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Indulgence
Welcome to my indulgence.
I am someone who finds it easy to write tainted happiness and dark romance but struggles to write uncomplicatedly positive things because of trauma that tells me I cannot trust it. This is my attempt to counteract that.
I have chosen to not use content warnings on this story beyond what is implied by the collections it is in. However, there are no needles, no violence, and nothing recognizable as normative human sexuality in this oneshot.
Trust the chef, and enjoy the fluff.


The sound of chiptune music floats through the high wood rafters of my boyfriend's loft bedroom, bouncing off the A-frame, rousing me from slumber. His voice cuts through the sound, produced by tiny vibrations of the bed of his leaves I sleep in every night. "Five more minutes, Daddy," I grumble, burrowing a little deeper into his foliage.
"You said that half an hour ago."
"Yeah, but I'm still cozy. There's still three more alarms before I get up for real."
"Come on, little berry. Do you remember what day it is?"
I crack open one eye to peer out the window at the wall of white visible through the frosted glass, not that I ever pay attention to the weather schedule. The light filtering through has a slightly bluish tinge from the snow.
"Uh. Monday?"
Daddy chuckles. "Thursday, but not what I meant. Something special. It's okay if you forgot, though."
I grab a big handful of vines, curl around them shift a big leaf over my face, and close my eyes again. "It's sleepy day. Look, it's cold outside and everything."
"It's always cold, sweetie, it's winter. Come on. Let's get your coffee."
He gathers himself up, taking me with him since he's my bed, and I make soft little fussy noises as he wipes his residue off my body. My Affini likes to cover me in strands of sticky sap at night, which holds me in place and sometimes fully hardens so I can't even move. When he mixes in his venom it seeps right into my skin and I squirm myself to sleep like a high little bug trapped in a web.
Once I'm cleaned off, Daddy puts on my day padding midair as he lowers down from the loft from a bunch of vine anchors on the walls. There's a me-size ladder too, but it's been so long since I actually used it I don't even remember the texture of the wood is like on my feet and hands anymore. 
I take a long, lazy stretch in his vines, still not opening my eyes. He uses a few of his hands to help position me just right and bend me like his little stim toy, which I am. My back makes little pops and then I droop like a wilted leaf, draped out over his hands. "You woke me too early, and then you broke me in half. I'm dead now."
"Oh, shoot. The xenosophont wellness services aren't gonna be too happy about that."
"Yup. You're gonna be in big trouble. Unless you did something to bring me back to life, like making me the macchiato with the foam now. And caramel."
He laughs as he carries me in a little vine hammock into the kitchen space under the loft, a comb of soft thorns brushing through the fur on my tail. "Okay, baby. If that's what it takes."
Some affini have sculpted forms, walking statues of wood or wound vines. Daddy is like, a fuzzy bush with six spindly legs, and a bunch of hidden hands and other tools he keeps inside his foliage when he's not using them. I've never seen him try to make human body parts other than as a joke, and honestly I like that. He's got a lot of eyes in there too, but how many peek out at a time is always different. His leaves are soft, with just the slightest fuzz on the underside I like to run against my lips.
A few of those hands go to work at the espresso machine, perfectly foaming the fatty sweet milk from the farms on the next hab ring floor up. Hot coffee is poured through the bubbles, and then he does a heart pattern with caramel syrup on top. Daddy sets me down on the chair in front of the fishtank with my mug, and starts the fireplace so I'm warm while he makes breakfast. 
