
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cherry Hart

The Hale’s Household Bimbo

Bimbo in the Burbs


First published by Blush Press 2026

Copyright © 2026 by Cherry Hart

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental.

Only for 18+ readers. No minors allowed. It contains explicit sexual content.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com

[image: Publisher Logo]


Contents

The Hale’s Household Bimbo Book 1
About the Author
Also by Cherry Hart



The Hale’s Household Bimbo Book 1

Igrew up in hoodies, jeans, and basketball shorts. Total tomboy. I also liked fixing stuff—lights, pipes, phones, even our beat-up old car. My Dad used to joke that I was more of a man than my brothers, which honestly, he wasn’t wrong. He was a mechanic and a plumber rolled into one, so I learned straight from him.

Despite me looking boyish, I knew I wasn’t ugly. I had two boyfriends in the past, and every time I took off my hoodie, it was the same reaction. They could not believe what I’d been hiding under all those layers. One of my exes literally said, “Damn girl, you’re stacked,” with his jaw halfway to the floor. I still laugh about it.

At the beach with my family, though, I always wore a T-shirt over my swimsuit. Always. My mom would say, “Flaunt what you’ve got, baby,” but it just felt wrong. Especially around my brothers and my Dad. I simply hated how self-conscious I got, how guilty I felt for having a body I didn’t ask for.

But lately, that’s started to change.

I landed a job at a high-end auto restoration shop two hours away from my parents’ house. Way too far to commute, and the pay wasn’t enough for an apartment deposit right away. I was crashing at a cheap motel for the first week, eating ramen and counting pennies, when Kylie—my best friend since freshman year of high school—found out and basically dragged me to her place.

“You’re staying with us.” She grabbed my duffel bag from the motel bed, no room for argument in her voice. “My parents won’t mind.”

She was right. The Hales didn’t even hesitate. Mr. Hale squeezed my shoulder in that warm, fatherly way he had, his calloused fingers pressing gently. “Stay as long as you need, sweetheart. You’re practically family.”

Practically family. Those words would come back to haunt me.

I’d been living there for two months now, saving every paycheck for my own apartment while job hunting for something closer. Kylie and I shared her bathroom, I helped Mrs. Hale with groceries, and I tried to stay out of everyone’s way. The Hales had a massive house—five bedrooms, pool out back, that whole suburban dream setup. Aldrin, Kylie’s older brother, had moved back home after college while job hunting. Clinton, the younger one, was in his third year in uni.

And lately, I’d been thinking… why the hell should I hide my body? Most girls would kill for curves like mine. And if I’ve got a nice figure too, why cover it with baggy shorts? I’d been dressing like I was ashamed, and I was done with that. It’s not wrong to feel sexy. It’s not wrong to be sexy.

So I decided on a full bimbo transformation.

I dyed my hair pink, got nail extensions, had some lip filler, and I went shopping. I bought cute little tops that make my cleavage practically spill out. Tight miniskirts. Cheeky bikinis. All the things I used to scroll past and think I wish I could wear that. Now I do.

The first time I stepped out of my room with my new look, I was just heading to the kitchen for coffee. I wore this tiny cropped tank top that barely covered my boobs, no bra, and a soft little lounge skirt that hugged my hips. Just enough to show off the curve of my ass when I moved.

Aldrin and Clinton were already in the kitchen drinking coffee. Their cups froze halfway to their lips when they saw me.

Clinton blinked twice. “Natalie?”

I giggled and spun around like I was showing off a new haircut. “Of course it’s me.”

My skirt twirled up just enough for a flash of my thong underneath. I acted like I didn’t notice how that thin little string must’ve looked stretched between my cheeks.

Aldrin rubbed his eyes, his gaze dipping to my cleavage before he caught himself and looked away. “You look… completely different.”

Heat pooled between my legs. Not gonna lie.

Then Clinton yelled out toward the hallway, still grinning like he’d seen a celebrity. “Dad! Come check out Natalie!”

I took another sip of my coffee and leaned on the counter, letting my tits press together just a bit more in the top. It was fun watching them try not to stare.

Mr. Hale’s footsteps came in from the hallway, keys jingling in one hand, coffee in the other. He was mid-sentence — “Check out Natalie? What’s going—” — and then he saw me.

