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DEAR READER,

Low Dawn includes: explicit male/male sex (including a scene between a cis man and a trans man), explicit male/female sex, graphic depictions of violence, brief mentions of rape and torture, discussions of genetic engineering and slavery, a lack of due process, age differences, and a majority POC cast including villains and victims.

Take care,

-Sax Brightwell.
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​PROLOGUE
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EXOPLANETARY SURVEY PROFILE Z-636.533, EXCERPTS

Expedition 1, 3218: “This warm, wet, superhabitable moon is ideal for colonization. It has a 30-hour day, a low axial tilt providing only mild seasonal variance to offset its parent planet’s long year (approximately 19 Terran years - we have suggested to the colonists that they count 73-day ‘quarters’ instead, marking a 292-day equivalent to a Terran year every 4 quarters), and no apparent sentient population. The main challenge will be navigating safely past the rings to get close enough to send down the transport...

... While it has no moon of its own (yet - the rings will finish accreting into a small subsatellite within the next million years) to augment the sun’s tidal erosion of its coastlines, Z-636.533’s oceans are enriched by enormous tides provided by the blue ice giant it orbits. The perpetual glow of the moon’s rings and frequent, long-lasting solar eclipses when the ice giant is between the moon and the sun create complex fluctuations in light levels. These have led to some interesting adaptations by the native flora and fauna (see J. Samaw & S. Samaw in the Journal of Exoplanetary Ecology, issue 726)...

... Despite having virtually no connection to Norse culture, the colonists voted overwhelmingly to name the ice giant Mama Loki and the moon Sleipnir, describing the vulgar legend of Loki birthing an eight-legged horse as amusing and the names as exotic and, more importantly, not taken yet. The names have been duly entered in the Samaw Corporation exoplanetary registry.” - Surveyor Captain K. Samaw

Expedition 2, 3734: “Glory be to the Progenitor! This filial sisterdaughter regrets to report that despite the ‘interesting adaptations’ mentioned in the ancient report from the first expedition, we have not discovered any genetic anomalies so unique as to be worthy of harvest for the enrichment of the Kingdom of Heaven. With all due respect to our honoured intermediate eldersister, it seems likely that in her time we had seen so much less of the galaxy that standards were different...

... Predictably, in the centuries since colonization the commoner settlers have displayed the same language use pattern we’ve seen in other colonies: assigning Terran names to species with only the vaguest, most superficial resemblance to Terran analogues. What they call a ‘salamander’ has two skins, six legs, and stands as tall as a horse. What they call a ‘crab’ has tentacles and can get as big as an elephant. Don’t even get us started on the ‘cattle’...

... The Sunflower will continue to extract resources until we reach capacity, then proceed to the next exoplanet scheduled in our tour. There we will need to begin rearing a new navigator dyad, because our current pair likely has only one jump left in them. The shadow, while acceptable, is on the verge of dematerializing, and of course when he does the sun king will explode - which, given the extent and distasteful quality of his predations upon the servants, will frankly come as a relief. We will not be repeating their particular variation.” - Celestial Elder T. Samaw
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“PRINCE MAUNAT, IT SEEMS to me your salamander can’t get any shinier.”

“It’s not about making Urara shiny, uncle,” said Maunat, filling her palms with water and splashing them yet again over the gleaming wet haunch of her steed. The salamander blinked at Fiyeli; he thought she looked indulgent and amused, but then again she always looked that way, including while swallowing prey half the size of a person whole. “It’s about making sure she’s as clean as she can get. Stars know her slime picks up every speck of dust and dirt in the vicinity.”

Fiyeli refrained from pointing out that Maunat wouldn’t have this problem if she’d left Urara in her dry-skinned travelling state. Even he could admit the salamander looked much more impressive wet, her black outer skin darker and the visible patches of inner skin a brighter, more vibrant orange. “You have also achieved more cleanliness than will likely survive the remaining ride to the meeting-place.” He softened his tone. “She looks splendid, and so do you.”

Maunat flattened her palm on Urara’s mid-flank, just in front of the second of Urara’s three sets of legs. She drew a deep breath, rolled her shoulders, then smiled confidently at Fiyeli. “Well of course we do.” She gripped the pommel of Urara’s saddle and swung herself up with a move that took a lot of effort to look effortless. She’d oiled her deep brown skin until she was almost as shiny as Urara, her hard muscles emphasized by the body paint and bead-and-feather courting regalia traditionally reserved for Trerene men. With her shorn head held high and a challenging glint in her eyes, she looked every bit the girl prince; only the completeness of the display hinted at tension or uncertainty, and even then probably only to Fiyeli. “Ready?”

