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Natasha Marks

One night changes everything. I live my life alone, never truly letting anyone get too close to me. With my past, I choose to live this way. Now, I’m surrounded by the members of Satan’s Anarchy MC and the one man who can break past my defenses. Can I take a chance and let Renegade in?

John ‘Renegade’ Jackson

My life is changing. I’ve learned something major has been kept hidden from me. I have a daughter who’s almost a teenager. On top of being the President of Satan’s Anarchy MC, I need to learn how to be a dad. Now, I’m trying to protect Natasha. The more time I spend with her, the more I want her. Can I protect my family? Or will they be ripped from me?
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Renegade

WHEN I WAS nineteen years old, I thought I knew it all. Hell, I thought I had the world by the balls. I was taking some of the weight off my mom’s shoulders and helping her with bills and other costs of raising children on her own. At the same time, I began Prospecting with Satan’s Anarchy MC.

The men stood for loyalty, honesty, respect, family, and putting in a hard day’s work to earn everything they had. Things I valued and wanted to be a part of. They didn’t walk on the right side of the law and were heavy into gun-running and selling drugs. They would even let the girls working for their strip clubs fuck men on the side for extra money. The club always got a cut, but never forced the girls to fuck or be with someone they didn’t want to fuck.

That same summer was the summer I met Saralyn. Her family was staying at a house close to the edge of town and we met in the diner my mom worked in. She was there on her lunch when I saw her and sat down next to her.

The first time I saw her in the diner my mom eventually bought from the owner, the sun was shining through the many windows lining the front of the small building, landing directly on Saralyn. She looked like an angel sitting at the counter, waiting on her food while sipping a milkshake. I fell hard and fast for the girl at that moment.

Saralyn was short compared to my over six-foot-tall frame, barely coming to my chest. She had long blonde hair with hazel eyes. Her eyes stood out among every other feature. They were huge in her small face and every emotion she ever felt flashed in them. Saralyn was tiny everywhere until you looked at her chest. She had tits that were more than a handful and I spent countless hours worshipping her chest. And the rest of her body.

We spent the entire summer together when I wasn’t doing something for the club. I took her riding all over Shadowville and the surrounding towns, we spent time at the lake, and I took her out on dates. I’ve never taken another girl out on a date. All I wanted was pussy and I didn’t have to fight to find a willing girl to fuck. Especially once I started Prospecting.

I even went so far as to spend time with her family. It was just Saralyn and her parents as she is an only child. I’ve never met parents before and I knew they were close and if I wanted to continue between us, I’d have to meet hers. There wasn’t an issue in my mind as long as they didn’t look down on me because of my own family situation or that I was Prospecting with a motorcycle club. Her mom and dad didn’t bat an eye when I wore my cut to their summer home to meet them. They accepted me and welcomed me into their family with open arms. Her family also accepted my family and I fell even more in love with Saralyn when our families got along so well.

By the end of summer, I was ready to ask Saralyn to stay with me. She could finish school here and we could begin our life together. I was already looking at places of our own and working outside of the club to earn extra money.

My friend worked for a construction company and they hired me on to help toward the end of summer. There would be work all year long because they focused on outside work during the summer months and then took jobs focusing on indoor work in the cold, winter months. They also took care of snow removal and other odd jobs.

Before I could talk to Saralyn, she disappeared. I’m not sure when she and her family left, but she didn’t meet me at the diner for lunch and I knew something was wrong. So, I rode to the house her family was staying at to find it empty. There wasn’t a trace the family had been there at all the entire summer. My heart broke into a million pieces and I vowed then and there I’d never give my heart to anyone else.

Using all the pain and rage I had in me, I poured it into the club and work. The construction company I worked for went belly up because the owner was embezzling money, so there was a job that needed to be filled and I started Johnson Construction. In the beginning it was hard to get jobs because I was known to work for the ass who stole from people. But, once I took on a few jobs and the results were vastly different, work started pouring in. To the point, my brother Psycho started helping out when he wasn’t at school.

When I was at the club, I poured every ounce of myself into the work they wanted, or needed, done. I am the only Prospect to become a full patch in less than a year. It’s not something I brag about, but it’s something I’m damn proud of. Once I was a full patch, I quickly climbed the ranks and I’m now the President of the club. Honestly, I’m the National President over any Satan’s Anarchy MC, a title I treasure.

