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This is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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This is a work of original fiction. It was written by a real person, not an AI. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The author expressly prohibits any entity from using this publication for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this publication. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.
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There are sexual situations that at times, are graphic and this novel is not meant for those under the age of eighteen or whatever legal age is in your country. This book deals with themes of sexual assault, child abuse, fantasy violence and other heavy topics. If you are not ready to read this kind of content I have other fantasy novels that are sex free. Try them instead.
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​Prologue
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“How many this time?” The shadowy figure asked its second from the pedestal.

“There are one hundred and forty seven beings sir. How should we mix them up this time?” A shorter being dressed in a robe asked.

“Hmm, as they are all from the same base race I believe that a dozen different types would be interesting. Set a moon cycle for the limit of them finding their group.”

“What about those who don't? Some beings prefer to be alone after all.”

The being on the pedestal smiled. “Oh, I have something meant for them.” Reaching out the being pressed a button, cleared its throat and spoke into a microphone.

“Listen up, spirits. You have been chosen to be a part of a new world. You will have one turning of the moon to find allies and set up a stable living space. You will be tested, severely. Those of you who survive will be the basis for a new civilization. Amuse us, or suffer the consequences.” The being flicked the microphone off and sat back. 

“You would think after sixty seven sessions, they would be better at the speech,” the smaller being mumbled and headed off to set up the drop points.

“Before you go, remember that I want something new and different.” The being on the pedestal sighed. “Make at least one of them a go between. Elevate it above the others.”

“God like powers?”

“No, not quite, oh yes, and give it the urge to mate, but tell it they can't.”

“That would be different. Will they be truly unable?”

“Oh no, that is the fun part.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter one
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One minute I was running toward a kid in a crosswalk who stepped in front of a bus and the next I woke up in the center of a circle of stones, naked. “What the hell?” I sat up and looked about. The sun was just coming up over the horizon and the area beyond the stones was a forest of beech trees leading down to water. 

I got up and shook my head. Did I bang my head stopping the kid? Had I gotten hit by the bus? I patted my arms and even pinched them. The little burst of pain from that pinch said I was awake and not dreaming. Okay, so I slowly walked out of the circle. I must have died and got reincarnated or something. Good thing I was moving slowly, I startled a deer that jumped up and over my head, causing me to stumble backwards.

I heard a snorting noise next and without thinking reached down and grabbed up a branch. Luckily I did, because a boar came running at me. I won't say I am a great hunter, hell I generally prefer to not eat pork, but when one is charging you, you do what you have to.

I swung the branch hard. It connected with the animal's head and it dropped like a stone. I waited a minute, and then poked it with the end of the stick. It was dead and in another moment of surprise a red flare happened. I stumbled backwards and when the light faded there was a piece of raw meat and some leather on the ground surrounded by blood, a lot of blood.

“Oh ick,” I made a face, but then looked about. I found some loose stones and with the now broken branch made a fire to cook the meat. Thankfully I remembered old lessons. After all a modern city dwelling woman wouldn't have an idea how to make a fire, without a lighter and a lot of work.“I'm in a video game.” Or at least that was how it seemed. I roasted the piece of pork and then started gathering together things.

By the time the sun set I had a rough shelter made and thanks to a few other pigs I had enough leather bits to fashion a really low tech bikini. While I was washing the blood off my skin I got a good look at myself and I was pleasantly surprised.

You see before the whole bus incident I had been a dumpy middle aged office worker. My hair was starting to go grey and because of work I had to keep it in a bun most days. I wore glasses from years of staring at a computer screen. If you looked up a white collar worker you would have seen a picture of me. I wore the skirt suits expected of all female employees at my job and the only thing that showed the real me was the earrings I wore. No simple and tasteful pearls for me but intricate swirls of silver with gem stones. They were just this side of the line on what I was allowed to wear at work.

In the water's reflection I saw that I still had one of my earrings, but everything else was different. My skin, once pale, was now a golden color all over and yes, I mean all over. My hair was long, thick with waves and I had to tie back the copper mass with a thin strip of the leather from the pigs. 

