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​Prologue: 
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The Prophecy of the Braid 

Transcribed from the Codex of Ash and Tide, found sealed within the Hollowed Vault before the last Great Dimming.

The Foretold Path

When the moon bleeds twice

and the Veil wears thin,

three shall awaken not to choose, but to collide.

The Maiden of Air

sleeps in storms,

screams in silence,

and burns untouched.

She dreams of hands that do not exist,

and a mouth that knows her soul.

She is whole...

until the Light divides her.

The Beast of the Sea

is not all his own.

He carries shadow beneath his ribs,

a hunger masked by oath,

a curse waiting in every breath

for the moment he falters.

He will love her—

but not alone.

The Keeper of Earth

stands at the edge,

holding death in one hand

and longing in the other.

He will bend or break,

but he will not look away.

Not even when she chooses another.

And when they bind—

flesh shall become flame.

Blood shall become salt.

Desire shall bind them tighter than fate.

But beware—

When the Lost Flame returns,

when the fourth thread awakens in fire and grief,

the mirror will crack,

and the gods will remember their sins.

If the fire within wakes too soon...

the Veil will rip,

the Wraith will rise,

and the Guardian shall be consumed

before she ever knows her name.

The sex shall sanctify.

The blood shall bind.

The pain shall awaken.

And in climax, when the name is spoken—

the stars shall tremble...

or shatter.
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​Chapter 1
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Luna remembered the moment her body first began preparing for the Trinity Braid.

It started a year ago, with an orgasm that came to her in sleep.

In her dreams, a shadow lover touched, caressed, and kissed her with increasing intensity. Night after night, the sensations deepened—primal urges consuming her in ways she’d never known. She became more sexually responsive than she believed possible, performing acts in sleep she wouldn’t have dared imagine awake.

But only in her dreams.

The augury demanded her chastity for her fated mate.

Over the past few months, those visions had grown nightly, the pleasure more vivid, more consuming. She made exquisite love in those dreams—long, gasping, full-bodied love with a man whose face remained always out of reach. He entered her mind at will, her body in fevered fantasy, but his identity teased her senses like a forbidden taste. No matter how she tried, the details of his features stayed hidden in shadow.

All year, she’d suspected it wasn’t her fiancé, Dante, who drove her to those breathless peaks.

Tonight, had proved it.

After the coven meeting and the night’s debauchery, she knew—knew Dante wasn’t the man from her dreams. The shadow lover felt right in ways Dante never had.

Tears stung her eyes as she stared down at her hands on the steering wheel. A faint, pale line on her left ring finger mocked her—the imprint of a ring worn for six hollow months. Its absence glared under the dim dashboard light. She blinked rapidly, jaw clenched, holding back a scream.

Outside, hail began to pummel her Mini, rhythmic, and rising—a mirror to the fury building in her chest.

The large black cat in the passenger seat stretched lazily and purred.

If you're going to carry on like this, I'm moving.

She leapt onto the seatback, gave Luna a quick, dry lick on the cheek, then slinked into the backseat.

Luna shot her a glare over her shoulder. Clove, her familiar, always preferred her feline form.

“Thanks, Clov. Really feeling the support,” she muttered, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Sympathy’s not what you need. Congratulations would be more like it. So—what happened to the ring?

“He asked for it back. I threw it.”

Lightning cracked through the clouds above, bright, and angry. Bolts slammed into the ground beside the road, thunder rolling hard across the hills.

Why would you do that? Clove’s voice was dry. We could’ve pawned it.

“Please. The pompous ass wanted to trade it up... for Mina.” Her throat tightened. Hot tears burned again. The betrayal still tasted sharp, like iron.

A beat of silence passed.

Sorry, Clove said. Being a cat. Not thinking with my human side. Drive faster. Think of something else. Something pleasant.

“Pleasant...” she muttered, pressing down on the gas. The air roared behind her, but she tried to shove Dante’s smug face from her mind. She replaced it with the dream lover—the phantom man with his commanding touch, his mouth, and his fire.

A shiver ran through her.

But even his memory couldn’t erase the humiliation. Not tonight.

Then she felt it.

