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Praise for the Best-selling Running in
Fear Series by Trinity Blacio

 


“Plot marathon. If you are ready to have no breath no
break and turn the page finding a new plot almost at every corner,
you will be in paradise! …each book put me in a different mood from
angry to hungry, from screaming to crying, from WTF to WOW. Honest!
This series is a roller coaster of emotions.”

—Mary’s Ménage Reviews

 


“I really like shapeshifter stories and I like the
fact that as individuals who possess both human and wolf qualities,
they are able to perceive life in greater depth. It seems that wolf
society also overcomes some of the loopholes in human relationships
that seem to plague society in ever-increasing amounts. …There are
some important issues that drive this story and it seems that all
Jaycee’s mates must learn some important lessons before the ‘course
of love runs smooth.’ I am looking for the next part in this
novel.”

—Book Binge

 


“I was taken on an emotional roller coaster ride in
this book. Not only do we get romance but action as well. The
author does a wonderful job of combining the two and keeping the
story fast paced and interesting. With the many twists and turns in
this book I was glued to my seat and turning those pages to see
what would happen next.”

—Long and Short Reviews
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Dedication

 


To Sherrilyn Kenyon,

Who told me to never give up on my series

And

To all the authors who have a vision and a
dream—

Keep writing!


Chapter One

 


As the club lights pulsed to loud music, Jaycee cast
her gaze at the people seated around the little table. Remi’s
profile was strong, his eyes were almost black and his tall,
muscular body was any woman’s fantasy.

Dane’s black hair fell down to his waist, a black
leather vest covered his strapping chest, and Jaycee remembered
those thick, full lips she loved to kiss.

His brother, Mark, was a little taller than Dane,
with brownish-blond hair that framed his model-perfect face. In
such a short time they had become as important to her as the air
she breathed, but this place still wasn’t home for Dane, Remi and
Mark.

Jaycee still couldn’t fathom how these three men
could want her. Her breasts were large and her hips were full, but
even with her red hair, she was not model material like they were.
She knew she had to do something for them. She looked down at the
floor through her bangs that hid the smile that would give away her
new secret. Tomorrow she would make the call to her mother-in-law
and get the ball rolling. Hopefully it would be done before
Christmas. A new home and a new beginning.

“I heard that,” Dane growled, coming up behind her
and wrapping his arms around her. “And there will be no turning me
into a toad again. Once was enough, thank you. I still have
nightmares about eating flies.” He dropped a quick kiss on her
neck. “Mark wants to dance with you, baby.”

Jaycee smiled up at Dane, placing a kiss on his chin,
before turning to move toward Mark. Mark wrapped his arms around
her, and his dance moves had her smiling as he led them out onto
the dance floor as her favorite song from Dirty Dancing came
on. Jaycee laughed as he twirled her round, sliding his leg between
hers, his tight black leather pants rubbing against her bare skin.
They had made sure she wore nothing under the dress they had picked
out for her to wear tonight. He reached up and squeezed her breast,
never missing a beat, driving her sexual frustration higher. He
dipped his head and licked her cleavage.

Her body was inflamed by the time the song ended.
Mark laughed as he walked with her toward the table, knowing what
he had done to her.

“This is so not fair. You’re going to leave me
hanging like this, when my body is burning up?” Jaycee pouted,
sitting down. She gulped the drink in front of her, not thinking.
It burned all the way down her throat, and when it hit her stomach,
she gasped.

“Shit!” Jaycee yelled, staring at it. “Okay, who put
this near my place? And what the hell was in it?” She looked at
each person around their table.

Marsha, Jaycee’s adopted mother, walked up and smiled
down at Jaycee. “It’s something you can drink without affecting the
baby, and it’s only for our kind.” She laughed, handing her another
drink. “Don’t worry, it won’t penetrate the amniotic sac around the
baby.”

Jaycee laughed, swallowing down the liquid. It burned
going down just like whiskey did, but it tasted sweet, like
grapes.

“I should warn you…it also, well…it kind of acts like
an aphrodisiac.” Marsha grinned.

Jaycee glared at her, spitting what was in her mouth
back into the glass.

“You gave me an aphrodisiac. I’m already dying here!”
She moaned.

Jaycee’s mates laughed.

“Okay, what do you guys have planned?” She fanned
herself with her hand. “I mean, it’s not like you don’t already
turn my body upside down when you touch me.”