I lean in close to the glass and Spots comes to greet me immediately, bumping her scaly little snoot right against my nose, and wiggles her little whiskers at me. Goldie is shy as always, hiding down in the little castle again so all I can see is one fin sticking out. It looks like Archduke Shellington is slowly creeping up the wall of the tank near the back, poking around with his little eyestalks. 
As I sip the foam off my coffee, the pink six-petalled flowerbud on the side of my head that matches Daddy's slowly opens, and the warmth of the fireplace tickles the exposed sensitive phytoflesh a little. I shiver as it finishes unfurling and sucks up a bit of pollen dust in the air, and a buzz settles over me. He apparently wants me high, sweet and docile this morning, just… the awake kind. 
A light trance settles over me, and my feet swing side to side under me as the fish swim around, slipping deep into relaxation just from the sound of the fire and Daddy's silent song of love washing over me. Herman finally makes his appearance as I take my final sip, skittering out from around near the bubble plant and digging around in the pebbles with his little claws. 
A vine wipes a line of drool off my chin, and he idly coils around me again. Daddy's always touching me, especially my feet and butt muscle and chest and tail, everywhere that makes me squirm the most. He can't keep his vines off me. He loves me too much. 
Oh, right, breakfast. It's a perfectly toasted bagel with sesame seeds and sweet cream cheese, and he always feeds it to me just right so that none of the cream cheese gets squeezed out. I open up my tablet to the factory game to keep my fingers busy and flop sideways against him like the a big leafy chair of a boyfriend Daddy is.
Probably not that long after taking the last of the bites of my breakfast, a vine taps me on the shoulder. "How's your game going, Beryl?"
As the interruption startles me out of the gaming zone, I realize I kinda gotta pee. I could just get up from my console and go to the bathroom. But whatever, I'm wearing padding for a reason. I'll show Daddy what I'm doing and then get up after.
"Okay, so if you look here, see, I have all my squares coming in and they get stacked with the circles… And then I got a blueprint with this whole module in it… I still need to make a few thousand of the little diamond checkerboards. Daddy look, look!" I tug on his vine to make sure he's really looking. 
"I can see, babydoll." He forms a temporary head and points it downward so I knew he was watching for sure. "Why do you have it set up like that by the inputs?"
"It's like that cuz… since some of the machines are two levels tall, it's actually sometimes better if you split the import lanes into two stacks of six instead of three stacks of four. You can fit like, a whole compressed space belt stacker line in just a three by three like that."
One of his hands drifts down and starts to stroke through my hair. "Aw, that's adorable. I haven't gotten that far in this game yet, you're way ahead of me."
I lean happily into his touch. The pride in his biorhythm makes me swoon a little. I love having a boyfriend who always plays the games I take an interest in. A happy little sigh comes out of me as I finish the module to mix green and red paint into yellow and do a big stretch of victory. 
Oh, yeah, I had to pee, didn't I. Guess I forgot. The warmth settles between my legs and I just kinda enjoy the heat as I keep playing my shape factory game. Daddy will remember to change me before we go out today. Today is some… special day, Daddy said. I already kinda forgot what, That's his job to remember stuff.
I'm gonna be so cooked once Daddy actually takes me as a floret. But really, it's actually pretty independent of me that I'm still this much of myself after all this. You can't be total implant bait once you're claimed, so if you think about it being utterly fried on my boyfriend's biorhythms is the most independent thing it's possible to do.
Ok, I'm technically already implanted for my health, but like, that's like legally getting married for the tax benefits. That doesn't count.
Well like, I am also legally his floret. Obviously. But that doesn't count either.
Daddy pauses from fidgeting with my collar. "What's got you giggling, babydoll?"
"You wouldn't get the joke, Daddy."