He stopped dead. His eyes froze on me, then looked away just as fast.

“Morning Mr. Hale.” I kept my voice sweet and innocent, pretending I didn’t notice the way his eyes took a subtle glance at my chest.

He blinked, cleared his throat, muttered something that sounded like “Uh… morning.”

Clinton snickered behind him. “She looks totally different, right?”

Mr. Hale ignored his son, his attention still on me. “You heading somewhere?”

“Nope.” I twirled again, flashing him the string of my thong. “Just getting coffee.”

He coughed. “You’re, uh… not wearing that out, are you?”

I tilted my head. “Why not?”

“I’m just not used to seeing you dressed like this.” His eyes traveled down my body, quick and hungry, before he forced them back to my face. “You’ve always worn baggy clothing. Fixing stuff.”

I smiled, stepping closer. “You need to get used to the new me. I can still fix things, Mr. Hale.”

He smiled and nodded, gave me one last quick glance before mumbling about needing to leave. I watched him go, hiding my grin behind the rim of my coffee cup.

Later that afternoon, I slipped into my new bikini. Bright pink, tiny as hell, the kind of thing that lifts and squeezes all the right places. I’d shaved, lotioned up, sprayed a little shimmer on my chest just for fun.

I headed out to the pool with a towel, shades, and a speaker. Summer playlist on, sun blazing, water looking perfect. I dove straight in.

When I came back up, I saw Mr. Hale out of the corner of my eye. He was at the lounge chair sunbathing, wearing only tight spandex shorts.

“Mr. Hale!” I called out, swimming to the edge.

“Oh hi, sweetheart, having a nice swim, eh?”

“Finally the sun is out.” I climbed out slowly, letting the water run down every curve. “Swimming is really nice.”

“Sweetheart.” He shook his head with a sort of stunned half-smile. “You’re gonna catch a lot of attention wearing that sexy bikini.”

“Is that a warning?”

A tight chuckle escaped him. “Just… be careful, okay?”

I walked past his lounger, tugging my bikini bottom up a little higher on my hips just because I could. “I’ll be fine. I can handle attention. Besides, I’m just in the backyard pool.”

“Yeah, yeah. I know.” He leaned back with his hands behind his head, his eyes tracking my movements. “You’re safe here. But if you wear that thing out to a public beach… stares are guaranteed.”

I shrugged, stretching out on the lounger beside him, still dripping from the pool. The sun hit my skin and made everything feel warm and tingly. “I don’t mind stares. Let them look.”

Mr. Hale turned his head lazily toward me. “Want some sunscreen?”

“Sure.” I flipped onto my stomach and pulled my ponytail over my shoulder. “Just my back.”

He sat up and leaned over from his lounger, squirting lotion onto my shoulders and rubbing it all the way to my lower back. His hands were rough, calloused, warm.

I arched my back slightly. “You missed a spot.”

“Which spot? You said back.”

I giggled, the sound deliberately filthy. “My ass. I don’t wanna get toasted.”

Panic flickered in his eyes. That “wait, are you serious?” moment. Then he actually did it.

Because my bikini bottoms were so tiny, his big hands nearly covered my whole ass. My cheeks jiggled as he rubbed the sunscreen in, making my slit throb.

Mr. Hale seemed oblivious though, his voice steady as he talked about Aldrin’s birthday. “So are you excited for tomorrow?”

“Of course.” I bit my lip, maybe a little too eagerly. “Can’t wait to wear something sexy.”

He laughed, a low rumble that vibrated through his chest.

Before I could say anything else, he rubbed the last bit of sunscreen into my skin and stood up, stretching. “Anyway, I should get going. Have to take a shower.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’ve been out here for what, ten minutes?”

“Yeah,” he said with a shrug, brushing off the comment. “I’ll see you later, alright?”

“Alright Mr. Hale.”

My eyes dropped to his bulge. It was hard not to. My god, the thick outline of his meat under those spandex shorts was obscene. Mr. Hale was packing serious heat.

* * *

ALDRIN’S BIRTHDAY

Of course I had to wear some skimpy tight red dress. My rack was putting on a full show, so Aldrin’s girlfriend pulled me to the bathroom and demanded to see my tits.