A pull in her mind—alien and sudden. A new presence, sliding into her thoughts. Strong. Masculine. Not Clove. Someone else.

Her fingers clenched tighter around the wheel. Her dream lover.

He was near.

His essence curled into her mind like smoke.

Ugh. Dante. The name alone tainted the air.

The sky cracked. Thunder and lightning struck together—a simultaneous explosion. The air had caught her.

But something else cracked with it. Something inside.

The air wasn’t just outside anymore. It had leaked from her, born of her rage. Wind howled across the beach road, waves of rain battering her windshield. She gritted her teeth, white knuckling the wheel, fighting to keep the Mini from skidding.

The more she lost control, the more the tempest raged. Her emotions summoned the air like a spell gone wild. If she could only find that sliver of peace deep inside—the still, clear place the coven always spoke of—maybe she could still the storm.

If not, her own fury might kill her.

****
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RAJ WATCHED HER.

Hidden in the folds between worlds, he let her burn—for now. She needed to. But not too far; he couldn’t let her destroy herself in the air of her own making.

He slid into her mind to soothe her. As soon as he touched her thoughts, desire surged between them. Not unexpected—sex was the easiest bridge between them—but her need was sharper than ever. He staggered beneath it, the sheer heat of her want threatening to pull him under.

So much power in such a young witch.

It excited him.

Even in dreams, he hadn’t fully grasped how deep her strength ran, or how explosive her passion was. She was no tame, delicate blossom.

She was wildfire.

And he would have her.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 2
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Luna blinked back more tears, but the fury remained—raw, uncontained, roiling in her chest as thunder cracked above and lightning painted the road in white. She had the overwhelming urge to pull over and scream into the violence of the storm, to let the chaos outside match the one inside her.

I understand why you fled, Clove said calmly. We both know the danger of what’s growing inside you. You can barely hold it back on a good day.

And tonight was far from a good day.

Luna could have made every single one of them pay—all those who'd smirked, whispered, and judged—but even in her rage, Clove wouldn’t let her forget: she wasn’t that kind of witch.

She wouldn’t fall into darkness. Not when she still held the answer to the augury. Her power was pure, radiant. She wouldn’t let that arrogant bastard Dante twist it into shadow.

The air is coming from you, Luna. Your emotions are lashing out. You need to get a grip—fast. Everyone knows black magic has a habit of eating its own.

“I know, I know... I’m trying,” she breathed, teeth clenched. “That’s why I’m leaving. I need space. Somewhere far from the coven, from Dante... from all of it. Somewhere calm. Somewhere I can breathe again.”

Clove made a sound—a low, feline snort.

Who are you fooling? You need to rebuild your self-esteem after that jackass dumped you for his knocked-up Fae princess.

“Clove...” Luna groaned. “You’re not helping. Do you have any idea how humiliating this is? Damn me for being such a fool. Damn him for—everything.”

The nerve of him! Clove hissed. He claimed he was under a spell. Please. The only thing enchanted was his ego.

Luna almost smiled. “Even my mother laughed when he claimed he was seduced. And until tonight, she worshiped him like he shit moonlight.”

Consider yourself lucky. His stupidity saved your ass from a lifetime with that puffed-up peacock.

“His track record did suck.”

Everyone knows now. He’s a walking hard-on with no impulse control.

Luna nodded grimly. “Every time I turned around, he was sniffing at something.”

I’m sorry he hurt you, Clove said gently, licking a paw and smoothing her ear. But let’s be honest. He blamed you because you stayed a virgin for the Trinity. His ego couldn’t handle it.

Luna’s voice turned bitter. “Poor Princess Mina. Once Dante realizes she doesn’t hold the power he thought... he’ll be crawling back.”

He won’t have the chance. He’s bound now. The Fae’s pregnancy seals it. If he tries to walk away, he’ll be banished to the Underworld with the wraiths.

“Hmph.” Luna almost grinned. “He’d never survive. The wraiths love warlock meat.”

They’re not picky about how they consume it, either, Clove purred, amused.

Luna burst into a short laugh. “I can see him now screaming, torn apart by teeth and claws...”

No, don’t, Clove warned, but too late.

