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Keeping her nephew safe
is her focus, and she applies to an orc clan for protection. The
price is set at one night.

 


 


Jennel is looking to
settle down, and Redbird City is the place for it. She and her
nephew, Corit, are looking for a place they can be safe from
hostile orc clans and a decades-old vision.

She registers
as an elemental with the local mayor’s office, and they connect her
with the orc clan speaker. She can apply to him to gain protection
for her nephew and, hopefully, entry into a clan.

Once she’s
registered, she returns to her new house to meet the movers, and a
parade of orcs moves stuff from the van to the house when she meets
her new neighbour.

Day-ek just got
off a shift and noticed the fae woman sitting on the deck and a set
of three orcs moving furniture into the house. He comes over to
introduce himself, and he takes in her curves and the very frank
assessment she gives him and offers to give her a hand.

Jennel
introduces Day-ek to Corit, and when her mention of having to meet
the speaker inspires a grin, she gets a funny feeling about her
neighbour.

When she meets
the speaker and he gives her that cheeky grin while he demands a
night with him for each of the three clans he speaks for, she knows
that Corit is safe, and she’s got a date. And then... things get
complicated.
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Chapter One

 


 


The moving van was
arriving in six hours, and Corit was asleep on a sleeping bag in
the house. Dawn was four hours away, so Jennel was ready for her
next task.

She locked the
house and got to her vehicle, following her strident GPS’s
instructions toward the mayor’s mansion. She knew she was a fright,
but this was for an introduction, not a court visit.

Jen put her
vehicle into park when she reached the parking area near the
mansion, and she got out of her truck before she could hesitate.
She crossed the parking area and knocked at the door. The huge
butler that answered had a dour expression and looked her up and
down. “Yes?”

She smiled
brightly. “I am Jennel Sparks. I have to check in with the mayor’s
office.”

He looked at
her, and a dubious expression filled his features. “The seer? You
are the seer?”

“Yes. I am the
seer.”

He blinked.
“Come in then. Ms. Wicks is waiting for you.”

Jennel nodded
and clutched the vials in her pocket. She walked into the mansion
and tried to ignore the call of the elements from the floor,
ceiling, and current of air moving around her. The butler knocked
on the mayor’s office and left her facing the closed door.

After a moment,
she heard movement inside. “Come in.”

She opened the
door, and the faint scent of fresh blood hung in the air. A woman
with dark hair and darker eyes was slightly flushed and sitting at
a desk while the mayor leaned against his desk with his legs
crossed and sleeves rolled up. He seemed very smug about
something.

He looked at
her. “Seer Sparks?”

She knew she
looked like a messy teenager, but she gave a formal court bow and
said, “Mayor Matthias, I am looking for permission to use my skills
in your demesne. And for base protections for me and my kin.”

“Elves do not
seek my permission.”

She snorted. “I
am not an elf.”

She remained in
the bow, and he finally snorted. “Rise.”

Jennel smiled.
“I have blood samples from me and mine. I also need to speak with
the local orc clan speakers to gain their protections for him as he
isn’t an adult.”

He held out his
hand for the samples, and she delved into her front pocket on her
sweatshirt before locating them. She handed him the vials.

The mayor
sniffed the vials, pulled one stopper, and touched the blood to his
tongue. His body lit up with power. “Elemental?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Elemental fae.
The mage guild must be going insane that you have orc blood.” He
grinned. “You will be consulting for the XIA?”

“Yes, sir.
Starting Wednesday. I just have to wait for the truck and get
myself moved in. My nephew registered for school and lay in all the
supplies I needed to feed a growing teen. So, half a grocery
store.” She smiled.

He closed the
stopper with her blood and opened Corit’s vial. He sniffed. “More
than an orc.”

“Of course,
sir. He’s my blood.”

The mayor
raised his brows and grinned. “Just so. I will get a call into the
orc speaker and make an appointment for you to meet with him. You
will do the supplication here on the grounds for your own
safety.”

She paused and
nodded. “Thank you. Corit is nearly an adult, and this should be
the last time I do this, but there have been incidences in the
past.”

Ms. Wicks
looked at her. “What are you doing?”

Matthias took
the vials of blood to a safe. “She is buying safety for a young orc
male and a position in the clan that chooses him. If he isn’t
selected by a clan, she is buying him safety. They won’t attack
him. I assume he looks like an orc.”