Snowflakes come down in little drifts outside the window as we get ready to go out for date night or whatever it was. He always loves to bundle me up tight in multiple layers, probably cuz he's like, a spider or whatever. Daddy and I live on deck five, ring four. Higher gravity than most of the terran habitats, since it's further from the axis or whatever. Of the six zones, this is the one that's got a cold climate, and we live here cuz I like snow so much.
We set out into the cold, all wrapped tight in a big puffy one-piece jacket and hood, though it has a gap for my tail to wag out of. He walks beside me as I waddle around through a foot of snow and he's, well. A giant bush with funny bug legs. So he's naked like always.
"Daddy, why do you not need a jacket?"
"Because I'm an affini."
I stick my tongue out at him. "That doesn't mean anything. You got so many little leaves. Your mass to surface ratio is like, a million billion times mine."
He laughs. "That's an awfully big concept for such a little girl like you."
"Yeah, but like, you know I'm right though." I wasn't always so little when Daddy and I started dating, and he'd let me keep most of the specialist knowledge once I promised to only use it for fun.
"Well, clever one, you're right. My body has active internal heating crystals since we live on the snow floor, and the energy for that comes from the Occantalis's wireless power field."
"Ha, I knew it!" Figures Daddy would do something to stay naked outside, considering how much he likes me wearing just my collar and nothing else around the house. 
"I love that even after all these years we still have things to learn about each other," Daddy says happily.
"Yeah. I'm full of surprises. I bet I can surprise you right now."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah!" Just when he least expects it, I take off ahead, moving as fast as I can towards the evergreens so Daddy can chase me. The waterproof onesie makes a satisfying little zippy feeling as the creases rub against each other.
I make it a few steps before my Affini grabs me, and then keeps galloping in the direction I had ran as I laugh. "Trying to escape, huh? My floret is a feralist after all! Guess I'll have to use my nefarious xeno machinations to make you submit to my rule."
I manage to wriggle free of his loose grip and fall into a snowpile. He reaches in and grabs me with a few hands on my legs and arms and I struggle a little. I know I'm not getting away, but we both like how pathetic and weak I am so I do it anyways. My back is pushed against the nearest tree and he engulfs me in darkness. "You can't stop me. I'm a full grown adult! The spirit of Mars will never rise from the ashes of the Accord!"
The brazenness of my challenge makes him laugh so hard he forgets to keep pretending. The rustling of his leaves has that muffled sound everything does in the snow. "Babydoll, you literally begged to be my pet."
"Nah, that's fake. Just cuz I had a moment of weakness doesn't mean I'm not my own person. I'm barely even your floret, if you think about it."
"You don't even remember my name, little berry."
"Yeah, you're Daddy, duh."
"That's not my name."
I definitely knew I had seen the name Vesca on some of his paperwork, but was that him? I couldn't remember.
"Yeah, so? Lots of girls call their boyfriends Daddy."
His eyes start glowing and flickering in that way that feels like having your brain grabbed by the chin. My head feels all fluffy and full of cotton, and then the smell of chocolate and spice starts me drooling. He always cheats when we playfight. He makes himself smell like candy that makes me drool, he hypnotizes me and…
"Who's in charge, Beryl." It's not even phrased like a question. It's a prompt with a correct answer, and my well-trained mind folds immediately.
"You are, Daddy." 
"Good girl. Gotta help you remember, silly little thing."
I expect him to let me go but he doesn't. Instead I hear the terrifying sound of those feathery pollinator things he tickles me with sliding out, and my eyes go wide with panic. "Daddy, come on, I was just playing."
The little chuckle makes me burn with humiliation before he's even finished snaking vines into my jacket. Turns out you don't actually need a mouth visible to have an evil grin when you have like, psychic powers or whatever. "Well, we might have to make sure that fighting spirit is nice and crushed beneath my roots so it doesn't ruin such a special day, hmm?"
He starts tickling. I'm too busy screaming and thrashing into the snow as the fibers ghost whispers along my underarms to answer him taunting me. His grip only gets tighter with every reflexive spasm, and I know for sure he's getting off on this. I never really fight full strength anymore unless he tickles me and he loves to remind me how easy I am to overpower even when I'm actually trying as hard as my body can.
By the time Daddy finally lets up, I'm panting, drooling, and definitely wet myself a little. The heat in my snow and the molten arousal in my bloodstream is the final word on the subject of my resistance. Daddy is in control. All I can do is decide if I wanna be sweet or rile him up, and its fun to be naughty sometimes.
You learn fast to have a strong personality, dating an affini. You kinda gotta, or else you end up lost, completely washed in the hypnosis and drugs and mind control and pleasures that make you wonder why anyone ever cared about human sex in the first place. And they'll let you do it and never think badly… It's a good thing they make a xenodrug to reset your drug tolerance. I get to do it all over again.
Daddy's tendril teases around the little bud on my temple, which is sealed up tight in the cold but… well, he's the one who put it there. I'm sure he could make me open for him. "You… you can't do that… right here out in the open!"
I know nothing makes him want to play those games like pretending like I don't want to. Daddy loves the struggle almost as much as he loves the catch. Sadly, he pulls the creeper back and straightens up, lifting me out of the snow crater he made and dusting me off of me before setting me back on the ground- this time with a leash running though my collar.
"You really have learned how to push my buttons. If today wasn't such a special day, maybe I'd have less patience. Come on, babydoll."
He gives the leash a little tug, and I follow after making a little huff that crystalizes on the wind. I have the meanest boyfriend ever.
"Why, what's so important we can't fool around at all."
"You'll see."
Not that I had any idea where we were going anyway, but I’m a bit surprised when he takes us down the path towards the elevator to the upper layers. I stumble in through the door, and he catches me in a hammock and starts to pull off my jacket and store it in his body.
"Oh. So that's why you had me wear a whole other outfit under."
He chuckles. "I'm sure you'll end up running around naked later."
"Yeah, probably."
The vertical part of the trip doesn't last long, and I mostly just let him play with my hands while we wait. When momentum inverts I get a big cuddly faceful of foliage, which he definitely planned on purpose. By the time I'm done smooching his core, we are already on the train, further adding to the mystery of where we are going.
As the landscape of the inside of the hab ring flies by, I look out the window and make a little guy from my hand who is riding a hoverboard and doing tricks off the trees and stuff. 