“At this moment, that’s exactly what I want for him.”

Lightning cracked the sky like a divine punctuation mark. A jagged bolt split an oak tree just ahead. One half toppled directly across the road.

“Shit!” Luna slammed on the brakes. Tires squealed. The car hydroplaned, skidding out of control toward the massive tree.

“Hold on, Clov!” she shouted, then quickly pushed out a surge of protective energy around them.

Impact. Not as hard as expected. The airbag burst forward, punching her back against the seat. Pain bloomed behind her eyes as the breath fled her lungs.

Then silence—broken only by the soft hum of incantations behind her. Clove was chanting.

“Karma?” Luna wheezed. “No... black magic backlash.”

Clove’s yellow eyes stared ahead, unimpressed.

Told you this was coming.

“I know, I know,” Luna muttered. “You were right. Maybe feeding Dante to the wraiths was a bit much.”

You think so? Clove raised an eyebrow in cat-form sarcasm.

Luna leaned back, breath finally returning. “He always acted like he was doing the world a favor just existing.”

Did you ever wonder if he glamorized himself?

“I wouldn’t put it past him.” Luna exhaled. “Now that I think about it... His shoulders weren’t that broad. His muscles, his beauty... it all felt like an illusion. Not substance. Not real.”

He used glamour. Guaranteed. Otherwise, how’d he fool you?

Good question. Luna frowned. “Maybe he bewitched me... I never saw his true self. Not until tonight.”

His only truth is ambition. Nothing else about him was genuine.

“Maybe.” She checked herself for injuries. “I’m fine. You?”

Clove shimmered into her human form—tall, raven-haired, pale-skinned. Immaculate, as always.

“All good,” Clove replied.

“I think I’m immune to whatever sexual spell he threw around,” Luna admitted. “He never turned me on like he did the others.”

Then why didn’t you tell me? Clove asked, conjuring herself a simple, elegant outfit.

Luna closed her eyes. “I thought something was wrong with me. But the dream man... he turns me on.”

Silence.

Luna opened her eyes to find Clove staring through the rearview mirror.

You’ve been holding out on me. Spill. Who is he?

Luna ignored her, lost in thought. “Do you think Dante ever actually wanted me? Or was it always a power grab?”

Don’t dodge me, Clove said, narrowing her eyes. He wanted what you could offer. You’re a Guardian. That’s rare. Braid with you would have elevated him.

“A gift,” Luna said bitterly. “Or a curse.”

Clove shifted back into her feline form and purred near her ear.

You? Cursed? Nah. Pity the poor Fae trapped with him. Unless someone makes him a midnight snack... She licked her paw thoughtfully.

Thunder rumbled again.

“I didn’t say that,” Luna muttered. “You did.”

Just don’t agree with me out loud. He’s not worth it.

Luna rubbed her eyes. “Tonight, at the meeting... When he said he felt something was missing... I assume he meant fidelity.”

Thunder cracked, like the final period to her sentence.

No, there’d been no excuse for his cruelty. Not when he’d humiliated her in front of the entire coven, announcing Mina’s pregnancy just before the Trinity Braid. He hadn’t even had the decency to tell her beforehand. She’d stood there, sky-clad, prepared for the rite... and he’d shattered everything.

At least you made your point, Clove yawned. When the circle fire erupted and the lightning came down, his face was priceless.

“He didn’t expect that,” Luna said, pride glinting in her voice. “When the fire rings leapt and the ground started rumbling...”

You were smart to run. You almost gave away your other secret.

Yes. No one knew she wielded the power of air and fire. She’d felt something... sinister in Dante’s expression. Something darker than betrayal. A force had whispered in her head—run.

Despite everything, she felt... lighter. Liberated.

She leaned back, letting her thoughts drift. An image shimmered in her mind: dark grey eyes, full of fire. Her dream lover. She felt him again. His essence brushed her thoughts like fingertips, slipping into her mind.

Ahem, Clove said, tail flicking. Where do you go when you vanish like that?

****
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UNTIL YESTERDAY, THE man who made love to her in dreams had remained hidden, veiled in shadow. But now... now he was beginning to take form.

