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      Rhys

      I’m minding my own business at this gaming convention when all of a sudden, this hot cosplayer starts climbing all over me. This could get awkward. But when I look into her eyes, I realize she needs my help.

      I’ll do more than pretend to be her boyfriend. Those eyes, those curves — not to mention her wit — have me under their spell. But when the real world turns both our lives upside down, the beautiful Rebel is ripped from my life.

      When the dust settles, she may continue to think what we had was only temporary, but I’m in this for the long haul.

      

      Roll For Damage is the second in a series of three stories about three friends who own a tabletop gamer store in the small town of Fate. Think twenty-sided dice, dragons, wizards, and all-night gaming sessions. Get your dice bag and cosplay gear ready, because the heroines are fierce, the heroes are nerdy but protective, and the instalove is HOT.
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        Thanks for picking up my book! If you want to check out more of my titles, please visit my author page at www.authorabbyknox.com.

      

        

      
        To keep up with all my latest news, subscribe to my newsletter here.

      

      

      

      
        
        Happy reading!
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      Rebel

      

      The sorcerer in the black hood leers at me.

      I already know what’s coming.

      His haughty eyes assess my bulbous face, greasy black wig, and prosthetic tusks.

      “You know,” he says, pushing up his wire-rimmed glasses, “Tolkien never mentioned the existence of female orcs in The Lord of the Rings.”

      I blink at him. “He didn’t mention their gender at all,” I say, but because of the curved tusks protruding from my lower set of teeth, it comes out sounding more like “he-di-menshn-zendr-a-all.”

      “Oh, so you’ve read it, then?” He strokes his glued-on facial hair. I wonder if he can see my eye roll. “Then you’ll also know that they did not carry modern martial arts weapons,” he points out, his gaze flicking down to where my grip is tightening on my bow staff.

      Seriously. Is this a Tolkien convention or a tabletop gaming convention, I want to ask. But I know that’s not the real reason this creep is trying to engage with me. His not-so-subtle once-overs while he drones on have not been lost on me.

      And if I do continue to engage in this maddening line of conversation, this man will end up with spittle all over his face. Not that that would not be hilarious, but I’m trying to be a classier bish now that I’ve crossed the threshold of 24.

      I blink at the sorcerer, who goes on, “Now if you’re basing your costume off the interpretation of orcs in contemporary media, I can see how a bow staff might fit the bill. Setting aside the corset and skirt, charming though they might be.”

      Oh my God. Aragorn, please come and collect this man.

      Alas, the perfect man does not appear on horseback to rid me of my plight. My “friend” here is unfazed by my clear discomfort.

      “…But as we all know, Castle Games made the orc characters in the shared universe all male. No, not explicitly, but it’s definitely implied…”

      Is this guy for real? Yes. Yes, based on my years of experience in all-male campaigns of Dragon Lair, Crypt Crawlers, and Time Machine Treasure, I know all too well this type of player. He also happens to be explaining all this while staring at my tits.

      You’d think a full face of hideous orc makeup would deter the random men at this nerd convention from trying to hit on me, but as the case may be, it’s had the opposite effect.

      I need a distraction, but I forgot my phone in my hotel room.

      Sigh.

      There was a time when I would school a man so hard, I would make them cry.

      But I’m older now. And I’m tired.

      A little too tired, if I’m honest. I started feeling fatigued when I checked in a few hours ago and got my VIP pass for this early-bird meet & greet. I managed to grab a quick nap in my hotel bed, but I guess I’m not as energized as I used to be when I would hit three different conventions in a summer in my early twenties.

      “That’s…very interesting…” I slur.

      The sorcerer smiles.

      “Would you like to hold my staff? I carved it myself.”

      “I’ll just bet you did,” I mutter.

      I lean to the side to peek ahead of us in the queue. Damn, is this line going backwards?

      I turn around and see the throngs of nerds dressed as elves, bards, mystical clerics, and demons lined up behind me. An armored dwarf winks at me. I shake my head no, then notice a paladin licking his lips at me suggestively. A paladin is supposed to be all honor and virtue and shit!