I spent the next three days putting together stone weapons and tools. If I hadn't played so many survival games in my past life I would have probably starved to death or froze. By the time a week of days had passed I had wandered about the area I woke up in and found berries and fashioned a fishing pole. The place I woke up on turned out to be an island. After the mists had cleared the first morning I could see land across the water from me, a long way across the water, so I needed to think about swimming there. When a big finny thing arched out of the water, I decided that staying on my little island was a good idea.

On this island I found a broken down building and decided to set up a second camp here. The first was a simple lean to and a fire, but I felt better with actual walls between me and whatever prowled the night here. At night there were the sounds of predators chasing their dinner and I wasn't equipped to deal with animals on the hunt.

As I lay back after a day of forging I thought about the about vague memory I had of a big chamber that was filled with people, all looking as lost as me. It was like being in Heaven's waiting room, or so I thought at the time. There was a voice coming out of what I think was an intercom and telling us we had been chosen for some experiment. Why it took a week for that memory to pop into my head I had no idea. “Community? With who?”

I had managed to circle the island I was on in the past week and I had not come across another human at all. I saw deer, pigs, lizards and these weird little men made out of wood who would attack me at random times. Something told me that they were not the beings I was supposed to be setting up a community with. After all they would attack me like the pigs did and then poof into smoke when I stabbed them with the rude spear I had fashioned. They left behind these gold stones that glowed and I used them as lighting in my one room cabin until they faded.

You might ask how I knew how to make a spear or a fire or even a fishing pole. After all I was just an office worker, right? Well back when I was a kid my family used to go out camping every summer. We would only carry one small pack with us and my granddad would teach us how to make things from the nature around us. It was a fun time that I was glad I remembered. The good memories were few and far between so I cherished those days.

I sat by the fire, outside of the hut I was rebuilding and looked up at the stars. “If I am remembering correctly whoever you are in charge, how am I supposed to become a part of a community when I am the only one here?”

I waited to see if there would be a response and then snorted at myself. “Like that would happen, Rita.” I admitted that I didn't really like being alone, but I had gotten used to it before this. I banked the fire and was getting up to go inside when there was a rush of wind and the biggest damn bird I had ever seen dropped down next to me. 

“Greetings, Rita, chosen child of Earth. You have questions; this one is allowed to answer some of them.”

The voice was crystal clear. The bird sounded like an English professor of all things’ though it also seemed like a put on accent to me, like it was trying to sound different and understandable to little old me. “Okay big bird talks.” I shook my head and sat back down. “So you have answers? Great, first why am I here?”

“The judges decided the take those of your kind who died heroically and give them the chance to forge a new world.”

“Heroically? Me? Yeah right.”

“Did you not save a child from being struck by a large vehicle?”

He, at least I hoped it was a he, meant the bus. “Okay, I'll give you that. Next question, if I am supposed to make a community why am I the only one here?”

There was a pause before he answered and his head tilted to the side in that way birds do. “Because the others have not yet found you, soon you will have companions, ones that will help and guard you for the coming trials.”

“Guard?” I had been protecting myself for a week now so there were other things out there that I was going to need help with? Was it that or that the beings in charge think a little old woman couldn't do it on their own? “Okay. I take it that the little wood men are not the companions you mean?”

He shook his massive head. “They are one of the early tests. You are doing quite well for a female of your species.” I could hear amusement in his tone but I played along.

“Hey!” I chuckled then. “Sexism exists even in the afterlife, great.”

“Are not the female of your species less warrior-like than the male?” Again there was human amusement in his voice.

“Only thanks to societies rules. There have been many female warriors over the centuries.”

“Noted,” The big beak dipped, giving me the point, if I was keeping score that was. “It is still wise for you to accept the help of the male of a species. While you are quite capable, there will be stronger creatures to fight. Even the strongest of your kind would find them impossible to defeat alone.”

“Yeah, that figures. So how much of a fantasy world is this? Should I expect elves and dragons and trolls or just giant versions of normal animals?”