With Hallowtide approaching, his features had begun to sharpen. Slowly. One dream at a time.

And gods, what beautiful fragments she had seen.

Grey eyes, intense and filled with promise, stared into hers. His presence surrounded her—more than physical, more than magical. He wasn’t just a dream. He lived inside her thoughts, her nerves, and her skin. She knew his scent. His voice. The flex of his muscles beneath her hands. She’d memorized the breadth of his chest, the strength of his arms, and the way his fingers curled possessively against her hips.

He could hold her breast in one hand, thumb teasing the nipple while his palm pressed her curves. One hand could span her stomach... then slide lower, seeking her wet heat with aching precision.

She shivered. Even now, warmth pooled between her thighs.

Earth to Luna.

“Oh, yeah,” she murmured. “Just... dizzy. Give me another minute.”

She didn’t want to leave him—not yet.

As Luna stepped away from the wrecked car, the sea air hit her—sharp, damp, cleansing. The scent wrapped around her, chasing off the storm’s sting. She breathed in deeply, recognizing the magic in it. The ocean called to her. The storm, now silent, had spent its fury.

Clove transformed again outside the car—tall and lean in her human form, hair flowing down her back, her cat-like eyes narrowing.

“You’re on your own,” Clove said, voice low. “Something’s in the wind. And it’s calling you.”

Then, with a shimmer, she shifted back into feline form and darted off down the road before Luna could respond.

The lighthouse wasn’t far away.

She looked down at herself, naked beneath moonlight. Her robe shimmered on the passenger seat. Earlier, when she fled the circle sky-clad for the pre-Braid, she hadn’t taken time to dress. She’d feared her fury might crack the earth in two.

Raising her hand toward the car, she summoned the robe. It flew to her in a spiral of white silk, wrapping her body with a grace that felt intimate, almost like a caress. It clung to her curves, whispered over her skin, and kissed her bare thighs before settling.

Thank the Goddess. The last thing she needed was to get caught flashing the human world. She didn’t feel like casting a binding spell to erase memories tonight.

Still barefoot, she stood in the road for a moment, letting the sea breeze slide over her. It tugged at her robe, opening it slightly. Her nipples puckered as the wind teased them, tingling with awareness—sexual, magical, or both.

She exhaled sharply. Her body still burned.

Glancing at the crushed Mini behind her, Luna swallowed. She’d survived that crash with nothing but a headache. No injuries. No broken bones.

Had she protected herself unconsciously?

Or had he?

Her thoughts drifted—not to Dante, but to the other man. The one she hadn’t yet met outside her dreams. She reached up, brushing her fingers along her scalp, searching for any sign of trauma. Nothing.

And yet... she still felt disoriented. Off balance. A little dizzy.

Was she dreaming?

“Ouch!” Her bare foot found a sharp seashell.

Nope. Not dreaming. Definitely awake.

She hopped in place, wincing. “Damn it. My sandals.”

Too late now. She’d left them at the circle in her rush. She couldn’t risk returning, not with her power still wild. Not after what had happened.

A sudden laugh escaped her throat—sharp and unexpected. She imagined what she must look like: a half-dressed, barefoot witch in a silken robe, flailing around in the moonlight, breasts bouncing, hair wild, cursing the gods and the ground alike.

The absurdity hit her square in the chest, and she laughed harder, doubled over with it. And with that laughter, the remnants of the air dissolved. The weight on her chest lifted.

Her sense of humor had survived. Maybe that was her real magic.

The breeze tugged again, parting her robe. Cool air brushed her nipples, hardening them instantly. A soft gasp left her lips.

Magic. Moonlight. Madness. Desire.

She clutched the robe closed and tightened the belt around her waist. No more distractions.

Or... one more.

She closed her eyes, scanning the road with her magic. When she was sure no one was watching, she lifted her arms.

The wind obeyed her call.

With a single thought, her feet rose from the ground. She hovered, a gliding ghost beneath the moon. Her hair streamed behind her, her robe fluttering like wings.

She became a whisper of silk in the night.

One last look at the car. Then she floated down the road, toward the old lighthouse, drawn by the promise of something—or someone—waiting.