As an afterthought, Fiyeli glanced at his own angular features reflected in the water. His tanned skin and short, greying beard didn’t look too dusty, he thought. He took his hair out of its bun and shook it loose to fall just past his shoulders; he’d been told enough times it looked good that way to sort of believe it. Both his changes of clothes were undyed linen, but the long, buttoned robe looked a little more formal than the tunic and pants - and was cleaner right now anyway (his thoroughly disreputable hooded cloak was of course bundled away in his pack). He reckoned he looked alright, enough to not embarrass Maunat at least. “Ready.” He hefted his pack and staff, Maunat checked one last time that Urara’s saddlebags were secure under their own feathered overlay (carried all this way and only now unrolled and hung for this very meeting), and they left the banks of the stream to venture into the forest proper.

It was full light, the sun high and Mama Loki not even halfway over the horizon, but their surroundings quickly dimmed as the tree cover got thicker. At the same time they began to see lights marking out the trail. It was a broad and clear enough trail Fiyeli was pretty sure he would have been able to keep to it with his eyes shut, but the lights definitely added a sense of welcome and enticement. Upon closer inspection they turned out to be glowing insects clustered around lumps of food. The food - possibly a kind of sugar - was rock-hard and firmly affixed to the tree trunks, so that the insects had no choice but to stay there if they wanted to eat it.

Urara croaked, and Maunat said firmly, “No. Those bugs are not for eating. You can hunt other bugs later.” Urara’s answering croak definitely sounded mournful. With a smile in her voice, Maunat added, “Anyway you just ate this morning, fat baby. Fiyeli found all those nice fish for us, remember?”

The fish hadn’t been that nice. They were clearly at the bitter end of some sort of spawning cycle, flopping and thrashing up a stream that was far too shallow for them, and showing horrific wear and tear for it; there couldn’t possibly be much farther for them to go before they died of exhaustion. But they’d been big, and easy to catch, and no fish tasted bad cooked over a campfire with a little salt, so they’d all had a good breakfast, even the gluttonous beast Maunat loved like a child. Fiyeli would bet his staff the forest Nanshul - the Nans, before the treaty, and probably still so in the far west from the border with the plains, just as the people on the plains got more Shul the farther east you went from that same border - made a seasonal event out of preserving as many of the fish as they could store.

Not, he reminded himself, that they would be treating with the forest Nanshul today. Those were only the hosts, providing the neutrality of their sacred grove for this meeting with the prominent Cymosa family of the northwestern plains Nanshul.

The trail joined with others as they went along, becoming wider and eventually paved with flat stones. The trees were larger, too, and their trunks reached higher before extending their first branches, which formed such a thick canopy almost no sunlight made it through. The bug-light arrangements took full advantage of this; Fiyeli began to feel as though they were walking under a night sky full of large, close, strangely-coloured stars, though without the bright sweep of Sleipnir’s rings the effect had an unsettling edge.

Maunat exclaimed, “Do you hear that?”

“Hear what?” But a minute later Fiyeli’s hearing caught up with Maunat’s. “Is that music?”

It was. They rounded a corner and the dark tree-cover soared away above their heads into a vaulted ceiling awash with lights. At the far end of the grove from them, beyond rows of long tables and a bonfire surrounded by people, a choir was singing. There were no words that Fiyeli could make out, just wordless vocalizations that echoed magnificently in the space. His feet slowed, then stopped, seemingly of their own volition, and beside him Maunat astride Urara did the same. He hoped his mouth wasn’t hanging open; Maunat hadn’t hired him to look like an uncultured bumpkin.

As the people around the bonfire turned to look at the new arrivals, the music changed, becoming more exuberant, as if it were wrapping a welcome around Fiyeli and Maunat. When the song ended, the choir members bowed and backed away into the trees. From what Fiyeli knew of the forest Nanshul, that would be the last they saw of their hosts tonight.

A woman in the Shul finery of the plains, thick cloth richly dyed and embroidered, made her way over to them. “Welcome, travellers, to this place of peace and auspicious joinings.” Right; it was here that the Nans and Shul ratified their treaty, becoming the Nanshul nation. “I am Odval Cymosa. May I have your names?”