“Oh, baby, wait until you see what we have in store
for you tonight. There will be no sleep,” Remi hinted, sliding his
hand up her leg under the short, tight black leather skirt. His
finger stroked the outer lips of her pussy.

Jaycee tried to push his hand away, but Dane grabbed
her hands, bringing them to his mouth and kissing them. “The next
two weeks is just about you. Don’t push us away.” His tongue slid
between her fingers, and Remi’s fingers pushed into her pussy,
stroking her walls.

“Guys, we’re in public here,” Jaycee mumbled, trying
to take her hands back from Dane, but he held them tight as Remi
played with her. The music thrummed in the background, and people
danced, sweaty and slick.

Dane leaned close to her ear and whispered, “See that
couple on the dance floor? Watch them.” He nodded toward a couple
in the center of a raised stage that faced the other dancers.

The male slipped his hands down the front of the
female’s shirt, squeezing her breasts.

Mark came up behind Jaycee and did the same to her,
pinching and pulling on her nipple rings. Jaycee tucked her head
against Mark’s chest when he leaned forward to watch his hands
play.

Jaycee’s gaze stayed on the couple as one of the
man’s hands moved down to the hem of the woman’s dress. He pulled
it up, slowly exposing her pussy, then placed his hand on it. His
legs separated hers farther from behind as he pushed his fingers
inside her. Jaycee sucked in her breath, looking around the bar
while others danced and watched the couple perform.

“Okay, what kind of bar is this?” Jaycee moaned as
Remi pushed four fingers into her, further stretching her. She
pushed back against his hand, needing so much more.

Dane lifted one of her breasts, exposing to anyone in
the room as Mark played with the other one. “This is a play club,
little one, and we’re all going to play. Now watch while we play,”
Dane whispered, leaning down as Mark removed one hand. Dane sucked
one of her breasts into his mouth, nipping it.

Her body shook as her gaze fastened on the couple
again. Another man stepped in front of them, kneeling down in
between the woman’s legs before licking the woman’s pussy. The
woman moaned and threw her head back.

That was when Jaycee saw the St. Andrew’s Cross, one
of the most common pieces of furniture used in the BDSM scenes,
coming up out of the dance floor behind them. Jaycee squirmed and
her nipples hardened as she imagined herself strapped spread-eagle
to the wooden cross.

One of her adopted brothers slid up next to them, set
a bag at Remi’s feet, and walked away. She looked up at Remi’s face
and he smiled. Moisture rolled down to her butt, and her dress was
going to have a nice spot on it, but right now she couldn’t
concentrate on anything as Mark pulled her chair back from the
table. Dane lifted his head, and Remi’s fingers slid out of
her.

“Come on, baby, it’s your turn.” Dane pulled her up.
“We know you like to have people watch you be taken. We talked to
the man who trained you. He told us all of your secrets.” He
laughed as her mates pulled her up onto the stage. The band had
already left, and in its place stood all sorts of play furniture
she didn’t even recognize. She stepped back, bumping into Remi, who
smiled down at her again.

“Going someplace, baby?” Remi undid the fastener
around her neck, lowering her halter top to her waist and exposing
her breasts. Jaycee looked around. Many club members were already
enjoying their own play, including Marsha and her mate.

Jaycee looked over to where she knew Shelly had been
sitting. Shelly faced the stage sitting on Bo’s lap, her dress
raised and her legs spread. Bo’s hand played with her pussy, and
Shelly’s wrists were handcuffed and draped around Bo’s neck, which
made Jaycee smile. Shelly lifted her head as if sensing her stare
and smiled back at Jaycee, nodding.

Remi drew her attention as he slid Jaycee’s dress
down her body. She stepped out of it. He turned her around as Dane
reached for her and pulled her toward what looked like an
examination table, but it was horizontal. Dane backed her up
against it and hooked her hands above her head. Remi and Mark each
grabbed a leg, spread them, and put her feet in the stirrups that
held her up.

Mark stepped between her legs and pushed on her
thighs, opening her up more. They all stood back and stared at
her.

Remi placed the black bag she had seen earlier next
to the table. He dug through it, taking out nipple clamps and a
flogger. He handed the flogger to Dane and moved around to Jaycee’s
side, tweaking her right nipple and making it pucker. He screwed
the clamp to her nipple and ring and repeated the process with her
other breast.

