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To Jess, Corey, and Vince

			


			Home is where people ask how your day is. 

			


			What’s up, family?

			.

			


		

		
		

	
		
			Trigger Warnings



			If you’ve read the novels that come before this, you already know what you’re getting into. If you haven’t, this is a companion book of short stories and it’s going to spoil everything about the other books. What are you doing here? Turn Back. Or don’t, dealer’s choice. 

			


			This book explores a variety of stories from a variety of characters. Each story will be labelled with their individual triggers, so this list is very general. Please tread carefully. 

			


			The book features scenes of:

			Vulgar language

			Minor Body horror

			Exploration of sexual coercion

			Mentions of rape, sexual abuse, and physical violence

			Homophobia and Unhappy situations for LGBTQA+ characters

			Death of farm animals

			Trauma-related mental health issues

			Mentions of mental, emotional, and verbal abuse

			Death

			


			Specifica warnings for each story are listed before the start of each story, and can also be found on my website, CatRector.com

			


			Don’t forget to hydrate.

		

	
		
			Preface

			


			If you haven’t read The Goddess of Nothing At All, you should turn back now. Very little of this book is going to make sense to you. As well, the final story in this collection takes place after Epilogues for Lost Gods, which releases after this book. You’ve been warned. 

			This collection of stories draws from a lot of places. From gaps in what people hoped to know about characters, and from pains that I felt needed to see more daylight. In these pages you’ll find kindness, love, child-like wonder, trauma, and even a few laughs. Each story will be prefaced with a small summary and trigger warnings particular to that story. 

			Two pieces, The Monster You Made and Happily Ever After were originally included in the hardcover copies of GoNaa and Epilogues, but are being included here for people who missed that opportunity. Another piece, Some Oaths Are Easier Kept Than Others, was originally published on my Ko-Fi. 

			While I may revisit the nine realms in the future, this collection of stories feels like closing a door. It’s bitter sweet. There are more things waiting for me, more characters begging to have their stories told, but Sigyn and Loki will always be my first. They’ll always be the souls that keep me up at night, wondering about right and wrong, choice and fate, cause and effect. 

			I’m going to miss them, I know that much. 

			Also, this book has been written and edited in British English. Don’t worry, I can spell. 

			Usually.

			Unless we’re spelling Conclusion. Then it’s just chaos.  

		

	
		
			




Oh Goddess. 

			


			We’ve watched Sigyn fall slowly, disastrously in love with Loki, but what about the other way around? Visit the night that Loki fell in love with Sigyn, moment after fumbling moment. 

			


			Trigger warnings: Alcohol, melancholy, violence, foul language, thoughts of sexual coercion.

			




			Loki

			


			Each time Odin threw a party in Valhalla, it left a sour taste in my mouth, no matter how shiny or sparkling he managed to make it. 

			Nineteen days. I’d been back in Asgard nineteen days, and I’d already fallen back into the shadows that this place had built in my mind.

			Music flowed through the room from a loud collection of stringed instruments, drums, and improvised odds and ends. The hall itself was covered in golds and silvers, baubles and garland strung up among vines of ivy and flowers. The room was brimming with food and drink and people. It seemed everyone was glad to be done with a day’s work and was ready to drink into the night. 

			I’d seen too many of these nights and there was a reason behind every one of them. Not in a wholesome, beautiful way, like a newlywed couple had a reason to throw a party. No, Odin only ever put on these things because he needed to get something out of them. He was scheming once again, and he’d spent far too many years dragging me into it for me to properly enjoy myself.

			Despite the fact that I hadn’t been in his repertoire of tools for the century of my exile, part of me was still on edge. There was no reason for him to ask anything of me. There wasn’t. But I felt like I was going to turn a corner and find myself face to face with him just like old times, a new set of spycraft instructions spilling off his lips. 

			Didn’t matter what I told myself. Didn’t matter that he didn’t trust me anymore, or that I could say no, or that he had new people to do his underhanded tasks. It was still a thought that festered in the back of my mind, stealing my focus whenever I gave it a second of attention. 

			I shook my head and turned in my seat, holding up my drinking horn. A Valkyrie sidled over and tipped a pitcher of ale over the horn, filling it. I gave her the brightest smile I could manage and thanked her.