Maunat’s posture was already warrior-straight, but she still somehow sat a little taller as she said, “Prince Maunat Ingaji of the Trer, and this is my guide Fiyeli.”

Odval’s eyebrows shot up. “Not the postman?”

“The very same,” said Fiyeli. “I do guiding from time to time as well.”

Maunat said, “If Princess Bhimmi and I agree to a Proving, I will recommend Fiyeli as witness.”

Odval’s expression smoothed into complete blankness, giving away nothing. “We shall see.” She bowed and gestured for them to proceed deeper into the grove. “Shall I have someone secure your mount, Prince?”

Maunat dismounted, letting Urara walk beside her. “Thank you for the offer, but that is both unnecessary and unsafe. Urara is toxic to the touch of all but myself.” She said this casually; Fiyeli concealed a smile at the way she loftily ignored Odval’s quiet, horrified gasp. “She’s also trained to obey my verbal commands; she’ll wait where I tell her to wait, without needing to be secured in any other way - once we’ve finished introductions, of course, since she’s carrying all my trade goods.”

Odval rallied with, “Oh? And what is Fiyeli carrying, then?”

“Mail,” said Fiyeli. Also some camping supplies, but those were thoroughly unglamorous (aside from the salt) and not for trading (especially not the salt).

Odval led them to a bonfire - rather smaller than the grand costumes of the Cymosa would have led Fiyeli to expect, but perhaps the size was set by the forest Nanshul, who would of course be mindful of the trees. Space opened up for them in the circle, and many clearly-related faces (round in shape, with high cheekbones and epicanthic folds - the stamp of their famously prolific patriarch?) regarded them with more interest than boredom or hostility, which Fiyeli found encouraging. Odval introduced them to the others, and then mercifully said, “Rather than expect you to memorize everyone’s names at once, I will allow our clan-members to introduce themselves one by one as they wish to speak to you. But there is one, of course, whom I must present. Bhimmi, dear, step forward.” A figure detached itself from the crowd and moved closer. “Prince Maunat Ingaji, girl prince of the Trer, may I introduce Bhimmi Cymosa, boy princess of our patriarch’s grandchildren and apple of Concubine Maral’s eye.”

So, this was the boy princess Maunat had crossed the Sea of Glass with Fiyeli to meet, based solely on a single item in a news sheet followed by several years of encouraging responses to her letters. He was nearly the opposite of Maunat in every way: so short he would barely come up to her shoulder, soft and round where she was lean and hard, skin pale gold to her mahogany, with hair that reached past his hips in a straight fall of black (aside from the tips, which were faded to reddish-brown by the sun) where her tight curls were cropped close enough to see the shape of her head. And yet, he smiled with the same eager hope that Fiyeli had surprised on Maunat’s face whenever she forgot herself on their journey. He was also dressed more like Odval and the other Cymosa women than like the men. “I’m very pleased to meet you in person at last, Prince Maunat,” he said, and curtsied prettily.

Maunat’s eyes were wide and blinking rapidly. She tried and failed to speak, cleared her throat, and then said, “Just Maunat, if you please, and- and the pleasure is all mine, Princess.” By her final words she was recovering some of her poise, but by no means all of it.

Princess Bhimmi’s smile broadened. “Well then, Maunat, you must call me Bhimmi.”

A man in the crowd snorted. “You have to at least pretend to wait until after the trading feast to make up your mind, didi.”

Bhimmi, looking mortified, shot a glare behind him and snapped, “So help me, gege, if you fuck this up for me I will tell Astrologer Tang on you.”

Odval’s glare in the same direction was far more chilling, enough to give Fiyeli goosebumps. “Indeed. Let us move on to the trading before certain hungry hangers-on can disgrace themselves further.”

Only Fiyeli saw Maunat’s giddy grin as she turned to Urara’s saddlebags. Considering the size of her entourage compared to Bhimmi’s, Fiyeli wondered if the embarrassing brother had said that on purpose, to encourage her.

