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      Cedric waited inside the cabin with Lucian and Keelin and wondered—again—how everyone had been aware of Lucian’s secret hidey-hole except for him.

      He was the alpha. There should be no secrets between him and the shifters he was responsible for. What if something had happened and he’d needed to find Lucian? Or the pup had gotten hurt while he was out here and the others were gone and Cedric didn’t know where to find him?

      How the fook was he supposed to protect his family if they hid things from him?

      A low growl emanated in the center of his chest and he released the tension on a long exhale. Lucian had always been a crabbit beast, fighting Cedric’s dominance over him every time he turned around. At least until the young one had mated Keelin. The lass was not only The Key and the most important element to keeping the soul suckers locked away in their own dimension, but she was also the one responsible for single-handedly taming the demons inside of Lucian.

      And that made Cedric’s job a hell of a lot easier.

      A low growl rumbled through the silent room, one not of his making this time, and Cedric realized he was smiling gratefully at the lass who currently filled his thoughts.

      She smiled in return before running a soothing hand over her irate mate’s back, soothing his possessive grumblings.

      The storm raging in Lucian’s blue-gray eyes tempered down to a minor squall at her touch, and he grabbed her hand and kissed the back of her knuckles before shooting Cedric an apologetic glance for threatening him.

      Cedric narrowed his eyes in warning, but to be honest, he didn’t take offense. Much. Wolves were extremely territorial, especially over their mates. And Lucian, a wolf who ran a wee bit hotter than the others, took this to an extreme.

      The door opened and a male nearly as tall as Cedric with long, wavy brown hair and a short beard ducked through the opening. His bright blue eyes quickly cased the place before he reached back and took the hand of a female to assist her inside. She stumbled over the doorstep, but he was ready, catching her easily and grinning when a heated blush rose up her neck to color her cheeks. Gently, he brushed her golden brown locks from her face and hugged her against his side as he pulled them out of the way so the others behind her could come in.

      Marc entered in much the same way Brock had, his dark eyes landing on Cedric and waiting for his nod before he stepped fully inside. Turning, he gave a smile of encouragement to his Bronaugh as she followed him into the small cabin. The lass tucked a strand of wheat-blond hair behind her ear with her free hand. The other held tight to her mate’s arm. Cedric was relieved to see her eyes flashed no colors, but were a warm brown, much like her mate’s.

      Marc closed the door behind them and they took a seat on the bed, the only piece of furniture in the place other than a small table and chairs in the kitchen area and a wood stove near the door.

      The only ones missing were Duncan and Ryanne.

      Although summer was fast approaching and the sun was rising through the trees, Cedric had closed the curtains over the single window when he, Lucian, and Keelin had gotten there, and with the door closed it took his eyes a partial second to adjust to the dim light. When they did, he walked to the entry of the kitchen, then turned to face the somber group.

      “Thank ye all for meeting me here. I did no’ want tae take a chance o’ the prince overhearing any o’ this.”

      There were a few curious looks, but no one raised any questions. Cedric looked at each of the lasses in turn. They were all Fae: one sweet and pure, one besieged by the sinister magic of the an olc, and one a little of both. He allowed his gaze to wander back to Bronaugh. “Can I trust all o’ ye?” Although the question was meant for all of them, he directed it toward her in particular. He held nothing against her for her heritage, but there was something happening with the lass, and his gut told him it wasn’t only the natural progression of her dark nature she was battling.

      “You can trust me,” she told him. “I’m not thrilled with what has happened with my people. But I am loyal to Marc above all else. I would never do anything that would put him in harm’s way.”

      Something about her words struck Cedric as a wee bit…off, but for now, he only needed her reassurance she would not go off the deep end anytime soon. He gave her a nod and turned to the others. Heather was the only one who was of the na maithe tribe. And although she was raised on the other side of the world with humans, as a “daughter” of the Faerie prince, she was the next biggest risk. “What aboot ye, Heather? Tell me now if ye feel any sort o’ protective feelings for yer prince. None o’ us will blame ye for them, but I dinna want ye here if ye do, for yer own protection.”

      Brock frowned and searched his mate’s expression as though the idea had never occurred to him.

