
        
            
                
            
        

    Welcome to Dark Ink Tattoo, Las Vegas’s premier 24/7 tattoo studio, where needles aren’t the only things that bite….
Angela, Dark Ink’s owner, has a secret – she’s a werewolf who used to run with the Pack, a dangerous drug-dealing motorcycle gang that services Vegas’s seedier side. She’s been free for the past seven years, ever since her ex-boyfriend (and Pack leader) Gray went to prison – but when the Pack starts threatening her shop she realizes she’s on borrowed time. 
Dark Ink’s best artist refuses to show up before sundown – because he’s a vampire. Vegas is the perfect place for Jack – it’s an endless buffet of strangers to bleed. The only thing that haunts Jack more than his hunger is Angela…. 
Will Angela ever trust Jack with her secret? Will Jack be able to protect Angela from the Pack?
Dark Ink Tattoo is an erotic urban fantasy series, which will be comprised of ten 15,000 word pieces each with graphically detailed violence, and deliciously detailed sex. This particular episode contains two MF scenes, and one scorching FMF threeway.  
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Chapter 1
 
I heard an engine turn the corner, startled, and the MMA fighter I was touching up a truly regrettable tribal tattoo on yelped.
“Sorry. Spine,” I apologized, peeking over his hulking shoulder to see Jack Stone arrive on time for work, possibly for the first time ever while in my employ. His black 1963 Lincoln Continental swooped through Dark Ink’s parking lot like a hearse.
Just Jack. I knew what his car sounded like. Even though our shifts didn’t overlap often – I’d heard it often enough to know it wasn’t a bike. And still….
I sprayed my client’s shoulder with cool water and wiped the blood away, trying to ignore the slight jitter in my hand. This was my job – this was my tattoo-shop – and I’d been doing tats for the past seven years in peace. I breathed deep and willed myself calm. I wasn’t scared, and I hadn’t lost control, and if I kept telling myself that long enough eventually I might believe it.
I put the heel of my hand on the fighter’s back to steady it and stepped on the pedal to get the gun roaring again, starting where I’d left off, cleaning up some cheaper artist’s shoddy job. In no other profession was the phrase ‘you get what you pay for’ so true. 
This time, the fighter twitched, not me. No way not to hit nerves when you were tattooing someone over bone. Tattoos on top of bone felt like you were getting stabbed.
A lot like getting menacing letters from your ex in prison. 
* * *
Five minutes later, Jack was leaning over from the wrong side of the counter, purring my name. “Angela.”
I didn’t turn around. I knew where he was, of course, I’d just made it a habit to ignore him, mostly. 
“Hey, boss-lady, I’m on time, just like you asked,” he tried again. I snorted, stopped working, and looked up.
A gaggle of barely-old-enough-to-be-in-the-shop girls flocked behind him, flipping through flash displays, whispering to themselves about him. He was stareworthy. If you were into tall, lean but muscular men, black hair, brown eyes, and full sleeve tattoos, Jack was your kind of guy. When our shifts overlapped I had to remind myself he was off limits the same way that ex-smokers have to remind themselves to forget about cigarettes. I knew it was for my own good – I’d quit men that were bad for me a long time ago -- but that didn’t make it any less hard. 
It was also why I tried to ignore him. It was good for him sometimes. 
“On time for once,” I corrected him. 
“It’s winter,” he said, like that was an explanation.
I saw the post office truck pull into the parking lot behind him and my stomach clenched. “Yeah, of course,” I said without thinking, standing and pulling my gloves off. “Wrap him up, will you?” I said, sidling towards the hip-high swinging saloon door that divided our half of the shop from the client’s. 