I haven’t thought of the girl who broke me in thirteen years. Not since she left me. Now, I can’t stop thinking of the bitch. Not since our daughter walked up to the gate and told the Prospect she was there for me, that Saralyn and her new man just left her because they don’t want a kid around. I’m ready to hurt the bitch for several reasons.

I’ve had a daughter, Kora, for almost thirteen years and never knew she existed. I missed out on every single part of her life and who knows what’s been done to her. Now, Saralyn just leaves Kora because they don’t want her. She had no clue if I was still with the club or even here at the time, she left her alone. I’ll do everything in my power to protect my daughter and get to know her. I just don’t have a fucking clue how to go about that.
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Renegade

TODAY IS FINALLY the day Hawk and Chains marry Cass. There’s a party atmosphere around the club already as we put the final touches on everything and make sure the chairs, tables, and decorations is set up according to how the women want things to be.

Callie and Hadliegh took over when Cass didn’t want to make any hard decisions. Hell, Hadliegh’s my sister-in-law and I’m not afraid to admit she scares me sometimes. She doesn’t give a shit who you are, if she wants something, she gets it the hell done. Today is no different. Cass doesn’t care if the wedding is perfect or anything else, she just wants to be with her men and carry their last name before she goes into labor. Hadliegh and Callie have different ideas though.

As I’m helping Psycho carry tables to where they’re supposed to be, I notice Kora sitting outside right up against the back of the clubhouse. She looks so lonely as she places her earbuds in her ears and messes with her phone. I spend time with her daily, but I need to find a way to bridge the gap between us.

Kora looks in our direction to take in all the chaos. I motion with my head for her to come over to us. There’s no need for her to not be around us or to hide in her room unless there’s a party going on. I want to get to know my daughter and spend time with her. The rest of the guys do too. Especially Psycho, since he’s her biological uncle.

“What are you doin’?” I ask as Kora makes her way over to us.

“Nothing. I wanted to come outside since it’s a nice day out,” she answers.

“Are you goin’ to stay for the ceremony?” I ask her, setting down the table and giving her my full attention.

“I don’t know if they want me here,” she answers, a sad look filling her face.

“Of course, we do, lil’ bit,” Hawk answers, coming up behind her. “If you want, Cass could probably use some help.”

“Oh, um, okay,” she says.

“You don’t have to go inside. That’s not what Hawk was sayin’,” I tell her. “If you want to stay outside, you’re more than welcome to be with us.”

I don’t know what the fuck Saralyn has done to Kora, but I’m going to hurt her if I find out my daughter has been abused in any way. There won’t be a fucking place on this Earth she’ll be able to hide from me. And I will find out eventually what’s happened to my daughter before coming here. Hawk is already digging to find out and get any records of my daughter since her birth.

Kora should be a confident teenager. Almost. Instead, she’s sullen, a loner, and there’s a deep sadness resonating in her eyes. When I try to talk to her or get her to come out of her room, shock covers her face for a few seconds before she slides her mask back into place. This tells me Saralyn didn’t do anything with our daughter and placed everyone else before her. I’m gutted by how withdrawn she is. Kora should be playing sports or doing other activities with kids her age, but she’s not. Well, that’s gonna change.

My daughter is a mini version of her mother. She’s got long blonde hair with big eyes. She’s small and reminds me of a garden fairy, like in the stories my mom used to read to my sister. Kora is the sweetest kid when you can get her to open up and she’s funny as hell. But, she won’t let herself act like a kid. She’s not free spirited like Phoebe was at her age.

The only thing she got from me is my blue eyes. Our eyes are so dark they’re almost an indigo color. When she’s upset, they turn almost black. I’ve also glimpsed my attitude and temper one time. It didn’t last long, but I saw it rear its ugly head just the same.

As we continue to put the finishing touches on the backyard of the clubhouse for the ceremony, Kora helps us out. She stays close to my side and I help her out as much as possible. I want her to know she can count on me and I’ll be there for her. That we want her around us. The guys have toned down their actions in the clubhouse until I can get our house built. They’d rather see my daughter out of her room and beginning to get to know them than staying by herself all the time.

