getting out of it? My bush, I mean.”

He closed his eye and sighed. “Never had a woman ask me that before.”

“First time for everything,” I drawled. 

He didn’t move, and I wondered if he had managed to pass out again. I tapped him with my foot, and his hand shot out. His wrapped his fingers around my ankle and held on.

The man’s head was in my bush, and now, his hand was wrapped around my ankle.

Paging the nearest adult!

How did I manage to get myself into this situation? As soon as I had seen his boots on the ground, I should have tucked my tail and hightailed it back into the house. But no, Prudence Miller never made the right decision at first. I had amazing hindsight, though. I wondered how old I would be when I actually knew what I needed to do in the moment and not ten minutes after the fact.

“Can you please unhand me?” I asked.

Rebel’s eyes opened and connected with mine. “Only if you promise to stop kicking me.”

“I thought you passed out.”

“So you thought to kick me to wake me up?”

I shrugged. “It seemed like the right thing to do to a person who has their head in my bush,” I grumbled defensively. 

Rebel closed his eyes again.

Shouldn’t he have gotten up? I mean, I know if I had passed out in someone’s bush, I would have jumped up as soon as I was awake. Rebel apparently didn’t think the same way that I did.

“Do you need medical help or something?” Maybe he was injured and couldn’t get up? Hell, right now I had no idea what in the hell was going on.

“Medical help?” His voice was deep and sounded like he had gargled gravel all night. “Not the kind of help I need.”

I clenched my fists at my sides. Just when I thought I might get a grip on the situation, Rebel didn’t cooperate. “So what kind of help do you need?”

He opened his eyes. “The kind no one can give me.” He sat up and scrubbed his hand down his face.

Clearly, there was a lot going on with Rebel, and I didn’t have a clue about any of it. “Do you want a hand?”

He shook his head.

“Uh, do you need...” No fucking clue what I could offer him. 

“Stop asking me what I need, babe. I get enough of that from the girls.”

The girls? Well, that was interesting. I had seen enough episodes of biker shows to know what he was talking about. “Well, I think those girls are offering you other things that I am not.”

Rebel chuckled and shook his head. ‘Trust me, babe, they’re not any different than you.”

I wasn’t amused being likened to one of his women from the club. “Do you need help getting out of my bush? Maybe you could call one of your girls to come help you?”

He ran his fingers through his hair. “I’m sure Raelyn would help me, but Mitzy would probably tell me to fuck off.”

“Charming,” I muttered.

“You got any coffee?” he asked. “Maybe a shower?”

Excuse me, what? 

“Uh, I have both of those, but I assume you have those wherever it is that you live.” Which was not my front lawn, in my bush.

Rebel managed to stand and brushed his hands down his pants. “Not really interested in going to where I live.”

Rebel was tall. A good six inches taller than I was.

I tipped my head back. And here we were with another situation where I didn’t know what to say or do. Something was obviously going on with this man—more than passing out in my bush. “How do I know you’re not just trying to get into my house so you can just murder me and then make a tomato sandwich?”

Rebel quirked his eyebrow. “Because I don’t like tomatoes?”

That was a good answer seeing as I wasn’t a fan of fresh tomatoes, either, but that still didn’t guarantee he wasn’t going to murder me. 

“Don’t you have a club you need to get home to?” I nodded to his name on vest. “Rebel.”

He looked down at the patch. “We’re on a break,” he replied simply.

He was on a break from his club? 

“Did you talk about club business with someone you shouldn’t, and they excommunicated you?” I had seen that once or twice on TV.

Rebel shook his head. “No.”

I leaned toward him. “I’m going to need more than that.” He wanted to get into my house, and I was just supposed to let him in? Yeah, no. 

“You looking for references or something?” he laughed.

“Or something,” I whispered. “Does your mom secretly want to run the club and she’s trying to kill your ol’ lady? Your stepdad a douchebag?” I leaned closer. “And he’s trying to kill you?”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“Or.” I opened my eyes wide. “Your son was kidnapped by the Irish mob and you’re in the middle of your bender before you go rescue him?” 

Okay, so, I might have watched Sons of Anarchy. The whole series six or seven times. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t go in your house because you’re going to kill me and then eat a tomato sandwich?” he suggested.