“My pleasure,” Jack said, setting his ass down on the piercing display case and spinning his legs over to switch sides. Normally I’d yell at him about that, but – I reached the door just as the postman did, opening it up to take our letters from him.
Junk mail, tattoo convention flyers, the electricity bill and – something stamped “Approved by the LVMPD.”
Goddammit. 
I bit my lips and ran for the office. I stopped myself from slamming the door, just barely, instead whirling to place my back to it, like that would help keep all the monsters at bay, and slowly sank to the floor. 
I threw the rest of the mail to the ground and opened up Gray’s letter.
Visit me.
Funny how it only took two words to blow my life apart.
I bit the side of my hand to stop from screaming -- but somewhere on the inside, a hidden part of me howled. 
I tore his letter up – same as I’d torn the other three I’d gotten, starting two weeks ago, and threw the pieces of it into the trash. If only escaping Gray were so easy. I should’ve left years ago – given myself and Rabbit a head start – but then what? Keep running forever? When I knew Gray and the Pack would always be able to find us? No, instead I’d pretended that I’d had a normal life – that I was normal. I’d rolled the dice, praying that someone meaner and nastier than Gray would take him out in prison. I should’ve known that no such person existed.
I’d lived Vegas my whole life – you’d think by now I’d be a better gambler.
There was a quiet knock on the door behind me. “Boss-lady?” Jack’s voice, full of concern. 
I stood and straightened myself out, opening the door a crack. “I, uh, didn’t know what to charge him – so I asked for two-fifty. That enough?” Jack asked.
It was way more than I’d have asked for. It was only a touch up, hadn’t even taken an hour. “He paid that?”
“I can be very convincing,” he said, and shrugged, searching what he could see of me with his expressive eyes. 
“Stop that. If I wanted to tell you about it, I would.” 
He leaned forward and pressed the door open. I could’ve fought back – could’ve closed the door – but I didn’t want to make a scene. But my office was meant for only one person, one desk, one chair, there was no way for us be here and not be in one another’s space. In other circumstances I’d thought about doing things to Jack in here that’d make even the most jaded local blush, but now – I’d much rather he hold me and lie to me that everything was going to be all right.
“What was that?” he said, jerking his chin at the other mail still littering the floor. 
“Nothing.”
He stared me down. Could he really read me? Or was he just one of those guys who made you think they could? The kind you had relationships with where you filled all the silences with too much hope? 
“Seriously, Ang,” he said, his voice low.
I gestured to include the entire parlor. “It all says its for me.”
“Even the one from the Las Vegas Metropolitan police department?” he asked. “Don’t ask me how I know what stamped mail from prison looks like.” 
Damn, Jack being Jack. Too smart for his own good. “It’s none of your business,” I said, as boss-like as I could, shutting down the conversation. 
Jack took his cue. “All right, all right,” 
“And I need to go.”
“Yeah, to your date, I know.” 
I hadn’t told him I was going on a date tonight, that that was why I needed him to really-I-mean-it be on time for once. And he’d said it with almost precisely flat inflection, so I couldn’t really tell if he was jealous or whatever – and it didn’t matter, because I was with Mark now, anyhow. But some deep and secret part of me bared its teeth and wagged its tail.   
He glanced down at the letters. “If anything bad comes of that, you let me know, okay?”
“Sure,” I lied, and pushed past him, out the door. 
 



