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      When I first wrote Covered in His Love twelve years ago, I had no idea I was beginning a healing journey, one that would take me ten years to truly commit to. And now, as I sit here with joy overflowing in my life, I can say without hesitation: every ounce of pain was worth arriving at this peace.

      Because the truth is, you can’t heal what you won’t reveal.

      To my friends and family: thank you for speaking life into me when my cup ran low. Your encouragement has meant everything. There is still so much more I plan to do, but today I’m standing in gratitude for this path I’ve walked…and for the beautiful people it’s brought into my life.

      

      To my incredible social media tribe of authors, readers, reviewers, and the incomparable BookTok community: I see you, I appreciate you, and I thank you.

      This book remains lovingly dedicated to the woman who first placed a book in my hands and always supported my habit once I was hooked, my mother, Dorthy L. Treadwell. Mommy, you may be gone, but you are never forgotten.

      If you’re new to my world, thank you for being open to adding me to your bookshelf. And if you’ve been rocking with me, I thank you for your continued support. I hope you’ll keep escaping into the worlds I create.

      And lastly, if you enjoyed this book, please consider leaving a review. It helps independent authors like me more than you could ever know.

      

      Kortni Renea [image: kiss mark]
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      Eight Months Earlier….

      

      “Okay, everybody quiet down, I’ve got an announcement to make!” Elaine yelled out to the boisterous crowd that showed up monthly to her famous card parties/fish fry she held. No one could fry fish like, Elaine Carter. It was rumored that’s how she got her late husband, Ava’s daddy Allen, to propose to her only five days after meeting her. Now, supposedly as the story went, Ava’s daddy had found himself outside her, Grandma Tanner’s house after catching a glimpse of, Elaine and her cousins walking home after school on a beautiful Friday afternoon.

      Before, Allen realized it, he had followed the girls two miles outside of town. Not wanting to appear like a stalker, Allen slowed down his pursuit. Copping a squat underneath a shade tree, he watched everyone from afar. He never could tell, Ava exactly how long he sat there under that shade tree. All he knew was that the sky’s color started to change from light to dark. It was around that time he started smelling what he described as the most mouth-watering aroma he’d ever been around. And that was saying a lot because his momma could cook!

      Story had it Granddaddy Henry must’ve taken pity on him and sent, Elaine out with a couple pieces of fish. Grandma Tanner swore to her grave she didn’t send, Elaine out to that rascal with no food! She knew once you fed a stray you could never get rid of it. After daddy took his first bite, he nearly gave, Elaine a heart attack from staying silent for so long (two consecutive minutes to be exact). Finally, his brain kicked back into gear, he asked if, Elaine’s mother sold fish dinner plates? Elaine promptly let him know that no, she did not sell her cooking. She then turned on her heel and left Allen sitting alone in the dark on the cool ground by himself! He’d followed her all the way home from town and the first words he asked, Elaine was about her momma! It took him fifteen days of constant begging and wooing her before, Elaine would give in and accept his proposal.

      “As you all know, my baby girl, Lainey has always had her nose buried deep in a book hidden away somewhere. Well it seems all that time spent indoors during those summer days has paid off. Today my baby signed with Roaming House Publishing. Her book will be published in four weeks. So raise your mutha-fucking glasses up and toast congratulations to my baby, Ava Laine Carter! The stars and beyond is your limit, baby. Nothing can stand in your way.” The room broke out into a chorus of aww’s as Lainey walked over and gave her mom a tear-jerking hug. No one has ever supported Lainey more nor cheered her on more than, Elaine.
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      “I’m sure everything is going to be fine Momma. It’s probably just a really bad chest cold. Worst case scenario, maybe pneumonia. You probably shouldn’t have travelled with me to the New York book release party. The weather was too cold for you,” Ava informed, Elaine in an attempt to soothe both of their unspoken fears as they prepared for whatever news the doctor was going to give them.

      Elaine had endured what seemed like hundreds of tests the week before. Giving, Ava a sad but reassuring smile she knew, Ava needed at that moment, Elaine reached over and patted, Ava’s hand.