When she found the turnoff, she landed softly. Her bare feet sank into sand. She wiggled her toes, grounding herself. The lighthouse loomed ahead, and the pull in her gut grew stronger.

Ever since the ceremony, her body had felt... different. Tense. Ripe. She was wound so tightly, she could barely think. It wasn’t Dante’s touch she craved. It wasn’t even a physical urge anymore. It was something deeper. Elemental. A need that came from her soul.

She longed for the man from her dreams.

Someone—or something—had always stopped her from giving herself to Dante. Every time he tried, something intervened. A spell misfired. A knock at the door. A bad omen.

Now she wondered... Had the universe been warning her?

Her instincts had screamed wait, and now, in hindsight, she understood why. Dante had never been right for her.

Not like him.

The man in her dreams.

She flushed. Her nipples tingled. Her thighs clenched.

Even now, the memory of his touch made her body wet and aching. She’d denied herself too long. Held back. But tonight, everything inside her was demanding release. She needed more than dreams.

She needed the real thing. Flesh. Heat. Possession.

Someone, somewhere, had to be capable of fulfilling her completely.

Her skin burned. Her core pulsed. The robe clung to her, whispering across her sensitized flesh. Her nipples throbbed, stiff and tender beneath the thin silk. Her body still responded to the pre-Braid spell, even if Dante hadn’t completed it.

Or maybe it wasn’t the spell at all.

Maybe it was him—her mystery man.

She inhaled deeply—and caught it.

His scent.

On the breeze. Masculine. Earthy. Wild. It wrapped around her like arms. Her knees weakened, and her lips parted.

He was here.

She scanned the beach, heart thudding. Her feet dug into the sand. The wind carried his presence to her, thick with promise. Her body responded instantly.

She stood still, robe fluttering, breath catching in her throat.

Waiting.
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​Chapter 3
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When Luna rounded the next dune, she saw him.

He materialized from the shadows, carved by the pale phosphorescent light reflecting off the waves. Her heart pounded.

He was larger than she imagined. Larger than her dreams had dared reveal.

Long brown hair spilled over broad, naked shoulders. The thick ropes of muscle above his biceps flexed with each step. Silver bands hugged his upper and lower arms. Wider bracers encircled his wrists, etched with symbols that shimmered faintly, pulsing in rhythm with the magic in the air.

A complex sigil above his heart—vibrant and shifting with color—throbbed like it lived beneath his skin. Luna couldn’t look away from it.

He approached casually, dragging a towel behind him, then bent to retrieve a robe. The robe’s gilt trim shimmered in the moonlight, trailing gold over the back of his hand as he wiped seawater from his chest.

She recognized those hands.

Oh, she knew those hands.

She had felt those hands.

A flush climbed up her neck as memory bloomed—his fingers tracing her skin, claiming her in dream after dream. The way they held her, explored her, entered her.

She opened her mouth, but nothing came out—nothing except Take me now, and even she knew that was probably... premature.

He was soaked, droplets of seawater beading across the golden dusting of hair on his chest, glistening over his tanned skin. She watched the beads trail lower, wishing she could lick them off his flesh before he wiped them away.

Her gaze drifted downward—dangerously so.

Dark hair thickened at his navel, leading to the thatch surrounding his cock and balls, which hung heavy and relaxed between his thighs. But as she stared, imagining the feel of him—stroking him—his body responded.

She felt it. His power. Not just magical, but sexual. Elemental. The air itself seemed to react to him.

Then she looked into his face.

And saw him.

Grey eyes, clear as stone beneath thick lashes. A jaw rough with stubble. Full lips, unsmiling, but not cold. No—his mouth was taut with hunger. Power and knowledge swam in his gaze. And something else... something possessive.

Her breath hitched. Her voice—barely audible—escaped her lips.

“Hello... My name is Luna. Have we... met before?”

****
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RAJ WATCHED HER.

Her ceremonial robe clung wetly to her curves, gossamer-thin and practically transparent. Her nipples—pink, peaked—pressed against the damp fabric, begging his mouth. He wanted the robe off. He wanted her exposed. Bare. His.

He could smell her.