Chapter 2
 
I leaned across the counter to watch Angela go. My boss had the kind of ass that made me question my employability on a daily basis. So far I’d been wise enough to refuse to shit where I eat – Dark Ink tattoo was Vegas’s only 24 hour tattoo studio, and there weren’t too many places where an artistically inclined vampire could work all night for coffin rent. But should the day ever come when I got to quit my current occupation, I was taking that ass with me out the door. 
Too bad tonight it’d be wasted on Mark, her boyfriend, who I’d met precisely twice. Judging from his BMW and attitude, he had a casino job, a good one. Which was all the more reason for me to keep my damage to myself. Angela had a good thing going with him – if she was smart, she’d lock him down. People like us knew that second chances didn’t knock twice. 
One of the girls checking out the flash separated from the herd to come over and give me a megawatt smile. “Hey, you work here, right?”
I turned, focusing my full attention on her. She was maybe twenty-three, curvy, hair that fell in blonde ringlets down her back. She smiled genuinely at me, in an earnest Midwestern way, and I leaned forward on the counter like a cat spotting a mouse.
Just because I wouldn’t be spending the night with Angela didn’t mean I’d have to be alone. 
“I do indeed. How can I help?” I said, making sure to turn on the southern twang of my childhood as I rose back up. 
* * *
In the end there were just two girls out of five – the blonde, and a brave brunette -- who wanted to commemorate their first trip to Vegas on their skin, permanently. The rest of their friends wanted to go back to the strip and hook-up with some guys they’d met last night. The leaving girls whispered lewd suggestions that I had no problem hearing – and kept sending text messages from the parking lot outside until their Uber picked them up, leaving the three of us behind. 
“So what do y’all want?” I asked, smiling at both of them, trying my best to seem harmless. I hadn’t fed in two days. I could not only smell their blood, but taste the way that sweat pricked their skin in fear -- of the needles, not me. 
Not yet. 
“Just her,” the brunette ratted out her friend.
“Yeah?” I focused on the blonde. “Let me see which one you picked.”
I walked through the saloon doors over to the panel of flash she’d decided on. A retro-version of the Las Vegas sign. It was Angela’s original art, but I’d done it a thousand times, and no one picking flash off the wall thought they were getting a one-of-a-kind. 
“I like it,” I told her. “If you keep it that size, it’ll be a hundred bucks.” Neither one of them flinched, good. “Where?” I asked, looking down at the tattoo retracing the lines in my mind.
“Somewhere my parents won’t see it –“
I glanced up. “I’m gonna need to see some ID.” 
Blonde was indeed twenty-three, and I had her sign all the normal paperwork, affirming that she wasn’t drunk or high, and that she realized letting someone pierce you with needles – with anything, really – always involved some measure of risk. 
She signed everything, tentatively at first, then more boldly as she committed to her course of action, and I felt a little like Mephistopheles on a cold German night.
“All right then,” I announced the second she was done. “You figure out a place?”
She nodded, sending her curls bouncing. “Here,” she said, placing her palm on her hip. 
“Excellent location,” I said, and held a saloon door open. 
* * *
Both girls went to my station without me telling them which one it was. Did it look like me? Perhaps. There were pictures of my art all on the walls. These were my one of a kinds, and once I’d tattooed any of these on someone, I’d destroy the original, or give it to the client to keep. I could do anything anyone wanted me to, being halfway dead had given me the steadiest of hands: American traditional, Japanese, neo-traditional, new school bullshit – but what I loved doing most was photorealism. There was something about photorealistic art that channeled my memories of the sun. 
“So – I –“ the blonde said, tugging at the waistband of her skirt.
“Yes, please,” I said, and handed her some of the paper-clothing that they gave you in doctors offices, which stayed on exactly no one nowhere.
She pretended to be modest for a moment which I enjoyed, as modesty was a rare thing in Vegas after sundown, then slid her skirt to the floor, kicking out of it, hitching her underwear in and up. I patted the chair and she hopped up onto it. I listened to the leather sigh, and sympathized, as I lowered the back of the chair down and the legs up. 
I leaned over her. “Okay. First I’m going to shave things, clean things, put the stencil on, and then make art.” She’d signed a document saying as much three minutes ago, but people always needed reminding. Something about the adrenaline of knowing what was coming up, and that it would likely hurt, rendered otherwise intelligent minds empty. 
The brunette leaned over to whisper a joke about wasn’t she glad she shaved elsewhere, earlier, in the blonde’s ear, and I hid a wicked smile, before returning with gloved hands and razor.
“Here?” I said, drawing a circle where the sign would be, and blonde nodded. 
“All right.” I drew the razor gently backwards, against the grain of her fine hair. She was holding her breath, and I hadn’t even started yet. 
“Breathe,” I reminded her, and she did, looking flush. Her skin was so pale, the part of her hip she’d chosen nearly translucent, hidden by a bathing suit from her likely numerous summer tans. I could see a trace work of veins in there, more delicate than any art I’d mark her with, and sense her blood pulsing through all of them. Her pulse increased, and the smell of sweat was sharp and sweet. “All right,” I said again, like I was calming a horse, rubbing one gloved hand over the shaved spot to make sure I’d caught everything. Then I set the stencil in place and sprayed water on the back of it. 
“A little cold,” I warned, too late.
“Feels good,” she said with a brave smile. Then I pulled the stencil off and it was needle-time.
I made a show of inspecting my needles with a magnifying lens – a) because I had to, in case any were defective and b) because if she was going to faint, I wanted her to do it now, before I’d begun. She didn’t, so I wheeled my work stool closer, looped an elbow in between her legs to brace against the inside of her thigh, pulled up ink onto my needles and pressed the pedal down. I brought my gun hand down and she started whining, “Oh, oh, oh!” at volume. I released the pedal – the needles hadn’t even touched her skin.
I looked up at her, “It’s not too late. You can still change your mind.” 
And behind me, the door rang as a new client walked in.
 