Vanessa had only seen me in hoodies and baggy clothes when she visited, so her eyes went wide. “Did you buy them?”

“What the hell, no.” I laughed, the sound bouncing off the bathroom tiles.

“Then show me. Let me feel them.” She grinned, pushy in that entitled way pretty girls get.

We weren’t that close, but I didn’t hesitate to lift the hem of my dress and bare my heavy breasts. She stared, mesmerized, then pulled out her phone and snapped a pic. “I’m gonna send this to Aldrin. He won’t believe it.”

I smacked her shoulder lightly. She just laughed it off.

With a shrug, we headed out to the backyard together. Vanessa went off to find Aldrin, and I spotted Kylie by the bar, mixing drinks with her signature messy bun and oversized university hoodie. She looked comfy-cute in that way only she could pull off, totally unfazed by the heat while the rest of us were sweating in our party clothes.

“Nat!” She waved me over, thrusting a red cup into my hand. “Try this. I made it way too strong.”

I took a sip. “Jesus, Ky. Trying to kill me?”

“Just trying to get you to loosen up.” She bumped her hip against mine, her eyes scanning the crowd. “You’ve been weird since you moved in. Like you’re tiptoeing around. This is your home too, you know.”

“Yeah. Thanks Ky.” I knocked back more of the drink, my second of the night.

The Hales really went all out with the backyard entertainment room. Full-on lounge vibes—big bar stocked with everything, cozy couches you could sink into, a giant screen looping music videos, lights shifting with the beat. As the sun dropped, the place filled up. Music loud, drinks everywhere, people laughing and moving. The party was on.

I grabbed another drink and sat down. That’s when Aldrin’s friends started rolling in. Every single one of them looked at me the same way. Like, damn. I knew I looked good. Tight dress, bare legs, lip gloss catching the light. I felt hot and slutty in the best way.

I mostly hung out with them, pouring shots but pacing myself—third drink in three hours, enough to feel bold, not enough to lose control.

As the clock ticked on, the crowd started thinning. Kylie found me on the couch, cheeks flushed from dancing, and plopped down beside me.

“Having fun?” She nudged my shoulder.

“So much fun.” The alcohol had melted my edges, but I wasn’t drunk—just happily buzzed, every sensation turned up a notch.

She leaned in close, close enough that I could smell her vanilla perfume. “You look really pretty tonight. Like, scary pretty. I’m gonna have to fight people off you.”

“Shut up.”

“I’m serious.” She squeezed my hand, her expression turning serious. “Don’t let any of Aldrin’s douchebag friends take advantage, okay? I know how they get.”

“I can handle myself.” I held her gaze. “Trust me. I know exactly what I’m doing.”

“I know you can.” She stood, stretching. “Alright, I’m crashing. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“That leaves a lot of options.”

She grinned over her shoulder. “Exactly.”

I watched her head inside with Vanessa and Aldrin, then turned back to the guys. Three of them left behind, all looking at me with that hungry, waiting expression. They were getting touchy—arm rubs, knee rubs, squeezing hands—but nothing uncomfortable.

At some point, I had to pee. I excused myself, walking straight and steady, and went inside.

That’s when I heard it. A very obvious, not-trying-to-hide-it moaning. Coming from Aldrin’s room. I paused in the hallway, heart instantly racing, because okay, I know that sound. We all do.

His door was cracked open just enough to see inside. I know, I could’ve just gone to the bathroom and ignored it like a normal person. But curiosity got the best of me. I peeked.

And holy fuck.

Vanessa was full-on riding Aldrin’s thick shaft. Hair messy, body bouncing, totally into it. But that’s not even the wildest part. She was holding up her phone and showing him that photo she took of my tits. Laughing. Moaning. Telling him something I couldn’t hear, but it had him grabbing her ass and slamming up into her harder.

I just stood there with my eyes wide and my hands over my mouth.

Part of me was shocked, but another part was kind of flattered. And okay, maybe a little turned on, which is so fucked up I know, but it was just the rawness of it all. I walked out hurriedly before they could see me and went to the bathroom.

After I peed and cleaned myself up, I looked in the mirror and straight-up laughed. Vanessa was upstairs, getting railed by Aldrin, while showing him my rack. Like, what the actual fuck? And ugh, why the hell was it making my slit pulse and drip?