I spaced out and just ended up snuggling up into my boyfreind's leaves before we reached wherever we were going, so I have no idea what to expect as we walk up the staircase from the subway station. My eyes catch on the pattern of seaglass tiles on the hall, jumping around like a little chess knight between squares until we emerge into the sunlight of ring two's giant circular ocean.
Daddy takes me to a big building with a sloped orange roof made of two layers of curved tiles like little skateboard halfpipes facing opposite ways. There's a slightly musty smell of wood and saltwater as he leads me through an entryway, then finally a big door swings open and like, thirty affini and even more florets who all start cheering as soon as they see me. A big banner with sparkly letters shines overhead, declaring the purpose of what we are here for loud and clear.
"Happy Birthday Beryl!"
A lot of emotions grab me at once. It's just what I want, and yet, I'm totally overwhelmed by getting it. Daddy's hand catches me before I fall back, or panic and run away before my friends even get a chance to say hi. His voice whispers in my head, just for me.
"Come on, little berry. They all want to talk to you."
There's a cool rush as my implant gives me a little anti-anxiety, and I'm very grateful for that. I stagger over to Sylvia and Hazel, and listen in as they talk. I go mute in large groups, at least at first, so the flower on my head is fully closed up, and they all know that means I can't talk yet. But as things circulate, I start to be able to answer little questions, especially as they start talking about the shows I like. Everyone is so sweet and polite and even if there isn't enough of me to go around nobody minds that I can only give so little at once. 
Another joins us, and I keep listening in, adding a sentence or two when I can. I used to be very artificially outgoing, always trying to be so loud that nobody could tell how scared I really was by everyone. Daddy took that away, because not only did it make a lot of people hate me for no reason before the Compact came, but it wasn't good for me either.
There's a game starting in a big soft pit in the middle of the room now, with giant bouncy cubes and slow moving beach balls. There's no rules to the game, but everyone wants to play. Each affini uses a funny little paintbrush thing to cover their pets in colorful dust, and the second game we are playing is to get as colorful as we can. As Daddy predicted, I decide that this will be way more fun without clothing, and giggle as he rubs the feathery grassy part into the folds on my belly and under my boobs. I squeal and squirm as they go into my armpits and behind my ears, and then I'm ready. 
As soon as I'm tossed into the pit I immediately scream with laughter and tackle my nearest friend, grabbing her by the wings and wrestling around in the foam cubes until we end up making out and flopping around like that one time Goldie managed to get out of the tank for a few seconds. The pile only gets bigger, more hands and cute tummies and smears of pollen and giggles and kissing.
Some time later, the game ends when everyone is too tired to do anything but lay around. My flower is finally open fully, and I'm babbling happily about my shape game and my plans to optimize a full 48 lane compressor module. Eventually all the info has been dumped out of me, and I just listen as Remy talks about dinosaurs.
A few of my friends who aren't quite so little are hanging back outside the game pit, mostly just having drinks and chatting, so I sorta swim over and start chucking foam cubes at them. Within moments, everyone joins in, and the great cube fight of my birthday party commences.