Jennel pulled
out her phone and showed him her screen saver. She was five eight
if she was ramrod straight. Corit was six eight, three hundred and
fifty pounds, grey-green, and he had beautiful features not
precisely desirable in an orc. He was only half-orc and a bit. The
image was her standing in front of her nephew, and if he had
tripped and fallen forward, there would have been no trace of her,
taller and twice as broad. He was every inch an orc.

“He looks happy
and expensive to feed.” Matthias chuckled.

“Hence my
working with the XIA. Writing isn’t a stable income, at least not
the way I do it.” She grimaced.

Ms. Wicks
peeked at the image. “Yikes. That is a lot of teenager.”

“Yeah, he’s a
good kid, but he has been training for clan admission, and every
clan has a different criterion. He is determined to know them all
so that he can join any one that allows him entry. He loves
studying for tests... but that is the elf in him.” She
chuckled.

She was given
the authorization to use her inborn talents within Redbird City.
She signed a notice of gainful employment and included her contract
number with the XIA. There was a lot of paperwork involved in
moving her kind of power and Corit’s bloodline around.

Matthias typed
a message on his phone, and he smiled. “I have sent a message to
the orc speaker, but he is at work until dawn. He might not be able
to answer the query until he is off shift.”

She nodded.
“Thank you. Is there any paperwork to finish up?”

Ms. Wicks shook
her head. “No, that is everything. Here are your copies of your
moving permit, the authorization for your movers to be on clan land
for six hours. The letter of introduction to the high school, and a
parking tag for the XIA visitor’s area.”

Jen blinked.
“That’s... thank you.”

“We also have
an excellent online grocery delivery service that you can download
to help you keep on top of your needs.” Ms. Wicks handed her the
bundle and tapped the code that offered twenty-five percent off the
first order. “What they cost financially they make up for in saved
time.”

“Thanks. You
thought of everything, Ms. Wicks.”

“Leo. Please. I
also have a niece that I would move the heavens for if I could. I
did all kinds of sketchy shit to keep her safe.” Leo smiled.

Matthias
surprised Jen by laughing. She looked at him curiously.

He grinned. “I
was the sketchy shit.”

Leo’s cheeks
pinked. “Right. Well, my card is in that packet. Call me if you
need anything. Anything at all. It will be a welcome distraction to
be working with someone normal.”

Jen giggled and
covered her mouth then paused. “Oh, wait, you were serious. Thank
you, Leo. Call me for any divination that you need.”

Leo had a
random thought. “Actually, can you tell me who this belongs
to?”

Leo held up an
earring, and Jen nodded and held out her hand. The moment that the
earring struck her skin, she shivered. “Um. Thor. The earring
belongs to Thor, the lightning bringer. She has been here
recently.”

Matthias
chuckled. Leo took the earring back.

Jen wiped her
palm on her hand. “My least favourite type of residue. Gods are
messy. Did I pass?”

Leo shrugged.
“You got the pronoun right and everything.”

Jen nodded.
“Well, I had best get home. I have one day to get unpacked and
sorted. The truck arrives in...” She checked her phone. “Three
hours. Who knows, if this works out, I might settle down here.”

Leo smiled. “If
you do decide to stay, let me know. I have a portion of my days
off, and I love going for lunch.”

Matthias
smiled. “Staying in for lunch.”

Leo sighed. “We
have a really good cook, and he doesn’t like me too far from the
mansion during his naptime. Oh, I could invite Hannah.”

“My real estate
agent?”

Leo smiled.
“She does work for the city and is a fun conversationalist.”

Matthias
muttered, “If you keep her out of the sun.”

Leo snorted.
“Right. That. That’s new.”

Jen smiled. “I
will call once I am settled, or I will see you when I come to
pledge to the orc clans.”

“Do you dress
up for that?” Leo cocked her head.

Jen opened and
closed her mouth while Matthias laughed. “I will explain on the
day.”

She bowed to
them both and took her folder full of permits with her.

If she got home
swiftly, she could get some rest before the movers arrived. She got
in her truck and drove, passing the taco truck where it had been
since the last time she had been in town. Now, there were more XIA
vehicles around it, and that made her smile. At least the XIA was
moving with the times.

