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Sean MacKenny, VP in the Loyal Rebels MC. 

A soldier, a leader, a brother. A man not to be messed with by anyone.

When Sean disobeys his older brother, who is also his president, he runs.

He goes back to his old Marine buddy, Thomas Trent.

Thomas Trent is a man of honor, a man to be trusted—a man who has been murdered.

Can Sean discover why his friend is dead and, in the process, help his daughter, Beth?

Beth Trent is strong, angry, and knows her own mind.

Beth doesn’t need anyone helping her. Well, that’s what she tells herself.

But Sean MacKenny is turning her world upside down.

Can this couple overcome their pasts to create a future together? 

Spark of Vengeance is a standalone and the second book in the MacKenny Brothers Series.
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For the lovers and dreamers,

reading this book.

This one’s for all of you.
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The ride to my old sergeant’s house takes me the better part of a month. I feel like a coward, but I can’t face Kyle, my brother, and my president in the Loyal Rebels MC. We’ve spoken on the phone, and he asked me to come back, but I used my old sergeant as a bullshit excuse, said he needed some help on his farm. The truth is, he doesn’t even know I’m coming.

After my disobedience, Kyle is pissed. There’s no way I was going to let the scum bag who killed my sister and hurt my brother live. The rage on his face when I blew that bastard to kingdom come isn’t something I’m going to forget in a hurry. I know I need to have a sit down with him and the rest of the Rebels but not yet. I have to get my head on straight, find my path, and then I’ll be ready to face my MC brothers and my family. 

So here I am, on the road, heading to my old Marine buddy’s place. The last I heard from Sergeant Thomas Trent, he was running cattle on his family’s ranch. We were close when we both served our country. I saved his life, and he saved mine on numerous occasions. 

I pull into the local gas station, and an older guy comes out.

“Fill ‘er up?”

“Sure, man. You good to do it?” I ask.

“Yep.”

I wait until he’s finished, and we both walk back into the gas station.

“You know where I can find the Trent Ranch?”

“Tom’s place?”

“Yeah, he’s an old buddy of mine.”

The old guy scoffs. “I doubt that. Tom’s got no friends. Not anymore, leastways. That’ll be twenty-three dollars and seventy cents.”

I hand over three ten-dollar notes. “Keep the change. Where did you say the Trent Ranch is?”

“I didn’t.”

I put both hands on the counter and lean over. “Well, how about you tell me now?”

The old guy looks me up and down. “The Trent Ranch is ten miles further down the road, take the first road on the left, then the second right, and keep going, you’ll find it. But you won’t find Tom there.”

“Why’s that?”

“Thomas Trent is dead.”

I rock back on one foot, shocked to my core. “Dead?”

“Yeah.”

“How?”

The old guy frowns and shakes his head. “Not my place. Tom didn’t toe the line. He should have sold out, like the rest.” He moves out from behind the counter and walks to the back of the store where he loudly says, “His daughter, Beth, is looking after the place now. Not sure how she’s doing it on her own.”

He disappears through a door and leaves me alone in the gas station. 

I shake my head at the closed door, take a jerky stick, and head to my bike. Thomas talked about Beth, a lot, his only daughter. According to Thomas, she can do just about anything a man could do. 

I’ve come all this way, I might as well pay my respects and see if she needs a hand. The picture Thomas painted of Beth was that she was plain, hard-working, and a damned fine cook. Not exactly flattering.
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Beth

The ranch runs cattle. We have, or should I say I have, a little over five hundred acres, so not huge but enough to keep us busy and put food on the table. My last ranch hand recently quit, and here I am in the arena with a wild horse trying to get him to trust me. Horses are necessary on a ranch. Yeah, I’ve got ATVs, but there’s something about being on a horse and doing your chores. It’s all about the freedom. If you get the right animal, they’ll look after you if you look after them. I’ve got the wrong attitude to be in here with this one, though. I’m angry, and he’s picking up on it. Shaking myself, I let out all the air in my lungs and look at this beautiful chestnut boy. 