It's been a few hours, and following the games and battles, everyone is a little high and silly. The entire room is so covered in a thin layer of rainbow dust that every step makes a little cloud. I stumble around towards the food table, looking for more booze to put in my sippy cup, when Daddy suddenly ambushes me.
"Got you!"
I shriek with laughter as my Affini snatches me. "Hey! No kidnapping!"
"I can kidnap my little pet if I want. Nobody's gonna stop me, after all."
He presses me against the wall firmly, curling graspers over my bare skin that stick like glue. His eyes swirl, inescapable patterns that fill me with love. A golden speckled fluid oozes out of my flower, running down my cheek as the passage inside responds to him. I know what Daddy wants, I know how to tell when my own boyfriend is worked up. All that running around and playing with the other little sprouts after their owners dusted them… 
The strands of sap harden on contact with a breath of spices from his core, some chemical reaction I might have known the name of once. The only free part of me is my tail, rapidly thumping against the wall so I can get the wiggles out but not trash away. 
A tendril uncurls from the beak he keeps it in like a giant tongue, dripping a thin pink lubricant, thinner than a crayon. It smells like strawberries and love and submission. I whine as he pinches a petal between two fingers, and my flower tenses shut in anticipation of the overwhelming sensation I'm about to experience. I take a panicked glance at my friends, who have mostly stopped to watch the show.
"But everyone can see!"
"I know, that's the best part. Open up, birthday girl."
It's automatic, I turn my head to the right and present myself to him. My flower canal is all buzzy now, a pooling heat that desperately needs him inside. I'm a good girlfriend, I might play bratty sometimes but the addicting feeling of him drinking my nectar keeps me behaved. "Please, Daddy…" 
I get so pent up if he denies me, and if he lets the affini pollen sit long enough to ferment… well, what happens then is hard to remember, but my irises ended up stained gold for a reason. 
I whimper a little as he slides in. It's so tight, and then spreads out into a network that connects to my implant and everything my left eye sees becomes rainbows. My petals open and close helplessly around the invasion, but they're only really squeezing around him.
"My sweet little indulgence."
The first drip of his love hits my brain and every muscle contracts at once. The rest is a flood that wipes me clean, extending deep into my very soul.
Daddy ties a blindfold over my face and I see great shapes, spires crashing into waves, lava mountains that toast marshmallows on the branches. Choirs of light and thunders of fabrics engulf me, and I have the strangest feeling of being a liquid.
There's a shift in momentum and I go floppy, and something is drizzled in a lazy coat over my body before he lays me flat on a soft surface. The buzzy tingling and scent of citrus. Somewhere far away, I hear the voices of my friends screaming about candy, and then they descend on me again, licking and sucking off the tingly syrup from all over my skin.
Daddy's vines coil like cuffs around my wrists and ankles and hold me flat so I can't escape being the center of attention. The ones who aren't licking the drugged sap off my body are chanting my name, and each bolt of stimulation arcs through my chest like lightning. I'm melting into abstraction as a dozen tongues tickle me, fusing into roots as they all begin to hump and moan and drool and howl. Nerves twist into fractals, knots twist in endless dances of flower petals drifting across vast oceans and the resonance of love in my lungs guides me safely though.