She pulled into
her driveway and snugged her truck up as far as she could to leave
room for the moving truck on her property. Her movers were orcs,
and that was one of the reasons she needed the permits for
them.

She returned to
the house and checked on Corit. He was out cold, so she crept into
her bedroom, stripped, stretched, and got into her sleeping bag.
Three hours of sleep would be better than nothing.

 


A soft knocking
and the scent of coffee woke her. “Aunt Jen, the moving guys are
almost here.”

She scrambled
into her clothing and met him at the door. “Thanks for this.”

He chuckled.
“It wasn’t me. The neighbourhood watch brought it by. Apparently,
this place used to be infested by gremlins and a poltergeist. They
are excited someone new is here.”

“Are they still
here?”

“In the living
room.”

Jen knew she
looked like hell, but she headed out to see another orc in her
living space. The woman was wearing jeans and a blazer over a
scoop-neck tee. She looked lovely and terrifying because she wasn’t
much shorter than Corit.

The woman
stared at her. “You... are Corit’s aunt?”

“I am. Jennel
Sparks.” She extended her hand to the orc female. The gray-green
hand closed around hers, and the orc’s weightless grip showed she
was thrown off balance.

“Oory
Killgarden.” The woman smiled, her banded tusks gleaming and her
silver confined braids swinging.

“Neighbourhood
watch?” Jennel raised her brows.

“Nosy
neighbour.” She chuckled. “I live across the street and down two. I
noticed your truck coming back this morning.”

“Final meeting
with the mayor and his assistant to make sure I have all the
permits and information I need to complete the move.”

Oory paused.
“Oh, so you know about that?”

“Of course. The
appointment with the orc speaker has been arranged. I just need to
get the date. We have an interim permit from the clan chiefs to
remain here without toll for three weeks.”

The woman’s
shoulders slumped. “Ah, I was going to tell you all that.”

Jen shrugged.
“I am a quarter orc, so I know the traditions and strictures.”

Oory looked t
her. “You look like a court elf.”

“I know.
Descended from the Blooded Tusk clan. Corit is of the Golden
Claws.”

Corit bowed
gracefully. “Corit Aurictempest. At your service, ma’am.”

Jen smiled at
his birthname. He would get a new one soon when he got his
clan.

“By the way,
thank you for the coffee, Ms. Killgarden.”

“Oh, it was my
pleasure. Sorry, it is orc strength.”

Corit laughed.
“The stuff Aunt Jen makes is nearly toxic. This is pleasantly
mild.”

The truck
trundled up the street and pulled into the drive at precisely seven
a.m.

Oory checked
her watch. “You are a stickler for the rules.”

Jen shrugged.
“The only time I bend them is when lives are on the line.”

“Right, well, I
will get out of your way.”

Jen grabbed her
notebook and the folders with the permits and attached them to the
moving van and her two childhood friends. They grinned and started
unloading.

Corit insisted
that she supervise and set her up on the front porch with her
coffee and one of the pastries they had brought in from somewhere
in their eight-hour drive.

Jemmer and Wilk
had been friends for decades, and they had moved her three times in
the last eight years. Hopefully, this time would be the end of
it.

She was so
damned tired of running.


Chapter Two

 


 


Day-ek Tell pulled up
in his drive and looked at the bustle of activity in the previously
haunted house. He saw the orcs and was a little surprised. When he
checked his phone, he nodded and sent a reply. There appeared to be
a small pale creature sitting on the porch, but she was sipping out
of a cup from the coffee shop down the road.

He was
exhausted, but he wanted to meet his new neighbours. Based on the
multiple beds and sofa bed, it looked like a family.

He wandered
over to the truck, and he asked, “Can I lend a hand?”

One of the men
laughed. “Ask the foreman. She’s fussy.”

“I heard that,
Jemmer, and I am telling your mother! Wilk! Stop laughing!” A light
voice rang like chimes in the morning air.

The one named
Wilk came by, chanting, “Somebody’s in truuu-ble.”

A young male
stopped and smiled. “Hi. I am Corit. That’s my aunt Jennel. Come
on. I will introduce you.”

Day-ek looked
at the hulking form of the young male without clan marks or any
warrior bands. That meant this was a minor. Holy shit.

The young male
led him to the porch, where the small creature was huddled around
the coffee cup.