The bird tilted its head, like it was listening to a voice I couldn't hear and it nodded. “At this time I cannot answer that question, but you will know at least a part of that question before the next moon rises.”

I let out a long breath then and nodded. “Okay. So I need to fortify this place more then.” I looked about and let out a sigh. It took a lot of time to chop trees down with a stone ax and then to split them into something that could be used as a wall.

“I must leave now, child of Earth. You will have those to aid you soon. Do not judge them till you learn their stories. Things must happen. They will ensure you will survive the first true tests.”

I nodded. “Thank you for the answers. By the way, just call me Rita. That child of Earth thing is a mouthful.”

The bird seemed to grow bigger as he flapped his wings. “I accept the gift of your name. Do not tell it to many others, for names have power. You will soon meet those who you can trust it to. Sleep well and I will come to you again in the coming days.” He then lifted off and soared toward the moon.

“Well that was, interesting. Others?” I looked about, my camp that was as neat as one could be. Dirt floors could only be so clean and each morning there were branches that had broken off in the night winds to pick up. It did make keeping kindling piled up easier but it got repetitive to have to gather wood every morning. Never mind refilling the water bags I had made from the leather.

I slid through the door flap I had made. It was really only one room inside, but I had fashioned a couple of baskets to hold the berries and herbs I had gathered and another for the meat. I took off the rough leather bikini and set it to air. Until I figured out how to properly tan the hides I had to go with the simplest of garments and well working up sweat in rough leather meant it stank. I aired it every night, hoping that nothing would steal it. It wasn't that I couldn't make another, but I wanted to save up the hides for a better bit of clothing. Boots would be great after all.

Stretching out on the pile of grass I had pulled up I closed my eyes and hoped that everything would be quiet for the night. I needed the rest if I had a lot more chopping to do. “How many did he mean? Well let's hope they wait till I get some sleep and breakfast before they appear.”

The part about not giving out my real name only made sense and to be honest I hadn't. Rita was the name I had used in my working life, but it wasn't my real name. My real name had a lot to do with who I was outside of work. The name that was a part of my soul and only my birth family and one other knew it. Like when I had gone to school, Rita would be the name I used here until I found someone I could trust it with.
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​Chapter two
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I heard soft voices, but thought they were a part of the dream I was having. I found that when I was dropped into this body all the old urges that I had ignored in my old life were back. Now being as I was totally alone, I could do the age old thing to ease those urges. My body was quite responsive and while I relieved the urge, I knew that it could be a lot better if I had help. Waking up every morning in need was a sign I was alive and well, annoying.

So when I felt a brush on my skin I wasn't sure if it was a part of the hot dream I was having or real. I gasped when I felt a soft wetness brush across my nipples. Okay so it was the dream. I went with it, after all a girl takes pleasure where she could, right?

This went on for a bit and then I felt a tongue licking down my belly as a pair of hands spread my legs. Okay that felt good, better than it should in fact. I let out a little moan and for a moment things froze, like I had startled someone. I shivered when the licking started up again and down to the place no one other than I had been in years. 

I lifted a hand, thinking to add a little digital addition to this dream when I felt a second mouth on my breasts. “Oh my,” I sighed out. I hadn't had a dream with two lovers since my aborted attempt at college.

I felt nips as teeth closed on my nipple and tugged a bit. That sent a jolt down my body to where the other mouth was licking. I reached and my fingers from both hands found silky hair. I opened my eyes with a gasp and then I was being kissed as the other mouth lightly suckled my clit. The jolt from that had me lifting my hips and moaning into the kiss.

I opened my lips and a tongue darted in, matching the motion of the one in my womanhood. This was hot. The being who was kissing me was plucking my nipples in a way that I had always wanted and the one at my nethers was spreading my thighs wider and licking harder.

I should be freaking out right? Go to bed the only human on an island and wake up to two beings, who I hoped where at least men, licking and touching me, but damn it felt so good. Before long my hips were rocking up off the bedding as I pressed the mouth tighter to me.