“Kora, it’s good to see you, lil’ bit,” Bear says, walking up to us with Bishop.

“How are you doin’, Kora?” Bishop asks.

“I’m okay,” she says, her voice small.

I’ve come to the conclusion Kora has a crush on Bishop. She turns red in the face whenever he’s around and she barely talks. Even less than normal. Yeah, I’ve already threatened Bishop with his life if he goes near my little girl and I believe Psycho had a chat with him as well. She’s not even thirteen yet. However, I’m not going to make him stay away from her completely if he’s one of the few people she talks to. Bishop knows where I stand, and he won’t cross that line.

“I’m goin’ to head in and get cleaned up,” I tell Kora. “Are you gonna stay out here?”

“No. I’ll go in with you. I’m gonna grab some lunch and read while you shower. Then I’ll come back outside with you. Is that okay?” she asks, speaking more words than since she’s been here.

“That sounds good, honey,” I tell her, wrapping my arms around her as we head back inside the clubhouse.

“Dad, can I ask you something?” Kora asks, flooring me by calling me ‘dad’.

“You can ask me anythin’ you want,” I tell her around the lump in my throat.

“Is it true you didn’t want me?” she asks, her voice small as I stop in my tracks.

“Kora, that’s absolutely not true. I didn’t know anythin’ about you. If I had, you would’ve been here a lot sooner. I would have taken you from your mom and you would know what love is. What it’s like to be your age and free. Don’t ever be afraid to ask me anythin’. I’ll always be honest with you. Now, your grandma’s gonna be here soon, so you can sit in the common room or you can join the girls in the room they’re gettin’ ready in,” I tell her.

“I’ll sit in the common room and eat something,” she answers, offering me a small smile.

I leave Kora in the common room with Bentley and Foxy. They’ll watch over her until I get out of the shower or my mom gets here.

Rage fills me as I walk to my room. The more I find out about my daughter, the more I realize I didn’t know Saralyn at all. I can’t help but want to know where the fuck her parents are and why they let my daughter be hidden from me, abused in some way, and why the fuck Saralyn abandoned her.
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Kora and I are sitting with my mom and the rest of the club as we wait for Cass to come out. The guys are standing at the makeshift altar along with Psycho and Bear. Mom and Kora are talking softly when Cass’s music begins to play. We all stand up and watch as Hadliegh and Callie make their way down. Once Cass begins walking our way, Kora wraps her arm around mine and never takes her eyes off Cassidy.

Cassidy is beautiful in her white dress. Her hair is up except for a few pieces left to hang around her face. There’s barely any make-up on her face. No, the smile she’s wearing as she stares at her men waiting for her is what’s drawing everyone’s attention to the woman.

I’m sure Kora imagines her own wedding right now. That’s what all little girls do, isn’t it? Well, by the time she’s allowed to get married, I’ll be cold and buried in the ground somewhere. My little girl is never going to be allowed to date or even look at a boy. So, I won’t need to worry about her getting married. She can keep right on dreaming.

I sit in my chair as the sun beats down on us while Hawk and Cassidy get married. Kora begins crying when Hawk and Chains speak their vows. Chains may not legally be Cass’s husband, but they include a commitment ceremony along with the wedding.

“Cass, I knew from the second I laid eyes on you, you were goin’ to be our one. You’re the angel that makes us complete and I will protect you every day for the rest of my life. I love you more than the air I need to breathe, and I can’t wait until our newest family member is here with us. You show us both every day what it’s like to be loved and supported unconditionally. You’ll never know what you mean to me and I’ll never fully be able to show you. Not with the time we have left on Earth,” Hawk says, never taking his eyes from Cass.

“Cassidy, you wormed your way past my defenses and into my heart. There’s a difference between lovin’ someone the way I love you and just wantin’ your body. I want your body, your heart, and your soul. You’re the glue that holds us together and the only person to put the puzzle pieces of my soul back together. Words will never convey how much I love you. I’ll never be able to thank you enough for takin’ a chance on us and lettin’ us in. For takin’ a chance and givin’ yourself to us. We’ll show you every day how grateful we are, and fifty years will never be enough time with you,” Chains says.