“Aunt Jen. This
is our neighbour.”

The female got
to her feet, and she was taller than he would have guessed, but she
had been bundled in a blanket and watching the moving. She was
still a foot shorter than her nephew and ten inches shorter than he
was, but she was not tall for an elf.

“I am Day-ek.”
He extended his hand to her.

“Jennel. Call
me Jen.” She presented her tiny white hand, and it made his look
dark and dangerous in comparison, but her handshake was firm and
had a strength that surprised him.

Her hair was
the dark gold of honey, her eyes were acid green, and her skin was
the colour of chalk. Her lips were the palest pink, and the points
of her ears stuck out above the hair. “Not an elf. Fae then.”

Her eyes
widened, and she blinked. “It is better if folks just think it is
the elf thing. They can get funny about fae blood.”

Corit laughed.
“Nobody picks up on that. Can you guess what else she is?”

Day-ek grinned.
“Human in there, and... orc?”

The woman
huffed. “May I have my hand back before you start tasting me?”

His eyes locked
on her green gaze, and the temptation to taste her suddenly pounded
in his blood. “Was that an invitation?”

She shook her
head. “No. Absofreakinglutely not. No invitations have been
issued.”

“Aunt Jen, are
you blushing?” Corit’s expression was shocked, and the movers
paused.

Day-ek
chuckled. “Many females are enamoured of the idea of spending time
with an orc.”

“Yeah, but Aunt
Jen isn’t one of them. We have been around orc clans for years. I
have never seen her do that.”

The little
darling turned to her hulking nephew, and she snarled at him,
curling one lip and radiating power that shocked everyone in the
area. “Uh, Aunt Jen... calm down. You are tired from the move, and
your control isn’t the best right now.”

She paused and
pulled up. “Right. Too much stress, not enough sleep.”

She returned to
him with a sugary smile. “Sorry. I am not at my best today. Thank
you for coming over. It is nice to meet the neighbours, and this
seems like a friendly neighbourhood.”

“Ah, Oory has
been by. Did she threaten to fine you?” He knew his cousin’s
fanaticism when it came to the rules.

“She couldn’t.
I have all my permits and documentation, as well as authorization
and registry with the mayor’s office.”

Day-ek raised
his brows. “Well, damn.” He bowed low. “You have done this
before.”

She chuckled,
and the sound ran through him like hot honey. “I have. One more
final permission, and we can stay.”

“Which one?” He
knew what she was going to say, and she said it.

“I have to talk
to the clan speaker and get his protection for Corit until he’s an
adult.”

Corit snorted,
and he headed back to help the others with the moving. “It’s two
months, Aunt Jen.”

Jen turned to
him and smiled. “Two months. It feels like a heartbeat and forever
all in one.”

“Has he had
training?”

“Oh, yeah, he’s
a monster on the battlefield and playing rugby.” She chuckled. “He
also has some spell skills, but they seem confined to finding his
phone or summoning a soda from the fridge.”

“You have been
his parent for a while?”

A cloud crossed
her features. “Seven years. His parents died seven years ago.”

He suddenly
felt like shit. She was tired and suggestible, and he was
questioning her like a suspect. “Don’t worry about the clan
speaker. He’s easy to get along with.”

“Really?
Doesn’t have a stick up his ass? That will be refreshing.” She
chuckled, and it did things to his balls that made him blink and
step back.

“Right. I will
help finish the move. You take a load off. You look wiped out.”

She smiled and
floated back to her chair. She didn’t seem to actually walk. She
just moved gracefully and settled back in a lawn chair with a
blanket around her. “Thank you. Do you like cookies or
lasagna?”

He grinned as
he walked to the truck. “Either or both. I work nights, so I am
usually getting home about now.”

She didn’t say
anything, but he felt her gaze as he walked to the truck, and a
quick glance confirmed it. She was staring at his ass!

 


* * * *

 


Jen saw him catch her
looking, and his brows rose in surprise. She turned hot pink and
focused on her coffee. Day-ek was hot. He was an eleven out of
ten kind of hot. If you liked orcs, which she did. Despite her
past, she still wanted an orc in her bed when it was possible with
Corit being around.

Knowing that
she was watching, he flexed a bit as he picked up the television,
and he moved with an easy grace into her house.