I shook my head. “Not going to happen because I too do not like fresh tomatoes.”

“You’re a trip, babe.”

I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or not. I mean, a trip to say the beach or something was pretty awesome, right? 

“Thank you.” Sometimes it was just better for the soul to find the nice things in what someone said even if you needed to stretch them a little bit.

Rebel chuckled and shook his head. “You and Raelyn need to get together.”

I wrinkled my nose. Club girls were badass bitches. I wasn’t sure I was the type of person to hang out with them. 

“I need to finish getting ready for work.” I hitched my thumb over my shoulder in the direction of my car. “I was actually just grabbing my lunch bag from my car when I found you in my bush.” 

You would think I would remember to grab my lunch bag every day when I got home from school but running out to my car every morning to grab the damn thing was now part of my routine.

“Grab your bag and then I can grab a cup of coffee before you need to take off.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re pretty persistent.”

“The only thing I am looking to kill is this headache, babe. Not you at all.”

I huffed and turned on my heel to finish the short walk to my rusty car that had been interrupted by finding Rebel. “You better not be lying to me,” I called. 

It was true that a teacher’s salary wasn’t amazing. I had been saving up for a new to me car for three years, and I was still a year away from actually making it happen. If Rebel was going to kill me and then rob me, he wasn’t going to get much.

I brushed past him with my neon yellow lunch box in my hand and marched back through my front door.

“Does this mean I can get a cup of coffee?”

I stopped in the doorway and looked back at Rebel. It was nice that he had asked to make sure that I was letting him in. I wasn’t getting murderer vibes from him at all, and he looked like he could really use a cup of coffee. “One cup while I make my lunch.”

Rebel nodded. He followed me into the house and closed the door behind him.

I had gone from quickly grabbing my lunch bag to now having a biker in my living room. Life was wild sometimes. “Kitchen is this way.” I tossed my lunch bag on the counter and reached for the coffee pot. “Do you need creamer?”

“No.”

“You’re pretty easy,” I muttered. I grabbed a coffee cup from the cabinet and handed it to him. “You can sit at the table, if you want.”

Rebel moved to the kitchen table after I filled his cup, and I tried to turn my attention back to making my lunch.

Tried.

“This is a nice house,” Rebel muttered.

It was a nice house. I had to give all thanks for that to my grandma who left the house to me when she passed away seven years ago. “Thank you. It’s been in my family for three generations.”

Rebel nodded and sipped his coffee.

I grabbed a pack of sliced turkey from the fridge and two packs of string cheese. “I don’t have time to make you anything, but I can offer you some string cheese and turkey.” I waved to the packs of string cheese in the air.

“I don’t think I’ve had string cheese since I was a kid.”

I ripped off a pack and tossed it at him. “Cheese in general is an integral part of my meals. Wrap two slices of turkey around that and a side of pickles, and that’s my lunch four out of five days during the week.”

Rebel peeled open the package ate half of it in one bite.

“My students would call you an animal for eating it like that,” I laughed. I only knew that because they said the same thing about me when they saw me wrap it in turkey and chomp on it.

He popped the rest of it in his mouth and shrugged. “I guess a bunch of little kids would think that.”

I grabbed a baggie from the drawer and placed a few slices of turkey inside. “High schoolers aren’t little, though they are mouthy.” I dropped the string cheese and baggie of turkey into my lunch bag before returning the lunch meat to the fridge and grabbing the pack of pickles to add to my lunch

“That’s all you eat for lunch?” he asked.

I held up a finger and shook my head. “You haven’t seen the best part yet.” I walked over to the pantry and reached for the blue box on the top shelf. “You always need to have a little sweet, right?” I grabbed two rice crispy treats and tossed one at Rebel. “Eat that, and you’ve got most of your food groups covered for the day.”

He snatched the package out of the air and shook his head. “Cheese and rice crispy treats are food groups to you?”

I shrugged and zipped up my lunch bag. “I mean, yeah. Just like I’m sure beer and nachos are major food groups for you.”

He shrugged. “You’re not completely wrong.”

“Finish your coffee, and then, it’s time to hit the road.” I was going to be cutting it close to getting to school on time. Most days, I cut it too close, but today was going to be even too close
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