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Mr. Anonymous

by K.C. Grim


Chapter 1

The Jumping Java was packed like it always
was at this time of morning. It seems like the world was no longer
capable of waking up and starting a new day without a fresh cup of
coffee.

Percy waited patiently for his turn in line.
With each completed order, the line automatically shifted forward
two steps like the customers were standing on an invisible conveyer
belt. The two steps standard, no more and no less.

Everyone moved in perfect sync, except for
the guy standing directly behind Percy.

This guy was just way too close. You know
the kind, the one who stands closer than what would be considered
socially acceptable, the person who invades someone else’s personal
space without knowing they are even doing it. He was that sort of
guy.

Percy wanted to glare at him. A quick, angry
scowl over his shoulder would do the trick, but he didn’t. Instead,
he tried to lean forward and scoot up a few inches, earning him a
flirtatious grin from the woman in front of him.

“Great,” Percy muttered under his breath.
Suddenly, when the next order was completed, Mr.
Too-Close-For-Comfort shifted forward, but Ms. Lookie-Loo ahead of
him didn’t budge, leaving Percy stuck in a very awkward
position.

Today had started off great. Percy woke up
feeling better than he had in…jeez; he couldn’t remember when he
felt this good. Last night, he finally got a response from the ad
he’d placed online over a month ago. He was starting to think it
had been a huge waste of time, because seriously, who in today’s
modern age of Youporn and cybersex is just looking for someone to
talk to? Nothing more, nothing less, just engaging conversation?
Max, that’s who. MaxTheMagnificent, to be precise.

It was a long shot, placing his ad on
Spuzzyboys.com between an ad for a sex slave and the dozens of
listings for random hook-ups. Percy’s ad was simple: Looking to
talk. That’s all it said and it took weeks for Max to finally
answer.

Percy was starting to daydream about Max
when the line moved forward and it was his turn to place his order.
Following Jumping Java protocol, he placed his order, took two
steps to the left, paid, and then took two more steps to receive
his tall cup of piping hot coffee.

Coffee was Percy’s morning drug of choice,
black with one sugar, not like some of those other froufrou drinks.
All that other crap left less room for the caffeine, and that’s
what it was all about in Percy’s opinion. How much caffeine could
they squeeze into each cup? If it was possible, Percy would skip
drinking it and shoot it straight into his veins like heroin.

The girl behind the counter shouted his
drink order.

“Coffee, coffee, coffee.” Percy’s eyes lit
up when he grabbed his drink. Turning on his heels to leave, he ran
smack into Mr. Too-Close.

The unsecured lid popped off when the guy’s
hand swung up from the force of the impact. He caught the bottom of
the cup, tossing it and the hot contents over the rim and across
Percy’s dress shirt and tie.

Mr. Too-Close’s bright green eyes flashed
wide with surprise at the sudden collision.

“Jeez, what’s wrong with you? Can’t you
watch where the hell you’re going?” Percy immediately snapped at
the guy, who was still stumbling backwards, arms flailing,
desperately trying to catch his balance.

The buzzing conversation inside the coffee
shop stopped as everyone paused to watch the confrontation
unfold.

“Man, I’m—” The guy struggled to apologize.
His handsome face flushed red to the point his freckles almost
disappeared, but Percy didn’t give him a chance to speak. His good
mood was gone. Mr. Too-Close was able to regain his posture just in
time for Percy to push past him, stomping towards the door. He
tossed his cup with the remaining few drops of liquid into the
trash as he left the shop in a huff.

“What the hell is wrong with people?” He
growled loud enough to frighten a young mother walking her child to
school. The woman grabbed her daughter’s hand and gave Percy a
disapproving glare.

Couldn’t she see he was…he was…what? He was
ranting like a lunatic? Percy stopped and looked around. Normally,
people would give him a friendly smile or a quick nod of their head
as they passed by him, but not today. They darted around Percy,
avoiding him and his foul mood.

Today, the early morning traffic was rushing
through the streets like usual. The sky was still blue. People were
busy, going about their business in the city, a place Percy loved,
yet nobody made eye contact with him. He was the angry man everyone
pretended to ignore. The last thing he wanted was to be a jerk;
however, that’s exactly how he was acting. He had yelled at that
guy at the Jumping Java, yeah, and he deserved it too, but that
wasn’t who Percy was.

