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Wolf

IT’S TRUE WHAT they say about the past coming back to haunt you. And repercussions are not something a young, cocky punk considers while performing dipshit moves in their youth. I’m not going to lie, it’s a wonder that I never caught an STD or had dozens of baby mamas filing for child support in Jensen. It was also a wonder that I’d never ended up in jail being such a numbskull. Some of the early shit I’d pulled, hell, even I thought I deserved to be locked up. Of course, I wasn’t exactly a free man these days. I was doing a different kind of time—taking care of my older brother’s daughter, Phalen. I was all she had and the fuck if I’d let the state put her in foster care. Not when it was me who’d made her an orphan in the first place. 

“Uncle Caden, my room is this way,” Phalen said pulling me by the hand down the hallway of her elementary school. I had a meeting with her second-grade teacher, Ms. Parker. Apparently, she had some concerns about Phalen and wouldn’t tell me anything over the phone.

I winked at a hot blonde locking up one of the classrooms. They didn’t make ‘em like that when I was growing up.

Smiling, she eyed us curiously. “Hi, Phalen. Is this your dad?”

“Hi, Ms. Buchanan. He’s my uncle.” 

The teacher’s eyes twinkled. “Hi, Uncle.”

“Hi, Ms. Buchanan,” I replied back.

Phalen looked up at me and whispered. “She’s my music teacher.”

Imagining those sweet lips wrapped around my flute, I bit back an evil grin. “Lucky you.” 

“She’s nice.”

I glanced back at the teacher, admiring the sway of her hips as she headed away. “Yes... she... is... ”

Phalen, who was eight and already an extremely smart kid, laughed at me. She understood my sense of humor. “You’re silly.”

Biting back a smile, I gave her an innocent look. “What do you mean?”

She rolled her eyes and grabbed my hand again. “Come on.”

I chuckled.

When we arrived at the classroom, I noticed the lights were off. 

“Ms. Parker?” Phalen peeked into the room and then looked up at me, worried. “Oh no! She’s not here. Maybe she forgot?”

I sighed. This was my fault. I’d left the clubhouse later than planned and had gotten stuck in traffic. Fucking rush hour. “Sorry, chiquita. Looks like we must have missed her. We just got here a little too late.”

Phalen groaned. “So, we’re leaving?”

“Nope. You’re not getting off that easy,” a woman said behind us. 

Phalen’s face lit up. “Ms. Parker!” 

I turned around and stared appreciatively at the woman standing behind us. Long, fiery red hair down to her waist, big green eyes, and the kind of smile that lit up a room.   

Damn. 

First the blonde and now this stacked beauty in her blue, flowy, boho-style dress and black ankle-strap sandals. I’d have never left the second grade if I’d had teachers like this.      

Ms. Parker approached us. “So, who did you bring with you, Phalen? Is this the uncle with the motorcycle you’ve been talking about?”

Phalen nodded. “Yes. It’s loud, too.”

I chuckled. “Kind of like me, huh, chiquita?”

“Especially when you watch football and yell at the TV.” She looked at the teacher, her expression serious. “He gets really mad when the Chicago Bears lose.”

She laughed. “A lot of people do.” 

I asked her if she was a football fan.

“Actually, no. Not really.” Studying my face, her eyes suddenly widened. She stared at me like she’d seen a ghost. “Oh, my God. It’s... you.”

I raised my eyebrow.  

Do we know each other?

I didn’t recall hooking up with her and doubted she wasn’t the type to hang around the clubhouse. Nor did I recall doing any business with her. I managed Wolf’s Den, a gun shop I’d inherited from my old man. My gut told me that she’d never stepped foot inside of the place. 

Trying to think back, I studied her face, noticing the cute patch of freckles across her nose and cheeks. Yeah, drunk or sober, I’d remember if I’d seen her before.  “I’m sorry, we’ve met?”

Looking embarrassed, she removed her eyeglasses. “Yes. It’s been ten years, though. We went to camp together. I didn’t wear glasses back then.”

The memories came back all at once, knocking the wind right out of me. 

No fucking way.

Sage Parker.

How in the hell had I missed that?

The last time I’d seen her had been at Bible camp. My mom had forced me to go, hoping it would tame my hell-raising ass. I’d been a lippy, fuck-everything, troublemaking, seventeen-year-old shithead. Sage had been the soft-spoken, innocent bookworm who’d ignored me enough to make it a challenge for her not to. I’d spent the entire week trying to impress her, and it wasn’t until the last couple of days that my efforts had finally paid off. 