      But she only gave Cedric a quick shake of her head. “He’s only my prince as far as he needs to be to keep me off of his radar. After the little game he played with our lives—solely for his own amusement no matter what he may say—I believe he’s more crazy than anything. I am one hundred percent behind you. It’s time he was removed from the position of protector of our people. A position he never should have had to begin with.”

      Cedric didn’t miss the meaningful glance she sent to the other females. “The biggest thing I’ve learned since meeting all of you is that we are all Fae. It doesn’t matter what tribe or where or how we were raised. Soul suckers aside, there’s no reason for any animosity between us, and I think it’s Prince Nada who’s been feeding that opinion for a long time.” She looked at the others again. “Am I wrong?”

      “No,” Keelin told her. “I don’t think you are.” She smiled at Heather, then at Bronaugh, before turning her attention back to Cedric. “What do you need to tell us? I can guarantee you it won’t leave this room.”

      Satisfied with their answers, he apologized to their males. “I’m sorry I had tae go there, and did no’ warn ye ahead o’ time, but I needed tae be sure yer lasses spoke the truth.”

      “It’s all right,” Marc said. “What’s going on? Why did ye need tae bring us way out here?”

      Cedric linked his hands behind his back and grinned. “I have a bit o’ good news for ye. And again, allow me tae apologize for no’ being honest with ye until now. But I heard from Duncan. He is alive and well, and so is Ryanne.”

      That last was nearly drowned out by the whoops and hollers and howls of the pack. Marc stood from the bed, pulling Bronaugh with him, and swung her around as he hugged her close. Brock bent forward with his hands on his knees as Heather pounded him on the back with enthusiasm. When he straightened, they both grinned at each other until their faces looked about to crack.

      His heart full at their reactions, Cedric turned to Lucian and Keelin. The lass had a knowing smile on her face, and he knew she was not surprised at all. For he’d recently found out Ryanne and Keelin had long been friends, and this is why Ryanne had been sneaking around in the woods behind her house when Duncan first saw her.

      However, as far as Prince Nada was concerned, no one knew of Duncan and Ryanne’s whereabouts or even if they still lived. Upon Cedric’s orders, every wolf for miles around had been brought in to help find them. Search parties had been patrolling for weeks, combing every inch of the mountains within a hundred mile radius. It was a waste of resources, but necessary if they wanted to convince the Fae prince that he and his pack were oblivious to his secrets.

      And to keep up with the charade, all contact between Duncan and the pack had been cut off so there wasn’t any chance of their communication being intercepted.

      “When did ye hear from him?” Lucian asked.

      “Aboot a week ago.” Turning to Lucian, he didn’t expect the amount of enthusiasm the others were showing. Lucian and Duncan had always been at odds, with the older wolf being the bane of Lucian’s existence, having a habit of teasing the younger wolf until he was right ready to rip him limb from limb.

      Of course, it was for Lucian’s own good. It had taught him to control his beast enough that it was relatively safe to have him around.

      So, it was a shock to the alpha to find tears in the lad’s stormy gray eyes. “Tis okay, Lucian. Truly. Duncan is alive and well and safe. As is Ryanne.”

      Lucian crossed his muscular arms over his wide chest. “Why are ye only telling us this now? It’s been months, Cedric. Months that ye let us go on fearin’ the worst.”

      “Lucian…” Keelin rubbed his back again. And aye, Cedric could see the muscles shifting beneath the thin cotton of his T-shirt from where he stood.

      “Do NO’ try tae stand up for him, Keelin,” Lucian growled at her.

      Cedric held up his hand, stopping whatever she’d been about to say. “Dinna say it, Keelin. Lucian is right. I should no’ have lied tae him. Should no’ have lied tae all of ye,” he said to the group at large. “But I did no’ have a choice.”

      “Ye had a choice,” Lucian gritted out.

      “No’ if I did no’ want the Faerie prince pullin’ the truth out o’ yer heads like he did tae Duncan. Aye.” He nodded at the shocked expressions surrounding him. “That’s what he did. Pulled Ryanne’s existence right from his head without a word spoken between them. I saw it with me own eyes.”

      The lasses exchanged a few looks between them,  but Cedric noticed they didn’t share in the surprise of their mates.

      “Why didn’t you tell us he could do that?” Brock asked Heather.

      She shrugged. “I’d heard rumors, but I wasn’t positive they were true. You know how things get built up.”

      “It’s no’ the lass’s fault,” Cedric told them. “How are they tae ken what the daft prince is going tae do?”