Percy quickly made his way back to the
coffee shop. It would only take a second to apologize and buy a new
cup of coffee to get his day back on track.

Scanning the customers for shaggy auburn
hair, Mr. Too-Close was nowhere to be found. He stood almost as
tall as Percy, so he would have been easy to spot in the crowd.
Percy checked the patrons sitting in the booths, no blue hoodie
with faded jeans, no leather messenger bag, and no Mr.
Too-Close.

“Crap!” The guy had probably fled as soon as
Percy barged out the door. Who would blame him? He’d been
humiliated in front of everyone, more than likely ruining his
entire day. The guy ran at the first chance he had, leaving Percy
with a sudden pang of guilt.

He really wanted to make it right and
apologize to the man. Thinking about the collision sent a shiver
down his spine. That brief encounter was closer than he had been to
another person in months, never mind a man, and such an attractive
man at that. The warmth could still be felt where their thighs had
barely touched. A stirring in his gut had him shifting his weight
between his feet trying to calm the erection rising in his dress
pants.

The wide-eyed look of shock that crossed the
man’s face was etched in Percy’s mind. The guy was definitely
attractive. Freckles had always been his weakness and Mr.
Too-Close’s nose and cheeks were peppered with them. They were the
same soft shade as his hair and the thick brown ring outlining his
iris, yet the center of his eye was the most amazing splash of
green that Percy had ever seen. They were deep, sparkling pools of
wonder.

Too bad Mr. Too-Close was gone. Percy would
have liked to have a second look at those eyes.

* * * *

“Rocket,” Percy shouted across the office as
soon as he entered the building. “Call down to Hewett’s and have
John send up a new shirt and tie.”

Usually, the office secretary, Amanda would
be the person he barked out orders to and as soon as his personal
assistant heard his command, the clickity-clack of her
patent-leather stilettos could be heard from every department in
the building. “Percy Giannopoulos, just who do you think you
are—”

Her words froze in her mouth. Percy’s coffee
stained clothes were hanging from his hands instead of on his body
as he strolled towards his office. Thick black hair covered his
wide chest. Rocket closed her mouth and swallowed the rest of her
words.

Percy glanced up at her then back down at
his bare chest and smiled. At least it was early enough that the
rest of the office didn’t get to ogle his chest, but those few who
were there peeked out from behind cubicles and around doorways
trying to catch a glimpse of the boss man, who was walking around
half naked.

“Do I even want to know why you’re naked in
the office? I mean, hey, you’re the head honcho and all, but
really? Isn’t this a sexual harassment lawsuit just waiting to
happen?” She nibbled on a bright purple lip, biting back a
smile.

“Ha ha!” Sarcasm dripped from his fake
laughter as he tossed the shirt and tie on the couch and walked
inside his office. “This guy ran into me at the Jumping Java and
unless you want me going to the Beckwith meeting looking a mess and
smelling like a barista, then I need you to get me a new shirt,
pronto.”

Rocket sniffed the caffeine scented air
before scrunching up her powdered nose. “I’ll call John right
away…” She hesitated at the door. “Your little mishap was a
blessing in disguise because, honey, purple just isn’t your
color.”

Her ass swished back and forth as she walked
out of his office.

Percy chuckled to himself. Rocket was the
one person in the company who wasn’t afraid to speak her mind.
Everyone else told him what they thought he wanted to hear. It was
frustrating at times, but not with Rocket. That woman could shred a
man with her perfectly polished nails, drop him like a quivering
mess to his knees, then still give his ass a playful squeeze as he
crawled away.

* * * *

Thump! Rocket dropped the big white Hewett
box on his desk. Percy jumped at the unexpected interruption.
Without looking up, he knew she would have a smirk on her pretty
face.

“Thank you,” he said pulling the lid off the
box, but when she didn’t immediately walk away, he knew he had to
look up at her. The last thing Percy wanted to see was Rocket
laughing at him, instead he found her looking annoyed, tapping her
fingernails on a folder in her hand.

It was labeled, Max proposal.

Percy’s eyes popped. “W-w-what is that?” He
stuttered like a schoolboy.

Raising a flawless black brow, Rocket tried
to hand him the file. “It’s what you wanted.”

Pulling his hands back, as if she was trying
to hand him a live snake, he swallowed the lump in his throat and
shook his head. “No, I don’t think so.”