Some time later, things have wound down significantly, daddy cleaned the various forms of goop off me, and I have clothes on again. Most of us have spilled out onto a patio that overlooks the beach so we could watch the sunset. Daddy compiled me a guitar at some point, so I'm strumming away casually, grateful that he got special mods in my hands so nothing he ever did took the coordination to play music away. A few of my friends are clustered around game consoles, and I'm watching as they take turns on some old platformer.
"Look, see? Right there. Zoom in! The whole level is in a valley and it has two little guys standing up there!"
"Woah. I wonder if we can get there? What if there's actually a whole secret level they made…"
They happily pass the controller back and forth, trying to reach the mystery location, to no success. Somewhere in the back of my head, I know that it's just the skybox, and it'll always be the same distance away, but I silence it and try to just enjoy the fun. It's the self awareness that always happens a bit when I'm little around others for long enough. It's okay. It's not like I'm literally a child or anything.
But then, everything goes dark all a sudden. Sky included, night falling in an instant just for me. And then I see Daddy, carrying in a gigantic cake, lit in orange by dozens of tiny candles flickered atop the frosting,
"Oh," I say. "You got candles."
"It's an old terran tradition," Daddy tells everyone. "I just found out about it this year, though."
Yeah… It was. So long ago I'd forgotten it. When I was little the first time, all those decades ago. Money got too tight, and I was… never the priority after the divorce, and I was the oldest and obviously I'd taken it the best to be the one they saved expenses on compared to my younger brothers. But for a while, I'd had a cake every year. The same cake. Chocolate and whipped cream with a strawberry.
Before I was taught the world wasn't so magical as it had once seemed. 
He sets the cake down, and I still don't know what to say. It's so many. 
I don't think I ever saw my family need to use more than ten birthday candles at once. 
But now I got like… three times that many little flames lighting up a room full of people who love me. Probably lighting the tears on my face too. I don't even feel like counting that many candles, so I tug on Daddy's vine.
"How old am I again?"
"Hmmm. That's thirty six candles, how many years your body is."
I giggle nervously. "That seems like a few too many. Take a couple off."
Everyone chuckles at the joke. But then Daddy does just that, grabbing a whole bunch. 
"How's twenty seven?"
I smile, but kinda wince. That was a year before I met Daddy. I was a very different person then. "Nah, still too many. But let's just…" I feel a pang of guilt that I'm making everyone wait on me. "We can just cut the cake now, I think…"
Daddy listens to the first part but ignores the second. "Perhaps… twenty six, twenty five, twenty four…" Five more candles are taken off, one by one. "...twenty three, twenty two."
Twenty two. Twenty two was… the year I told myself I didn't care about birthdays anymore. The year I'd pulled so many things out of my heart, told myself it was stupid to expect otherwise. "I don't think I'm twenty two," I mumble.
He pauses for a moment and skips right over every year between twenty one and sixteen. We both know why. We don't need to talk about it.
"Fifteen… fourteen… thirteen?"
That's when they started arguing about money. I was big enough they stopped trying to hide we were poor, and that was when I realized we weren't gonna be like the families on TV anymore. When I'd started to be online in places someone that age wasn't supposed to be and trusted adults I shouldn't have.
I shake my head one more time before I can stop myself.
"Twelve, eleven, tennnnn…" His claws pause over another candle. "That's single digits if I do any more. Do I keep going?"
I'm feeling so self conscious I look down at my fidgeting fingers in shame.
"Daddy, I don't need to go that-" A hand, gentle but firm, tilts my head back up, and then at Daddy. His swirling eyes are right next to mine, and I'm staring into… the haze. He has them out in a hexagonal grid, and when my eyes uncross they're spaced just right so they still line up, tugging at that deeply conditioned invisible string that flows from my chest to him.
He plucks the candle, and I drop.
"Nine." 
Falling, into the emanating love, tumbling head over heels, backwards through decades. Silver hairs forgotten, old scars erased, old heartbreaks soothed. Time gone backwards, to before money, before stress, before I had to grow up too fast and had the joy stomped out of me. Before the chronic pain started.
"Eight."
Before we couldn't have parties for me anymore. Before my favorite video games became gambling machines. Before I knew my favorite authors would have hated me for being the way I was. Before I learned to compromise to survive. Before grandma's drug problem took her away.
"Seven."
Before the other kids had decided I was who they should beat up. Before my sensory meltdowns got me put in special education where people who weren't paid enough to care were in charge of those who needed the most help. Before they tried to cure my autism. Before I'd been taught to believe the people that called me broken. 
"Six."
Back when winter was new. When summer vacation was forever. When there were mysteries in the patterns of ice and fireflies on the beach. When I'd fallen asleep to the sound of the crickets, or stayed up late with a flashlight reading old science fiction books I stole from the shelf in my parents' room. Back when I sang all the time and played outside until the sun set.
When the world was still magical.
But that thrum of his love and the whispers of Daddy's voice on the tiny motions of his leaves reminds me of something. It's in the smiles of everyone waiting for me, and the sound of the waves from the beach.
The world is magical.
It's a world where I get to be me, where I'm loved, and taken care of, and safe. Where people show up for my birthday party and 
Six candles flicker on my cake. I smile, and everyone claps for me, because it's my birthday.
"Happy birthday, little berry. Now make a wish."
I don't know what I could ever want. But I come up with something anyway. It's greedy, but its my special day.
I blow out all six candles, wishing for this life to last forever.
Daddy cuts the first slice for me, and I see two perfectly moist layers of brown chocolate cake, joined by a layer of sweet, gooey strawberry filling, and coated with cream whipped so fluffy it looks like a cloud. Topping it all off, are juicy strawberry slices that ooze the sweetest syrup that's ever existed.
A vine curls around my wrist, and makes a vertical cut through the spongy treat, twisting to pick it up. He taps my mouth open, and my lips part, letting him put the cake in my mouth. Then a tap on the chin prompts me to close.
It's the best birthday cake I've ever had.




OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table of Contents


    
    		Chapter 1


    


  
  
    Landmarks


    
      		Start of Content


    


  


