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The Difference Between Christmas and Yule


~ By Tilly Bramley
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SUZANNE

Godsdammit, I hate Winter Solstice, I think, for the millionth time, tugging my coat tighter against the morning breeze. I press my glasses up my nose as they start to fog with my breath.

I moved to the desert so I wouldn’t have to deal with winter, but I still have the holiday bullshit, I think bitterly as I cross the street to avoid a mixed-species a cappella choir singing carols. Slightly off-key, I might add.

I get to my building and push open the heavy old door. The fluorescent lights hum and I tug off my cap. Seriously, it should not be this cold in San Hades. I head for my office downstairs and pass Blair, on her way out. She raises a hand in greeting and keeps moving. She’s been much less of a workaholic since meeting her demon soul mate.

I swallow a rude sound. Soulmates—human or demon—are obviously utter bullshit. I wave back. But good for Dr. Paxton, she seems happy. 

I stop by the lab on my way, poking my head in. Will, our grad student, looks up from his computer.

“Hey Dr. G,” he says morosely. “Any Solstice plans?”

I struggle not to roll my eyes. “No. And I’m not going to ask you about yours, as I fear that blurs the line between work and personal life. Did you finish the report on Mr. Miller?”

Will makes a face like he’s trying not to smile as he tosses back his limp, black hair. “Yup. On your desk already,” he mutters as he turns back to his screen.

Good. He’s efficient, I’ll say that. I think he has the makings of a field examiner and if I’m honest with myself, I should take him out with me to more crime scenes. Maybe after it warms up.

I sit at my desk and start up my mini water boiler, pulling out an elderberry tea bag. It tastes like ass, but I don’t want to get sick. First paperwork, then to the morgue.

#
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Miraculously, I make it through the day without a call out. I guess even the murderers are taking a holiday in advance of Solstice tomorrow, I think to myself as I pull off my rubber gloves, giving the sliding table a shove back into the cooler. 

I return to my desk and make sure it’s picked up. Tomorrow is Friday, and even I have the day off for the Solstice. One of the city forensic scientists has the on-call this weekend, so I don’t have to bring the work cell.

I’m going to swing by the grocery store and grab bread and cheese and a box of wine. Girl dinner all weekend, and a new season of The Bachelor to watch. I can’t believe they let that demon who lost last season have the head spot this go around. He was a real prick. 

I lock up and head out of the old government building. The wind hits me hard, and I shiver, wishing I’d elected to drive today instead of taking the subway. Too late now, I think as I head for a little food co-op I’ve passed before but never stopped at. It’s in the opposite direction of the nearest subway stop, so I’ve yet to pop in.

But the bodega on the way to my usual subway entrance won’t have what I’m after, and my neighborhood grocer will be closed by the time I get back to West San Hades. I have a tiny adobe house in an older part of town that somehow hasn’t been paved over for huge apartment complexes. 

The automatic doors zip open, and holiday music assaults my ears. I cringe and grab a basket, thankful for the warmth at least. 

I wander, grabbing a container of organic pesto and a pint of almond milk ice cream. As I turn a corner looking for the bakery, my phone buzzes, and I struggle to dig it out of my messenger bag. 

My mother. Of course. I roll my eyes and go to shoot her a quick text so she doesn’t think I’m dead in a ditch and start drafting my eulogy.

I jolt to a stop as I run into a feathery wall, my phone falling out of my hand and clattering to the tile floor. Fuck.

“Sorry,” I mumble, bending to grab my phone. I notice hers on the ground and grab it too.

But as I straighten, I’m looking into the face of a demoness who might be considering what ingredients to grab to make me into a nice meal. 

Her skin is white. As in, white-white. Her blonde eyebrows and tawny lashes look positively dark on her, and her blonde hair is in a fishtail braid reaching her mid-back between a pair of white feathered wings. Her blue eyes glare daggers at me.

“Sorry,” I start again, holding out her phone, but she speaks at the same time.

“You humans are all worthless, I—”

“Hey now,” I cut in, frowning. 

I mean, we do kind of suck, but no more than any other sentient species as a whole, you know?

Her hand snatches the ginormous phone from me, and when her skin touches mine, electricity sizzles through me. 

“What the fuck?!” I exclaim. How dare she try to hurt me because I bumped into her. I glare at her as I push my glasses up with one finger. Bitch. 