Rocket eyed him suspiciously. “You’re acting
really weird this morning, Percy. Yesterday, remember, you asked me
to get the figures from the attorney and the accountants for the
meeting today?”

Relief washed over him and he tried to avoid
letting out a noticeable sigh. His mind was still thinking about
MaxTheMagnificent from last night, not the maximum figures the
office was preparing for the Beckwith meeting today. Percy took a
long, deep breath to calm his nerves.

The last thing he wanted was for someone to
find out about his private life. Saying Percy was in the closet was
an understatement. He was so far in the closet. he could change his
address to Narnia.

“Oh, yeah, those figures.” He tried to keep
his voice steady.

Rocket slid the file onto the corner of his
desk beside the open shirt box. “Mr. Beckwith called and asked to
move today’s meeting from three-thirty to one o’clock, which means
after your meeting the rest of your afternoon is now free.”

The thought of spending the afternoon
chatting with Max had his heart racing. Stay calm, he warned
himself. If he acted too giddy, Rocket would know something was up
for sure.

“That’s nice. Is everything ready for the
next deadline?” he asked, keeping his eyes focused on the pale gray
dress shirt that matched his eyes.

When she told him it was, and he knew he
could slip away without drawing suspicion, Percy was suddenly
bursting with excitement.

* * * *


Chapter 2

Kicking the door closed behind him, Percy
dropped his keys, wallet and the bag of carry-out he was juggling
onto the table by the front door, and then raced to his
computer.

“C’mon,” he grumbled at the blank screen. It
never took this long to boot-up. When the screen popped open with
his login, he almost passed out from lack of oxygen. He was so
tense he never noticed he’d been holding his breath this whole
time.

Typing FindingBinx into his username
on Spuzzyboys.com made him grin. Percy was too scared to use his
real name; seriously, who would be crazy enough to use their actual
name on one of those sites anyways?

The writer, Walker Percy was one of his
mother’s favorite authors and after reading The Moviegoer as
a teenager, he saw the irony that she had named her only child
after the man since it was his main character, Binx, who Percy
turned out to have so much in common with.

Three new messages!

Percy jumped up and down. His hands were
sweaty and butterflies did acrobatics in his stomach. There was no
way he would be able to eat General Tso’s Chicken now. He rushed to
tuck the bag of food into the refrigerator, popped the tab on a can
of soda and settled down in front of his computer to read his
mail.

All three messages were from Max. Percy's
cock twitched as he clicked on the first message. The time stamp
was about the time he’d left home for work this morning. Percy had
checked his mail first thing this morning and had been disappointed
there wasn’t anything, but now there were three new messages, he
was thrilled.

Message 1: Hey Binx, I had a great time
talking to you last night. I haven’t laughed so much in a long
time, it was really nice.

“Yes!” Percy jumped up and did a little
happy dance. He had really enjoyed chatting and laughing with Max
and it looked like he liked it too.

Message 2: I have to work until 6pm. It
would be great to meet in the chatroom around 7:30 pm. I’ll be
there and hope to talk to you again.

Percy looked at his watch; it was just after
four o’clock now. He didn’t want to wait to talk to Max. What could
he do for the next few hours? There was always work to be done, but
would he be able to concentrate? Probably not.

He could always go out for a while, but
immediately nixed that idea. What if something came up? What if he
got stuck in traffic and wasn’t here when Max logged on? Nope, he
couldn’t take that chance. There was no way he was going to miss
Max.

Unless…

He glanced over at his phone sitting on the
table beside his keys. He could always access the website from his
phone—

“No!” Percy shook his head. He promised
himself he would not visit Spuzzyboys.com or any sites like it on
his cell phone or from his work computer. If anyone ever found
out…

“Nope, best to just hang out here. Eat
dinner, watch some television and just wait.” Percy convinced
himself this plan was the best option, when really it was the
safest option.

Message 3: If it’s okay, I wanted to send
you something. I know you said no personal information, no last
names, addresses or phone numbers or anything like that…but can I
send you…oh, never mind. We’ll talk later.

Percy stared at the screen. What the fuck
was that? He read and re-read the message a dozen times. The
website listed the fake email he’d used to register. Well, it
wasn’t fake; it was the one he created on the spur of the moment
when the site needed it to validate his account. He couldn’t use
his real email.