			I needed to cheer up. I hadn’t come to Vahalla to get stuck in the past. I’d come for a drink and some good conversation, and because Sigyn had asked. I’d only known her for a few weeks; I couldn’t exactly be honest and say no thank you, your father has ruined parties for me, thank you very much. My only other option was to drink, blend in, and perhaps overcompensate. 

			I’d clearly missed a bunch of the conversation while I was stewing in my melancholy. Idunn was giggling behind her hand across the table from me, staring off into the distance. 

			Sigyn leaned closer to her. “What’s so funny?” 

			Idunn pointed to the table next to ours. Someone had passed out drunk on the table, and their friends had started drawing phallic shapes across their face with food and charcoal.

			Now that was funny. 

			“Why Idunn, I thought you were kinder than that, laughing at someone’s misfortune,” I teased. 

			She gave me a one-sided grin, the evening’s drink bright in her cheeks. “It’s not a misfortune that someone can’t hold their own drink, it’s a lack of self-awareness. And this is so innocent!” 

			Sigyn pointed at me, her cup still grasped in her other fingers. “And that’s very bold, coming from you.” 

			“From me?” I put a hand over my heart, feigning shock. “And what does that mean?” 

			“You have a laugh at most everyone when given the chance. At last night’s supper, you told me that the Elven emissary’s daughter needed a lesson in matching fabrics.” Sigyn’s stare was deeply disapproving. 

			“She does.” I shook my head and added a little eye-rolling for the drama of it.  

			Sigyn tapped a finger on the table. “She’s just a teenager!”

			“And she’s a delight.” I shot back. “She can carry on a conversation about taxation with Forsetti, which means she’s also very bright, but it doesn’t mean that she can get away with that many layers of dense floral embroidery. It’s too much and I will die on this hill.” 

			Sigyn’s glare broke into a sputtering laugh as she buried her face in her free palm. “You’re impossible.”

			I leaned over the table conspiratorially. “You were the same, weren’t you? I can tell. I bet you used to be covered in all sorts of gaudy fabrics.” 

			Sigyn’s mouth dropped open as she struggled to defend herself. “I—well—we all did that! I—I read books, alright? I don’t know about fashion.” 

			“Well, she looks lovely tonight,” Idunn added, turning to look at the high table. 

			She did indeed. The young lady was draped in a misty purple gown, flowers laced between the braids in her black hair. She sat next to her mother, and around them was an entire retinue of Elven royalty, each more elegant than the last. 

			The gods had been sent to sit with the einherjar, leaving the high table open to the Elven party. All except Odin and Frigg, that was, who were both deep in conversation with their guests.

			I was so very glad my days of politics were over. 

			Idunn leaned closer to me from across the table. “Is that a burn on your arm?” 

			“Hmm?” It took me a moment to come back to myself and remember what she was talking about. I glanced at the outside of my forearm. “Oh yes. That. Sigyn, would you like to tell your friend how I ended up scalded today?”

			Sigyn pursed her lips, trying to hide a smile. She was clearly a cup or two further into her drink than was advisable for a clear head. “With Odin testing my skills for a title in two days, I’ve got a lot of work to do, which is exactly why I’m drinking instead.” She took another sip as if to prove the point. “And Loki’s been teaching me how to summon lightning. Apparently, it’s all around us, like how you can get a shock from petting a cat too many times. Anyway—” She twirled a hand, clearly trying to focus, and I was finding it very endearing. “He said practice, so I practised. And I got a rune a little wrong, and a tiny spark became a tiny bolt, and it just…ricocheted off the wall and into his arm.” She shrugged as if that little ricochet hadn’t lit up my entire arm with the heat of a small sun. 

			“Sigyn! No!” Idunn’s mouth was open, pity in her eyes. She turned to me. “Are you alright?” 

			I waved her concern off. “I’m fine. The worst of it was over after a moment, and I don’t want her wasting her energy on healing, not with Odin’s nonsense trial coming up.” 

			“He’s too stubborn to accept help or admit that it hurts.” Sigyn grinned, all mischief and malice for once. 

			It did hurt and I was stubborn but I wasn’t about to tell her that. “Lies, all of it. Making mountains out of molehills.” 

			She shook her head in disbelief. “Oh yes, you’re calm and collected now, but I think your exact words in the moment were ‘Oh gods, oh fuck, Ymir’s tit what the fuck did you just do’ or am I remembering that wrong?” 