#
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LILY

Oh no. No, no, no, no. 

Absolutely not.

Not a chance in Heaven did I just find my destined.

In a frazzled-looking human woman. 

Absolutely-the-fuck-not.

I hold my phone to my chest as she gives me the death glare through her tortoiseshell glasses, her blonde hair mussed and in her face. 

When I don’t answer, she spins on her heel, ignoring me. I watch her walk away, her comfortable-looking shoes silent, her loose slacks stylish in a business woman manner, her blonde bob elegant but professional. My eyes follow the sway of her hips as she turns around the rack of chia seed tortilla chips, and my heart clenches. 

My mate. I can’t possibly let her get out of my sight. 

I pick up my basket and follow as silently as I can, wings tucked down and in. I peek around the aisles as she grabs a loaf of rustic bread then contemplates several blocks of cheese. 

As she heads to the register, I go to the other side to use the self-checkout. My eyes flick between my groceries and my mate, firmly ignoring the small talk from the grocer. Absolutely endearing, I think.

I finish up and hurry to my Jeep Wrangler. With a push of the starter, the engine turns over and purrs. I wait,, watching the door for my mate to appear. I’ll follow her to her house, then use her address to do a little light stalking. Easy.

She steps out of the store, a cloth grocery bag that proclaims “Support local farmers!” on her shoulder. My eyes rake over her, hungry for any detail about her. 

Reasonable shoes, I suppose I should expect no less from a professional-minded human. I bet she drives a Subaru. I smile thinking about it: probably has a bunch of leftist bumper stickers too, despite her buttoned up persona. 

Wait, where is she going?

My mate tugs her wool peacoat tighter and turns away from the parking lot.

I look around, confused. When my gaze catches on the subway entrance down the street, fear hits my gut. My wings, tucked carefully around my seat—since it’s too cold to take the top off my Jeep—stretch, wanting to open fully in reflex to the threat.

I don’t even know her name!

What do I do? 

She’s almost to the sidewalk. 

I throw the car in drive, hitting the gas. 

Just a little tap. She’s human after all.

I slam on the brakes at the last moment. 

There’s a thud of flesh on metal, and my mate’s slender body hits the ground even as I throw the car in park.

I hop out, only to be assaulted by swearing.

“Fucking idiot!” She rolls on the ground, nearly under the Jeep.

“I didn’t see you,” I mutter as I kneel near her, her groceries scattered on the pavement. “Are you hurt?”

“I just got hit by a fucking car! Yeah, I’m hurt!” She sits up, cradling an arm.

Oh no. No, I couldn’t have truly harmed her, could I?

“I’m sorry,” I blurt. The words don’t stick on my tongue like they usually do, given that I generally refuse to take responsibility for... well, anything. 

She glares at me.

“My name is Lily. Lily Celni,” I offer, hoping she’ll give her name.

“Great, now I know who to sue,” my cross mate mutters as she rolls onto her knees and reaches for her grocery bag.

Annoyance flutters in me. “Come now, I barely tapped you. I’m sure you’re fine.”

She freezes, hand extended for her Irish Cheddar. Good taste, of course my mate has good taste.

“I just got the word ‘Jeep’ imprinted on my side and ate asphalt, what exactly about that do you think is ‘fine’?”

I huff, crossing my arms over my chest, not sure if I’m annoyed or impressed. I glare at her but help her pick up her groceries.

She stands slowly, and worry hits me again, that she’s really injured and not just the dramatic little queen I’d expect of anyone who would be my mate.

I hold out her dark chocolate peanut butter cups.

She snatches them with yet another dirty look. 

I sigh, again crossing my arms. “Get in the car.”

She blinks. “Alright, you are officially nuts. Like I’m getting in a car with the unhinged stranger who just ran me down.”

I step into her space. We’re of a height, and she doesn’t back down in the face of one of the most feared demons in the entire world.

“You’re getting in my car. And we’re going to my apartment, which is nearby. And then I’m going to check you over to make sure you’re not injured. Now.”

My wings flutter in annoyance as I stare into my mate’s huge brown eyes behind her glasses. 

She blinks slowly, obviously still pissed. “Make. Me.”