She felt as though she was dreaming as her three men
touched her, proceeding like they had a well-organized plan and
Jaycee was the map. She bit her lip to keep from moaning. The
sensations had her squirming as much as she could while being
belted to the table. Cold—no, she was burning up. Sweat rolled down
the side of her face while Remi played with her nipples.

She looked up as Mark and another gentleman stepped
into view.

Mark traced his finger around her clit. “This is the
doctor to the clan. He’s going to pierce your clit now, in front of
everyone. We want to be able to attach a chain from there to your
nipples soon.”

Mark grinned, clearly knowing his words affected her.
Her legs shook and she grew wetter down below at the thought of
getting her clit pierced. She heard the whoosh of the flogger
before the sting registered on her breast. Jaycee arched and cried
out.

“Hold still, and I don’t want to hear a word out of
you!” Dane demanded, his alpha voice playing with every nerve in
her body. She held back the whimper and looked down between her
legs as the doctor sat in front of her. Just like when she had a
doctor’s appointment for her yearly pap.

Mark pushed the table up a little, giving the doctor
better access to her clit, while separating her pussy lips for the
doctor. She couldn’t watch. She laid her head back against the
table and closed her eyes.

Remi’s cologne swirled around her as he stroked her
cheek. “It will be over in a minute, baby, so just hold still,” he
whispered into her ear, placing a kiss on the side of her neck.

The doctor’s cold hand grabbed her clit, and the
needle pushed through her hard little nub. She screamed at the
pain, but it was done in a few seconds, then the area became
numb.

Jaycee let out the breath she’d been holding and
opened up her eyes as Mark slid his finger around the ring that had
been placed into her clit. She knew it was already healed when he
pulled on it. The doctor smiled up at her and left the stage.

Mark picked up a clamp and attached it to the ring in
her clit while Remi and Dane attached a chain through her nipple
clamps, handing it to Mark. He brought the ends together, attaching
them to a ring that swayed from the ceiling.

Dane pulled on it, tightening to the point there was
no slack. The tension on her nipples and clit, pain and pleasure
were at war in her body with intense pleasure wining in the end.
Her body was sweaty, and she gasped as a silk scarf brushed across
her face. She looked up and saw Dane smiling down at her.

“We’re going to blindfold you, baby. We want you to
just feel. Clear your mind and relax.”

Clear her mind, was he crazy? Dane placed the scarf
over her eyes, tying it behind her head. Everything went dark, but
her other senses kicked into overdrive as she listened to them move
around her. Their scents were different, so she knew who was close
and who was far away.

She could smell Mark near her face and knew he was
the one pushing his cock into her mouth.

“This will keep you quiet,” Mark said as his cock
slipped in and out her mouth. She was a little disoriented, sensing
they had moved the table around. She didn’t know how they had her
positioned. She couldn’t feel Mark’s legs beside her.

The flogger came down on her pussy, and she yelped
around Mark’s cock. The slight breeze against her skin signaled
another smack, which landed on her breast. Someone blew on her clit
and she tried to squirm, but she couldn’t move. Several straps ran
across her upper and lower body, holding her down.

Headphones were slid over her ears and soothing, soft
music played, but Jaycee’s body burned everywhere they touched her.
There was no way to concentrate on the words or the music.

She squeezed the muscles in her pussy, needing
something to fill her so bad she actually whined around Mark’s
cock, forgetting all about her training. She wanted to be fucked.
She was soaking.

Finally Jaycee felt one of her mates between her legs
stretching her pussy as he fucked her with his fingers. He had slid
his whole hand into her, fisting her as she had read about awhile
back. Someone released one of her legs, leaving the straps on her
body. He lifted her leg straight up and attached it to something
that spread her wider. They repeated the action on the other leg.
Her legs stretched up and spread as far as they could go. The hand
slowly played with her G-spot as her pussy sucked the fist in
deeper.

Mark grabbed her head then, forcing her to take more
of his cock, and then she felt his legs. Her head had been lowered
and he stood with his legs on either side of it. His cock pushed
down her throat, almost gagging her, but she slowly relaxed his
come ran down her tongue.

The hand pulled out of her pussy, leaving her wanting
more. She was licking the last of Mark’s come from his cock when a
second cock pushed into her. Hands slapped her ass cheeks as she
was fucked. Whoever it was slammed into her hard, shaking the
table.