A trading ceremony for a betrothal proposal was mercifully a smaller affair than a wedding feast, where the families would be striving to outdo each other in their largesse. This was more like a preview of what each party had to offer. Even then, the items the Cymosas gave Maunat stayed in Bhimmi’s keeping, since none of it would fit in Urara’s saddlebags. There was a bolt of meilinu wool, warm and durable yet extremely soft against the skin; a wheel of hard-cured cheese with an enticing glittery rind of tyrosine crystals; a chest containing multiple coordinated pieces of beautiful pottery; and a set of papers that looked (from what Fiyeli could glimpse) like animal pedigrees but apparently proved Bhimmi’s ownership of five “Mountains of Jade,” which sounded more like the papers were land deeds.

Maunat’s return offerings were more symbolic due to the size constraints of having travelled so far, standing for promises of what else she would be able to provide as Bhimmi’s spouse. She handed over a jar of the thin, clear honey produced by the giant canopy-crown bumblebee; a pouch of aromatic resin granules with written instructions for turning them into either incense or glue; and a small wooden box of various pungent spices.

She also passed around a string of large, elaborately scrimshawed teeth, but specified that they were to be returned. “These I took from a river wolf that went mad, abandoning its pod and stalking the waters of our village,” she said, “until Urara and I stalked it right back. My brother Kilum carved the designs. They are to be heirlooms of our family.” Fiyeli judged that the teeth were handled with a more-or-less appropriate amount of reverence after that; river wolves were legendary.

Maunat hesitated just long enough for it to be noticeable, then said, “I have two gifts remaining. The first I can only hand over to a physician, or someone who will swear a witnessed oath that they will transport it to a physician without opening it or handling the contents in any way.”

Odval knelt and said, “I will swear.”

“I will witness,” said Fiyeli.

From the trees, a voice called out, “So too will we witness, under treaty!”

Fiyeli watched Odval’s face carefully, but there was no trace of alarm or displeasure there. That didn’t mean she didn’t feel it, of course, but... “Go on,” he said to Maunat.

She produced a clay jar with a string-bound cork. Removing the cork, she displayed the contents to Odval and then the onlookers: another sheaf of papers lining the outer wall of the jar, and in the centre on a nest of fluff, a transparent glass vial with its own cork, filled with a white powder. “This is pharmaceutical-grade tetrodozaprine,” she said, to one or two gasps from the crowd, and more noises of puzzlement. “The instructions for both dilution and dosage are included. Properly handled, there is enough here to save a thousand lives. Improperly handled, it is death.” She looked sternly at Odval. “I must have your oath.”

“I, Odval Cymosa, swear on the face of my mother and the name of my father, before my kinsmen of tent and treaty and before the postman Fiyeli known to all: I will personally ensure this medicine is taken to a physician, who will handle it safely and use it only for healing.”

“I accept your oath, Odval Cymosa.” Maunat recorked the jar and retied the string bindings over the cork, then passed it to Odval, who took it with hands that shook only slightly.

“Well shit, Bhimmi,” said the brother who’d spoken earlier, “it’s a good thing you brought all five Mountains of Jade!” This broke the tension, and Bhimmi looked more relieved than annoyed at the scattered laughter.

(Fiyeli was now more confused than ever about what Mountains of Jade actually were.)

“Not to sound like a child at a birthday party,” said Bhimmi, “but you mentioned two gifts. I’m almost afraid to learn what follows that?”

Maunat said, “The last gift is just for you, princess.” She unhooked the decorative overlay from Urara’s saddlebags and held it spread out in her arms, revealing it to be a huge shawl of bright red, blue, and yellow feathers, cunningly worked in a swooping half-pinwheel. “The knitting is my sister’s, but I collected the feathers myself. I started the day I declared I would be a girl prince and find myself a boy princess to marry.”

“How old were you then?” asked Fiyeli, who knew the answer but thought everyone else should too.

Maunat chuckled. “Six. Everyone thought I was joking; everyone but Alaife. She knitted in every feather I ever brought her - including the last ones I scrambled to gather after we started exchanging letters!” She stepped into Bhimmi’s space for the first time to drape it over his shoulders. The pinwheel points fell together to look like folded bird wings.

Bhimmi grabbed both of Maunat’s hands in his, gazing at her with shining-wet eyes. “I embroider,” he blurted. “Tell me what kind of clothes you like to wear, if you ever wear clothes, and I’ll sew you something and embroider it so well.”