I felt an orgasm rip through me and I pulled my mouth from the kiss to throw my head back and moan. I was shuddering when I opened my eyes. The room was dark so all I could see was the shadowy shapes of two man shaped forms. I licked my lips and took a long breath. “Oh wow.”

The first shadow must have taken that as an invitation because he moved up and I felt the familiar brush of the head of a cock against my lips. I smiled and darted my tongue out to circle it. I lifted my head and took it into my mouth, my tongue working in circles. I knew from my past that I was good at this. I had never had a complaint when I went down on a man and this one seemed to like it too. He rocked his hips, sliding deeper into my mouth. I felt fingers tangle in my hair as my head was lifted enough to get a good angle.

The other shadow slid fingers into me testing me before I felt another cock press against my opening and before I knew it was I being filled in two places. The shadows became less important than what they were doing. I sucked the cock in my mouth, causing a deep masculine moan of pleasure and I felt my legs lifted up to rest on a broad pair of shoulders. After that things got more intense. The thrusts of the man between my legs were strong and fast, hitting me in all the right places. The man in my mouth moaned louder as I tend to suck harder when I have another cock buried in me and driving me to another orgasm.

The three of us panted and moaned and rushed to the edge. The man in my mouth went off first, filling my mouth with salty seed that tasted right to me. When he pulled out of my mouth I shuddered all over and cried out to a god who I hadn't believed in as I crashed into an even more intense orgasm; the clenching of my walls sending the second man into his own full throated moan of pleasure. 

He collapsed on top of me as his friend slid to lie at my side. I swallowed and panted and then shivered. I had just had the best orgasm of my memory and I had no idea who these two beings were. The man on top of me lifted his head once he got his breath back and kissed me deeply before sliding free of my body and lying at my other side.

“Okay,” I reached up and circled their heads with my arms, my fingers running through long, silky hair on each head. “I don't know who you are, but oh my, thank you for that.”

I heard masculine laughter from both sides and then the one on the right whispered. “You are welcome.” His hand settled on one breast as his friend, echoed. “You are very welcome,” and cupped my other breast.

I shivered again and then licked my lips. “If this is a dream it is the best one I ever had.”

“It is no dream, love, just a pair of brothers glad to have found you finally.”

I moved to sit up and they pressed me back down. “Stay, lover. Stay in our arms.” There was a note in the voice of the man on my left that made me look up. Like he was afraid I would leave them.

“I was just going to try to get a look at my shadow lovers.” I put a bit of amusement in my tone. After all it wasn't like I was stupid enough to run from two lovers who had just rocked my world. Who knew what else they could do? And I had been told that I needed companions in this place.

“Let me help there.” He spoke with a smile in his voice and snapped his fingers. 

A tiny light sprang up and floated above us. It wasn't big, like the flame of a candle, but it was bright enough for me to see what I had just taken into my body.

They were definitely two men. They had long green hair that flowed past their broad shoulders, eyes that seemed black in this light but had to be something else and faces that could have graced any number of magazines back home. I let my eyes wander them both, doing my best to keep from touching all that lovely man flesh. The broad shoulders and chests dipped down to slender waists with abs to die for. I admit I looked my fill. The one on my right was resting on his elbow and the one on my left was lying on his stomach, showing me a tight ass that my fingers itched to squeeze. Over all they were covered in skin that in this light seemed like it was the color of stone.

As I was taking them in they were taking me in. “The guide said you were beautiful, but it didn't say how much so.” The man on my right had the deeper voice as he studied me.

I smiled, closing my eyes. “I'm just me, handsome.” It was nicer than they knew to be called beautiful. Even in my old life I had never been beautiful. I had been pleasant, if that was a good word. It wasn't my looks that attracted attention most of the time.

“Brother, she is the one we were told would be waiting here for sure.”

“You were told I would be here?” Now that made me wonder, could this be who the big raven was talking about. “Um, where did you two come from? I mean I have been all over this island for the past week and I was the only human as far as I could tell.”

The one on my left nuzzled my shoulder before answering. “We were on one of the islands across the way. We followed the scent of beauty to you.” His words were poetical and he touched my skin again.