			Idunn burst out laughing, shaking so hard that the leaves entwined in her hair were practically rustling in the breeze. 

			I shook a finger at them both. “That’s a dirty lie and you know it.” 

			It wasn’t, it had happened just the way she’d said, but my accusation started Sigyn laughing like she couldn’t catch her breath. 

			It was contagious, and I found a smile stretching across my lips. In the dim light of the hall, with enough ale in my blood to dull my inhibitions, I looked at her. Really looked. I’d been hand-in-hand with her dozens of times for one lesson or the other, and I’d spent more hours with her since arriving in Asgard than I had with any other single person in decades. But I hadn’t allowed myself to think too hard about her. 

			I’d let my guard slip, and in that moment, I saw all of her at once. Smart and quick, full of excellent retorts and even better ideas. She was interesting. Kind. Attentive. I’d travelled the nine at my leisure for longer than she’d been alive, but she knew things from her studies that I’d never once caught wind of. I’d noticed how beautiful she was, of course; it was hard to miss. But beauty was good for a few nights at best. Wit and will, those were things to keep by your side forever. 

			And then, still laughing uncontrollably, she snorted. 

			That set her laughing harder until she was leaning against Idunn, gasping for air.

			Everything in me sighed and relaxed. It was the first time I’d seen her without the burden of everything on her shoulders. It suited her like the sea suited a sailor and I wanted more of it. I wanted to see her laugh every day. To make her laugh, every day. 

			This thing that we were doing, this training to make sure that she earned her place among her family, it had to work. Even though I knew It wouldn’t—Odin never budged a muscle if he wasn’t ready—but it had to. I’d gotten comfy back inside Asgard, yes. I’d been enjoying living off of Odin’s coin and sleeping in soft beds. But I didn’t want to go back to the wilds and live a life without her company.

			Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. 

			All this over a stupid fucking joke. It was just a laugh, I couldn’t be this desperate over a laugh.  

			But that was denial and I knew it. It wasn’t just this night, this table, this conversation. It had been coming at me for days, like watching a stallion speed toward you from the horizon and refusing to move until it trampled you. I’d just been closing my eyes to what was coming.

			I was going to fall in love with her. 

			Maybe I already had. 

			A horn sounded, echoing around the room so deeply that it seemed to vibrate my brain. Valhalla quieted and we all turned to see who had made such a commotion. 

			Frey was standing on a table, his fine tunic half tucked into his trousers, his hair poking out from around a makeshift crown of bone and twine. Someone had wrapped him in a piece of the garland that hung around the hall, as if he himself were a decoration. “I’m going to sing a song, and you’re going to dance!” he announced. 

			The room roared and I turned back to look at Sigyn and Idunn. There was a pause, and as the music started up again, the three of us broke into raucous laughter. 

			Before we could catch our breath, Idunn’s husband walked up behind her. “Care to join me, my darling?” 

			Idunn reached up to take Bragi’s outstretched hand, blushing like he was a new suitor she’d just met. “Of course.” As she rose, she looked back at us. “You could always come with us.” 

			Sigyn immediately shook her head. “Oh no, you remember how these things go. I can’t dance.” 

			I scoffed. “Anyone can dance.”

			She rolled her eyes. “Fine, I can’t dance well.” 

			Idunn was already heading off with her doting love, so I got up from the bench, stepped across the top of the table, and jumped down beside Sigyn. I held out my hand. “Only one way to find out.” 

			Sigyn’s mouth was gaping open at the audacity of my climb, but she didn’t argue. Instead, she threw back the last of her drink, swallowed, and said, “It’s your toes at risk, not mine.” 

			As was on par for her pride, Sigyn didn’t take my hand, getting up on her own and leading me to the growing crowd of dancers. I followed her through them, weaving through the revellers until she found an open space she was content with. She turned to me and I gave her a dramatic bow. 

			“My lady.” I held my hand out once again. 

			Sigyn rolled her eyes, an incredulous smile on her lips. She slipped her hand in mine.

			I pulled her toward me before she could retreat, grabbed her other hand, and began an overly enthusiastic jaunt around the dance floor. She stumbled a bit at the sudden pace of it, but she was laughing, so I kept it up. I spun us in wide circles, dodging past irritated faces, dancing faster and more ridiculously than was commonly accepted in high society. And that was the point. If she couldn’t dance well, neither would I. 