      “I’m sure you’re right, punkin, but there was no way I was missing that. You’ve sacrificed so much and worked so hard for this moment. No, no regrets. Now tell me about this Philip character.”

      Philip was Lainey’s assigned editor with Roaming House. He had been extremely helpful in transitioning her into the publishing giant’s family, helping her learn the ropes and how things really worked in the book-publishing world. At first, Ava just took his willingness to help as, Philip being eager to oversee his first solo client. But as they spent more and more time together in person, Ava felt some interest there. They always communicated by email, phone, and or video chat, Philip always made sure to leave Lainey with a not-so-subtle hint to let her know that he saw her as more than a friend and colleague.

      Her second trip out to New York City was in preparation for the book release party Roaming House planned on throwing for her. Philip officially asked to take, Lainey out to dinner and dancing. He wined and dined her. Yes, he was a little anal and slightly rude to those he viewed as beneath him, which happened to be pretty much everybody. Waitresses, valets, bellhops, doormen, hell, if you were in service, you weren’t worthy of acknowledgement. But with, Ava, he poured on the charm. It had been two years since, Ava had been intimate, with anyone other than B.O.B., her battery, operated boyfriend. So, she said the hell with it and slept with, Philip. What was the saying, like watching paint dry? After that, sex for them was pretty much nonexistent and, Ava felt just fine with that. The only issues she had were, whenever, Philip was in town visiting, she had to wait until he left to see B.O.B.

      Ava had not expected anything more to come from it. She and B.O.B. were actually fine with it. But after that night, Philip immersed himself into the boyfriend role. There were a lot of times when he overstepped his boundaries. Especially when it came to the business, aka money-side, of her book dealings. It had been very hard for Ava to spend time with her mother, Aunt Liz, Taryn, Lorenz, and Chantel. Anytime Ava had a photo opportunity arise, there was Philip, poised, posed, and ready for the money-shot.

      “Umm, there’s really not too much to tell,” at the raise of her mother’s brow, Ava rolled her eyes. “Really, momma. We met when he became my assigned editor. Of course, in the beginning I had a lot of questions and we talked a lot. When I first travelled to New York we hung out and he was my personal tour guide. Nothing too serious,” Ava willed her body not to fidget under the penetrating and knowing gaze, Elaine graced her with.

      “Mmm, well all I know is that if I were you, I’d watch out for that one, honey. A wolf in sheep’s clothing if I ever saw one! And you know I’ve called out many wolves in my lifetime.” The doctor walked into the exam room ending further conversation.

      “Well Miss Carter, after the test results returned, I sent them back and requested new tests to be run. Your blood tests were ran a total of three times.” The doctor shifted his eyes from, Elaine to Ava Laine. “I’m sorry to have to inform you, the results revealed that you have stage four lymphoma cancer.”

      The blood drained from Ava as she tried her hardest to hear what the doctor was telling them through the buzzing and congestion her head was filling with. How could this of happened? Her mother was too young! Ava complained about, Elaine’s meddlesome ways, but she still needed her mommy. What would she do without her mother? Those were just some of the questions her psyche was bombarding her conscious with.

      “If you look at this clouded area of the x-ray, you can see where the cells are clustered. With this being such an aggressive type of cancer and the fact that it’s already in stage four, the prognosis is two to four weeks.”

      

      3 MONTHS LATER………..

      

      Ava sat in the cafeteria of the hospital, grabbing a moment to herself while her mom was undergoing a radiation treatment. Hearing her name being called, she lifted her head to see Philip walking towards her. Her mouth turned up into what she hoped was a somewhat happy smile at seeing him.

      “I thought I’d find you here.”

      Really? No shit, Sherlock, I’ve only spent every Wednesday here for the past six straight weeks.

      “Hey what brings you to my city? This is a surprise.” Ava was glad when Philip sat instead of giving her the cold, fish-like perfunctory kiss he always gave her.

      “I know this couldn’t be coming possibly at a worse time than now. But I don’t know how else to handle this but to just do it. Lainey, it’s obvious that you are occupied with the things you have going on in your life, especially with your mom’s cancer and all. I’ve just been feeling more and more lately that I, like our relationship, becoming less and less important to you. And I guess it would be hard to find a balance with all the stuff you have going on.