      “So, where is Duncan? And Ryanne?” Marc asked.

      Cedric weighed the pros and cons of telling them. When he and Brock had first brought them home, the two of them had stayed right here in this very cabin until Cedric could set up a new place away from the pack where they’d be safe, unbeknownst to the rest of the pack for their own safety. When he had a place, he’d spirited them away in the dead of the night. It was not the pack’s way to keep secrets from each other, but it was the only way he knew to keep them all out of the prince’s hands.

      Prince Nada didn’t know Cedric and Brock had saved Ryanne. And he also wasn’t aware that Ryanne had then gone back to the caves and saved Duncan. As far as Cedric could tell from the conversations they’d had, the prince thought his daughter was dead and Duncan had either joined her or was in no state of mind to free himself from the land of his nightmares.

      The Faerie prince was a wily one, and Cedric would not take any chances with Duncan’s life. Or Ryanne’s. He didn’t want to give the prince any reason to suspect they weren’t telling him the truth when the pack said they didn’t know where they were. He didn’t want him pulling anything else from anyone’s head. He needed the pack and the surrounding wolves to believe Duncan and his Fae lass were gone, and to react accordingly, both physically and emotionally.

      As he’d predicted, the prince had come around often at first, playing his games, asking a lot of questions about Duncan’s whereabouts, and if any of them had seen Ryanne or Thomas’s wolves, who’d also gone missing.

      Once or twice, the prince had focused a little too hard on Cedric’s responses, and he’d felt his royal pain in the arse probing around in his head like a worm. However, Cedric wasn’t the alpha for no reason, and he’d been prepared. The prince could poke around in there all he wanted, he would find nothing but the latest binge-worthy series on Netflix or an honest concern for his missing wolf and his mate, because even though he’d arranged their disappearance, even he didn’t know where they were or what was happening with them.

      He and the others did their part, unknowingly as it was, and exuded genuine fear and grief. And after a few weeks, the prince’s visits tapered off. He was no longer interested in what the rest of the pack was doing, and didn’t waste his time questioning Cedric on whether or not any progress had been made in their search.

      However, Cedric was no fool. He was quite sure the prince still watched the wolf’s activities. And to that effect, he kept up the daily and nightly patrols and check-ins. And that seemed to keep him satisfied.

      But, aye. After waiting one more week to be certain, it was time to fill in the others. “Duncan and Ryanne are in a safe house, borrowed from one o’ the other packs. They’re laying low for now.”

      “What pack?” Brock asked.

      “Oregon,” Cedric told them. “I can no’ tell ye any more than that. Because tae be honest, I dinna even ken exactly where they are. Only Mack, the alpha in those parts, can tell ye that. And he’s been sworn tae secrecy.” He looked at each face in turn. “‘Twas the only way tae keep him safe, ye ken that?”

      “Aye,” Marc answered. “I do. And so does everyone else, even if they will no’ admit tae it.” Looking straight at Lucian, he lifted both eyebrows.

      “I ken,” Lucian growled. “Even if I do no’ agree.”

      His temper rose, white-hot and unexpected, and Cedric whirled on him. “What else would ye have had me do,” he bit out. “‘Twas the only way I could think o’ tae keep the prince from sniffing around here.”

      “Maybe no’ lying tae us would have been a good start,” Lucian growled.

      “Let it go, Lucian. This isn't getting us anywhere,” Bronaugh said.

      Lucian’s upper lip lifted off as he flashed his canines at her. He took a step toward her, but Keelin pulled him back.

      With a roll of her eyes, Bronaugh looked at Cedric. “So, what do we do from here?”

      Linking his hands behind his back, Cedric paced back and forth across the floor, rolling his shoulders and stretching his neck as he got his temper under control. He was letting Lucian get to him when he needed to keep a cool head. “The prince came tae me with an idea before all o’ this happened, and the more I think on it, the more I’m starting tae agree with him.” He stopped pacing and faced the others. “We need tae keep Duana under control, especially with what we all ken now aboot her and the prince.”

      “What idea is that?” Brock asked. Though his words were calm, Cedric didn’t miss the way he tightened his grip on Heather. And he didn’t blame the lad. Anything to do with the Faerie prince made him nervous.

      Cedric took a deep breath. “He wants me tae mate Duana.”