“I know you’re scared,” I say softly. In response, he shakes his head, and his ears flatten against his head. “Don’t be like that. I’m not going to hurt you, but I do need to break you in. You’re no good to me if I can’t ride you. I need you. In return, I’ll give you a home, food, and protect you. But buddy, you’ve gotta let me get close to you.” His ears come up, and he trots away from me. Well, at least he doesn’t look frightened anymore. 

He’s circling me, so I move to the outer side of the arena, into his path, he turns and goes the other way. 

“I think I’m going to name you, Titus. It’s a proud name, and he was a companion to Paul the Apostle. Maybe you and I can be friends? Stranger things have happened.”

I begin to spin the lasso down low to start with and walk toward the center of the arena. I pay Titus no attention, even turn my back on him, which is dangerous for a wild horse. Slowly, I spin the lasso higher until it’s in the air and begin to walk in a circle. Releasing the lasso, it lands perfectly around Titus’ neck, and as expected, he rears up. I give him more rope and let him run around in a circle.

I whisper to him, “It’s okay, Titus. You’re safe.”

Titus changes course and comes right at me. I chuckle and move out of his way, but he skids to a stop and rears up. I pull down on the rope, hard. Titus stops and looks at me.

“Okay, Titus, I get it. You don’t like the rope, but this is a first step, the first of many.” I keep my voice soft and take a step toward him. 

He throws his head but doesn’t try to run or rear up. 

Tentatively, I hold out my hand and place it on his nose. “Good boy. I’m going to take this off you now, and you’re not going to hurt me, are you?” 

Reaching up, I grab the rope and pull it over his head, then as soon as he’s free, he rears up, knocking me to the ground. I roll away from him as hooves come down far too close to my body. The sound of a motorbike pierces the air, and then I hear a horn and yelling as I’m trying to put distance between Titus and me. The distraction gains his attention, and he gallops away from me. I get to my feet and head for the gate. 

“Are you okay?” yells a biker from the other side of the arena.

“Fine!”

But the truth is I’m not. 

I shouldn’t be doing this alone, and if Titus had kicked me, I would have been in serious trouble. There’s no one out here with me, and my neighbors have all but sold out to Myles Graham and his conglomerate. 

I keep walking toward the man who is now jogging toward me. He’s wearing a leather jacket, black tee, jeans, and boots. If he’s here for the job, he’s certainly not dressed for it.

When he’s within talking distance, I dust my hands on my ass and thrust out my hand. “Beth Trent. You don’t look like a rancher.”

He grasps my hand, and a tingle goes up my arm. “Sean MacKenny, and I’m not.”

I pull my hand out of his grip and wipe it on my jeans like he’s got the plague. “You with Graham? You tell that man I said, no! Got it! I’m not selling. This ranch has been in my family for generations, and you ain’t running me off.” I step off past him and head for the house. It’s been a long day, and I need a hot shower and a meal. 

I’m at the top of the porch steps when he yells, “Wait! I don’t know who Graham is. I’m a friend of your dad’s, Thomas Trent. I came to see him, but the old guy at the gas station said he’s dead?” 

I turn, and he’s at the bottom of the stairs. With a shake of my head, I let out a breath, then go back down the stairs until we are the same height. “I’m so sorry. It’s been a rough few months. My last ranch hand quit, and I’ve been advertising for someone for ages, not that I can pay much...” I trail off and hold out my hand again. “Let’s try this again. I’m Beth Trent, and you are?”

“Sean MacKenny. Your dad was my sergeant in the Marines. I’m sorry for your loss.”

Laughter bubbles up out of me. I can’t stop it, and I buckle over holding my stomach. Soon the laughter turns to tears and sobbing as I remember the man my father was—strong, tall, tough, and my rock. This man, who claims to know him engulfs me, picks me up and takes me inside the house. He sits on the leather sofa with me in his lap. I cry until I can’t cry anymore, until I’m exhausted. The loss of my father, trying to run the ranch, and doing all of it on my own has been a burden that I’ve had to face alone. I had no idea how much I relied on my dad and how much work he did around the property.

“You okay?” whispers the man whose name I’ve forgotten.

“Shit. I’m sorry.” I try to get off him, but he holds on tight.

“How long has Thomas been dead?”

Looking him in the eyes, I see only compassion there. “Six months. I’m sorry you weren’t notified. None of his Marine buddies came to the funeral. I guess I should have realized you all weren’t told.”