Cass speaks her vows to the two men, but I can’t tell you what she says. Her voice is so low, and Kora and my mom are crying along with a few other women in the yard.. The look of love and tenderness on her face is the only clue I have about what she’s saying. It’s a look I’ve waited to see on a woman’s face as she looks at me. But, I’ll never let anyone close enough to see it. I’ve learned my lesson and I’m not the only one to pay the price for it. Kora has also paid a steep price.

By the time the three are married and committed, I’m ready to let loose and have a cold beer. It’s hot as hell outside and we’re all sweating to death. One beer is all I’m drinking with Kora being here, I need to be alert in case she needs me. So, I’ll have a drink and enjoy my night with my daughter and the rest of my Satan’s Anarchy family.
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Natasha

IT’S BEEN A few days since the robbery at the convenience store. I’m still shaken and all I want to do is stay in my home. I don’t want to see anyone, talk to anyone, or go to work. Unfortunately, if I don’t go to work, I’ll lose my job and then I’ll be screwed. So, I’m up and ready to leave the house.

As I walk out my door, I frantically search the area surrounding my home and car. I don’t see anyone suspicious or anything out of place, but it doesn’t prevent me from running to the car and locking my doors as soon as I’m inside. I take a few minutes to calm my breathing before turning the key in the ignition and backing out of my driveway.

On the short drive to the lawyer’s office, I constantly check my mirrors to make sure no one’s following me. If I were smart, I’d have called Hadliegh and asked to talk to Psycho about what I witnessed. Maybe the club could help me, keep someone watching over me to ensure no one comes after me. But, I’m not attached to the club, so they probably wouldn’t do anything about the situation I find myself in.

Hadliegh invited me to Cass’s wedding, but I turned her down. I’m not even sure what I told her, but I know it was some lame-ass excuse. She’s smart enough not to have bought it, but she didn’t pressure me either. That’s the thing about Hadliegh— she’s been through her own shit and knows when not to press too hard on someone. Unless she cares and knows for a fact a person has been hurt. Then she doesn’t hesitate to go all bad bitch or send her husband, Psycho, after someone.

Pulling into the parking lot of the office building, I look around carefully before leaving my car. People are walking up and down the street, looking into the storefronts and having a good time. They don’t have a care in the world, and I wish I was any one of them. Instead, I push the thought from my mind and scurry into the office so I can get to work and feel somewhat safe with the security system we have and other people surrounding me.

The office building Tanner’s office is in holds five different offices. There’s an insurance office, our office, and a career office on the first floor. The second floor holds a small investment company and a loan company. None of the offices hold very many employees so all the businesses are small.

When you walk in the building, my office is through a door on the left-hand side of the hallway with the insurance company across from us, and the career office at the back of the building. They open later than us, so I’m usually the first one in the building. Usually, I love spending a few minutes here alone in the morning, enjoying the peace and quiet. This morning, it only serves to remind me there could be men after me and I have no clue.

Taking a seat at my desk, I see the light blinking on the phone and listen to the messages before starting a pot of coffee. As I’m taking my seat behind my desk, Tanner, my boss, saunters into the office. He’s in his late forties and there’s always a cocky air about him. He doesn’t think anything is ever going to happen to him, or that he’s ever going to lose a case in court. It’s why he’s so busy with new clients wanting to book appointments with him.

However, it does nothing for anyone else he tries to bring in to work for him. Or with him. No one ever lasts past a few weeks. They all hate the way he acts, the way he talks, and the type of clients he takes on. He’ll take the worst men and women just to prove he can get them out of whatever they’re being charged with. Especially if it’s a murder charge. I can’t stand working for him either, but I don’t have much choice right now.

Jobs in Shadowville are hard to come by and when someone finds one, they tend not to leave it. So, I’ve been looking but haven’t had much success. I’m honestly ready to move somewhere else with more job opportunities and where no one knows me. But, that would mean leaving Hadliegh and them behind. I’m not sure I can do that either. It’s so confusing.

“Morning, Tanner,” I say as he walks past my desk. “I’ll bring your coffee right in.”

He doesn’t even acknowledge me as he heads to his office. This is the type of man I work for. Yeah, I need to get the hell out of here before I become just as bad as he is. I was raised better than that and I’ll never stoop to his level. If I had known what he’s about when I got a call for an interview, I would’ve passed on it.