The headphones were suddenly taken off, and Dane
yelled,

“Come for me, baby!”

Someone removed the clamp from her clit, sending a
burning sensation through her body, and she screamed. The nipple
clamps were removed and her legs lowered as the orgasm ripped
through her. She smelled Mark’s scent as he sucked her nipple into
his mouth, sending another orgasm through her.

Dane’s cock locked on to her pussy wall while his
seed poured into her, his growls loud as he claimed her again. Her
hands were still tied and the scarf was still wrapped around her
face. Her body sang, welcoming his seed when his cock slid out.

Dane pulled away from her, and the scent of her other
mate, Remi, filled her as he pulled her up against his body. He
lifted her, releasing her hands, which were still tied together,
from the table. She was carried to some other place. Remi sat down
with her in his lap. He spread his legs behind her while his
well-lubed cock inched into her ass. Her legs draped limply over
his legs.

Someone behind her removed the blindfold, and she
squinted, adjusting to the lighting of the club as she tried to
catch her breath. Her body trembled. Jaycee sat in front of the
stage, facing the audience.

Mark came around and lifted her tied hands to place
them around Remi’s neck.

He stroked his cock, standing off to the side as Remi
worked his cock in and out of her ass as the audience watched him
take her.

Remi bit the side of her neck, holding on to her.
Dane slipped down in front of her, licking over her clit. He pushed
his fingers into her pussy, finger-fucking her as he sucked on her
clit, biting it and pulling at her new ring.

“Oh my fucking God,” she whimpered.

“Watch the audience, see them watching us as we claim
you. You’re ours. We’ll never let you go,” Mark whispered in her
ear while Remi squeezed her breasts, kneading them, playing with
what appeared to be new diamond rings in her nipples. Remi stared
to move faster, his thrusts powerful, slamming into her. Jaycee
grabbed on to his neck, her nails digging into his skin.

Dane slapped her thigh with his other hand. She would
have jumped, but they held her down. Remi bent at the waist,
pushing forward. Her breast dangled on each side of Dane’s head as
Remi slammed into her faster. She was so stretched she couldn’t
move when his cock locked into her ass and his seed pumped into
her.

“Come for him!” Mark demanded. Dane bit down on her
clit, sending her into another orgasm. Her head fell forward and
she screamed.

Dane slipped his fingers out of her, standing up and
pulling her up off Remi’s lap. Mark untied her arms, which now
ached. He and Mark rubbed the circulation back into them as Remi
gathered her dress and slowly dressed her, tying the top back
around her neck.

Lifting her tired body, Dane swept her up in his arms
and stepped off the stage. Jaycee curled into his hold as he headed
for the exit. With a second though, she covered their bodies in
coats as they stepped outside into the snow.


Chapter Two

 


Jaycee stayed in Dane’s lap in the backseat all the
way back to her cabin. Remi drove as Mark rode in the passenger
seat.

“Do you want to take a run with us before we go into
the cabin?” Remi asked as the pulled into the driveway.

Jaycee smiled up at him and nodded. Dane opened the
back door for her.

She knew it was going to be cold at first when she
shifted. She didn’t want to ruin her dress, so she waved her hands,
sending her clothes into the cabin while she shifted to her wolf
form. As her men did the same, she sent their clothes also.

Dane and Remi’s wolves were almost identical. They
were black as night, but Remi was twice the size of Dane, built
solidly with muscles covering his body. Dane’s body was lean but
still huge compared to her small size. Mark’s coat was white as the
snow except for a black front paw, and he was the same size as
Dane. Remi nudged her head, urging her to run, so Jaycee took off
with Remi and Dane running beside her and Mark behind, protecting
her.

Jaycee’s wolf smelled a rabbit and ran after it, her
mates nipping at her butt, trying to turn her around to head in
another direction. She growled but went where they pushed her.
Jaycee jumped out ahead of them, leaping onto a fallen tree and
watching her mates run toward her. She was laughing inside when
something knocked her off the tree and growled at her. She looked
up into the face of a leopard. She knew who it was from her smell,
even before looking up, Jack’s mate, Belinda.

Jaycee slipped out of the feline’s grasp, but not
soon enough. The cat’s claws ripped into her shoulder. Her wound
burned with pain, and blood oozed from it.