I shivered as he started to stroke my belly with light fingers then down to slide into me again. “Oh, um,” I placed my hand over his fingers to stop him for a moment. “As good as that feels, love, I would like to at least know the names of the men who have been in my body.”

They looked at each other and then shrugged. The one on the left slipped his fingers free and went back to stroking my skin. “I am Jack,” he moved his lips to my throat and nibbled causing my eyes to roll shut.

“And I am Noah.” The second brother cupped my other breast and lowered his mouth to lick me.

“Oh, okay. Jack and Noah,” I moaned and shivered as a hand slid down to rub between my legs again. Seemed my new friends were quite randy. As it seemed was I. “I'm Rita.” 

They softly said my name together, a pleasant mix of a baritone and tenor voices. Before long talk became impossible as they touched, licked and stroked me back to a quivering mass of need. This time Noah lifted me up and slid into me deeply, his brother pressed to my back as he stroked himself to hardness.

They spent the next hour trading off who filled me with hard man flesh and I found out that here, nothing hurt. I took them both in every way I could. I had watched videos of women taking two men at once and while I had tried it before it had been pretty painful, but now I felt amazing.

When we finally drifted into sleep I was wrapped in the arms of two very talented lovers and I was smiling. Even if it was all a dream, it was one hell of a dream and one I would remember.
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​Chapter three
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When the sun rose outside I woke alone. I rolled my eyes and let out a sigh. “It was too good to be real.”

Or at least I thought that till I sat up and winced. Parts of me were sore, in a pleasant way, but still sore. I touched my thighs and felt the dried fluids and my eyes grew wide. “Oh, it was real. I'm such a slut.” I laughed at myself and got up. I needed to grab some water and wash off the dried fluids from one hell of a night.

I pushed back the flap and then stopped, blinking. Standing at either side of the door were two amazing stone statues. When I stepped around one of them I saw Jack's face and my brows drew down. I stepped to the other and there was Noah's face. “What the hell?”

I swallowed and then reached out to touch Noah. He was solid, like the stone he looked like, but warm like the flesh I had caressed last night. Out of his back was a large pair of wings, the same on his brother. I looked down and then grinned. They had on loin clothes, it figured.

“Well, here is hoping you don't stay that way, boys. I'm for a quick bath and then I will get together some food.”

Bathing was fast. I didn't have a nice tub and hot water like back home. Here it was ice cold water and a mat of reeds that I found worked as both a wash cloth and soap. I scrubbed my skin till it tingled and then let the air dry me off. It had taken me a bit to get used to bathing in the water that lapped the shore near me, but I liked being clean.

Eating a handful of the raspberries that filled the bushes on this island, I wiggled back into my bikini and picked up my spear. Luckily the island was teeming with life which was good. The size of this island I woke on had me worried that I would over hunt it. I had gotten pretty good at sneaking up on the deer, so I managed to bring down two and a pig before heading back to my base. If this had been back home I would be hard pressed to even drag the boar home, but with the odd way the carcasses turned into meat and leather I just made a quick travois and dragged what I had back. The boys were still stone so I put together a tripod and started cooking the meat. What I wouldn't give for a metal pot to simmer it in. 

Another quick wash off and I sat and wove the strips I cut from the deer hide into the other pieces I had collected. With a couple more I might have enough for a pair of leggings and a tunic, which would be better than running around in a bikini. I heard a whoosh and the raven from before fluttered to land across from me.

“Rita, your mates have found you. You have passed the first part of the tests. You have the right to ask a few more questions now.” His voice was a bit tight, which confused me but hey he was going to answer the questions that over filled my head.

I chuckled, my hands still weaving. “Passed the tests? You mean because I didn't freak out when two gorgeous men came into my bed and made wild love to me? Or because I didn't freak out when in the morning they turned into gargoyles?”

The big beak dipped down once. “Both. You are one of the few of your sex who did not scream when their mates appeared.” This time the tone held a hint of amusement.