“Wrong answer, amor.”
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SUZANNE

The demoness grabs my messenger bag and groceries from me. I stand in shock, watching her walk around her Jeep and throw them in the back. 

“You lunatic!” I screech.

“Oh, human, you have no idea,” she murmurs as she comes back. In one swift motion, she throws me up over her shoulder. 

“What the–” I start, but I’m unceremoniously tossed in the back of her car like another bag of groceries.

The back gate shuts firmly behind me.

I sit, tucking my injured hand against myself as I quickly consider my options.

I should be entirely more concerned about this than I am. Honestly, I’m irritated and intrigued. 

When she gets into the driver’s seat, her wings carefully—and entirely more jointed than I would have expected—fold around her chair. She slams her door and throws it into drive.

“Oh, yes, I’m shocked the maniac that hit me with her car doesn’t give a fuck about seatbelt laws,” I mutter as I climb into the seat next to her.

She tosses me a dirty look as I buckle my seatbelt.

“What’s your name?” she flatly demands, changing lanes erratically. 

I grip the ‘oh-shit’ handle tightly and catch her grinning when she notices.

“Suzanne Green. Doctor Suzanne Green.”

She lurches back into her original lane without a blinker.

I should be worried. But I’m kind of excited. I glance at her from the corner of my eyes.

Her blonde braid is over her shoulder, her bone structure positively model-like. But the feathers on her wings are what really catch my attention. I turn slightly in my chair to study them. 

White, but with an iridescent sheen. The ones on the edges are heavier, bigger. I peer behind the seat and see that the ones towards the bottom are even stronger looking and have an almost purple edge to them. Without thought, I reach out and stroke one.

The wings twitch, then I’m slapped in the face, albeit gently, with the one near me.

“Rude human,” Lily says, though I see a tiny smile lifting the corner of her mouth.

I shoot her a look. “Yes, about as rude as a kidnapping demon, I suppose.”

She chuckles. It’s rich and melodic, and I stare at her.

The Jeep slams to a stop. 

We’re in a parking garage. Shit, I wasn’t paying attention to where we were going. Maybe I should turn on location sharing with my mom.

Lily climbs out of the car, wings carefully angling out from around her seat.

I hop out, evaluating the ache in my hip. 

She steps around the Jeep, holding both my bags.

“Come,” she says flatly, eyes dragging over me.

I purse my lips, disliking being told what to do in the tone usually reserved for a poorly-behaved dog.

Yet I find myself trailing her like a well-behaved dog.

Fuck me.
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Turns out, Lily’s apartment is a huge penthouse in a recently remodeled high rise. The building was originally office space, but with the population explosion, every Tom, Dick, and Harry hopped into flipping houses and any space they could into apartments.

At least this one was done right, I think, eyes taking in the exposed brick walls. The many windows are framed in black and look over central San Hades. The floor seems to be some kind of concrete or cement, though several shockingly colorful rugs spread throughout the space.

“Sit.” Lily commands.

I spin, giving her a withering look. “I am not a dog.”

She blinks, freezing halfway to the kitchen island near the right of the door. “Of course not. Sorry, amor.”

That’s the second time she’s called me ‘love’. She doesn’t seem like the kind of person to call everyone ‘sweetie’. My eyes narrow.

I hear her put my bags down on the counter, and I take in her space again. She walks around, turning on lamps, all covered with pretty fabrics, lending the space a warm atmosphere. Her couches look expensive as fuck, and all three, centered around an antique hope chest, are a bright colored velvet. One purple, one red, and one a rich ochre. It somehow works. I look back to her, dressed all in black, her skin white, all serious and scary and monochromatic.

I step towards the kitchen, and notice a little shrine. A small smile dancing on my lips, I walk into the space, thinking the shring going to be something pagan, or Satan-y, but as I get closer, I see a sacred heart of Jesus candle. I blink at the small cross near it and a medallion with some saint on it.

Lily is suddenly at my back, and I jump.

“Anything to annoy my mother,” she says in a cheerful voice. “Now, please, sit.” She puts down a first aid kit.

I cautiously walk around to the other side of the island, staring at her. As I settle on a stool, I blurt, “So what kind of demon are you?”

Oops. So much for not being a rude human. 

She places her hands on my shoulders, under my coat. I startle at the touch.

“I’m a Lilith," she murmurs as she eases my coat off.

