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…her lips, pressed into Emory’s teeth. Her hair, 
torn from its neat plait by his desperate hand. Her 
breast, when he shifted his weight up and slipped 
his hand down from her head to her chest… His 
hand squeezed her flesh as if he would try to make 
something from it, and the calluses of his palm 
rubbed across her nipple, causing it to harden, rubbed across her nipple, causing it to harden, 
which Ama noticed as if watching from some 
distance rather than from within the very skin he 
handled. 
…and running his hand first across the downy nest 
of hair between her legs and then pushing his 
fingers inside of her, opening her in a way she had 
not know she could be opened... …Emory’s hand not know she could be opened... …Emory’s hand 
froze, fingers knuckle-deep in Ama, and then, 
slowly, he withdrew it, leaving her bruised and 
undone.                            

- page 107

“...he managed to twist free the buttons of his 
trousers, and then he guided Ama’s fingers to 
the shaft of him. A noise like a hiss escaped 
from Emory as he used his hand to wrap 
Ama’s fingers around his yard. It was hot and 
hard, with a dew wet drip at its tip.Emory 
moved Ama’s hands within his grip, up and moved Ama’s hands within his grip, up and 
down, up and down,slowly at first and then 
faster, until, with a grunt and a groan and a 
spasmso tight that the knuckles of Ama’s 
fingers cracked, a jet of warmth spilled out 
of him and trickled down Ama’s hands, still 
encased in Emory’s. When Emory’s breath had 
quieted, he cleared his throat a nd released quieted, he cleared his throat a nd released 
Ama’s hands, which were still wrapped around 
the king’s yard, now softening and shrinking. 
Her fingers were coated with the sticky mess 
of him.”

- page 284