Big time.  

My gaze brushed over her again. She’d gone from pretty to fucking gorgeous. This blew me away. It took everything I had to keep a cool composure. Part of me wanted to pick her up and twirl her around the room. Like the idiots in old movies. Bad-assed Gold Vipers didn’t do that, though. We had our reputations to uphold. “Wow, Sage. Small world.”

She nodded. “Yeah.”

We stared at each other, so many unspoken words hanging between us. Although we’d only had a week together, she’d been the first girl I’d felt something for. Hell, who was I kidding? Sage had gotten under my skin and I’d wanted more than a week with her. I thought she had, too, but I’d been wrong.

Sage was from the northern suburbs, where the money was. Her parents had been filthy-rich snobs who barely let her out of the house, let alone hang out with a guy from the other side of the tracks. I’d learned that the hard way. After camp let out, and a couple days of texting and promising to meet up, she stopped answering my messages. It hadn’t made any sense, so I’d tried driving to the suburbs to speak to her. Unfortunately, she’d lived in a gated community and the security guard had sent me on my way.  Of course, that hadn’t stopped me. The next day I somehow managed to slip past the security booth only to be turned away by Sage’s asshole dad. I could still remember the look in his eyes and the sneer as we stood facing each other.    

“Can’t you take the hint, son? She’s not interested. In fact, she’s on a date right now with another guy. Someone who’s going to make something out of his life.”

That had pissed me off. 

“You don’t know anything about me,” I’d replied, trying not to be intimidated by the asshole, although it had been hard not to. Back then I’d been a skinny punk and her father had been a linebacker for the Green Bay Packers.

“I know all about your family and your association with the Gold Vipers.” He looked at my rusted-out Chevy Impala. “Now get back into your car and leave before Sage gets home with her boyfriend. You’ve made a fool out of yourself enough already.”

Needless to say, I hadn’t stuck around.

“I suppose we should get started.” Sage walked into the classroom and switched the light on. Meanwhile, Phalen skipped into the classroom and showed me where her desk was.

“I used to be in the back, but Ms. Parker moved me up front yesterday,” Phalen said.

I wondered if she needed glasses. “Really, to make it easier to see?”

“No, because of Dylan. He’s afraid of me. So is Josh, his friend. They sit back there,” Phalen explained.

Smiling, I looked at Sage, who didn’t appear to be amused. “Afraid, huh?”

Sage looked at Phalen. “Honey, why don’t you go over to the computer station and play some games while I talk to your uncle?”

Phalen’s eyes lit up. “Okay.” She raced over to the corner of the room where an outdated PC was set up. She sat down, put the headphones on, and began clicking away on the keyboard.

“Wow, she looks pretty comfortable there,” I said, watching Phalen. “I had no idea she knew how to use a computer.”

“We have computer lab hour in the media room, across the hallway. The children work on math skills and take many of their tests online now.”

“Huh. Interesting.”

She smiled and it seemed strained. “Why don’t we have a seat and talk about why I’ve called you here.”
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Sage

––––––––
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HE FOLLOWED ME to my desk, and we sat down across from each other. My heart was still hammering in my chest and I was thankful to be sitting down. When I’d realized who Phalen’s uncle was, my legs had just about given out on me.

Caden Wolf.

He’d been good-looking as a teenager, but now he was so handsome, it was unnerving. I could barely breathe as he studied me with those intense amber eyes of his. 

Lord help me. 

Trying to keep my composure, and reminding myself that I was an adult, not a lovestruck teenager, I picked up a folder from my desk, my hands trembling. Hoping he didn’t notice, I opened it up quickly and pulled out two drawings. I slid the first one over to Caden.

He picked it up and studied the picture while I studied him. He was very tan, as if he spent a lot of time in the sun, and I could tell by the width of his broad shoulders, he’d filled out quite a bit. Not that he’d ever been skinny, but he obviously worked out, and it showed. His jawline was also much more masculine and square than I’d remembered. Those lips and that sexy smile of his, however, hadn’t changed. It was a little alarming to find that he still had such an incredible effect on me. 

He looked at me with pride in his eyes. “Phalen drew this?”