      “I feel it’s best if we end this and just go back to our editor and writer relationship.”

      Sitting dumbfounded for what had to be five minutes, Ava’s wits finally returned. She found she was able to genuinely smile for the first time in months and said, “I couldn’t agree with you more, Philip. Thank you.”
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      Ava stared into the foggy vanity bathroom mirror trying to discern if she had any new lines or sags that hadn’t been present yesterday when she was still in her twenties.

      Who am I kidding?” Ava thought. If there are lines here today they were there yesterday, chick!

      Ava closed her eyes and took what she hoped would be a deep meditating breath. Today was a new experience, you could say, for Ava. A different chapter she had not seen in her future for quite some time. Every year, her birthday was cause for a huge celebration. The fact that it just happened to be on the Fourth of July just helped to kick things up a notch.

      But this would be the first year Ava would celebrate a birthday without her mother, Elaine. To say they had a perfect fairy tale mother-daughter relationship would be laughable and telling an outright lie. They had many ups and downs over the years. But what remained constant was that they knew they loved each other and, regardless of what was going on between them, if one needed the other, they were there.

      Elaine was a vivacious character to say the least. She was always the life of every party she attended. She never hesitated to say what was on her mind, which would explain the duo’s topsy-turvy relationship. And she was loved by all who came in contact with her. Well, those, Elaine let into her hard-to-penetrate extended family, as she always called it. Elaine had also been a smoker for twenty-plus years. Right after they had returned from Ava’s first book release in New York, Elaine fell ill out of the blue and had to be rushed to the hospital by ambulance.

      Ava prayed the whole way there that the problem was just a virus and nothing too serious and definitely not the dreaded C. Even though, Ava had preached to, Elaine many times over the years the downfalls of smoking, nothing could have been done to fully prepare them to hear what, Ava always knew was a possibility: Elaine had cancer.

      But nowadays cancer doesn’t mean an automatic death sentence! Doctors have made leaps and bounds in treatments over the years. And when you are diagnosed with stage-four lymphoma, there’s not much that can be done at that point. But miracles and blessings do happen. Truth be told, Elaine had fared much better with the cancer before she started chemo. And definitely before they allowed the doctors to give her a colonoscopy. That was what Ava felt started the beginning of a quick end. Although, Elaine’s health deteriorated at a rapid rate following the procedure, Ava didn’t feel slighted in the least.

      The doctors had given, Elaine two to four weeks when she was diagnosed in November. She had made it to June. Almost to Ava’s thirtieth birthday. But again, all Ava could feel was blessed that she had seven months to cherish and appreciate her mother. She felt grace in the fact that God spared, Elaine when she was suffering to no end. The fact that her mother and daddy were together again…how could she begrudge that?

      But it takes a lot of energy to put on a brave face and celebrate your birth when the woman who gave you life, and made such a hoopla in celebrating it every year, was not here to do so this year. A tear slipped down Ava’s face and she could hear so clearly, Elaine telling her to stop all that damn crying girl! No one, not no one, is given eternity on this earth! Make me proud and live your life to the fullest, baby! I know it won’t be the same this year, because no one can throw a party like me. But go celebrate the greatest day of my life on earth with all of the people who love you.

      Ava took a deep breath and opened her eyes feeling a sense of peace, calmness, and happiness that hadn’t been there a moment ago. Ava walked into her walk-in closet and looked back and forth between the two outfits she’d narrowed down for the nights’ festivities. The first choice was a dress that was very fitted on the bottom and loose at the top. The cut was extremely flattering on her full curvaceous figure. It would display her show-girl legs and help to conceal her bulge, or stress as she and her girls called it, in her midsection.

      The sleeves where dolman style and the shimmering grey fabric of the dress allowed the front to lay perfectly on her breasts, giving a hint of what lay beneath. Her full 38DD’s. The back of the dress hung open and met the fitted waist at a V, showing off the new tattoo inked along her spine. Ava still couldn’t believe she had gotten the tattoo. But after handling the funeral arrangements and just needing some type of outlet, she’d decided why not? Choosing the spine, she knew it would hurt; but compared to the emotional pain she was already enduring due to her loss…it couldn’t be much worse.