      “Are ye mad, Cedric?”

      “Ye can no’!”

      “Are you crazy?”

      Bronaugh’s eyes flashed with bright pinks and greens and yellows.

      “Haud yer wheesht!” Cedric cut them off. “Just calm the fook down. I'm no’ going tae do it for real. I’m only going tae tell the prince I am.” He waited until he had everyone’s attention again. “I’ve given it lots o’ thought. Tis the only way tae find out what she’s up tae. Because we all know it canna be anything good.” He held up a finger for each point. “One. We need tae find out why she was snooping around Keelin's house. Two…”

      “That's easy,” Lucian said. “We ken now she’s the prince’s daughter. But, unlike Ryanne, she’s as daft as he is. And now that we ken what his true plan is—tae release the Dark Fae and kill off the rest o’ us—it’s easy tae see. She wanted tae get rid of Keelin so she couldn’t tighten the lock on the portal, because it’s the same thing she’s been blatherin’ on aboot.”

      Keelin, who had been quiet up till now, stepped forward. “I don't think that's it. Or, at least, not all of it. And I don't like this idea Cedric. You need to stay away from her. Duana is more dangerous than you know.”

      “Och, no.” He smiled to soften his abrupt dismissal of her concern. “I appreciate the concern, lass. But it's the only way tae get tae her.” His chest swelled when he thought about the intriguing musk that hovered around the princess whenever she was around him. “She’s sweet on me, and I'm no’ saying that tae be boastful. I can tell by the colors in her eyes whenever she's near me.” He would’ve mentioned the scent that came from the lass also, but didn’t want to discuss such sensitive matters in front of the females.

      “Are ye sure it's no’ because she's angry?” Marc raised one eyebrow. “Because I get that a lot.” He grinned as Bronaugh shoved him.

      Cedric had to admit he had a point. “Aye, sometimes she is,” he conceded. “But no’ all the time. The other times, ye see, I ken it's because she's attracted tae me.” He tapped the side of his nose discretely.

      The wolves nodded in understanding.

      “Do you really think you have a chance to get close to her without her getting suspicious?” Bronaugh asked.

      “I think I do,” he said in all seriousness, as visions of Duana’s soft curves bared to his hungry gaze swam through his head. “Aye, I think I do.”
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      In downtown Seattle, not far from SeaTac airport, Cedric walked up to the door of the prince’s house and raised his fist to knock. He pulled his hand back before his knuckles could touch the wood.

      Voices came from within, raised in anger. No, it was only one voice in particular he recognized, and the anguish ringing within it caused his heart to pound and his wolf to surge beneath his skin.

      “You’re crazy. Do you know that?” Duana yelled. “How can you ask that of me?”

      Someone—the daft prince, he would assume—mumbled something Cedric couldn't quite catch due to the ridiculously loud exhaust of a passing truck. He leaned in as it passed, hoping the person would say more, and this time he recognized the silvery tones. It was the Faerie prince she was yelling at, for sure.

      He waited another minute to see if he could catch anything else, but when nothing more was said he knocked firmly, three times.

      The door swung open wide, and Prince Nada stood just on the other side. Cedric hadn’t even heard footsteps approach, and the tiny hairs on the back of his neck stood straight up at his sudden appearance.

      Dressed in his typical ensemble all the way down to his silver-tipped boots, his black suit was wrinkle-free as though he never sat down, his long silver hair was immaculately combed, and his silver-tipped cane was in his free hand.

      Apparently dressing down was not something he did at home.

      “You're right on time!” the prince exclaimed with a grin on his face so wide you would think they were long lost friends and hadn’t just seen each other a few weeks before.

      “I dinna ken ye were expecting me,” Cedric answered. He even managed to hide the sarcasm from his tone. Sort of.

      “Oh, but I knew you were coming. I felt it in my bones. Come in! Come in!” Stepping out of the way, Prince Nada swung out the arm holding the cane, nearly knocking a vase off its table in his exuberance to welcome his guest.

      Cautiously, Cedric stepped over the threshold, ducking his head so as not to hit the top of the doorframe. Inside, he felt the need to do the same, the small rooms and seven foot ceilings closing in on him.