I search my mind for the Christian mythology. I was raised by atheists, so the stories of Jesus and the like were mixed in with my bedtime fairy tales.

Lily steps into my space, her hips encouraging my legs to spread, and heat dives through me. 

“Like... the first wife of Adam?” My eyes are on her eyes. They’re a blue that’s almost purple. Like her wings’ sheen, I realize.

“Yes. That’s Mother.”

I sit silently as her touch runs down my arms. She takes my hands and turns them over.

She makes a sound in her throat as she sees my scraped up palm.

“It’s fine,” I start.

“Let me clean it,” she speaks over me even as she reaches for the first aid kit. 
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LILY

I injured my destined My heart aches in an odd manner as I take out some alcohol pads.

Regret. It’s regret.

Suzanne hisses as I clean the wound, trying to tug her hand away.

“Sorry.” I cringe and then freeze. 

That’s like the third time I’ve said ‘sorry’ to her. That’s more than the past year combined. To be fair, I’ve spoken to her a lot more than I normally speak to... well, people.

Liliths—that is, me, my mother, and my sisters—are solitary. We don’t like people or demons, really. I’m not sure if it's from all those years of being so feared and hated and blamed for every early death... or if we truly hate everyone.

Doesn’t normally matter to me either. Since moving to San Hades about a decade ago, I’ve made three friends. That’s about two too many in my opinion, but when Rosie, a snake demoness that runs one of the crime rings in the city, started bringing her adorable grumpy red-headed human mate to our get-togethers, we hit it off in a manner which would have concerned me if she wasn’t already mated. 

And Polyxeni is a gorgon, so just as feared and cursed as me; of course we got along well. Poly brought her little curvy mate to our last dinner party. She was so sweet and upbeat that I just about vomited. But Poly is obsessed with her, which makes me pleased for my friend.

I gently rub antibiotic cream on the scrape, my other hand cupping Suzanne’s as I notice my body inching in, closer.

I reluctantly let go of her. 

“Anything else hurt?” I ask quietly.

“My hip, but it’s just a bruise,” she answers, the anger gone from her voice.

“Let me see,” I demand, worried.

“No. It’s fine.” She shakes her head, stubborn.

I put my hands on my hips and raise an eyebrow.

She chuckles and presses her glasses back up her face. “I’m a doctor, remember? I’m sure it’s fine.” She studies my face a moment before clearing her throat and gesturing to the living room. “It’s not decorated.”

I don’t move, but I answer, eyes still locked on her face. “I don’t celebrate Yule. I have a few days before Christmas Eve; I was planning on putting up my tree this weekend.”

She snorts. “Again, to annoy your mother?”

“Correct. I’m nothing if not petty.” I grin at her, and she giggles. 

I beam. I adore the sound of my mate laughing. 

“Now,” I demand firmly, “let me see that hip, Doctor.”

Her rich eyes study mine for a long moment, deciding something.

“Don’t be as stubborn as an ill-tempered mule,” I poke.

Her look takes an edge, and she stands. I don’t move, though. We’re chest to chest.

“I’m a rather sweet-tempered mule, I’ll have you know,” she murmurs as her hands go to her plum corduroy slacks. 

“Mmm,” I respond, a teasing edge in my tone. “I’ll be the judge of that, Annie.” The nickname suits her better, now that she’s softening for me.

Our eyes lock together, and I hear her pants hit the floor. I lean back even as my hand rises to touch her hip.

“Ow, hey!” she yelps as my flesh touches hers. I grip her hip harder.

“Sorry.” That’s four.

I continue, “It’s not on purpose. It should settle the more we touch.”

She gives me a suspicious look. “I don’t remember any of my parents’ stories including that Liliths are electric.”

“Mmm,” I say, eyes on her bright pink polka dot panties. Not what I was expecting from my ordered little doctor. “We’re not. It’s you.” 

“Me?” Her hands hang at her sides.

“You’re right, it’s just a bruise,” I murmur as my hand slides over her hip carefully. I look up just in time to see her eyes flutter closed. 

“How is it me?” she asks in a breathy tone, eyes still closed behind her delicate glasses.

My hand moves back and forth, gently, over her incredibly soft skin. “Do you want the real answer?”

Why did I say that? Fuck. 

“Would you really lie to me?” she asks as she opens her eyes, head tilting.