      Whatever.

      And then, I spot the towering six-foot-four orc directly behind me in line, scrolling on his phone and minding his business. “Hey,” I say, nudging him. “Honey, what time is it?”

      The male orc glances up and says, “6:30,” sounding slightly annoyed I called him honey.

      He immediately doesn’t like me. Even better.

      I lean in close, pressing my leather bustier against his side. “Thanks, baby. I can’t wait to meet Chris Luther,” I say, referring to the famous Hollywood actor who starred in the film adaptation of the game Crypt Crawlers.

      The man squints at me with the prettiest blue eyes under his hideous monster makeup. I cut my eyes to the left and subtly gesture with my head, indicating the sorcerer who’s been bothering me.

      “Aren’t you so excited, baby?”

      “Sure,” he says, his eyes glancing down to where I’m touching his forearm. He looks a little scared.

      Bless the shy guys.

      “The sorcerer asked me to touch his staff,” I ask dumbly, and a little too loudly with a tilt of my head. “That doesn’t mean anything weird, does it, baby?”

      Finally, the orc gets it. The man drops his phone into the handmade pouch at the side of his kilt. Then, as natural as syrup on pancakes, he circles one long, muscled arm around my back and hugs me close. “Absolutely, it means something. It means I’m going to have to ask the sorcerer to stop talking to my wife.”

      Wife? Sure, why not.

      My fellow orc gives me as much of a smile as he can through those tusks of his—even more impressive than mine—and I respond in kind.

      The idea of two ugly orcs giving each other pretend moony eyes shouldn’t make my nethers tingle, but here we are.

      I smile up at him to show my gratitude. The fact that he’s the only male in line who hasn’t been staring at my boobs all afternoon has earned him a wary amount of trust. Wary, because I don’t know if I like how nice it feels to be held by this stranger.

      Maybe he’s just good at improv.

      My pretend husband is warm and strong, and somehow my curves nest perfectly against his side.

      I’m blushing under my makeup, and I pray to the gods of Crypt Crawlers that he can’t tell.

      I turn and give a coy look to the sorcerer, who holds up his hands—one of them gripping his hand-carved staff—in surrender. “Sorry. Didn’t know.”

      For good measure I make a show of snuggling against the orc’s chest. In turn, my savior rubs his hand slowly down my spine. For show, of course. But damn, that feels good.

      Listen. I’m all in favor of putting random creepy men in their place without the help of other men. But right now feels like a good time to use a seemingly good guy for protection.

      Also, this orc smells amazing—which isn’t saying much at a convention of this sort. However, his piney scent has me closing my eyes and breathing him in. Deeply.

      Pushing my luck, I ramp up the role play even further.

      “Where do you want to go eat after this, babe?” I ask. “I’m starving.”

      “I’m thinking room service,” he says, winking at me.

      “Really? You never want to order room service,” I say. Okay, I’ve decided his backstory is he’s a lovable cheapskate.

      The orc shrugs. “We can’t go out to eat in the city dressed like this.”

      “Why not? You scared?” I tease.

      The shy smile he gives me in return could set my panties on fire.

      “Nah,” he says. “I don’t want anyone else talking to you. Or staring at your ass like our friend here.”

      Heat rises below my navel. “Oh,” I breathe. “That’s new.”

      “What can I say? I haven’t been paying you enough attention, baby. I’m suddenly feeling like I need to keep an eye on you.”

      He’s good at this. A little too good.

      Playfully, I wrap my arms around the orc’s waist, accidentally hitting the were-rat behind him with my bow staff.

      “Watch it,” says the rat.

      Without letting me go, the orc husband turns and tells the rat, “Apologies. But watch your tone with my wife.”

      The rat nods his head and apologizes. And suddenly I have a wild case of the giggles.
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      Rhys

      

      My day just got a whole lot better.

      One minute I’m firing off text messages to my best friends Forrest and Dean, wondering why the hell they’re late for the meet and greet.

      The next thing I know, my world is turned upside down when a pretty little orc in a leather bustier enters my world.