I shrugged; I didn't need to tell a bird that having men appear in my bed wasn't really something to scare me. I hadn't been some shrinking violet of a woman in my old life. I might have been a lonely old woman by the time I died but I had more my share of men between my thighs in the past. Very few of them had the talent of the two last night. “I am just going with the flow right now. Was it your idea to send me two?”

There was a pause and then he shook his head. “I have no say in who goes to whom. The two men are indeed gargoyles as you called them. That species tends to bond...siblings to one mate.” There was a pause there that made me think he was lying but I wasn't going to call him on it. “All we do is put the right pheromones into the air to guide the beings to their mates.”

I took that in and it made me wonder how many of the others dropped into this place ended up as gargoyles. As far as I could tell I was still a human, if one in a lot better shape than when I died before “Okay so, tell me oh wise one. Am I a human still?”

“That has yet to be decided.” There was a smile to his voice that made me smile in return. “Outwardly you are as you should have been, but there are many races that look like you do. You will take on traits from how you react to the following weeks.”

“Nice not answer, but thanks. Now are my new 'mates' going to be stone all day?” That would make them being guards difficult. 

“No, they are simply in the regenerative state that their kind must assume at sunrise every day. It lasts for as long as needed. Unless they are seriously injured it is generally only for an hour to three. It is more than the sleep you do.” He looked up at the sun which showed it had been a couple hours since I had risen. “The flight from where they appeared to here took much from them, but you should have your companions back soon.”

I reached behind me and pulled the basket of berries in front of me. “Well, that is good. I have questions for them, now, hungry?” I placed the basket in front of the raven who looked surprised, if it was possible.

“You are offering a gift of food to me?” He sounded surprised. I guess that none of the other people decided to be polite. I wondered if some of them tried to have him for dinner.

“Of course, you fly around a lot I am sure, as the herald of whatever it is you are. I wasn't sure what you might eat, but you have to be hungry. So go ahead, unless you want some meat? I have more pig and a bit of deer I haven't cooked up yet.”

“My kind do not eat as you do, but I thank you for your kind thought, Rita, daughter of Earth.” Another lie, how I knew that I couldn't guess, but this big bird was refusing the food I offered, politely but still refusing. He nudged the basket back to me with an almost wistful look to his feathers. I had a feeling he did indeed eat, but was not supposed to in front of human types. I wondered for a brief moment if he was another of us who had been plucked from death for this odd version of a game.

“Oh, too bad, these are pretty sweet.” I bit into one of the berries and cupped my hand to catch the juice. “I am hoping to figure out how to press these into a drink, but I'm pretty sure that I don't have what I need yet.”

The raven opened his wings to lift off, but added first, “Do not worry, things will be provided to you to make life easier. You have after all passed the tests put to you so far.” He lifted off with a cry to the wind and circled me once adding. “Continue as you have, you are favored.” Then he flew off into the sun once more.

It was just as the meat finished cooking through that the boys came back awake. They shrugged their shoulders and the stone that encased them dropped off to disappear. They stretched their bodies, their wings arching over their heads and then dropped into crouches, heads swinging about, eyes darting till they saw me kneeling by the fire. “Morning guys.”

Jack came over, his walk more a loop than steps and picked me up in his arms. He wrapped his body around me and kissed me deep enough to have me melt. He pulled back and there was a tentative look to his eyes. I smiled and wiggled my arm free of his grasp to caress his cheek. “Hello Jack, did you have a nice rest?”

I looked past him to Noah who looked like he too wanted to kiss me, but was giving his brother first action. I smiled and wiggled my brows with good humor. “Good morning, love.” Noah smiled at me then.

I pushed out of Jack arms and stepped over to brush a light kiss on Noah's lips as I gave him a gentle squeeze. “Are you two hungry? The deer meat should be just about done.”

The brothers stepped back and stood shoulder to shoulder studying me. They were definitely brothers. While Jack had the look of a dancer, sleek with long muscles, Noah was heavier. Not heavy per say, but he looked like a man who would swing a broadsword instead of rapier. Again I got a tentative feel from them and rolled my eyes. “What?”
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