I nodded. She’d colored a picture of herself surrounded by a group of scary-looking guys. Above it, she’d written “Gold Vipers are coming for you.”

Caden chuckled and rubbed his jaw. “She’s very creative. The kid can really draw.”

“While I do admit that she is a talented little artist, Phalen threatened Dylan and Josh using the picture.”

His face turned serious. “Why? Were they picking on her?”

“No. From what I’ve seen, she’s been bullying them around, which is why I had her moved to the front of the classroom. So that I can keep a better eye on her.”

He frowned. “Phalen isn’t a bully. They must have done something to her.”

I told him about the time I’d seen her pushing Dylan on the playground and how she’d grabbed Josh by the shirt-collar another day. “Josh claimed that she threatened to punch him if he didn’t do what she wanted.”

“What did she want him to do?” 

“Does it matter? She shouldn’t be scaring the boys like that. Or pushing them around.”

He looked over at Phalen. “While I agree with what you’re saying, in my experience, Phalen doesn’t just threaten someone idly. There had to have been a good reason.”

“Well, I’ve asked her and all she told me was that they weren’t playing by the rules.”

“Rules for what?”

“They were playing some kind of a ‘tag’ game. Anyway, this hasn’t been the only instance of her acting out.”

“What else has she been doing?”

“Cutting in line. Bossing other kids around. Threatening them with violence.”

I handed him another drawing of Phalen’s. This one showed a guy running over someone with his motorcycle. “She told Josh that if he didn’t leave her alone, Uncle Caden would run him down.”

As Caden stared down at the drawing, he seemed more amused than angry. In fact, he looked like he was trying to hold back some laughter.

“There’s nothing funny about this situation,” I said coolly. 

He set the picture down. “I agree. What I don’t agree with is blaming everything on her. She’s a good kid. She doesn’t start shit with anyone unless they have it coming.”

“Mr. Wolf—”

“Caden.”

“Caden.” I sighed. It was obvious he wasn’t going to bend. He could see no wrong-doing when it came to his niece. Which reminded me... 

“I hate to bring this up, but Phalen told me that you were her one and only guardian.”

His expression turned guarded. “Yeah. So?”

“If you don’t mind me asking, what happened to her mother and father?”

I could tell he didn’t like the question. He looked over toward Phalen. “I don’t think that’s any of your concern. Or business.”

He was right, of course. Knowing that I needed to be careful with this line of questioning, I apologized. “I’m sorry. I was just curious as to whether or not there was a female in Phalen’s life.”

He looked amused again. “If you’re wondering whether or not I’m single, all you’ve got to do is ask, darlin’.”

I stared at him in alarm. “What? No. That’s not what I meant.”

He chuckled. “Hey, you don’t need to beat around the bush. No. I do not have an ol’ lady. What about you?” His eyes moved to my left hand. “You seeing anyone?”

I sighed in irritation. I could tell Caden was just screwing with me. Changing the subject to throw me off. “That’s irrelevant. I’m asking if there is anyone else in her life besides your... club.”

His eyes hardened. “What’s wrong with my club?”

Everyone in Jensen knew how dangerous the Gold Vipers were. Although they’d stayed out of the news for several years, they had a volatile past. Rumors of murder, drugs, and gun-running still surrounded the club. 

“I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with them. I’m just concerned that she’s intimidating the other kids in class using the threat of violence. I’m just wondering if it’s because she’s surrounded by...” My voice trailed off as I saw his expression turn even harder. I’d really struck a nerve. 

“By what?” he asked angrily.

I swallowed. “I meant to say exposed to a rough lifestyle.”

His face was now red, and he looked about ready to explode. “She isn’t exposed to anything but love and protection,” he said, his voice both calm and angry.

I suddenly felt bad for bringing it up. Maybe I was wrong?

“I’m sorry. I just thought that maybe—”

“You thought? Let me tell you something. You don’t know anything about my club or how I’m raising Phalen. Does she look neglected or abused?”

I glanced over at her. “No, of course not.”

“Exactly. So, maybe you should be taking a closer look at how you’re running your classroom. Hell, maybe you should be paying more attention to the little shits who are causing her to react this way.”

I knew he was angry, but he wasn’t the only one who’d been insulted. “I’m just trying to look out for her and the rest of the kids.”