After taking Tanner his coffee and messages, I head back to my desk. As I round the corner, I come to a dead stop in the middle of the large waiting area. Filling the room are the men from the robbery, along with several more. The only reason I know it’s them is because of the cuts on their back and their greasy appearance.

“C-c-can I-I-I help you?” I stutter out.

“We got an appointment with Tanner,” one of the men says, turning his full attention on me.

“I’ll let him know you’re here,” I say, not bothering to find out their names because I don’t want to know.

“You do that, sweet cheeks,” he responds.

I shudder in revulsion as the men take seats and I pick up the phone on my desk. After Tanner tells me he’ll be with them in a few minutes, I sit back and keep an eye on the men. Most of them are looking around the waiting room while four of them keep their gazes locked in my direction. Their stares range from hostile to pure lust. I’m not sure which one is worse.

“Don’t I know you?” one of the men asks, breaking the silence surrounding us.

“No, I don’t think so. I’ve never seen you in here before,” I answer, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Yeah, I’m sure I’ve seen you before,” he replies, sitting forward and looking at me closer.

Tanner walks from his office at that point and I’ve never been happier to see the man in my life. I pretend I’m looking over the paperwork sitting in front of me as the men file past me. Unfortunately, it doesn’t prevent me from seeing the look of recognition on the man’s face when he finally gets up close to me.

“Yeah, I know where I’ve seen you before. Have a late-night run to the store over the weekend?” he asks, letting an evil smile fill his face.

“No. I worked all weekend,” I answer, briefly looking up.

“Yeah. I know you were there,” he says as Tanner calls out to him. “I’ll get you later.”

As soon as they’ve left the waiting area, I run to the bathroom. There’s nothing in my stomach to get rid of, but my body is trying to anyway. I haven’t been able to eat since the night of the robbery. And I’ve barely slept. I’m surprised the man could tell it was me just based on my appearance after the last few days.
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By lunchtime, I’m ready to go home. The earlier appearance of the men has me spooked even worse. And Tanner’s been acting weird since his meeting with them. Instead of working in his office as he normally does, he’s chosen to sit at the large conference table in the room behind the waiting area. The room is encased in glass walls so he can watch me. It’s unnerving and creeping me out. Is Tanner somehow involved with the men?

It doesn’t matter one way or another. I’m out of here. Walking to the room, I knock on the door before opening it.

“Tanner, I’m gonna head home. I’m not feeling great and I’ve already been sick once today,” I say, not outright lying to my boss.

“Oh, okay. I hope you feel better by tomorrow morning. It’s going to be a busy day,” he answers, a sinister smile plastered on his face. “I’m in court most of the day, so just leave me a message if you can’t make it in.”

“Thank you, I will,” I respond.

I stop at my desk long enough to shut the ringer off on the office phone and grab my purse. Once I’m through the door of the office building, I sprint to my car and lock myself inside once again. I internally debate going home, because there’s nowhere else I can go now. Hadliegh would know something’s wrong as soon as she sees me. And I don’t have any other friends here, so there’s no place to go but home.

Pulling up to my house, I park in the garage and wait until the door is shut behind me. I jump out of my car and run through the garage until I come to the door. I’m shaking so bad, I drop the keys in my attempt to unlock the door. Picking them up, I manage to slide the key in the lock and get inside. I slam the door shut and make sure it’s locked behind me. These men know who I am now. They know I was in the store and I don’t know when they’re going to come after me.

I make my way to the living room after checking every room in the house, changing into sweats, and I take a seat on the couch. Huddling in the corner, I jump when my cell phone rings. It’s Hadliegh calling me. Shutting it off, I lay it on the table in front of me and pull a blanket up over my freezing cold body. For the rest of the day, I don’t move. I watch every corner of the house’s interior, waiting for the men to force their way in and kill me.
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Chapter Three
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Renegade

THE CLUB HAS been celebrating the wedding for hours now. My mom already left and offered to take Kora home with her, but my daughter wants to stay with me. It’s not because she’s uncomfortable with my mom—we’ve had a breakthrough today. Ever since she asked if I never wanted her, Kora has been glued to my side.