There was a
small XIA on the tight black tee he was wearing, and she wondered
if he was an agent or a contractor or just an enthusiast.

They kept
moving, and soon, other orcs from around the neighbourhood arrived
and unloaded the last of her items, then the ladies started to come
in and unpack her. Jen squeaked and ran toward the house, but
Day-ek grabbed her around the waist and said, “Let them do it. They
want to be helpful.”

“Yeah, but why
do I think that has more to do with you than me?”

He shrugged and
bent to murmur, “Because fae are suspicious by nature?”

Corit came out,
and he froze. “Aunt Jen? The ladies found something in your
bedroom, and they are laughing a lot.”

She squirmed to
get out of Day-ek’s grip, but he held her easily.

“Now, what
could they have found in your bedroom to cause such interest?”
Day-ek asked casually.

“My sex toys. I
have an extensive collection.” She huffed.

Corit slapped a
hand over his eyes, and he returned to the living room.

“Do you, now?
What makes it noteworthy? Length or girth?” Day-ek was having a lot
of fun at her expense.

“Both.
Something for any mood. I thought you were tired when you came
over?” She tried to change the subject.

“Oh, I was. I
need to nap and then make some other arrangements. I am very glad I
came over today, neighbour.”

He turned her,
and he looked at her looking at him. “You actually are not repulsed
or looking at me for curiosity’s sake. You actually like orcs.”

She snorted. “I
grew up in an orc community with an orc grandfather. I accept and
understand the standards of beauty or attractiveness as they are. I
also know that I am tiny, weak, and pasty in your eyes. It’s fine.
I can look.”

His dark eyes
were huge by the time she finished, basically, stating that he was
eye candy for her. “That is incredibly blunt.”

“Life is too
short to run around the obvious. Now you know to ignore me when I
sigh, and I won’t worry about freaking you out. Don’t worry. I
haven’t molested a neighbour yet.”

He leaned in
close and murmured, “There’s a first time for everything, I
hope.”

“Um, thanks for
helping unload stuff.”

“Oh, I will
unload with you anytime.” He leaned in and rubbed her nose with
his.

Her eyes went
huge at his reference, and it preceded his kiss by a heartbeat. His
lips brushed against hers, and she tasted green grass and a
lot of magic. She wanted nothing more than to climb into his
arms and wrap her legs around him, but there was a house full of
orcs, and one of them was her nephew.

Before she
could demand that he deepen the kiss, he lifted his head and gave
her a lopsided grin. His silver and gold banded tusks were bright,
and he was showing a lot of teeth.

His voice was a
singsong as he said, “I know what I will be dreaming about.” He
left here there as he went to talk to some of the others and let
them know he was heading to bed.

Jemmer and Wilk
shook his hand, and she bit her lip as she watched him through the
window. If she wasn’t a custodial aunt, she would have followed the
orc home and let him act out some of those dreams.

She backed into
a corner and calmed herself down. Something wild and primal had
woken up when she first saw him, and that something wild wanted to
follow him home and get him out of that tight shirt and black
tactical pants.

She fought the
desperate whine in her throat and wondered if she needed to get a
new doctor with some kind of hormone therapy. Birth control might
be nice.

Jen waved
farewell as he left the house and waved at her. He had a smile on
his face that said he knew something she didn’t. She wanted to know
where his tattoos were, if he had any scars, and how they felt
under her tongue.

She clamped a
hand over her drooling mouth, and she tiptoed inside to find her
house set up with everything in the proper place. “Oh. Wow.”

She walked from
room to room, and the boxes were broken down and tied in bundles,
the orc males were in the kitchen, and she recognized the app that
Leo had shown her. Corit grinned. “They ate our supplies, so they
are ordering more.”

“Thank you.
Really. This is... quite the welcome.”

One of the guys
snorted. “If Day-ek is going to start lifting, we had all better
pitch in, or the gods themselves will descend.”

She thanked
them again and headed to the bedroom, where the ladies were seated
on her bed and discussing her possessions.

“Thank you,
ladies. Your help has been invaluable.”

Oory smirked.
“That is quite the collection.”

“Of what?”

The orc woman
suddenly paused and blushed. “Ah. I mean...”

“If you mean
the sex toys, you can’t return them, so you have to keep trying
them on for size until you get the one that is just right. You
know, like dating.” She smiled.