He had only opened his FindingBinx e-mail
account to complete the registration and never thought about it
again. Checking the email, he found it empty. The feeling in the
pit of his stomach grew. He wondered what Max wanted. How could
someone open that can of worms and leave him to ponder it for
hours?

Tick-tock; the minutes crawled by. Percy
tried everything he could think of, but no matter what he did, he
just couldn’t get Max out of his mind. Ever since reading that last
message, his mind was buzzing with endless possibilities. They had
talked about music and art, told jokes and touched a tad bit on
politics, so maybe Max wanted to send him a newspaper article or a
dirty cartoon?

It was driving Percy crazy. When he couldn’t
take it anymore, he logged on to the chatroom only to find Max had
done the same thing a minute before him.

* * * *

Max: Hey Binx!

Binx: Hello Max.

Percy was trying to play it cool. Thank
goodness the man couldn’t see him grinning like an idiot.

Max: You came early (no pun intended).

Binx: LOL, I see you did too!

The rest of the trolls in the chatroom faded
away. Percy didn’t even notice their words or silly emoticons, all
he saw was MaxTheMagnificent. After polite conversation for a few
minutes, Max pinged Percy into a private chat.

He was suddenly nervous. Laughing at
himself, he couldn’t understand why Max had this instant effect on
him. Maybe it was the fact they were actually talking. All of
Percy’s previous encounters with men had been purely physical…with
Max, it was different.

Max: Binx? Hey? Are you still there?

Snapping back to reality, Percy noticed he
was daydreaming about Max while chatting online with him.

Binx: Sorry, I’m still here.

Max: Where did you go?

Binx: Nowhere, I got lost in my thoughts for a
moment.

Max: What were you thinking about? If it’s juicy you
better dish!

Binx: No, it’s embarrassing.

Max: Oh, hell yeah, now you have to tell me!

Binx: **blush**

Max: Why?

Binx: I was daydreaming about you.

Max: Me? Really??

(pause)

Max: Are you there?

Binx: Yeah…

Max: I’m really flattered. I was thinking about you
today too. Had a pretty crummy day today, but after thinking about
you, everything seemed better.

Binx: Awww, I had a rough day too, but it was
brighter after I got home and got your messages.

Max: Did you read them?

Binx: Of course! It was the highlight of my day.

Max: Oh…

Binx: What did you want to send me?

Now it was Max’s turn to pause. Seconds
ticked by. Just when Percy was typing, getting ready to ask him
again, his reply popped up.

Max: I wanted to send you something, but…

Binx: But what?

Max: You were very specific…you only want to talk
and I respect that.

Binx: I told you last night I’m not in a position to
come out.

Max: I know and I would never dream of pressuring
you to do something you didn’t want to.

Binx: Sooo, what were you going to send me?

Max: Pictures.

Binx: Uhmmm, Max, that’s not a good idea. We live in
the same city and that could complicate things…

Max: But…what if they didn’t contain any personal
information?

His second post popped up before Percy could
respond to the first.

Max: You’re right, I’m sorry for saying anything.
Wow! Is that really the time? I have an early day tomorrow at work
uhmmm…sorry…I mean at…just tomorrow. It was nice to meet you.

With that, Max was gone. The big red X
beside his screen name signaled he’d logged out before Percy could
even say goodnight or ask him if he intended to come back again
tomorrow.

“Well.” Percy stared at the blank screen.
“That didn’t go quite like I envisioned it.” Shutting off the
computer and slowly walking to the bedroom, Percy felt more alone
than he had in months. What a crappy ending to a fucked up day!

* * * *


Chapter 3

The layout was due before the actual
deadline, which was just days away. Percy had the staff from the
art design, as well as the advertising team, sitting in on the
project. Usually they emailed their ideas, but this month’s edition
of ThisIsMyCity.com still wasn’t ready yet. They were under a
tremendous amount of pressure and Percy needed this month’s edition
to be perfect. If Beckwith wasn’t wowed then Percy could kiss his
three-city expansion goodbye.

Percy had dreamed of making this expansion a
reality. He borrowed the money from his grandfather to start up the
website four years ago and it had become an instant success. Every
restaurant Percy mentioned suddenly had a two week waitlist for a
reservation. The clubs he featured were now the hottest spots in
town, not to mention the art and culture events. One positive
review on his website could make or break an up-and-coming
entrepreneur.