“Yeah. Right. Look, I’m only going to say this one more time. Phalen is a good kid and doesn’t cause problems unless there’s a reason.”

I knew he believed that passionately, but I still wasn’t so sure that Phalen was totally innocent in all of this. 

“Now, is that all you have for me?”

I knew this conversation wasn’t going to get any better, so I just nodded.

“Good.” He grabbed the pictures, stood up, and walked over to Phalen. He squeezed her shoulder. “Come on, chiquita. Let’s go.”

Phalen removed the headphones and stared up at him. “You’re done already?”

Caden looked at me, his eyes still hard. “Yeah. We’re definitely done here.”

––––––––
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THIRTY MINUTES LATER, I sat in my living room with a glass of wine, staring into the fireplace. I couldn’t stop thinking about the meeting with Caden and the mixture of emotions still rushing through me. On one hand, I was irritated for the way he’d jumped on me and concerned that he hadn’t even bothered to consider that Phalen shouldn’t be threatening other students. And hell, maybe I was wrong in all of this. Maybe the boys had initially picked on her and she’d retaliated. But, Caden wasn’t acting like a responsible guardian. 

And why was he Phalen’s caregiver?

Where were her parents?

All I knew was that her father and mother were ‘away’. I wasn’t allowed to pry and Phalen didn’t seem out-of-sorts or depressed about her current situation. It looked like she had Caden wrapped around her little finger and he obviously loved the girl. Of course, she really was a sweet little thing. She’d never acted up in class, besides the bullying, and was an eager learner. In fact, she seemed much more advanced than many of the other kids in the classroom. 

Maybe she wasn’t being challenged enough?

I knew it sometimes caused children to act out. I decided that in the morning I would talk to Mrs. O’Brien, who specialized in working with the more “gifted” students. It was quite possible Phalen needed to be in an advanced curriculum. 

My cell phone rang, startling me. I picked it up and noticed it was my mother calling. Sighing, I knew exactly what it was about.

“Hi, Mom. What’s up?”

“I just wanted to make sure that you were coming over for dinner a week from Sunday. Harrison will be here and is dying to meet you.”

“I don’t know...”

“He’s a nice guy, Sage. Successful and good-looking. You’re going to love him.”

I closed my eyes. “Then set him up with someone else. You know I hate blind dates.”

“This is different, though. You know what he looks like and he’s seen a picture of you. He thinks you’re gorgeous.”

Yes, I’d seen Harrison Vanderson on television. He was a reporter for a local station and knew my stepfather, Paul. Admittedly, he was good-looking, but not my type. Oddly enough, he actually reminded me of a cartoon character. Freddie, from Scooby Doo. Tall, blond, muscular. Kind of a dope, to be honest. I just couldn’t see myself with someone like him.

Then there was Caden Wolf, with his tousled, windswept hair and panty-dropping smile. He definitely still had me all hot-and-bothered. Even when he was pissed. I imagined what it would be like having angry sex with him and it started my juices flowing.

“Mom, I just can’t. I’m sorry.”

“I already invited him. You agreed to it last week. You can’t back out now. Did you know he turned down a wedding invitation so that he could meet you?”

It was always the same thing. If I didn’t do what either of my parents wanted, they always found a way to make me feel guilty. Well, not this time.

“That’s not my problem.”

“Actually, it is. You agreed to have dinner with him. With us. Look, we’re not asking you to go out on a date. This is just a nice dinner that all of us have been looking forward to. You can’t back out now. It would be very selfish.”

I let out an irritated sigh. 

“Frankly, I didn’t expect you to act so childish about this.”

Trying to remain calm, I counted backward silently before answering. The woman knew how to press my buttons. “Fine. But, I’m not going to pretend that it’s anything more than just a family meal with a guest of Paul’s joining us.”

“That’s perfectly fine,” she replied, a smile in her voice.

“I mean it, Mom. Don’t you dare start telling him about my ‘accomplishments’ in Girl Scouts or how I just had my braces removed last year.”

Mom laughed. “Don’t worry. I’ll try not to brag about either of those.”

We spoke for a few more minutes and then hung up. I finished what was left in my wine glass and then headed upstairs to take a shower. Before I slipped inside, my thoughts turned to Caden again and I put new batteries my vibrator. 
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Caden

––––––––
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ON THE WAY home from the school, I asked Phalen about the pictures.