I slide off his lap, and this time, he doesn’t try to hold on. 

“No, I didn’t know, and I don’t think the others do either. No one called me. Are you here alone? No workers?”

I plaster on a fake smile. “Not at the moment. We are hiring, though, if you’re interested?”

“We?”

“Me,” I reply, dejectedly.

“You,” he states and nods. “Beth, I could use a meal and bed. I’ve been on the road for a while. Your dad had a way of sorting my shit out better than anyone I know. I was coming here to clear my head, but I don’t want to impose. I’ll work hard if you’ll have me?”

I stand, and he does too. I can tell he’s strong. He did carry me up the stairs and into the house, but he’s no rancher. I’ve also had no one apply for the job, and now that it’s only me, I’m not sure I can afford to be picky.

“Can I trust you?”

He straightens up and squares his shoulders. “Yes, ma’am.”

“I want your word you won’t steal from me or screw me over.”

“Yes, ma’am. I swear I won’t steal from you or screw you over.”

“I own plenty of guns... so if you’re lying, I’ll shoot your ass. We clear?”

“As crystal, ma’am!”

I grin at him. “I’m going to go clean up. There’s a spare room down the hallway. The upstairs is off-limits, got it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replies with a grin.

I reach out and touch his arm. “It’s Beth, not ma’am. You make me feel old when you say that.”

“Beth. Okay, Beth, and thank you.”

I head for the stairs and say over my shoulder, “Don’t thank me yet. There’s a lot of work to do, and you’ve never tasted my cooking.”

“You’re going to cook for me?”

“Yeah, well, I can’t afford to pay you, so you get a room and food in exchange for work. How does that sound?”

“Yeah. Is there a bathroom down here?”

Turning around, I look down at him from the top of the stairs. He’s followed me halfway up, and I didn’t realize. 

I point down the hallway. “It’s down there, next to the bedroom. There are fresh sheets on the bed. Towels in the bathroom. Make yourself at home.”
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Sean

Beth continues up the stairs, and I wait until I hear the shower going before heading out to my bike and grabbing my gear. Thomas Trent lied about his daughter. She’s no tomboy. Beth has curves, black wavy hair, and the fullest set of lips I’ve ever seen. 

When she began laughing, then dissolved into tears, I didn’t know what to do. Scooping her up and comforting her came naturally like I’ve done it for years. Maybe it’s the connection to her dad, although the boner I’m sporting right now wouldn’t go down well with Thomas. 

Beth is not plain. 

Stepping back into the house, I open the first door on the left—it’s the bedroom. I put my gear on the bed, take off my jacket, and hang it on the hook on the back of the door. Next, I unpack my few belongings, all of which need a wash. 

Going back out into the hallway, I open the door next to mine and find the bathroom. It has a shower, a toilet, and a vanity, all basic but it’s clean, and there are fresh towels rolled up on a shelf in the corner. I strip off, turn on the water, and let it run over me. It’s been ages since I’ve felt clean. I lather myself in the Irish Spring soap, even using it to wash my hair. When I’m done, I towel off and wrap it around my waist. As I walk back into my room, I find Beth in there wearing a short red dress, barefoot, and looking through my stuff.

“Find anything?” I ask.

“Oh, shoot! I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t be in here. You see, it just occurred to me I don’t know you. I’ve let you into my home, and well... I don’t know you.”

I chuckle and nod. “Yeah, that’s fair. Your dad never mentioned me?” Beth shakes her head. “If you look in the book you’ve got in your hand, you’ll find a picture of our unit.” 

Beth flicks the pages until she comes to the image. She puts the book on the bed and moves to the window for better light, then a small smile plays on her lips. 

I move forward and point at the different men. “That’s Thomas, me, the big guy there is Buck. That’s Harry, Scope, and Steve.”

“You were close? And why Scope?”

Looking into her green eyes, I smile and nod. “Scope was a hell of a sniper, hence the name. Your dad and I went through a lot together. He saved my life more than once and was a good man.”

Beth smiles and looks at my chest. “Oh shit! You need to get dressed. Sorry. Leaving now.” She hightails it to the door. Beth stops when she reaches it, turns around, and thrusts the photograph at me. “Sorry.” 