The scent of her arousal was thick, sweet, and potent. She was wet. Ready. The air had been her doing—birthed from her rage—but now her lust shaped the atmosphere around them.

Lightning cracked above. Short, sharp bursts. The sky mimicked her breath: shallow, fast, charged.

He almost smiled.

She was reacting to him.

“Oh yes,” he said, his voice rough and low. “I believe we have met. Though not formally. My name is Raj.”

Color flushed her cheeks, warm and deep. Her breasts lifted with every breath. She stared at him, her violet eyes wide, unblinking, drinking him in.

When her gaze dropped—when it landed on his cock, thickening under her attention—his body responded violently. His balls drew up, tightening with need. His cock hardened fast, rising along his stomach until it stood, fully erect, throbbing.

She didn’t look away.

She watched.

Gods, if he didn’t know she was a virgin, he might have thought she was toying with him. The parted lips, the way her tongue darted out to wet the bottom one—innocent, unconscious, unbearably erotic.

Pre-cum pearled from the head of his cock.

Their psychic bond was overwhelming. He felt her desire as clearly as his own. Her thoughts danced over him—curiosity, hunger, the fantasy of touching, licking, swallowing. Her mental caress was so vivid, so real, that his cock throbbed harder, aching from the pressure building inside him.

He dropped a hand to cup his balls, stroking once to ease the tension. Then he squeezed the base of his shaft to hold back the imminent explosion.

He’d been with women—hundreds over centuries. But never like this. Never this intense. This dangerous.

This right.

His cock thickened further, swelling impossibly with every second of her gaze.

Would his size frighten her?

The thought flickered—and with it, the beast inside stirred.

The Sinemath.

Raj growled low in his throat. The wraith within clawed at his insides, straining to rise.

“Too bad, wraith,” he muttered. “She’s mine.”

Tonight, he would claim her.

They were fated. Bonded. Their augury written long before this life. Tonight, he would seal that destiny—if she agreed.

But he only had tonight. One night.

Because tomorrow, the veil would open.

Nyx, the sorcerer, would come.

And Raj would have to share her.

The veil between worlds opened once a year, on Hallowtide Eve. One night only. He had waited centuries for her rebirth. He would not lose her to the Sinemath. Not now.

He had to make her strong. Resilient. Ready.

And for that, he’d need Nyx. The Trinity Braid would have to be completed.

Would Nyx agree?

Raj couldn’t be certain. But if she weren’t prepared, the wraiths would tear through the veil. The mortal world would fall.

No. He couldn’t let that happen.

He looked at Luna—so close now—and sent his thoughts deep into hers.

His astral self-kissed her. Nipped her lip. Tasted the salt of the sea on her skin. He trailed his tongue along her jaw, down her throat, to her breast. He suckled the nipple through fabric, teasing until she gasped aloud.

Her body shuddered.

She came for him.

He smiled.

Even without physical touch, she climaxed easily beneath his mental strokes. So responsive. So perfect.

But could he let this night be enough?

Tomorrow, her training would begin.

Tomorrow, she’d face the truth of her power, her past, and her future.

He prayed Nyx would come.

And prayed harder that Luna would accept what she truly was.

He finally answered her aloud.

“Yes,” he said, his voice like velvet over steel. “I think you remember. We’ve met. We’ve loved—countless times. In many forms. Through many lives. I am Raj, the Foretold. You are a Guardian. We were always meant to find each other again. And now—reborn together—we fulfill the augury.”

****
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HE APPROACHED HER LIKE a predator—graceful and deadly.

And god help her, she welcomed it.

“Yes... I’m a Guardian,” she whispered, though she barely understood what that meant. Still, something in her bones compelled her to say it. She’d risk anything—everything—for the man walking toward her.

Luna inhaled him, greedily taking in his scent. It was wild and rich, a heat-drenched mix of seawater, sweat, and power. She filled her lungs with the essence of him, trembling at the pulse of his energy across her skin.

Oh my god, she thought. What a sexy beast. And we’re meant for each other?

Her pussy throbbed, swollen and aching from the orgasm he had mentally coaxed from her minutes before. Her folds slickened again, scenting the air. Her scent. His.
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