      The prince’s house looked the same as it had the last time he was there. Sparsely furnished with little furniture, other than a couple of chairs in the main living room, it was dark and gloomy even as the sun was going down, for there were few windows, the panes covered in cheap blinds and thick curtains.

      Apparently, all of the glamour was saved for the back bedroom that housed his and Duana’s thrones.

      Over the prince’s shoulder, Cedric saw one small improvement. He’d finally gotten a small, white kitchen table and chairs. Whereas before there had only been barstools along the counter.

      But the appearance of the table barely broke through his consciousness, for Duana stood in the doorway to the kitchen.

      At the sight of her, his heart, which had only just calmed its rapid pounding, skipped a few beats before picking up its pace. Unlike the prince, she was dressed more comfortably in tight, black knit pants and a short-sleeve, mossy-green pullover shirt. Fluffy slippers were on her feet, and her long dark hair was piled on top of her head, showing off her elegant neck.

      She had stilled when she’d seen him standing there, just inside the front door. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

      The prince waved one hand in her direction, as though to shoo her away. “He's not here to see you,” he said.

      At her father’s immediate dismissal, colors flashed in her eyes as they landed on the prince.

      “Och, but I am,” Cedric said. “I'm here tae see if Duana would like tae go tae dinner with me.”

      The complete and utter silence following his statement was the loudest thing he'd ever heard, and Cedric shifted his weight uncomfortably.

      When he’d come up with the idea back at his apartment, after thinking of and discarding a hundred other scenarios, it had seemed like a grand idea at the time. Why not just ask her out as a way to announce his intentions? Not make a big deal about it. Prince Nada, himself, wanted him to do it.

      And perhaps Cedric was not as opposed to the idea as he let on.

      He was about to rescind his invitation, thinking maybe the prince had changed his mind, when the crazy loon smiled. “Of course, she would!” he told Cedric.

      “No, I wouldn’t,” the princess contradicted.

      Stepping around the prince and focusing his attention on her, Cedric asked, “But why no’? Aren’t ye hungry?”

      “I already ate,” she stated.

      “No, she didn’t,” the prince said. “She was just telling me a couple of minutes ago how starving she was.”

      “See?” Cedric gave her what he hoped was a convincing smile. “Ye should come tae dinner with me, Duana.”

      Her chin lifted just a fraction of an inch, yet somehow, she gave him the impression she was looking down at him from her smaller height. “Why would I want to do that?” she asked.

      “Because I'm hungry,” he said. “And I dinna want tae eat alone.”

      She gave him a strange look, and he couldn’t blame her. His words had held a strange honesty that rang painfully true, even to his own ears. He often ate on his own, despite the fact he was the alpha of a large group of wolves. For being alpha also put him outside of the pack in many ways, and Cedric found he was often alone, much more so than he would like to be. But he wouldn’t go begging to be invited. Och, no. For that would show weakness, and would only be inviting others to challenge his position.

      And besides, the wolves closest to him were all mated now. He would just be a…what was the saying…a third wheel.

      “You should go with him, Princess,” Prince Nada insisted gently.

      Och, now the daft prince was feeling sorry for him, too? With all eyes on him, Cedric smoothed back his hair and checked the band holding his low ponytail.

      “No, I should not,” Duana responded.

      The prince’s smile slipped from his face as he turned to study his daughter. “Oh, but I insist,” he told her in no uncertain terms.

      Her expression hardened, her wee features tightening until it appeared to be made of stone as she stared back.

      Cedric waited, wondering what her decision would be. He knew the prince didn’t intimidate her. At least not as much as he should. It was one of the things he liked about her. Of course, now that he knew who the prince truly was to her, he understood why.

      “Fine,” she said after a long pause. “I'll go. But only to get the hell away from you.” With that she stomped down the hall to her bedroom, or what he assumed was her bedroom.

      “Excellent!” The prince clapped his hands together, the exaggerated smile Cedric knew better than to trust returning to his face.

      He turned that smile to Cedric. It gave him the creeps, but he managed to return a bit of the prince’s happiness to him.

      “I knew she would come to her senses. It’s that an olc blood in her, you know.”

      Once he heard her door shut, Cedric looked down at the prince. His royal pain in the arse was quite tall, but still shorter than Cedric’s six foot seven inches. “I decided tae take ye up on yer deal,” he told him. “I will court the princess, and try tae get her mind off o’ saving the ones who can no’ be saved.” He was very careful not to say the word “mate”. “And by doing so, perhaps we can keep her out of our hair, and maybe I can even change her mind over time.”