      At first, I have no idea what’s happening.

      “Babe, what time is it?” she coos.

      Her scent of leather and vanilla is hypnotic.

      Is she delusional? Does she think I’m someone else?

      But then I focus on her eyes, so pretty under all that orc makeup, and I immediately understand that she’s trying to get me to play along for some reason.

      My suspicion is confirmed when she cuts her eyes back to the guy in line ahead of us, with a huge ornate staff, one that I recognize from the pop-up gift shop in the lobby.

      I don’t like the way he’s looking at her. And suddenly it clicks.

      I circle my arm around her middle, encouraging this behavior yet hoping she can’t feel the growing erection under my kilt that she just caused by rubbing up against me.

      These conventions can be a tough place for a woman alone, especially if she’s trying to avoid creeps. I do not want her thinking I am a creep.

      My protective instinct kicks in, and I escalate things to the point that everyone around us now believes we’re married.

      Dumb. Dangerous. But effective.

      “Are you sure you want room service?” she says, circling her arms around my waist and looking deep into my eyes, “I could go for some pho?”

      I know what she means, but my brain has decided to be pervy.

      “Pho? Only if it ends in king,” I say.

      She rolls her eyes through her orc makeup and shakes her head.

      “You’d better clean up your dad jokes or else…”

      “Or else what?”

      “…or else the baby will learn bad habits from you.”

      I think her remark catches us both off guard. She cringes. The skin of her chest above that revealing bustier flushes pink.

      I take it in stride and squeeze her soft body against me. God, she feels like she was made to fit against me.

      Without missing a beat I say, “If I slip up in front of the baby, I promise you can spank me for a change.”

      All that that implies is doing crazy things to my head—and to my cock.

      “Deal,” she says, her lips trembling with the effort of holding back laughter.

      The guy with the overpriced staff groans and turns to face the front of the line, shoulders slumped forward.

      The orc in my arms glances over her shoulder then turns back to me with a triumphant grin.

      That smile is now etched in my brain for eternity.

      She rises on tiptoe and murmurs close to my ear, her breath tickling my neck. “That did the trick. Thank you for playing along.”

      The words are slurred together because of the tusks getting in the way, but I get the gist.

      I don’t even know her name and already I have a picture in my mind’s eye, carrying our baby on her hip. That fantasy still has her in full orc costume, of course, because I have no idea what she looks like underneath all that stage makeup.

      All I know is, I like the feel of her body pressed against my side, her arms around my middle.

      Perhaps what I do next can be blamed on that feeling of triumph or of feeling protective of this woman who has unknowingly taken over my life. I dip my head down and whisper, “You’re welcome” as I take her mouth against mine.

      The pesky tusks may get in the way, but I manage to slide at least part of my lips against hers. Her soft gasp is replaced by a small giggle as our tusks clack together.

      Her arms release my midsection so her hands can come up to explore the leather tunic that covers my chest. Her fingers toy with the leather straps that lace up the front.

      Is she still pretending to like me and just waiting for me to finish this kiss so she can choke me with my shirt laces?

      I pull back and look straight down the front of her corset. The bra lifts and separates her breasts so perfectly, I could get lost in the valley between them. I smile at the faint gold glitter that’s been sprayed there, accenting the soft swells of her flesh.

      She catches me staring and fists the laces around her hand, pulling me back down for a deeper kiss.

      Her already parted mouth opens wider, and her soft, warm tongue slicks past my tusks and licks into my mouth.

      Our tongues slide together as the kiss heats up, making me forget that we both have these tusks banging together comically. Her hands let go of my straps and rest on my leather belt.

      Her hand is mere inches away from the ache that dictates my thoughts and actions at the moment.

      This is crazy.

      I’ve never hooked up with a woman at one of these conventions, but if Forrest and Dean don’t get here soon, I might have to ditch this meet and greet to do just that.

      “The line. It moves,” a knight behind us says pointedly.

      I break free of the orc-on-orc kiss and look up. The line has indeed progressed into the ballroom.
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