“Absolutely,” I respond flatly. 

But I’m not sure I would. Not sure that I’d lie to my mate.

My hand grazes her lower belly, and she sucks in a breath. I let my knuckles run along it again, enjoying her responses as she tries to stay polite and professional. She stands frozen, still in her button-up blouse, pants around her ankles. 

I love it. I love her quiet obedience. Who would have thought that this hot-head was a sweet little sub?

“Amor,” I sing-song, my wings flapping slowly in pleasure. “May I kiss you?”

She swallows hard, eyes still pressed closed. “Yes. Please.”

“Good girl,” I mutter, lips against hers. Then I kiss her, her plush lips opening to me, her tongue ready and searching for mine. I purr into her mouth.

As I slowly pull back, smiling, her eyes flutter open, lust clear in them.

I grin. 

A Lilith demoness can read lust like no one’s business. 

“My sweet Annie,” I whisper, “I’d like you to take those pants off, and that shirt and bra, and then turn and walk into my bedroom, and lay on my bed, legs spread. Can you be my good girl and follow directions?”

She nods, pretty eyes snapping open, her pupils blown. Silently, she shuffles back, stepping out of her pants. She unbuttons her blouse with steady hands. 

Again without any sound, she reaches behind herself and the dotted pink bra loosens, straps draping off her shoulders. She meets my eyes with a tiny smile as she lets it drop.

I make a noise low in my throat as I look at her almost-nude body. A perfect handful, I think, my fingers twitching, wanting to cup her breasts.

She spins on her heels, a grin edging her lips, and saunters into my bedroom, the door standing open. 

Gorgeous little Jezebel, I think fondly.

I follow her slowly, shedding my clothes. 

I spin the dimmer all the way down before turning on the light. 

She’s in those adorable panties, breasts relaxed back onto her chest, a tiny smile on her gorgeous face, her glasses folded neatly on the bedside table.

“Mmm,” I purr, now in just my panties too, as I crawl over her on the bed. Her hands raise and one takes my breast, immediately pinching my nipple, as the other curls around my neck.

“I need to taste you, Annie,” I mutter into her mouth. I ache for her. My mate. My destined. My gorgeous, rude human. 

We kiss, tongues playing slowly, hands tracing and learning each other’s bodies. I grab her lower lip between my teeth, biting. She responds, hips bucking up as she moans.

I chuckle, shifting my thigh to rest between her legs. “Amor, are you wet already?” I whisper into her ear, teeth grazing along her neck.

She kisses the side of my face as I worry gently at her skin.

“Not good enough, Suzanne. Tell me what you want, sweet girl.”

She groans, her face pressing against me as she pants. “Please, Lily. I need you to touch me.”

“Such a good, obedient girl,” I purr as my hand drops between her legs. 

“Aww,” I continue, “Such a hot little cunt.” My hand drags up and down, and she bucks. “What should I do with such a wet, aching pussy?”

She whimpers, hips pressing herself up against me.

I chuckle and kiss her again. She’s urgent, needy, her mouth and tongue working hard against mine. 

“Hands up,” I say. 

She obeys perfectly, to which I purr again, wrapping one hand around her crossed wrists. I tug my knee up between her legs. 

“Go ahead, amor,” I whisper. “Thrust against me while I play with these perfect tits.” I lean down and pull one of her nipples into my mouth. 

I alternate back and forth, her little ruddy nipples wet and hard as I tease them. 

She whimpers and bucks, begging, crying out for me to give her more.

But if I have anything, it’s maddening patience.

I work her, back and forth, her hips humping down my thigh as I tease her.

“Oh, amor,” I murmur. “Did you need me to eat that cunt?”

She whimpers, squirming.

“Say it, Annie,” I whisper.

My destined. My mate. I’m dying to taste her.

“Please, Lily. Go down on me?”

Close enough, I decide, my mouth already watering for her.

I yank down her adorable panties and take her in. Her bush is curly, brown, and wild, and her thighs lush and bitable. Those breasts I’d been worshiping are a perfect middle size, the planes of her stomach, poetry. 

She’s perfection.

I rearrange us, tossing her leg up over my shoulder as I lay on my belly, wanting to see her better.

Her hips rock upward, pussy weeping, eyes closed as she whimpers. I raise a hand and pull her cunt open. As I do, her little clit emerges, the hood pulling back in need.   