The debut of ThisIsMyCity.com was an instant
hit, even if it was targeted towards single men in their mid 20’s
to 30’s. It was Rocket’s idea to add weekly giveaways to keep
people coming back until the next month’s issue went up. She helped
to give the site a feminine touch by scoping out the trendiest
salons and boutiques, but once the jewelry corner started featuring
the coolest rocks around, every woman in town was a fan.

“Beckwith wants to see our potential.” Percy
gave his crew a pep-talk. If they were going to take the website to
the next level, this month had to be better than perfect.

The staff brainstormed ideas to get the ball
rolling. He really liked the sound of the stuff they were coming up
with. They had fresh new ideas that were sure to impress.

Rocket joined Percy by the juice bar. “You
look awful,” she said as she poured herself a glass of orange juice
and then frowned at his usual cup of coffee.

He gave her his sexiest grin before taking
another gulp from his cup. “Awww, thanks for noticing, babe; it’s
the new look I’m going for.”

She reached up and scratched his day-old
black stubble. “Well, I wouldn’t if I were you. How are you going
to find your future ex-wife if you don’t make yourself more
appealing?”

Percy concealed his chuckle and instead
faked a look of hurt. “What? You don’t think I’m appealing?”

Rocket laughed. “I don’t think there’s a
woman on this entire planet who doesn’t want to jump your bones. I
just think you look tired, Percy. When’s the last time you had a
vacation?”

With Rocket mentioning his last vacation,
memories of his trip to the Caribbean came flooding back with a
wave of tropical heat that flooded straight to his groin. A couple
of times each year, Percy tried to escape from the hustle and
bustle of the city. His vacations were more than just a chance to
kick back and relax.

Nobody at work knew his little adventures
were opportunities for him to pick up men in exotic places, have
mind-blowing sex, and forget all about his worries back at home.
Away from the city, he could be himself. He didn’t have to hide. If
nobody knew who he was, he didn’t have to be scared someone would
find out his secrets.

Percy had always been content fucking
strangers six ways to Sunday, then walking away. If he wanted sex
back here in the city, there were plenty of women more than willing
to let him fuck them.

A naughty grin curled around his handsome
face as he thought about his various conquests. Every one of those
good little socialites were all too happy to bend over and let him
stick his dick up their tight little ass too, all because he smiled
at them and said pretty please.

Over the years, Percy had gotten the
reputation of being an untamed kinky player, but that didn’t matter
as long as everyone thought he was straight.

* * * *

Not feeling very hungry, Percy went home
right after work. He hoped there would be a message from Max, but
he wasn’t going to hold his breath. The guy seemed really upset
when he logged off last night.

Playing the words over in his head made
Max’s request seem so innocent now. He had only wanted to send
Percy a few photos, it’s not like he was sending him a MapQuest
link to his dick. It shouldn’t have been a big deal, but to Percy
it was. He wasn’t out. If word got out he was gay, it could ruin
him.

In this business, he knew a few gay men and
Percy saw the struggles they endured to be out and proud and he
just wasn’t ready to take on that fight. What if his family
rejected him? What if his company suffered for his sexual
excursions?

Percy just wasn’t willing to take that
chance. He couldn’t, not now, maybe not ever.

The apartment was quiet. Everything was
exactly where he had left it. Pop open a soda, turn on the
television, and boot up the computer…the mundane tasks of a
bachelor’s life. He was debating turning the screen back off before
it finished running the startup scan, but he couldn’t.

Percy closed his heavy eyelids while his
teeth nervously nibbled at his lip. With trembling fingers, he
logged on to Spuzzyboys.com. If there were no messages, he promised
himself he would turn it off and never go back.

New Message: Binx, I’m sorry about last
night. Will you let me make it up to you with dinner and a
movie? Scarface is on television tonight at eight o’clock.
Order pizza and meet me here at eight. FYI—I like pepperoni and
mushrooms.

Unable to believe his eyes, Percy had to
read the message a dozen times before it finally sank in…he had a
date. Max wasn’t upset anymore and still wanted to talk to him.
Dinner and a movie! Glancing down at his watch, it was already a
few minutes past seven, so that only gave him an hour to shower,
shave and order pizza.