This upsets me and I’m trying to hide my pain from Kora. For her to believe for twelve years I never wanted her absolutely kills me. I wonder what else Saralyn has told my daughter about me. In the coming days, I’ll know it all. Kora and I will sit down and have a conversation about everything. There’s no other way for me to reassure her I want her with me unless she knows the entire truth.

The babes have left me alone. I’ve already told them I’m not to be approached for anything if my daughter is out of her room. Today, she’s right next to me and I won’t have her subjected to them. Or the fact I’ll never be with anyone in a serious relationship again. But, I have no problems fucking the babes whenever I need or want to. It’s not her business and I won’t have her know it’s how I live my life.

“Are you havin’ fun?” I ask Kora as we sit at a table and eat our dinner.

“I am,” she answers as Psycho and Hadliegh join us.

“Kora, you look so pretty today,” Hadliegh tells her.

Kora changed earlier and is wearing a summer dress. Her hair is hanging loose and softly blowing in the light breeze around us. I never thought to tell my daughter she looks pretty. What the hell is wrong with me?

“Yes, you do look very pretty,” I tell her.

Kora blushes under our compliments and turns her face down toward her plate of food. Just one more thing to add to the growing list of reasons I want to know where Saralyn is and what she’s done to my daughter. Hadliegh and Psycho look at me, their expressions telling me how upset they are about their niece and her behavior.

“Kora, you want to come keep me company at work on lunch tomorrow? You can take a tour of Anarchy Ink and see where I work,” Hadliegh asks, trying to draw Kora into a conversation.

“Oh, um, no thank you,” she answers. “My grandma wants me to come to the diner and hang out with her for a while tomorrow. I already said ‘yes’. Can we do it another day?”

“Sure. Anytime you want to. Kora, we can hang out, go shopping, or you can call if you just need a female to talk to. I am your aunt and I’d like to get to know you,” Hadliegh tells her.

A tear slips from Kora’s eye at her aunt’s words. Every single day, my heart breaks more and more for my daughter and the comforts and show of love she’s been denied so far in her young life. There’s not another fucking day she won’t feel loved, special, or have whatever comfort she needs. Not when she’s with me and Satan’s Anarchy.

“What are you gonna do with grandma tomorrow?” Psycho asks, shoveling a forkful of food into his mouth.

“I don’t know. She just wants to get me away from the clubhouse for a while,” Kora answers, taking a sip of her soda.

“Good,” I tell her, knowing the guys are going to be hungover.

After we finish our food, Psycho and I take care of the garbage while Callie joins the girls at our table. Hawk, Cass, and Chains are getting ready to leave and the party is still going strong. I know the guys are just waiting for me to usher my daughter inside, but they can wait until she’s ready to go to bed. This is her clubhouse as much as it is theirs and they’ll have to learn that.

As we walk closer to the table, I can hear Callie trying to convince Kora to join them on the dance floor. She’s refusing to go. I’m not sure what’s holding her back, but I will find out. My daughter will know she can do anything she wants to, within reason of course. If she wants to dance, she’ll dance. It’s a sad day when a young girl refuses to dance, especially after her eyes have been lingering on the dance floor since we sat down.

“I’m gonna take Kora for a walk. I want to show her somethin’,” I tell the girls, getting her away from their questioning.

Kora stands up and follows me to the side of the clubhouse. We have a large piece of property and I’m building a house for us there. It’s to the right of the clubhouse and will give us a sense of freedom, but I’ll still be close enough if I’m needed in a hurry. Kora doesn’t need to be raised in a clubhouse and I don’t want her around all the debauchery the guys and babes get up to at night.

I come to a stop when we get to the stop the foundation is already laid. Kora looks at the hole in the ground for the basement and I know it shows how large the house will be.

“We’re gonna have a house here?” she asks, walking closer.

“Yeah. It’s gonna be a two-story home with a finished basement. I may add a pool later on, I’m not sure about it yet. You’ll have your own bedroom and bathroom. And, you’ll be able to decorate it however you want. Our construction company has been workin’ on a big project, but soon more guys will be workin’ on our house so we can move in,” I tell her, putting my arm over her shoulders as she steps closer to me.

“I’ll really get to decorate my room?” she asks, looking up at me.

“Yeah. Kora, we need to talk,” I tell her, moving us to the picnic table by the foundation.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asks.
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