      “Yes,” the prince agreed. “You can distract her with sex.”

      Cedric nearly choked on his own spittle. The thought had crossed his mind one or five hundred times, aye, but it wasn’t something he would say aloud. Especially not to this one, who already knew too much as it was. “I will do my best to keep her distracted,” he said.

      He was saved from hearing anymore when Duana came back into the room. Her hair was still on top of her head, and she hadn't changed her clothes at all, other than to put on a pair of slip-on sneakers.

      “Is that what you're wearing?” the prince asked her. The disapproval in his voice was impossible to miss.

      A sudden rush of anger filled Cedric, but before he could come to her defense, Duana’s chin rose. “Yes,” she told him shortly, the look in her eyes daring him to say anything else about it.

      “It’s fine,” Cedric said. “We’re no’ going anywhere fancy.”

      “See?” she told the prince. Turning on her heel, she went over to a closet he hadn’t noticed before and pulled out a light jacket. As she passed Cedric on her way out of the house, she didn’t even give him so much as a glance.

      With a nod to the prince, he followed her out of the little house.

      Outside, she stopped. “Where's your car,” she said. It was not spoken as a question, more as an accusation.

      “It's in the shop,” he told her as he ran an appreciative eye over his new 2020 Midnight Blue Harley Davidson Fat Boy 114 motorcycle. “Getting some work done. So, we'll have tae take this.”

      “So you can risk my life,” she said with no emotion.

      “There's no risk involved, lass. It would take more than a little motorcycle accident tae kill ye.” He saw her head tilt to the side as she took in the V-Twin engine and Lakester disc wheels. “Am I wrong?”

      She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye.  “You're not wrong,” she said. “But that doesn't mean I want to be scraped along the road like cheese on a grater. I just bought these pants.”

      “Dinna fash yerself,” he told her. “I will no’ let that happen. I even have an extra helmet.” Unzipping a leather saddlebag, he pulled out a black helmet.

      “I’m so glad I didn't waste time doing my hair,” she said, taking the helmet from him. “What about you?”

      He narrowed his eyes in amusement at the sarcasm dripped from her voice. “Me?”

      “Where’s your helmet?”

      “I dinna need one,” he informed her.

      “Correct me if I’m wrong,” she told him. “But isn’t it a law that you have to wear a helmet in this state?”

      “Och.” He waved a hand in the air, dismissing silly things such as rules and laws. Although it was true. “For humans.”

      “By the way, in case I wasn’t completely clear. I’m only doing this to get away from that one.” She pointed a thumb over her shoulder toward the house they’d just left. “He's driving me completely insane.”

      “I can see how it would be easy for that tae happen.”

      “This does not mean we're friends,” she told him.

      “O’ course not,” Cedric responded with all seriousness. “It would take more than a cheap meal tae make friend o’ you, I ken.”

      Colors flared within her eyes as she glanced at him, only briefly, as she tried to decide if he was making fun of her. Then, with a sigh reeking of resignation, she stuck the helmet on her head. “Well, let's go, wolf,” she told him. “I am actually hungry. And my temperament does not get any better if you make me wait.”

      Checking his ponytail again, even though he’d already done so when he’d arrived, Cedric threw one leg over the monster bike and pushed the starter. Putting up the kickstand, he easily held the weight of the bike steady as Duana climbed onto the back, her soft curves settling in behind him like she belonged there. A low growl vibrated deep within his chest, and he hoped she wouldn't be able to hear it over the roar of the engine.

      Her arms came around his waist and she linked her fingers low on his stomach, right about at belt level.

      Cedric took a shuddering breath, put the bike into gear, and pulled away from driveway.

      The twenty minutes it took to get to the restaurant were the longest twenty minutes he’d ever experienced in his life. And when he finally pulled into a parking slot, he released a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding, because he didn't think he could stand her wrapped around him another minute.

      Every time he’d hit the slightest bump in the road her arms had tightened around his waist, her breasts rubbing along his back as the insides of her soft thighs hugged his hips tighter.

      The bike had seemed a great idea when he’d thought of it, but now…

      Well, now, he wasn’t so sure he’d make it through the night without suffering from a serious case of blue balls.
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