Grinning like an idiot, Percy felt like he
was going on his very first high school date. Savvy fashion sense
wasn’t necessary when the guy wasn’t actually going to see him, but
to Percy it still felt real. He pulled on a pair of khaki slacks
and a polo shirt. Since he wasn’t going out, he’d skip the socks
and shoes, preferring to be barefoot when he was home anyways.

Just before the movie started, the doorbell
rang. Percy paid and tipped the delivery boy before settling down
on the couch with his pizza and laptop to wait for Max. Lucky for
him, he didn’t have to wait long.

* * * *

“What do you mean, Star Wars was a
better trilogy than the Matrix?” Percy shouted at the screen
while his finger flew over the keyboard, typing every word that
fell from his lips.

Max: You’ve got to be kidding me? Let’s not forget
how smoking hot Neo is, but he was totally on the down low with
Morpheus. Can you see Luke and Han Solo making out?

Binx: I would pay money to see them go at it…late
70’s era…not today! Not paying big bucks to see old gray
pubes—that’s just gross!

Max: So, you’re telling me you wouldn’t pay to see
someone as gorgeous as, let’s say Sean Connery, naked, because he’s
old?

Percy contemplated it for a second. The
actor was handsome.

Binx: That’s not fair, not many men look that
Goddamn good in their 80’s. Mr. Bond, yes I would pay money to see
him naked right now…but not many other guys his age.

Laughing as they chatted online, Percy
looked up and just noticed the movie was over. He remembered
watching maybe the first ten minutes, until Max made some comment
that had him blowing soda out his nose and shortly after, his
attention was focused on the computer screen instead of the
television.

Binx: Next time, I get to pick the movie.

Like most guys, he’d seen Scarface so
many times he could recite every one of Tony Montana’s lines. It
wasn’t the movie he had been excited about tonight, it was Max!

Max: Don’t tell me you have something against
Pacino, too.

Binx: Nah, Mr. Pacino is fine, I was thinking maybe
we could watch something a little more intimate.

(pause)

Binx: Max?

Max: Yeah?

Binx: I had a great time tonight.

Max: Me too!

Binx: And if this was a date, I would be totally
walking you to your front door right now.

Max: I guess you would.

Percy took a deep breath and blurted his
thoughts out loud.

Binx: I want to kiss you!

(pause)

Max: Really?

Max: Really?

Double posting only resulted when you
rapidly hit enter twice. Click-click with nervous fingers. Percy
has done it before when his hands were trembling like he imagined
Max’s were shaking right now. He held his breath. Max’s response
was positive, but he still proceeded cautiously.

Max: **Blush** I want to kiss you too!

“Yes!” Percy whooped as he jumped up from
the couch and danced around the living room. “Control,” he warned
himself. “Play it cool. You don’t want to scare him away again like
you did last night.”

Max was out, openly living his life as a gay
man. He didn’t need to spend his time chatting online with a
hopeless closet fag. A sudden pang of fear shot through Percy. What
if he was just some guy to pass the time? There wasn’t anything
stopping Max from meeting someone or even dating someone
else…someone in the real world.

Dating? The thought never crossed Percy’s
mind before. Were he and Max dating? How was this going to
work?

Max: How is this going to work?

“Oh my God!” Percy stammered. He felt like
Max had just read his mind. What should he say? It was his idea to
talk to someone. If he’d been really looking for someone to
harmlessly chit-chat with, then he should have joined one of those
stuffy business chatrooms instead of a gay men’s website.

Binx: I don’t know. Have you ever had an online
relationship?

Strangely, the thought of Max having a
relationship of any kind made Percy extremely jealous. His
breathing deepened as he waited for Max to answer.

Max: No, you would be my first.

Percy suddenly grinned like a schoolboy.

Binx: I guess we can make it up as we go.

* * * *


Chapter 4

It was nearly lunchtime and the midday sun
was incredibly warm for an autumn afternoon. There wouldn’t be too
many more nice days before the bitter chill of winter seeped in,
but Percy didn’t care. Today was beautiful.

He whistled while he strolled along, weaving
through the crowded sidewalk. Chatting with Max for the last few
nights had Percy dancing on cloud nine. He learned Max’s favorite
color was blue, he wore boxer-briefs, had three older siblings, and
smelled like sandalwood.
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