			As we twirled round, Sigyn’s face was lit up like I’d never seen before. Her eyes were wide and full of life, her breathless laughter spurring me onward. She deserved this. She deserved to be this happy all the time. 

			Running out of breath myself, I brought us to a stop, let go of one of her hands, and twirled her around on the spot. She wobbled as the twirl ended and she keeled to one side. My arm shot out to catch her and she fell into it, grabbing at my tunic as she did. 

			I was all too aware in that moment how close she was to me. My hand gripped her shoulder, her skin warm against mine, and the death-grip she had on my collar had saved her from hitting the floor, dragging my head down closer to hers. Her chocolate-coloured eyes were glazed over just a little, as if she was seeing everything around her like a dream. Her chest rose and fell like she hadn’t yet caught her breath, her lips parted just slightly. 

			It was arousing something in me that was dangerous to give space to. 

			She was Odin’s daughter. Anything beyond her training was not part of the plan. She was not a good choice. 

			Sigyn laughed, trying to stand, severing the moment. “I don’t think I’ll ever see straight again.” 

			“That’s alright, there’s no fun in that anyway.” I helped her get back to her feet and asked the thing I knew I shouldn’t. “Would you care for a real dance?” 

			She feigned disbelief. “That wasn’t a real dance?” 

			“It decidedly was not. I can’t have you believing that that’s the peak of what I’m capable of.” I took her hand again and started us off at a more moderate pace. Turning carefully, I matched the enthusiastic but gentle tune that the musicians had started playing. We went for something standard, a simple dance known the realms over, with only a few turns and complications. It seemed to be something she was comfortable with. I was quite fond of more intricate dances, honestly, something to challenge a person’s skill, but I wanted her to enjoy herself. What fun was tripping over your own feet, after all? 

			As if I’d summoned it with a thought, she stumbled a little and backed into another set of partners. They stumbled, and someone beside them stumbled. Sigyn blushed and hurriedly apologized, then froze in her tracks. 

			She had bumped into Alruna. 

			“Sorry,” Sigyn whispered. 

			“Please, it’s alright.” Alruna lingered only for a moment, her hand still locked into another woman’s hand. “No harm done.” 

			Sigyn nodded, but her feet were planted firmly where she stood, even as the others moved away. 

			I put a hand on her shoulder. “Sigyn? Siggly-wiggly? Are you alright?”

			Sigyn shook herself free from whatever thought had latched onto her. “Yes. No. I need a drink.” 

			She made a quick exit, looking for a Valkryie. I followed, and when she had a new cup firmly in her hands, I pulled her to the side of the hall. 

			“You are definitely not alright.” I found us a quiet, empty piece of wall to lean against. 

			Sigyn’s face scrunched up and she took a deep breath. When she looked at me, her face was intense. “Do you think about your past lovers when you drink?”

			Her candour made me laugh. “Personally, I drink so that I won’t think about my past lovers.”

			“Sometimes I make very bad choices when Alruna’s involved,” Sigyn admitted, her fingers tight around her drink. “I’ve definitely gone to her door in the middle of the night before, spurred on by a few drinks. It’s been a long, long time, but the thought crosses my mind here and there. Like now, because she’s with someone.”

			She said it like it was the realm’s greatest evil. 

			“I think we’ve all done something like that before. Gods know I have.” I leaned against the wall and crossed my arms over my chest. “Why does it worry you?” 

			Sigyn took a deep breath and let it out, her cheeks puffing in frustration. “Because that’s not the kind of person I want to be! I don’t want to be hiding in a corner pining after a lost love. I want to be better than that.” 

			I shook my head, amused. “Sorry darling, but I don’t think any of us get to be better than that. Being hurt and in love, it’s part of living. No one is above it, not even the gods. You can’t expect yourself to be above existing.” 

			She glared at me. “I don’t like it when you’re smart.” 

			I laughed, caught by surprise. “Isn’t that the entire reason you hired me?” 

			“I hired you to get me a title, not make me more aware of how flawed and multifaceted I am.” She took a long drink, a smile on the corners of her lips. 

			“Well, that’s too—” 

			A cry rose from the crowd nearby, accompanied by the sound of breaking wood. 

			A fight had erupted a few tables away. An einherjar had a young Elven guard by the throat, and the guard had certainly stabbed him in the arm. As others caught on to what had happened, the brawl grew, Elves and einherjar scrambling to protect their own. In a blink, there were dozens fighting. 