“She told you about those?” Phalen said, looking guilty.

“Yeah. Were those boys picking on you?”

She nodded.

I slapped the dashboard. “I knew it. What did those little shits do to you?”

“They were fighting over...” She stopped talking.

“Fighting over what?”

She looked embarrassed. “Which one of them was going to be my boyfriend.”

“Hold up. Your boyfriend? You guys are only in second grade. That’s ridiculous.”

“It’s not like a real boyfriend,” she said shyly. “We just say that we’re dating.”

Dating.

“Dating is a verb. It usually means someone takes you somewhere. They buy you dinner. Take you to the movies. These boys ever do that for you?

“No.”

“Then none of you are ‘dating’.”

“That’s just what we call it.”

Obviously, I wasn’t going to change the minds of today’s “youth”, even at that age. “Fine. Just don’t let them take you on a date to the supply closet or behind the bushes.” Hell, even I was starting to get curious about the opposite sex at eight. 

“Okay.”

“What about your friends? They ‘dating’ too?”

She nodded. “Abby and Tessa both have boyfriends too.”

I knew that those two girls were her friends. As innocent as this was supposed to be, I needed to understand what was really going on. Especially, now that I was her guardian. “So, let me just get this straight—it’s more of a game? Nobody is kissing anyone or any weird shit like that?”

She looked horrified. “No, Uncle Caden. Yuck. Anyway, I told them that I didn’t want to be either of their girlfriends.”

I nodded in approval. Good girl. “Okay.”

“I like Taylor. I want him to be my boyfriend.”

For the love of God. “Taylor? Taylor who?”

“You don’t know him.”

Maybe not but he was a boy. I knew boys in general. Most of them. “He older?”

“No.”

I relaxed. “Good. Stay away from the older boys. Hell, stay away from all boys while you’re at it. They smell and are always picking their noses.”

She laughed. “Not Taylor.”

I rolled my eyes. “So, tell me more about this kid.”

Her smile fell. “He’s Raina’s boyfriend. Because of those stupid jerks. They told him I was weird and now he doesn’t like me.”

“Weird? You?” I snorted. “That’s only because they’re jealous, chiquita.”

She didn’t look so convinced.

“Listen, I’m a guy. I know that when you get jealous, you say and do stupid things sometimes. That’s why they did that. Because they were mad you didn’t like either of them.”

She sighed.

“I’m serious. You’re the prettiest girl in class.”

“No, every girl is pretty in my class.”

I bit back a smile. Phalen didn’t like to be above anyone else. She was a sweet kid who didn’t want anyone’s feelings hurt, even when they weren’t around to hear the conversation. “Yes, I’m sure that’s true. What I’m saying is that those boys were probably being little shits because you hurt their feelings.”

She looked surprised. “I hurt their feelings?”

“Probably. But, that’s okay. You don’t have to be someone’s girlfriend just to make them feel better.”

Phalen still looked upset.

“Don’t feel bad. You’re going to run into this a lot growing up. You have to be true to yourself and not give in to anyone just to make them happy. Understand?”

She nodded.

I pulled the drawings she’d made out of my jacket and handed them to her. “Okay, now tell me about these.”

She opened the first one up but remained silent.

I smirked. “Nothing to say, huh?” 

She looked away.

“You’re not in trouble. Not with me, anyway.”

Phalen looked up at me again.

“Come on, kiddo. Tell me about the drawings.”

“I was mad.”

“Is that why you threatened them? Because the boys were jerks?”

She nodded.

As much as I wanted to high-five her, I knew it probably wasn’t the right thing to teach the kid. “You know that I would give my life for you, right? If anyone ever threatens you, I would definitely run their ass over.”

She smiled.

“But, you don’t want to scare the other kids either. Unless, they’re trying to hurt you.”

“Then it’s okay?”

I sat up straighter. “Hell, yeah, it’s okay. You tell them that your uncle will whip some butt if you have to. But, see, if nobody is threatening you, then it’s not fair to scare them like that.”  

She chewed on her lip.

“Phalen?”

She nodded. 

“I get it. Those boys deserved some retaliation. Believe me”—I laughed dryly—“if anyone knows about revenge it’s me. Just next time, don’t frighten them with violence. Unless, they deserve it. And I mean, really deserve it. Like are harassing you and being bullies. Okay?”

“Okay.”