I walked back out to the backyard like nothing happened. The guys were still there.

I’d had three drinks over four hours, enough to feel bold but not enough to blur anything. Every touch, every glance—I felt it all, wanted it all. I didn’t even sit down. I stood in front of them, hands on my hips, tits basically spilling out of that red dress.

“I’m horny.” Clear as day.

One of them raised an eyebrow. “You sure? You been drinking.”

“I’m sure.” I locked eyes with him. “I know exactly what I’m asking for. Question is, are you gonna give it to me?”

I didn’t have to convince them much. One popped open a bottle of red wine and poured it straight over my heaving breasts. Cold and sticky, running down between my mounds. They all groaned like animals. I felt like a dessert they couldn’t wait to devour. They passed the bottle around, taking turns licking the wine off my chest, biting and sucking and grabbing as if I was nothing but a toy.

“You’re such a bimbo slut.” A hard slap landed on my plump ass. “You came out here just to get stuffed, huh?”

The vibe totally shifted. Goody-goody to degrading, and I loved it. I admitted I wanted three hard dicks to wreck all my holes.

Next thing I knew, I was on all fours, spit on, moaning, begging for more meat than I could take. They took me like animals. One shoved his throbbing rod down my throat while another knelt between my legs, lapping at my soaked folds in long, filthy strokes. The third just stood there, stroking his swollen length, watching and waiting.

Then one pushed his girth inside my dripping core while I sucked the other, spit dribbling down my chin. Filled and used and praised and degraded all at once.

“Cock-hungry whore.”

“Cum-hungry sleeve.”

“Fuckdoll with massive tits and no brain.”

I couldn’t even speak, not with fat shaft choking my throat. Just moaned around it, drool pooling on my wine-stained cleavage.

I felt like a total slut.

By the time the first guy unloaded deep in my cunt, I was already begging for another thick pole. Didn’t even care who. Stretched and twitching from how hard he’d pounded me, but I wasn’t done yet.

One grabbed my hips and flipped me. Face pressed into couch cushions, ass high. He spread my cheeks and spit on my tight backdoor before sliding a finger in.

“You ever had your ass taken, babe?”

I moaned into the cushion. “No.”

“You want me to stop?”

“No. Fuck my ass.” Clear and sharp. “Now.”

He pressed the fat head against my puckered ring and pushed in, while the other guy stood in front, smearing his slick cock across my lips. I opened wide.

“Hell yeah!” He groaned behind me, slapping my jiggling cheeks while burying himself balls-deep. “So fucking tight.”

“She’s gushing from her slit even with her ass stuffed full.” Laughter from the front. “This little bimbo loves getting ruined.”

He wasn’t wrong. I could feel my juices leaking down my thighs. Couldn’t think straight. Just kept sucking, moaning, letting them take everything.

Then the third one—who’d already pumped his load into my pussy—came back around, crouched under me, finger-fucking my swollen entrance while I got double-stuffed.

“You want this?” He stroked his veiny length.

“All of it.” I gasped. “Give me every inch.”

“You said you’ve never had all three holes wrecked?”

I nodded frantically, stuffed full at both ends.

“Let’s fix that.”

His tongue lapped and slurped my puffy lips first. Then his fingers, curling deep. And then… his cock. Somehow he got under me, and there I was—impaled in every direction while they kept degrading me.

“She’s our little birthday treat. Aldrin must be so proud of his sister’s friend.”

Music still playing, low bass thumping under wet slapping and desperate moans. I was panting, breathless, writhing, nearly blacking out from how overwhelming it was.

And then the door flew open.

“What the fuck?!”

It was Aldrin. He was shirtless, eyes wide, mouth hanging open. He must’ve come back downstairs for another drink.

“What the fuck is this?!” He stepped in, staring right at me.

And if that wasn’t bad enough, Kylie was behind him! She must’ve heard the commotion. She gasped, hand flying to her mouth.

I couldn’t even cover myself. I was still impaled on three cocks, hands gripping my hips and hair.

“You serious right now?” Aldrin shouted at his friends. “You’re all fucking my sister’s best friend?! In my parents’ house?!”