      That day was an enlightening day for Ava. Previously she’d never understood how one could become a “cutter.” Who the hell would willingly slice their skin with a razor?  Well, by time the needle finished doing its job, Ava realized she hadn’t felt pain from it all, but rather she found a welcoming companion. Finally, it was something that made her feelings resurface. She felt something other than numbness. That pain had been the only thing that was able to cut through the numbness she felt. Ava came to a new understanding for those who used cutting as a coping mechanism.

      Although she understood it, she still thought cutters needed to seek professional help, or become acquainted with tattoos. The scars from cutting alone would deter Ava. But she now knew that to someone suffering emotionally, and hurting that much, the scars cutting left behind were the last things on their mind.

      Birthday outfit number two consisted of a pair of white jeggings paired with a taupe tank. The tank was lined with gold fabric on the inside and fit loosely at the bottom. Paired with her chunky gold bracelets; earrings; long, skinny, roped gold chain; and some leopard flats, she looked good. No, she would look hot! Standing back surveying at her choices, Ava ran her hand thru her locs. She would really love nothing more than to put on a t-shirt and snuggle in her king sized bed and channel surf. But the cavalry would come over and interrupt her peace. So she may as well get it over with.

      Ava chose the jeggings and tank. Not only would she be looking good tonight, it would fit in with wherever the hell they were going tonight. And most importantly, it would offer the most comfort. The leopard flats were too cute for her to stand out like a sore thumb because she was heel-less. Just as she walked into her bedroom, her cell phone started to ring. Picking the phone up she saw it was her bestie Taryn.

      “Hey, Boo,” Ava answered as she re-hung the dress she had decided against and put her babies, aka her heels, back into their box.

      “Chica! Are you dressed and ready to go? You know I’ll be there in twenty,” Taryn grilled in the nice but pushy way only she could get away with. Ava had told her on many occasions if they had not been friends since the first grade she would have been cut her off long ago. But honestly even though Taryn could be a pain sometimes, there was no one more loyal in Ava’s life now.

      “Ummm, no, I’m not dressed yet, but I am getting ready. Like you said, I have twenty minutes left,” Ava replied rolling her eyes as she rubbed in her Carol’s Daughter Ecstasy Bath and Body Oil. She loved the way it felt as it went on and the scent was just scrumptious and heavenly.

      “Lainey! I told you we have to be on time tonight! It’s your birthday and everyone will be there to celebrate it with you. What fun will it be if they’re enjoying the festivities and you’re not even there? Chantal and I did not put this shit together for them, we did this shit for yo ass and you won’t even enjoy it ‘cause you always running on CP time!”

      This rant was nothing new to Ava, so after “Lainey” left Taryn’s mouth she put the phone on speaker and proceeded to get ready. Honestly, how was she supposed to get ready and argue with this heifer at the same damn time?

      “Taryn, when did I say that I wasn’t going to be ready on time? I believe all I said was I’m not ready yet, but I still have twenty minutes, well fifteen now! I went to the shop today, so I don’t have to worry about doing something to my head. All I have left to do now is get dressed and put on a little bit of makeup. I think I can have that done in fifteen minutes!”

      And with that, Ava disconnected the call. To some it may seem rude, but this was her and Taryn’s relationship. Taryn knew she had gone overboard for no reason, and Ava needed time to breathe before they were face to face, so she was not surprised in the least when there was no call back.

      Ten minutes later Ava stepped back to look at herself in the mirror. Not bad! She’d lost a little weight dealing with the stressors of life but was still thick with it. Half of her locs were entwined and piled into an updo and the bottom half rested below the right side of her breast. Ava couldn’t have them covering her back and artwork from where her tank dipped low in the back.

      Her pecan brown face had a thin layer of powder on it along with some eye shadow, liner, and mascara. Nothing too heavy or drastic at all. Ava believed in natural beauty. Of course, her mother came up in a different era and wore every type of makeup. The downside was, due to the drastic contrast of her mother’s look with and without makeup; Elaine had to put on at least foundation and lipstick, even if they were just running to the store.