This time her eyes are riveted to my feet. 

“Ahh, Beth?”

Slowly, she raises her eyes to mine, and I take the picture. “Yeah?”

“I’ve been riding for a while, and my clothes all need a wash. Could I please use your washing machine?”

“Oh! Yes, yes, of course. Just give them to me, and I’ll throw them in.”

“No, ma’am. I’ll do them myself.”

“Don’t be an idiot. Give them to me.”

“Woman, they stink. Please let me do it.” Beth twists her hands in her front of her as though she’s nervous. “If you don’t want me here, I can go.”

“No! I was a little frazzled when you turned up, and well... I... I can’t remember your name. And I was rolling around in the arena, so I’m sure I smelled like horse shit. So your clothes have got nothing on me.”

I place my hands on my hips and laugh. “You didn’t smell so bad, and my name is Sean.”

“Sean. Right, right, okay. Got it!” Those full lips smile wider, and she nods. “Nice to meet you.”

I place a hand at the back of my neck, feeling a little exposed standing here in my towel. “Nice to meet you, too, Beth.”

“Okay, there’s shirts in the closet. They should fit. Might be a bit tight in the chest, but I can’t help you with pants.” Her gaze drops to my crotch. “But, you seem to be rocking the towel.” Her pretty face goes a shade of red, then Beth turns and walks out of my room. 

A laugh bursts out of me. 

This woman is something else.
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With my clothes in her washing machine and me sitting at her kitchen table, Beth cooks us both a meal. I offered to take her into town, but as she pointed out, my towel might cause a stir at the local diner. I like her, she’s got sass, and she’s a good-looking woman.

Leaning back in my chair, I look around the kitchen. It’s not filled with the latest appliances or even new ones, but everything is sparkling clean. The conversation between us is a little stilted, and I feel like she wants to ask me a question, but she’s skating around it. 

“You know, I forgot to ask if you don’t eat anything?” 

“Ma’am?”

“Like, are you allergic or don’t eat certain things?”

“Ahh, no, I’m good. Anything I don’t have to cook myself is fine. Do you need help?”

“You any good in the kitchen?”

“I do okay. My da made sure we could cook the basics, and I do a mean spaghetti bolognese. Maybe I could cook one night?”

A smile splits her pretty face, and she turns to me, hand on hip. “Sounds good. I hope you like your meat well done.”

Beth dishes out the food. A large steak on my plate and a smaller one on hers.

“I appreciate you giving me the larger steak, but do you have enough?”

Beth sits opposite me. “I don’t normally eat much, not that you can tell.” A blush creeps up her neck.

I look at her quizzically. “What do you mean?”

“Come on. My ass is huge.”

I burst out laughing. “No, it’s not. Besides, no real man wants a stick figure.”

Her blush deepens. “Why did you come here?”

I cut into my steak, or should I say saw into my steak. It’s not well done—it’s been crucified. 

“I needed to clear my head. Your dad had a way of making me see the trees instead of the forest. I fucked up at home.”

“How did you screw up?”

I chew through the steak—it’s as tough as old boot leather. “Family thing. Nothing really.” I shrug and take a sip of water to wash my meal down.

“Must be something if you’re running away from it.”

Shrugging again, I point to outside. “Is it normal for you not to have any ranch hands?”

“Nice deflection there.” She grins. “No, since Daddy died, it’s gotten harder to find good help. How long do you think you can stay?”

It’s a good question and not one I can answer easily. “I’m happy to stay for as long as you need me or until you find a replacement.”

Beth finishes her meal, and for once, I’m wishing I had the smaller steak as I try to eat the charred remnants on my plate. The potatoes are good, smothered in butter, and the beans are fine, so I eat those and push the meat to the side.

“You’re not a big meat eater?”

I shake my head. “Sometimes, not that hungry tonight.”

Beth looks me in the eye. “Tell me about my dad.”

“One of the best men I ever knew. Didn’t judge a book by its cover, but by its merit, the stuff it was made of. Thomas was well-respected by those who served with him.”

“You’re the first one to come visit. Dad didn’t have many friends. Hell, apart from this ranch and me, Dad didn’t have much of anything.”