One of the
younger women asked, “If you know it doesn’t work for you, why keep
it?”

“Well, I
enjoyed it for a time and may again. Who knows?”

The other women
laughed, and introductions went around. They were thanked, and she
promised to hold a barbeque when the majority of the occupants of
the neighbourhood could make it.

Groceries
arrived a few minutes later, and the pantry was filled. The numbers
for the best butcher shops and greengrocers were written and
magnetized to the fridge, and after Wilks and Jemmer were hugged
and thanked, they drove off. The entire house had been unloaded and
unpacked in under two hours. She really hoped they could stay.


Chapter
Three

 


 


Her least favourite
part of moving was grooming, dressing, and putting on the cloak for
the drive back to the mayor’s mansion.

Corit was
asleep and ready for school the next day, so she took the vials of
blood and brought them with her.

Begging. She
fucking hated the begging, but she would do it, and she would get
through it as she had before. She was an elemental. Most of the
speakers wanted her to use her power for their clans, so she
did.

Jennel parked
and noticed an XIA vehicle waiting in the lot as well. She knocked
at the door, and the tall grumpy man from the previous night took
her through the house and to the gardens filled with night-blooming
flowers.

He showed her a
path and left her alone. Shrugging, Jennel walked down the path
until she reached the centre of the maze. The clan speaker was
waiting with his chest bare and the glyphs and tattoos of his rank
exposed. She flicked a glance toward him, froze for an instant, and
then, she walked up to him and gracefully knelt.

She had to
wait, and long fingers stroked her hair, and finally, he said,
“Drop the cloak.”

She undid the
clasp, and it slithered off her shoulders, leaving her in nearly
transparent soft blue silk.

He made a
hissing sound. “The dress. Off.”

She looked up
at him, and his dark eyes weren’t smiling. There was something
predatory in Day-ek’s expression that sent a thrill through her,
but then, part of her was a perv. She just didn’t know if it was
the orc or the fae part.

She crossed her
arms and slid the fabric to her waist. She undid the filigree belt,
and the dress fell to her knees.

He groaned.
“What do you need?”

Back to
business. “I am here to request safety and the chance of clan
entrance for my blood, Corit.”

“What will you
offer?”

She swallowed.
“What do you want?”

He crouched and
looked her over, caressing her breast and belly as casually as a
handshake. “I speak for three clans. One night for each of them.
Three total.”

She stared at
him. “Three nights?”

“Dusk until
dawn, when I summon you.”

Jennel stared
at him. “What if I say no?”

“Corit remains
unprotected and will not be allowed to try to join any local clans.
He will have no home and no people to call his own.” His voice was
cold.

“What do the
nights entail?”

“Your company
and some light seduction if you are up for it.”

“Light
seduction?”

“I could endure
a heavy seduction if you were willing to put in the effort, but a
speaker isn’t allowed to make the first move. However, I want the
three nights.” His dark eyes glowed.

She was about
to lean up and seal the agreement when she paused. “His birth clan
is trying to kill him.”

“Why?”

“They say he
defies a prophecy and that he should never have existed. My
prophecy says that he is right where he needs to be and that he is
going to make a great warrior and eventual leader.”

He cocked his
head. “Corit isn’t pure orc. That means it is unlikely that he
could get to the position of clan leader.”

“Maybe he could
join the XIA and become captain.” She chuckled. “Or a sports team.
Prophecies are delightfully vague about stuff like that.”

He narrowed his
eyes at her. “That is not what you think.”

She shrugged.
“No, that is not what I think, but I am willing to keep an open
mind. I find that if most leaders hear there is a leader entering
their ranks, they get nervous, and I end up moving.”

He chuckled.
“So, I keep you and yours safe for two months, and that is it?”

Jen shook her
head. “Just Corit. I am on my own.”

He stroked her
cheek and chin in a remarkably intimate manner for someone she had
met the same day. “His wellbeing depends on you, and there is no
way I will let a cuddly little fae come to harm on my watch. Your
figure is... surprising.”

“I was wearing
a sports bra this morning. It flattens everything out.”

Day-ek chuckled
and then crooned, “It is a shame to torture magnificence like
this.”

He stroked her
with the back of his knuckles like her breasts were kittens.

“So, speaker.
You understand that
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