      So Ava made the declaration at a young age that she was not going to wear makeup, and it’s one she had done pretty good sticking by.
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      “I really don’t understand the need for such secrecy. Don’t you think you two are being a little overly dramatic with this damn blindfold?” Ava complained.

      Chantal looked over at Taryn and rolled her eyes. “Nope. Not at all. You’re such a control freak that we know if you knew where we’re going, you’d fuck shit up.”

      Ava sat in the back seat shaking her head.

      “But the cuffs, though?”

      This time Taryn addressed the question.

      “Chick, whatever. Lainey, you know damn well if your hands weren’t cuffed right now that mask would’ve been off by the time we made it to the end of your block. And your house is on the damn corner!” Chantal seemed to really get a kick out of that. Ava rolled her eyes behind the blindfold and resigned herself to just go with the flow and settled herself as comfortably as she could into the back seat.

      Fifteen minutes later they finally arrived at their destination. Ava could hear the music and bass pumping loudly over the sound system. The bass beat was strong, penetrating her blood through her veins. Just how she liked it. The boom so strong, the rhythm reverberated through your entire being.

      I need to get laid, Ava thought to her-self as she was helped from the car. Even though it had only been a few months, of technically being celibate, Philip had left a lot to be desired. Good ol’ B.O.B. was always there, but she had just been too ‘blah’ lately to even take him out for a spin.

      Ava expected to stop and wait in line since they were obviously at a club but, Chan and Taryn ushered her forward inside the venue without pause. Stopping a few moments later. At that time, her blindfold was whipped off while everyone screamed at the top of their lungs “HAPPY BIRTHDAY!” Ava tried to gather her bearings as her eyes adjusted to the low lighting of the establishment.

      Once her eyes focused, Ava’s mouth dropped and she could not keep the huge smile off her face as she tore her gaze from the pile of money on the floor, swinging her eyes up to her side kicks.

      “Awe, you guys brought me to my first strip club!” And she leaned into them to give what would have been a hug if she had the use of her hands. “I’m not going to run so can we get these cuffs off of me now?”

      Taryn shook her head.

      “See what I’m saying? Control freak. It just occurred to me, I think it’d be more fun to leave them on. Even though I don’t think we have to worry about you leaving,” Taryn commented noting the huge grin on her besties face as Chantal removed the cuffs. They walked Ava over to a roped off area filled with friends and family. Some of her cousins and even her mom’s best friend, Aunt Elizabeth, showed up.

      “Oh my God! Y’all invited Auntie Liz?! What the fuck!”

      “What do you mean invite?” Chantal asked “We just carried out the plans, Ms. Elaine had been planning since last year. There was no way, Ms. Liz was going to allow us not to include her.”

      Elizabeth sat at a table with some of, Ava’s cousins and had what looked to be at least a hundred dollars in ones stacked up in front of her. Ava looked up to the ceiling and asked her mother briefly what the hell she had been thinking when she planned this party. And also prayed for the Lord to give her strength, she had a feeling she would need it tonight.

      Ava made her rounds, hugging everyone or tying to before she was pulled back towards the front of their section. Ava was led to the chair of honor and situated comfortably. She sat trying not to stare while taking in the atmosphere around her.

      On stage, a pair of strippers, costumed like trapeze artists performing different tricks and flips together on the poles. On a platform, another duo worked together, apparently teaming up was the way to go as the floor and stage around them was littered with ones. They were sexually imitating being fucked doggie style and eating a woman out. The men went crazy over the oral reenactment.

      To the left of Ava’s section was another VIP area that

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      
      
      
      
      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Available Now:
      


      		
        20. I Love You More Than…
      


      		
        A Note From the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image1-2.jpg
£

—

(f
e
¢

{(

e

THE HOUSE OF KORTNI RENEA






OEBPS/images/image1.jpg
e ——12
sS4
N

RENEA

&)
N
==

iy

THE HOUSE OF KORTNI RENE,






OEBPS/images/covered-in-his-love-kindle.jpg





OEBPS/images/rtx-1f48b.png
(\