“He talked about you and this place. Thomas loved the both of you.”

Beth’s face creases into a frown. “I know, it’s what got him killed.”

“Killed? I assumed he died of natural causes.”

Beth scoffs. “A bullet to the back. Nothing natural about that.”

I lean back and push my plate away. “Who did it?”

Beth shrugs, tears well in her eyes, but they don’t fall. “Local sheriff had no idea. It was a long-range rifle... that was all he could tell me.”

“How far out?” I ask, pinning her with a look.

Beth shakes her head, her black hair bouncing around her face in waves. “I don’t know.”

She stands and takes our plates to the sink. 

Slowly, I stand, unsure of how to approach her. Beth’s breathing deeply, taking in great gulps of air, I assume in an effort not to cry.

“What’s the sheriff’s name?”

Beth turns, putting her back against the bench and crosses her arms over her chest. “It won’t make any difference. Dad’s dead, the ranch is failing. I know who did it, I just can’t prove it.”

“Who do you think did it?”

“Myles Graham. He’s wanted our patch of dirt for a long time. Dad wouldn’t sell, even though I begged him to.” Beth’s gaze drops to the floor, and a single tear runs down her cheek. “It’s why I won’t sell to that bastard now. He’ll have to kill me before I sell him my land.” She reaches up and wipes away the tear and forces herself to smile. “Okay, well, I’m going to go to bed. It’s been a hell of a day.”

“I’ll do the dishes. What time in the morning?”

“Daybreak. I’m normally out on the ATV checking on the cows and fences.”

“ATV? I assumed you’d use horses.”

Beth smiles. “We do, but it’s a big ranch. ATVs make it easier. Feel free to watch TV, but remember the upstairs is off-limits.”

“Or you’ll shoot me?” I ask with a smirk.

“You got it.” Beth reaches over and squeezes my arm. “Night, Sean.”

I watch her walk away with mixed feelings. 

If Myles Graham did kill her dad, I’ll make him pay. 

But how do I protect her in the process?
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Beth

I’m sitting on the side of my bed with the door locked and a chair pushed up under the handle. I don’t know this man. I believe him when he says he knew and respected my dad, but he’s no friend of mine. There’s a photograph of my dad and me on the side table in a heavy silver frame. I pick up the picture and stare at his smiling face. Memories of him come flooding back. He was always my biggest supporter, the man who every boyfriend I’ve ever had never lived up to. I stare intently at the photograph trying to burn those eyes out of my brain. Then images of him lying face down in the dirt with flies buzzing around his body and those vacant eyes. 

Dad had kind, caring, brown eyes, and that’s what I want to remember. I wish I could wipe the last image of him from my mind forever.

With a sigh, I place the frame back in its position and lay down on the bed. Sean MacKenny doesn’t look like a man my dad would have associated with. He rarely spoke about his time in the Marines. Dad joined when he was young, I think to prove something to grandaddy. When he met my mom, and eventually had me, Dad wanted to get out. Well, he said he did, but it was only after she left and grandaddy died that he did.

I don’t think he ever really loved my mom. I see her occasionally as she lives in San Francisco with her new husband and two dachshunds. I don’t think she’s ever been happier. The ranch was no place for her. It’s hard work and takes spirit, and my mom never liked or had much of either. When Dad did come home, he worked the ranch—up at daybreak to check on the cattle, home at dusk to get fed, sleep, and start the day all over again. Between the Marines, the ranch, and me, my mom didn’t stand a chance. She was always fourth. No woman wants that.

If Sean MacKenny didn’t have a photograph of him with my dad, I might not have believed he knew him and called Dad his friend. I roll onto my side and stare out at the night. There’s a full moon out, so the valley is lit up. There’s a soft breeze blowing, and crickets chirp in melodious harmony. I can’t hear any noise from below. Hopefully, when I wake in the morning, Sean is still here, and so is the good silver cutlery. If not, then my natural instincts which tell me he’s a good man are wrong. Again. 

Myles Graham.

Businessman.

Lover.

Murderer.

No one, especially me, wanted to believe he killed my dad. I can’t prove it was him, but no one else had a motive. When I look back now and think about Myles and all we shared, I’m ashamed. 