Jaycee shifted into her beast form, knowing her wolf
form was no contest for a leopard, swiping Belinda in the face with
her claws and sending her flying back into a tree. Jack jumped in
front of his mate in his human form, growling at Jaycee while Remi
pushed her behind him, and his beast surged forward, ready to
attack Jack.

Jaycee shifted back to her human form, summoned her
clothes and dressed herself even though her arm was killing her.
“Remi, please let Jack calm down,” Jaycee begged, holding on to his
waist, hugging his back. “Let him take her home. We’ll deal with
this later. I’m tired, Remi. Take me home,” Jaycee whispered and
finally felt Remi relax.

Jack turned his back on Remi, picked up his mate as
she shifted to her human form, and cradled her body against his.
Her head rested on his chest as she stared up at his frowning
face.

 


* * *

 


Remi swung his mate up into his arms and glared at
Jack’s retreating back. He would love to rip Jack’s heart out, but
Jaycee was fond of him. He turned and nodded to Dane and Mark
before they ran to the cabin.

Jaycee whimpered in his arms as they neared it.

“You’re hurt. I can smell your blood. Jack’s mate
should be dead!” Remi growled as the door to the cabin flew
open.

Marsha was there lighting candles. Remi watched her
carefully as Jaycee looked around the cabin, her expression shocked
when she saw the candles, rose petals scattered all over the floor,
and the fire blaring. She turned her gaze up to Remi and caressed
his cheek.

Remi carried her over to the fire and gently laid her
down on the big down comforter. He stood back and watched as Marsha
came over and whispered something to her. Jaycee’s top disappeared
as Marsha knelt and inspected the wounds.

She growled, looking up at Remi. “Who attacked
her?”

“Jack’s mate got to her before we could do anything.
That bastard even growled at Jaycee!” Remi snarled as Dane and Mark
paced back and forth.

Marsha sat quietly for a moment, then nodded, working
on Jaycee’s wound.

“My son and alpha Bo is on his way, and he’s furious.
He will take care of Jack and his mate. This will be dealt with
tonight,” Marsha snapped and pulled out a bottle of some stinky
stuff, pouring it into Jaycee’s wound.

Remi wanted desperately to pick Jaycee up and hold
her but knew he would only hinder the healing process. When Belinda
had attacked Jaycee, he could have sworn his heart stopped when he
realized what would happen if he ever lost her.

“Damn, that hurts!” Jaycee flinched and tried to move
away from Marsha.

“Hush, now shift to your beast and it will heal. Then
we need to talk.” Marsha stood back. When Jaycee shifted to her
human form, she clothed herself in jeans and a sweater.

Remi moved to gather her in his arms, but Marsha held
up her hand.

He frowned, but held back.

“Jaycee, sit. We need to talk.” Marsha paced back and
forth in front of Jaycee’s chair. “What you did tonight to her was
uncalled for. I mean, come on, telling her that you could take her
mate away earlier just added to the problem. It’s no wonder she
attacked you. I’d do the same if you threatened to take my mate!”
Marsha yelled, glaring at her.

Jaycee looked at him.

“So I was supposed to say nothing while she attacked
me in my own home? Plus, I thought all that was behind us when we
talked afterward,” Jaycee grumbled, staring back at Marsha.

Remi turned as Bo stormed into the cabin with Shelly,
who ran to Jaycee. “Are you alright? Did you give that bitch some
shit?” she asked, her eyes roaming over Jaycee’s her body, checking
her.

“I’m fine, Shelly. She got my shoulder, but Marsha
already healed it. Right now, I’m getting yelled at for my behavior
earlier when we were all here in the cabin.” Jaycee snarled at
Marsha, but the older woman just stared back at her.

Remi didn’t know if he liked anyone yelling at his
mate. He could feel Jaycee’s pain and hurt as Marsha disciplined
her, but she was right, so he kept quiet for now.

“You’re an alpha. You need to start acting like one
and ignore little nibs like that. You’re not a teenager. We’re
talking about mates. You know how you felt when you saw your mates
with that other woman. Well, think about how Belinda must have
felt!” Marsha demanded.

There was silence for a moment, then Marsha yelled,
“Did you hurt Jack’s mate when she attacked you?”

Remi flinched.

Dane’s thoughts snapped into Remi’s head. Damn it!
Did she have to remind

Jaycee of our biggest mistake? We’re trying to make
it up to her. We don’t need it flung in her face.