His friend pulled out of my throat. The other two slowly backed off, slipping out of my stretched holes, cum and spit dribbling everywhere as I collapsed on the couch like a ruined fucktoy.

“I—I was just—”

“Don’t say it.” He snapped. “Don’t fucking say you wanted this.”

But I did. I really did.

Everyone scattered. His friends grabbed clothes and bolted like scared kids. Aldrin told me he’d talk to me tomorrow and asked Kylie to clean me up.

She nodded, still stunned, then helped me to my feet. I could barely walk. Thick loads leaking out of my used holes with every step up the stairs.

The bathroom was way too bright. She sat me on the closed toilet while the tub filled, arms crossed, watching me like she didn’t know whether to slap me or hug me.

“You’re fucking insane.” She dragged her hand down her face. “Like… actually crazy.”

I tried to smile. She rolled her eyes.

“Jesus. Three of them? At the same time?”

She tested the water, helped me climb in. I flinched at the heat. My body was sore everywhere. She grabbed the loofah and started scrubbing.

“You were begging. Not just slutty. Full-on ‘wreck my holes like a cum bucket’ level.”

I let out a soft giggle.

“You okay though? Like, really? You weren’t… too drunk?”

“I knew what I was doing.” My voice steady. “I wanted it.”

She studied me for a long moment, then snorted. “You’re lucky Aldrin didn’t kill someone. Or you. But I mean, it was kinda hot. I’m not gonna lie. Just… you’re wild. You need to warn a bitch before you start hosting gangbangs during my brother’s birthday party.”

She laughed then rinsed me off, towel-dried me, and helped me into bed. I barely remembered her leaving.

* * *

I woke up to the sun blazing through curtains, my phone saying 1:07 PM.

I dragged myself up, still feeling sore, still fuzzy and shuffled to the kitchen in a sweetheart tank top and shorts. The Hales were there, sipping coffee like any other Sunday.

“Hi, sweetheart.” Mrs. Hale smiled.

“Hey.” I rubbed my eyes.

Mr. Hale looked up. “You woke up so late. Everything okay?”

“Yeah. Just… too much wine.”

They both nodded like that made perfect sense. We chatted about nothing—weather, groceries. Mrs. Hale mentioned we were out of eggs and told me to add it to the list. I said I would. Then I made coffee and went straight back to my room, locking the door.

An hour later, I heard a knock.

I didn’t answer, but then Aldrin’s voice came through. “It’s me. Can we talk?”

“Yeah. Come in.”

He stepped in, shut the door, stood there with arms crossed, staring at the floor.

“I’m not gonna yell.” He sighed, rubbing his face. “I just… need to understand what the hell that was.”

I sat on the edge of my bed, nipples poking hard through my tank top.

“I don’t know. It just… happened.”

“No.” He sat down in my desk chair, leaned forward, elbows on knees. “It didn’t just happen. You don’t accidentally get railed by three dudes. Why them? Why my friends?”

I shrugged. “They wanted me.”

He looked up sharply. “So what? That’s the bar now?” He shook his head. “Look. I’m not here to slut-shame you. I’m not your fucking dad. But I walked in on my sister’s best friend getting gangbanged by my best friends in my parents’ house. That does something to a guy.”

“I didn’t plan it.”

“Did you want it?”

I nodded.

“Jesus.” He stared at the wall. “You’re lucky my parents didn’t see. Or worse, someone recorded it.”

Silence stretched between us.

“Can I be honest?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“I actually wasn’t planning it at all, but I got so horny when I saw you and Vanessa fucking… and she was showing you the picture of my tits.”

Aldrin stared at me, speechless. Color rushed to his cheeks.

I leaned back, watching his reaction. He opened his mouth only to close it again. Finally he croaked out, “Well, you should not have peeked.”

I stood and walked toward him slowly. His legs were still spread in the desk chair, and I stepped between them without thinking twice. “You are right. Thanks for looking out for me though.” I wrapped my arms around him, hugging him tight.

He stiffened, hands hovering before awkwardly resting on my back.

That’s when I felt his hard length pressing against my stomach. I didn’t move away. Just stayed there, cheek against his neck, breathing him in.

“This is not okay,” he finally said.

“What is not okay?”