We met in Billings at an art gallery, and I had no idea who he was. We chatted easily after I had accepted his offer for a drink. I was in town to see an old girlfriend from school, something I do every year. It would have been so easy for someone like him to find that out. Money buys you a lot of secrets.

I wish I had known who he was, what he was. Myles was charming, funny, loving, and pushed all the right buttons. My dad tried to warn me, but I didn’t listen. I believed Myles. You see, it was my fault Daddy was killed. 

I trusted the wrong man, and Dad paid for it with his life.
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My internal body clock wakes me up before daybreak, so I rise and take a shower. There’s no need to get all pretty. My unruly dark hair is pulled up into a ponytail, and I pull on jeans and a long-sleeved chambray shirt with a white tank underneath. As I walk downstairs, the smell of bacon hits my senses, and I make my way quickly into the kitchen. Sean is there, back to me, humming a song as he puts bread in the toaster. He’s wearing one of Dad’s old flannel shirts over jeans. He’s barefoot, and I don’t think I’ve seen a sexier sight. Nothing like having a man cook you breakfast. 

“Good morning.” 

He turns quickly, a smile already on his lips. “Good morning to you. I hope this is okay? I figured you’d want a good breakfast before we started work for the day.”

“It’s perfect.” I move around him and make my way to the coffee machine. He already has two mugs on the counter in front of it. “Coffee?”

Sean nods enthusiastically. “Yes, please.”

“How’d you sleep?” I ask as I hand him a steaming hot cup of goodness. Coffee is the closest thing to heaven.

“Okay. It’s tranquil out here. No road noise. Hell, no noise apart from the occasional horse whinny.”

I laugh. “You’ll get used to it. My dad used to put the radio on when he’d come back from deployment. After a week or so, he was fine. I could find it for you?”

Sean takes a sip of coffee and nods. “Thanks, appreciate it. Now, sit, and I’ll get breakfast on the table. Hope you like your eggs scrambled?”

I grin and nod. Honestly, anything you don’t have to cook for yourself always tastes better. Sean has a dish towel over one shoulder as he lifts the frying pan and puts bacon on two plates, then he dishes out the scrambled eggs. The toaster pops up, and he puts two slices on both plates on top of the bacon. He’s even set the table with butter, cutlery, side plates, and hot sauce.

Sean puts my plate down in front of me and sits opposite. “So, what’s on the agenda for today?”

“You ever mucked out a stable?”

“Nope, but I’m guessing it’s shoveling shit.” 

I nod as I put some crispy bacon into my mouth. Ah, heaven. “Yep, and you’ll need to feed the horses, brush them down, and put out new hay.”

“Sounds easy.”

I grin and nod. “We’ll start you off easy today.”

Sean nods. “I’d like to go into town in the next few days. Talk to the sheriff, find out about your dad, and get in touch with my old unit to see if they know Thomas is dead.”

My mouth runs dry. I cock my head to the side and look at him. “Why?”

“Why what?” asks Sean, who’s looking confused.

“Why are you going to so much trouble? Daddy is dead, and nothing is going to bring him back.” 

This is true. I’m not lying, but a part of me doesn’t want Sean to know I was with Myles Graham. If he starts talking to people in town, Sean is going to find out. Find out it’s my fault.

Sean’s eyes soften as does his voice as he says, “Don’t you want to get those responsible? Don’t you want to make them pay?”

“Money buys a lot of secrecy and pays people to be quiet. We’re never going to find out what happened...” I pause and push my plate away. “You ready for work?”

Sean cocks his head to the side and nods once, then he stands, puts his remaining breakfast between two slices of toast, and places his plate in the sink. “Lead the way.”

I’m grateful he isn’t pursuing this conversation further, but something tells me Sean MacKenny isn’t going to let this drop easily.
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Sean

I’m not a country boy. I am sure my veins bleed smog instead of blood. 

Beth is strangely quiet as she walks ahead of me toward the weathered barn. Surprisingly, it’s not painted, the wood has gone a soft, silver-gray color from being exposed to the elements. 

As Beth walks away from me, I like the way she moves. Her hips sway from side to side, very feminine. I smile to myself, her daddy, God rest his soul, would beat me black and blue for staring at her like this. 
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