			“Ymir’s left ball, this isn’t good.” Sigyn’s face was all business again. “The repercussions— If someone gets killed, the other side will want blood in return.” 

			“Someone will—” but before I could finish, she’d shoved her drink into my hand and was making her way toward the fight. 

			I didn’t have to help her. I didn’t. Even if she got hurt, someone would heal her. She was a capable woman. I hadn’t signed on for this night to get maimed or punched in the face. I didn’t need to help her. 

			But I was going to. 

			Not willing to waste good ale, I drank back the rest of her cup and tossed it to the floor. 

			I couldn’t give a single, minuscule fuck about where this brawl would lead our darling dictator, but Sigyn I did care about. Enough to risk being stabbed for her, apparently.

			She was already charging foolhardily into the fray. The lot of them were in a frenzy, but I could still hear her over the uproar, her voice fading in and out. 

			“Stop that right now!” she screamed. “You’re—if you—general upheaval—what do you—consequences of your actions—Release him—”

			And of course, no one was listening. 

			She should know better than to attempt to speak common sense to drunks. 

			I followed her, pushing through the crowd to close the distance between us. A fist swung my way and I ducked, thankful that everyone had been in their cups for a long while and had gotten sloppy. I pushed the man aside and kept on my way. 

			“Sigyn!” I called, but she wasn’t paying attention. Instead, she was flailing her arms, trying to break up the rowdy warriors without taking a punch to the face. 

			An Elf and an einherjar were blocking my way to her, the Elf pressing the einherjar into the top of a table and beating his face senseless with a metal plate. There was an itch rising under my skin that I was soon going to be too late to keep Sigyn out of trouble, so I whispered a few small runes and pressed a current of lightning into their skin. Not enough to do any lasting harm, but enough to knock them off their feet and let me pass.

			By the time I got to Sigyn, she was attempting to bodily haul an einherjar off of someone else. The einherjar reached back and elbowed her in the face. 

			Sigyn grunted and fell back, holding her eye. “For fuck sake!” 

			I swung my foot forward and smashed my boot into her attacker’s face. 

			The einherjar fell to the floor, releasing the Elven man he’d pinned to the ground. I stood over the asshole, whose face had started to bleed where I’d kicked him. I leaned down, grabbed him by the collar of his tunic and pulled him up toward my face. “Hitting her will definitely be the worst choice you make tonight.” 

			I grabbed his nose between my fingers and twisted sharply, feeling the snap. The man screamed and squirmed out of my grip, curling up on the floor to cradle his face. 

			I’d feel bad, but he was an einherjar. His whole purpose in his afterlife was to fight to the death and be healed in time to do it again the next day. Sadistic, if you asked me. 

			Sigyn was climbing to her feet as I looked up. 

			I moved to meet her. “If you don’t walk away, you’re going to end up with matching black eyes, if you’re lucky.” 

			She opened and closed her jaw, as if testing out its workings. “They’re idiots though!” 

			“They are!” I took her by the shoulders and gave her a shake. “You don’t need to put yourself in harm’s way to fix it.” 

			She gestured toward them. “But I do! That’s…I don’t know, that’s what I do! I fix things. I can’t just let it go!” 

			I gave her a very stern look. “You could, though. You could.” 

			She pursed her lips and shook her head. “You could. I’m not you.”

			And she was off again, throwing herself back into the task at hand. 

			That woman would try to save the nine realms themselves if she was ever given the chance, that was certain. 

			And I might have started to love her for it. 

			Against my better judgement, I threw myself into the fray, trying to stay at her side. Despite the arrival of several Valkyrie to quell the fight, they carried on. A fist swung toward me and I backed away, having no real interest in taking anyone down. I just needed to make sure she didn’t get hurt. She was always a few steps further away than I was comfortable with, just out of reach, and—

			Sharp metal pierced my stomach. 

			Pain lanced up my body, into my chest, drawing a scream from me. A fucking dinner knife. Someone had stabbed me with a fucking utensil. 

			How absolutely pedestrian. 

			I pressed my palm into the face of my assailant and lit his skin on fire. 

			“Loki!” 

			Sigyn’s voice barely pierced my enraged thoughts, but the gust of wind that rose a moment later did the trick. It threw us all back, knocking everyone near Sigyn to their asses, myself included. 