I make a pleased noise as I raise my other hand, letting my two first fingers play gently up and down her slit.

She squirms and starts to beg.

“Please, Lily, please please please.” Her voice gets more and more desperate and I adore it.

I chuckle, tugging her further open to her whine.

“I’m gonna work this cute little cunt until you cum, amor. And then, I’m going to sit on your face while I work another orgasm out of you. Got it, Annie?”

She nods desperately, and I dive into her. 

My tongue laps slowly at her clit. Her noises and movements are too much. They make my clit throb as I take care of her, my mate. She wiggles and whimpers, squirms and squeals. I  try to find out what type of strokes she prefers, but I can’t focus; her flavor and thrusts are too much. I shift, one leg going to the side of hers, and I rub my pussy against her calf. She gasps but immediately raises her leg, and I grind down on it. I moan into her flesh, the pressure wonderful.

I swear I can feel her amusement.

I refocus on her pleasure. 

I raise my hand as she tenses. I rub two fingers over her soaked slit, to her squeal and hips bucking. I work her clit harder as I press my fingers into her, curling them, her wet heat gripping me as I tongue her clit. Her muscles tense again.

In my head, I beg her to cum for me as I work her at a steady pace. Her breathing shallows, and her back arches, pushing her pussy into my face.

I purr, working her clit hard, just as she lets go. Suzanne screams into the darkness, one hand clenched into my bedsheets, one hand on the back of my neck.

At that moment, I tip over the edge, my hips humping her leg hard, driven on by her sounds. We finish together, the end of her orgasm and the start of mine.

I come back to awareness, my body pressed along her leg, my face in her delightful cunt, panting for breath, her gentle hands buried in my braid. 
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SUZANNE

The room is chilly, and I snuggle closer to Lily. I crack my eyes open to a flat gray light sneaking in around the green curtains. It’s the morning of Yule.

Suddenly, her shimmery wing is over me, creating a warm little cave. I purr and roll over so I face her. Her eyes  glow in the dim space between us. 

She leans in, achingly slow, like she wants me to have time to protest, but then she kisses me. As I press my body to hers, her arms fold around me.

Fuck. I want her again. I want to take her to my house where I have plenty of toys. The thought of Lily bouncing on my strap makes me immediately horny.

She pulls away, chuckling. “Getting worked up, amor?”

“Yes,” I admit. Her wing pulls away, and I sit up. In the light of day, being in the bed of a demoness is a bit bonkers. Especially one that hit me with her car.

I rub my arm, suddenly nervous. “I should probably go...” I toss the covers back and slide to get out of the bed. 

“What?” She sits up, insult clear in her voice. “You don’t want to stay? Spend more time with me?”

She sounds so absolutely flabbergasted that I might not like her; I can’t help the bark of laughter that escapes me.

“I mean, you’re kind of a bad lay, Lily.”

“What?!?” She jumps out of bed, glaring.

I giggle like a maniac. “I’m teasing,” I wheeze out between laughs.

Her glare increases, and I’m glad she’s not a Medusa.

“I do, I do want to stay, but I was worried that you might want me to get out of your hair...”

She crosses around the bed, taking my elbows. “No. Never, Annie.”

I smile at her nickname for me as I lean in, our foreheads touching.

“Can...” Her voice is tremulous. “Can I tell you something crazy?”

“Crazier than kidnapping me?”

“Yeah, actually...”

Oh, shit.

She continues, wrapping her arms around me tighter, “You’re my destined.”

Oh... shit.

I sit silently, absorbing that news.

“My mate,” she clarifies, sounding frustrated. 

When I’m still quiet, she leans back, searching my face. “You going to collapse in a fit of theatrics like when I nudged you with my Jeep?”

I laugh, then kiss her.

“Yeah, makes sense,” I murmur against her lips.

She kisses me back, like she’s drowning and I’m air. I dig my hands into her hair, her wings rising in pleasure. 

She starts to kiss my neck. “Makes sense?” she questions between kisses.

“Yeah, I mean...” I gasp as she nips me. “I don’t think I’d have let just anyone throw me in their car like a sack of potatoes.”

She giggles against my skin and pulls away.

“Stay with me?” Her voice is tentative, and her face is vulnerable.
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