Maunat’s smile was triumphant; Fiyeli didn’t think anyone could blame her for that. “I wear sarongs most of the time, when I’m not on the courting journey of my life,” she said, “but Fiyeli showed me the value of a hood or wide-brimmed hat when we crossed the Sea of Glass, and I’ve often thought if I were somewhere cold enough I’d like to wear riding pants and a robe.”

“Auntie Odval!” said another of Bhimmi’s relatives. “Can we declare them betrothed and eat already? It’s ridiculous to pretend either of them are going to haggle.”

Someone else said, “It’s ridiculous to let the boy and his Mountains go for a bit of honey and white powder when that chieftain offered two dozen heifers and three bulls from his Black Velvet bloodline.”  

Bhimmi looked incensed at this, but another voice chimed in, “Astrologer Tang will never predict another blessing again if we miss out on the auspicious pairing of such a yang woman and yin man.”

“Not to mention the step it would represent toward another treaty,” said someone else. “Nanshultre, in our lifetimes!” This had the ring of a slogan.

Fiyeli knocked his staff against a stone chair. The resulting metallic clang cut very effectively through the bickering. “Enough!” he thundered. “Those were considerations for before the meeting. The final decision is the couple’s. Princess Bhimmi, Prince Maunat: do you wish to become betrothed and embark on a Proving?”

“Yes,” they chorused, still holding hands.

“So do I witness,” he intoned.

“So do I witness,” echoed Odval, who now looked decidedly smug - probably at not having had to lose face to shut up her rowdy kinsmen herself.

“So do we witness!” declared an unseen forest Nanshul. “The tables are laid; come and eat!” Sometime during the trading, the tables between the grove entrance and the bonfire had been stealthily covered in promising lumps draped in white cloth. Now some unseen cable whipped all the cloths away at once, revealing steaming platters of food. An incredible smell permeated the grove. (Fiyeli spotted what he was quite sure were the same type of fish he’d encountered this morning, and felt vindicated in his earlier guess.)

“Before everyone gets too drunk,” Fiyeli shouted, “I have mail to pass on.” He was especially concerned that the batch going east be accounted for, because it included a letter of his own to his parents. But it was hopeless; his voice was lost in the cheering stampede.

“I’ll take the mail for the plains,” sighed Odval. “And I suspect one of those show-off druids will come grab you at some point and take the mail for the forest.”
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ODVAL WAS PROVED RIGHT a couple of hours later, after the feasting died down into snacking and their hosts started making music again - jaunty tunes this time, with instruments rather than a choir. Fiyeli was watching Bhimmi pull Maunat onto the dance floor. She’d admitted, on the trip here, to considering herself a poor dancer, but Bhimmi shimmied and swayed and made her laugh at something he said, and just like that they were moving together as if they’d been dance partners for years. It boded well for their future sex life.

“Don’t turn around,” said a voice behind Fiyeli - from in the tree cover. When Fiyeli recognized the voice he grinned.

“Ilqun. Thought you were into being all unseen while ‘facilitating.’”

“We are into that, and we were unseen, and we have facilitated the negotiations. Now we celebrate.”  

“There’s still the Proving to plan out.”

“The boy has an idea for that. I predict the girl will love it, and you will hate it.”

“Oh?”

“I also predict you will go along with it anyway, old goat. You seem very fond of the girl.”

“Known her eldest brother for ten years,” Fiyeli said. “She’s a good kid, good listener. Very tough. Got a salamander across the Sea of Glass in fine shape which is no mean feat.” Urara was sprawled on her back in a corner of the grove, belly bulging with having eaten her fill a second time today.

“High praise!” Ilqun laughed. “But you’re not on sole chaperoning duty tonight.”

“I won’t be chaperoning them at all. Either they both use protection or they find someone else; I’m not fucking around trying to stop two kids fucking around when they look at each other like that.” Maunat had definitely discovered the joy of dancing. She and Bhimmi looked like they were inventing a new style (or reinventing the oldest one of all) to no few whoops and whistles when she dipped him and he kicked up one short, plump leg.

“He’s nineteen and she’s twenty-two, yes? Full adults by anyone’s definition.”

“They’re infants. I could have birthed them myself with only minor scandal.”

Ilqun laughed harder. “But no small amount of surprise, given your parts! Speaking of,” he purred, and Fiyeli let himself be tugged off his bench and into the enveloping twilight of the trees beyond the grove. Fiyeli reckoned it was Loki-night in the sky, by the quality of the light that made it to the forest floor. He let Ilqun push him up against a tree trunk and then pull him down by a hand on the back of his neck - Ilqun was half a head shorter than him - and kiss him with vigour.