Remi nodded but kept his gaze on his mate.

“What was I supposed to do? Let her rip me apart and
hurt my baby?” Jaycee shouted back as she got up. “Of course I hurt
her, but it could have been worse. I was easy on her! She’ll have
some marks on her face, that’s all.” Jaycee growled, her beast
close to the surface.

Remi had had enough. He stepped close to her and
pulled her tense body to his and hugged her.

“You did nothing wrong out there, baby. I’m proud you
protected our child. I know you held back,” Remi whispered. He
turned, looking down at Marsha.

A pounding on the front door broke the tension.
Now what the hell! Remi thought.

His mate tensed and sniffed the air. Crap,
Belinda.

Jaycee growled against his chest when Bo threw open
the door, snarling. “What the hell have you two done?” he yelled,
staring down at Jack. Belinda stood next to him, holding her face,
blood dripping down her fingers.

“I didn’t know Belinda was going to attack. We were
running when she took off. I didn’t mean to… Well, you know what I
did,” he said, staring at Remi.

Remi growled and wanted to rearrange his face, but he
held on to Jaycee and kissed the top of her head. Dane moved up
next to them and kissed her cheek. Remi, Dane, Mark wanted everyone
out of the cabin, but he didn’t see that happening anytime
soon.

“Are you going to just let us stand out here? I need
Marsha to heal me!” Jack’s mate growled, glaring at Jaycee.

Remi and Dane tried to hold their mate back, but she
ripped out of their arms and stalked to Belinda. He sighed, knowing
this wasn’t going to be good.

“Okay, that’s it. First, she comes into my home, then
she attacks me, and now she comes here and growls at me again,
demanding to be healed.” Jaycee sent her powers out, throwing
Belinda back into the snow with Jack.

Remi followed Jaycee outside, making sure no one
touched her.

Jack jumped in front of his mate, growling, and
Jaycee picked him up with her powers, moving him away from her,
holding him there. She advanced on Belinda, snarling.

Remi stepped up when others from their pack came out
of the woods, growling. She stopped, staring at them all. Jaycee
turned to Bo. He shook his head, stepping up to her. He stood
straight, his gaze never missing anything, always alert to protect
those in his pack.

“What were you going to do to her, kill her?” Bo
demanded. Jaycee backed away from him as Remi walked to her and
wrapped his arms around her, supporting her. He snarled at the
other leopards, his glare fierce. They hesitated and turned to look
at Bo. “No, I would never do that to Jack. I was just going to have
it out with her. You know, try and get to the bottom of this. It
has to stop. Jack is like family to me,” Jaycee whispered, lowering
her head and showing her respect to Bo.

Remi watched as Bo pushed his hand through his hair.
He looked down at Jack’s mate, growling at her, then picked her up
off the ground.

“Go into the cabin, Belinda, and wait,” he said,
looking at his mate, Sheila.

As the female leopard shifter walked toward the cabin
Bo spoke to Jaycee. “If you want to end this, do it civilly. She’s
nice, Jaycee. You would like her if you talked to her. We’ll all
wait out here. We won’t interfere unless we hear furniture breaking
or screaming.”

Remi let her go, knowing she needed to settle the
matter on her own. “If Belinda harms one hair on my mate, I will
personally take it out on you, Bo. She’s carrying our child!” Remi
growled, and stepped into Bo’s personal space.

Bo nodded, but he pushed Jaycee towards the
cabin.

Remi stood out in the snow with his wolf mates and
watched his mate enter the cabin to face her attacker.

 


* * *

 


Jaycee closed the door and stood watching Belinda
sitting by the fire. Without a word, Jaycee walked into the
kitchen, grabbed a dishtowel and wet it. She strolled back into the
living room and handed the wet towel to Belinda, then sat down
across from her and stared at the fire.

“I apologize for what I said before dinner. I would
never try to take Jack. He loves you. Anyone can see that. Belinda,
he’s family to me, like a big brother.” Jaycee looked up at her.
The leopard shifter held the dishtowel to her face.

“Bo tells me that I would like you if I got to know
you. I would like that. I have a feeling I’ll be coming around here
more now that we’re going to add on to the cabin, and I don’t want
to interfere with your clan. I have my two clans to deal with at
home.” She sighed and shifted in the chair.
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