			Curled on my side, my hand hovered over the knife still sticking out of my gut. Pulling it out would be idiotic, but it felt so foreign in my flesh. I wanted it gone very badly, but another jolt of pain ran up me. I clenched my jaw against it, biting down so hard that my teeth hurt. 

			Sigyn crouched above me, her hands hovering above my body. “Is that a dinner knife?” 

			“Fuck off,” I groaned, trying to appear somewhat unaffected about being stabbed. 

			Glancing over, I was pleased to see that the Valkyrie had taken advantage of Sigyn’s distraction to end things for good. Perhaps my becoming a piece of steak would be worth it after all. 

			“You didn’t need to help me,” Sigyn said, ripping my tunic around the knife in order to see the flesh around it. 

			“Well it’s not like I had anything better to do—” the thought was replaced by a searing pain as Sigyn ripped the knife from my gut. The world darkened for a moment, but she was already leaning over me, her hands pressed into my skin, whispering. 

			The pain didn’t last long. Her runes slowly knit me back together, the trickling warmth in me fading away. The weight on my lungs dissipated and I felt like I could breathe again. I’d been stabbed plenty of times in my life—it was part of living among the gods, after all—but it always managed to raise panic in my body, and it was a relief to be at the end of it. Hel, even the burn on my arm was gone.

			Sigyn stopped whispering, sat back, and gave me an exhausted look. “All better?” 

			I sat up, inspecting the small silver scar. “Once again, I’m whole because of you.” 

			A small blush rose to my cheeks as I realized what I’d said. 

			Sigyn smirked. “Well if you’d just stop getting hurt, I wouldn’t have to keep saving your ass.” 

			“That was very stupid.” Idunn had come to stand above us, her arms crossed over her chest. “You could’ve been hurt!” 

			“We were,” Sigyn said, pointing out her quickly bruising eye. “I’m also done with this place, I think. Can we go somewhere else? Somewhere quiet?” 

			There was a cacophony of noise as warriors were separated and dealt with. An argument was obviously being had at the head table, and the rowdiness of the party seemed to have ground to a halt. 

			Idunn reached down to help Sigyn up. She brushed her friend’s dress off, avoiding the spattering of someone else’s blood. “Come back home with me. We can watch the stars go to sleep.” 

			Sigyn looked down at me, her hand held out. “Are you coming? Or have you had enough fun for one night?”

			Oh Goddess, I would follow you anywhere.

			I reached out and allowed myself to be helped up. “I’m not one to let a little stabbing ruin a good time.” 

			We walked out together, out of Valhalla and through Valaskjalf. And it was stupid, but the three of us together, laughing and moving with a purpose, it felt almost like…home. Like floating. It was easy and light. Calming. And even though it was only a few moments in the vast endlessness of life, I wanted to keep it forever. 

			Sigyn veered away from us, toward her hall, skipping backwards. 

			“Wait for me!” She called out. “I have an old bottle of cloudberry mead that’s been waiting for a happy occasion.” And she was off, unlocking her door and disappearing inside. 

			I stared after her, and it must’ve been for far too long because Idunn slipped her arm into mine and gave a tug. 

			I looked down. She was smiling up at me, that look she always had when she thought she knew something that I didn’t.

			Idunn laid her head against my arm. “Maybe it’s not right to say this after such an eventful night but…” She paused, and the quiet chirping of night beasts filled the silence. “Sigyn’s had her mind on one thing for a very long time. She doesn’t let anyone in, and she refuses help until long after she can’t manage by herself anymore. It’s a lonely way to live. She doesn’t realize it but she needs more people in her life to love her.”

			I gave her a curious look, hoping it was convincing. “I have no idea what you mean.” But my eyes went to Sigyn’s doorway again. My chest was tight with the anticipation of her coming back out, like my next breath depended on her being nearby. 

			She returned in a rushed flurry of skirts, a bottle in her hand, her thick hair draped over one shoulder like a luxurious mantle. I took a long breath, trying to quiet everything inside me. She was so fucking beautiful. 

			Nothing about this was smart. I was going to doom myself with these feelings for her.

			She smiled up at me, and I knew for certain that there were a finite number of her smiles left before I didn’t care anymore. Before I was unable to lie to myself anymore. 

			Before she would become the only thing I cared about. 
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