I wasn’t sure if she totally understood but at least I knew she wasn’t a pushover. “Now, how about some ice cream?”

Her face lit up. “Okay!”
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Caden

AN HOUR LATER, we pulled into the driveway of my old man’s house, which I’d inherited after lung cancer did him in. It was a two-story home, built in the sixties, and in pretty rough shape. I’d been renovating it for the last year, but still had a lot of work ahead of me if I were to turn a profit. He’d smoked like a chimney and had let the place go to pot. My plan involved fixing it up and hopefully selling it by the following spring. The neighborhood we were living in was pretty shitty, especially for raising a young kid. Nobody messed with me, because they were afraid of the Gold Vipers, but I didn’t trust them around my niece. There were some shady fuckers living too close for comfort.  

As we pulled up into the driveway, I noticed a familiar Hog parked next to the garage. 

Phalen turned and smiled at me, her eyes lit with excitement. “Hey, Uncle Tank is here!”

I noticed him sitting on the porch, looking comfortable. “Yeah. I wonder what he wants.”

Tank was the president of our club and didn’t usually make house-calls. He also had kids and was busier than hell these days, so I knew something was up.

As soon as I turned the off the engine, she jumped out of the truck and raced over to him. Being the family man he was, and someone who adored Phalen almost as much as I did, he looked pleased when she threw her arms around his neck and gave him a hug.

“What’s shakin’, bacon’?” Tank asked, hugging her back

She started wiggling her entire body and responded with the usual, “Just me, Uncle T.”

He chuckled and then looked up at me from the wooden rocker, his large, muscular frame testing the weight limit of the rickety, old chair. “You two eat?”

I pulled out my house keys. “Just some ice cream. I was thinking about ordering something. You’re welcome to join us.”

“I think I might take you up on the offer. I’ll even buy. Whatcha thinking?”

“Pizza is always good.”

Phalen groaned. “Pizza? Again?”

“What are you talkin’ about? We haven’t had pizza since last weekend.”

She folded her arms across her chest and gave me a petulant look. “I’m sick of pizza. How about... pancakes? Or, macaroni and cheese?”

Phalen’s favorite food. The girl could eat macaroni and cheese every day if I let her. Of course, I felt the same way about pizza.

“Actually, I want macaroni and cheese too,” Tank piped in, an amused gleam in his eye.

“Hey, I know. How about a mac-and-cheese pizza?” I replied.

Both of them groaned.

I laughed and unlocked the front door. “Fine, I’ll make you some and throw in a frozen pizza for myself. You should probably have some vegetables though, too. How about broccoli?” 

“Yuck,” she replied.

“Peas?”

“Okay.”

I gave her the thumbs up. “Good choice.”

Phalen pulled Tank out of the rocker. “Come and see my room. Uncle Caden painted it for me.”

Tank grinned. “That’s why I’m here. I heard all about it and had to see for myself.”

I knew that really wasn’t the reason and was curious as to what was really going on. 

We headed inside, and after Phalen showed him her room, he stepped back out and followed me into the kitchen. 

“Well, I wasn’t expecting that. I imagined her having a pink bedroom with butterflies and hearts or some other unicorn girly shit,” Tank murmured as I handed him a beer.

I shrugged. “It’s more of a bluish-gray. Anyway, I think it looks cool. I wasn’t sure how it was going to turn out, to be honest. It works though.”

He popped the top off his bottle. “Yeah. I agree. She certainly likes to do things out of the box. Of course, she’s a little artist and they all tend to do that, right?”

“Yeah. That she is.”

Phalen had insisted on the colors of gray, black, and burgundy for her bedroom. I had to admit that the walls had turned out darker than expected, but she loved it. “She’s definitely full of surprises.” I told him about the drawings.

He chuckled. “Smart kid. Now the little bastards won’t mess with her.”

“For now, at least.”

“She’s going to be a real looker someday. That’s for sure. You’re going to have your hands full.”

I smiled. “Believe me, I know. Why do you think I’m expanding the gun shop?”

He laughed again and then nodded toward the stove. “You going to dish us up some grub, or what?”

“Sure. I know you’re not here because of my mad mac-and-cheese-making skills, though. That can’t be it.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

x5 5 L Atakxha@ra





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.jpg
ctvayi

USA TODAY BESTSELLIG AUTHOR

Alevandea

assie





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