His hands gripped my sides as though he was trying to decide whether to push me off or pull me closer. “You don’t get it. I’ve been trying to not think about that picture since the night she showed me.”

I pulled back slightly, looking up at him. “You liked it?”

His grip tightened. I swear I felt his shaft twitch against me.

But then a minute of silence had passed, and it seemed like he wasn’t really gonna answer me, so I kissed him. I was shaking when I did it, not even from nerves, just from this insane mix of guilt and heat and that high you get when you’re doing something you’re not supposed to. I thought he would push me away, but he kissed me back.

Before long, I was on top of him, straddling him in that stupid desk chair, grinding my soaked slit against his bulge.

“We shouldn’t—”

“We should.” I unzipped him. His cock sprang free. It was average in length but deliciously thick. I rubbed my dripping folds against him through my soaked shorts while stroking his meat. Just that made me moan. I didn’t care about consequences anymore.

Then I got off his lap and sucked his shaft. When I worship a dick, I take my time. And he’s my best friend’s brother, so I treated his cock like a goddamn altar.

I kissed the swollen head, then the thick base, then his heavy balls, back to the tip. I swirled my tongue around it, took him a third of the way down while pumping the rest with my hand.

With the groans he was making, I knew I was sucking him perfectly. It made me extra filthy, so I peeled off my top and let my massive tits bounce free, before leaning forward and swallowing him again — deep-throating his girth until I gagged a little, but I kept going.

When I pulled off, I grabbed my heavy breasts and wrapped them around his slick shaft. It was easy to slide his meat between my soft mounds, and every time the head popped out, I spit on it.

I must’ve been doing something right, cause he begged me to sit on his dick already. So I stood up, yanked down my shorts, and eased down onto his thickness so slowly. I wanted to feel every veiny inch stretch me open.

This made him groan and grip my hips hard. As soon as my hungry pussy swallowed his entire length, I started riding—up and down, then grinding in circles, then fast, then slow. I varied the pace to edge him, and I could tell it was driving him crazy because his fingers dug into my back. And when I could tell he was right on the edge, I pulled off him, and he groaned like he was in pain.

This only made my cunt clench harder.

I felt like the kind of girl a man never forgets, because you’re that fucking good at sex. He was practically begging me to hop back on, already forgetting he was balls-deep in his sister’s best friend. Well, I didn’t ride him again right away. Instead, I dropped to my knees and jerked his slick cock fast and rough. Because I was lost in the moment, I didn’t really care where he came. I just wanted to see him lose it.

And he did.

Ropes hit my hand, my tits, my thighs, then I climbed back on, shoved his cum-smeared dick back inside my dripping hole, bounced hard, and pushed his head down to my breasts. He got the hint and latched onto my nipples greedily, sucking like a starving man, while I fucked myself on his thick shaft until I came hard and screamed that I loved riding his fat cock.

“What the fuck did we just do?”

“We just fucked,” I said matter-of-factly. Then, I pulled off his still-twitching dick and grabbed my towel. “Gonna go take a shower. Please don’t make it awkward. Let’s just say, whatever happened, happened. We don’t have to do it again.”

He nodded.

* * *

Well, days passed and though I asked Aldrin not to be awkward around me, he was still acting weird. I just let it go. Maybe he just needed space. Imagine pounding your sister’s best friend who lives with you—obviously it isn’t what normal people do.

The problem was my asshole had been itching too, and it stung. I was too scared to go to the doctor to get it checked, and Kylie went to the countryside to visit her mom, so I couldn’t really ask her to inspect my backdoor.

I was 99.9% sure I might have gotten a hemorrhoid from getting my ass reamed, so I started loading up on fiber, trying to fix it myself. It was helping a little, but the pressure down there was still bad, and weirdly, so was the horniness.

Ever since I got a taste of Aldrin’s thick dick, I couldn’t stop thinking about pushing boundaries. I caught myself staring at Mr. Hale one day, wondering what it’d feel like if he bent me over at the pool deck and stuffed my holes with that monster bulge I’d seen outlined in his shorts.

I started thinking what if I got Mr. Hale to check my tight little ring? You know, just to make sure it wasn’t something serious.

Would he do it?

I guess we’re about to find out…

Coming in Book 2.
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