It wasn’t too dark to see Ilqun, once his eyes adjusted - but then, Ilqun had a tendency to stand out. His colouring was a little less rare here in the north (and here, in the protective shade of the forest) but for the most part the Nanshul of both forest and plains tended to have dark hair and eyes and tan skin, like Bhimmi and his family. Ilqun’s pink skin and his white choir robe seemed the same shade of pale blue in the gloom, and his chin-length, light brown hair looked the same shade of grey as his eyes - though those were darkening, his pupils dilating, as he rolled his hips against Fiyeli’s through their robes. Fiyeli fancied he could already feel Ilqun getting wet, even though the number of layers between them made that unlikely. Certainly he could smell it, a heady, intimate encouragement. His mouth was watering. He wondered if Ilqun would let him eat him out - probably not, if they were doing this up against a tree, but a man could dream.

“This is hardly private,” Fiyeli managed to say between kisses.

“The others have cleared out from this spot. They know what it means when I volunteer to fetch the mail.” Ilqun moved to Fiyeli’s throat, sucking and biting from his earlobe to the collar of his robe.

“Oh, you volunteer,” Fiyeli teased, “how selfless.” He shuddered as Ilqun unbuttoned his robe and slipped his hands inside to palm Fiyeli’s pectoral muscles and rub his thumbs over his nipples.

“Fine, I fend off all competitors with extreme prejudice. A visit from the sexy old man-”

Aroused and annoyed, Fiyeli moaned, “I’m thirty-eight-”

“-from everywhere and nowhere,” Ilqun finished unbuttoning Fiyeli’s robe, exposing his hard cock to the night air, “who sows seeds of peace wherever he walks,” he sank slowly to his knees, dropping a trail of kisses down Fiyeli’s body, “is my treat.” With that, he took Fiyeli into his mouth.

Fiyeli bit his lip and breathed out harshly through his nose, not wanting to test Ilqun’s assurances of privacy by moaning too loudly. Ilqun had no such compunction, humming his pleasure every time he pulled back to draw breath, making cut-off little grunts whenever he slid back down and swallowed around Fiyeli’s cockhead. The powerful suction was wet and warm and luxurious, and his hands on Fiyeli’s hips were firm and confident. Ilqun let go with one hand only briefly, to guide Fiyeli’s hands into his hair, and then both his hands were back on Fiyeli’s hips again. Holding him in place, showing Fiyeli where he fit (for now), winding his lust tighter and tighter. Soon Fiyeli was whining, hips twitching with the effort to be good, to hold still, to not pull on Ilqun’s silky, wispy hair where it spilled through his fingers.

“I’m close,” he gasped, in case Ilqun wanted to - but he never did, just like always he pushed Fiyeli harder against the tree trunk and took him deeper, swallowing urgently, pulling the orgasm out of him. Fiyeli opened his mouth wide, panting and sighing as he came, until the pleasure became oversensitivity and he used his grip on Ilqun’s hair at last: to push him away. He slid down to sit on the mossy ground, feeling the tree behind him holding up his weight as he sprawled his legs wide.

“You’re dangerously good at that,” he said, pulling Ilqun into his lap.

“Thank you, I know,” Ilqun said with a fat smile, and let Fiyeli kiss him, hunting out the taste of himself in Ilqun’s mouth - tiny traces only, because Ilqun had swallowed him down so deep.

“Your turn now,” he murmured against Ilqun’s lips.

“It’s all my turn, honey. You’re so fucking fine, with that frost spreading in your hair and beard, and those big brown eyes.” Ilqun was grinding on his thigh, his tone breathless. “Not to mention your thick dick, mmm!”

Fiyeli stifled a groan as his spent cock twitched valiantly at the praise. “Still,” he insisted, “I want to do something for you.”

“Of course you do, you sweet man. Okay, here.” Ilqun hiked up his robe and pulled Fiyeli’s hand between his legs, where he was dripping with arousal. He rutted against Fiyeli’s hand, shivering when Fiyeli drew circles around the hard jut of him with his thumb and moaning when Fiyeli slipped his middle and ring fingers up inside him. When Fiyeli moved his thumb faster and curled his fingers just right, Ilqun muffled a sharp cry in Fiyeli
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