Chapter 3
 
“Rabbit! Vitamin time!” I shouted. I had gold heels in one hand and an eyedropper in the other. “Rabbit!” 
“He’s not deaf, you know.” My mother said as she rolled in on her scooter – exhibit A in why I couldn’t have left town, besides. I couldn’t go without my mother – and ever since her hip went bad, there was no where she could go without her scooter. Taking an elderly woman on an interstate trip to avoid your ex-boyfriend’s motorcycle gang didn’t sound like a recipe for success. 
And there was no way I could leave her behind. I knew the Pack. Who knew what they’d do to her to get to me?
“I know he’s not deaf, mother, but he still needs his vitamins.”
“Those aren’t vitamins though. I looked them up online. You keep taking that shit, and you’ll turn blue.”
“Keep your googling to yourself, all right?” I whispered, then shouted, “Rabbit! Get down here!”
My son tromped down the flight of steps from his bedroom to the landing in our apartment’s kitchen. “But Mom,” he complained.
“No. No butts. Not tonight. I’m in no mood,” I snapped – and regretted it, as I watched him wince and shut down. My Rabbit was a sensitive boy. “I’m sorry. Work was rough – and I’ve got to go soon. Can you just come here and take these for me?”
He came forward, shy as a kicked puppy. Which was – I didn’t want to think about it. He opened his mouth, just out of reach, and I squirted his ‘vitamins’ in – then got another eyedropper full from the bottle for myself.
“That stuff –“ my mother started.
“When’s the last time we ever got sick?” I said, asking the both of them. “Never. See? They work.”
“They make my stomach hurt,” Rabbit said.
“Mine too. But it’s worth it, okay? Come ‘ere,” I said, and ruffled his fine blonde hair with one hand while I pulled a heel on with the other. 
“And just what time will you be coming home tonight, Missy?” my mother asked archly. I gave her a glare and caught her grinning. No one could torment you like family. 
“Yeah, Missy, what time?” Rabbit caught on. 
“That’s enough out of both of you,” I said, blushing. “The truth is – early, probably.”
“What? Why?” my mother cranked. “Rabbit – get,” she demanded, and my son thundered off again, back to whatever game I’d called him away from before. “Angela,” my mother began anew, in her woman-to-woman tone, “There’s no reason to come home early, if you catch my drift.”
“I do. It’s just that –“ I’d thought about it the entire way home from Dark Ink. If Gray knew about Rabbit – then it was only a matter of time till he found out about Mark. And the Pack – the pack was territorial. 
So tonight I needed to break up with Mark for his sake. My mother didn’t have any idea about Gray or his letters, and I probably should tell her, but I didn’t want to lose the last few days of this – us teasing one another, acting like a normal family, warts and all. Mark – he hadn’t signed on for this. I needed to cut him loose. 
But before I could begin to attempt to explain any of that to my mother, the doorbell rang.
* * *
I walked over, able to beat my mother’s scootering handedly, and opened the door. “Hey handsome,” I said, unable not to grin.
“Hey yourself,” Mark said, giving me an appreciative once-over. I was wearing a cream colored button down cashmere sweater, gold skirt not much longer than the sweater was, gold heels, and gold everything else – hoop earrings and a series of bangles that began just under the sweater’s three-quarter length sleeves. 
Whereas Mark? He could give Captain America a run for his money, if Captain America had a little Italian in him. He had a square jaw, piercing eyes that wanted to be amber, and a five-o-clock shadow, no matter the time of day. 
“I’ll call if I’m late,” I called back. 
“Don’t bother!” My mother shouted back. “Have fun!” 
I flushed, grabbed my clutch off the coat rack and closed the door. Before I could take two steps toward him, Mark brought his big hands up. “Let me fix that for you,” he said, unbuttoning the top two buttons on my sweater so the dark rose tattoos over each of my breasts could peek out.
“Mark – it’s winter,” I protested. 
“Don’t worry, I promise we’re going someplace warm.”
I slid my arm through his and let him guide us both down the apartment stairs.
* * *
I was clinging to him by the time we reached his BMW. The desert froze at night, and out here in the suburbs you didn’t have the buildings to cut down the breeze. I stared out the window as he drove, catching myself in reflection. 
The real reason I wanted those buttons high – and that I was showing enough leg to almost be indecent as a trade-off – was that when I did break up with him – something I would manage any minute now, really – I wanted my tattoos covered. Sometimes when you hurt someone – even for their own safety -- they wanted to hurt you back. And I’d been called enough things because of my tattoos, had enough assumptions made about the boundaries of my body – I’d learned in tough scrapes it was far better to show blank skin.  
“You’re awfully quiet,” Mark said, reaching over and putting a hand on my knee. 
“Sorry. Just feeling sentimental.”
He groaned playfully. “Did I miss an anniversary?”
“Not that I recall.”
He let go of my knee for precisely long enough to change gears, and then his hand came back. It felt like it belonged there. “What is it?”
One last night. One last time to be normal, with a normal man. Even Cinderella got till midnight, didn’t she?
“Nothing,” I said, and reached out to pull his hand a little higher up my thigh, and give it a squeeze.  
 



Chapter 4
 
I rocked back on my stool and turned around, fully prepared to tell someone to check out the flash while they waited their turn – but instead I found Bella, wearing one of her off-the-shoulder peasant dresses with sandals that laced up to her knees. Bella the-wanna-be-witch was the only woman I slept with even less committal than I was, and some part of me loved her for that, with abidingly deep irony. 
“Hey,” I said, standing up and stepping back. “Give me a minute, will you?” I told the girls, snapped my gloves into the trash, and sauntered through the saloon doors. 
“Hey yourself,” Bella said as I neared, holding her arms out for me. I stepped into them and wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her near. Her hair somehow always smelled like chocolate, and I remembered the taste of her skin too easily. 
“How’s my aura?” I asked when we pulled back without parting. 
“Black as ever, Jack.” Her eyes flashed over my shoulder at the girls behind me. “I see you’re keeping busy.”
“Gotta pay the rent. And what can I say, you haven’t been around lately.”
She shrugged one shoulder without apology. “I’m here now. And I need attention.”
I pushed one lock of her dark wavy hair back, exposing the glory of her naked neck, and inside my jeans my cock throbbed. Blood was better than sex – unless the sex was really, really, good. With Bella…. “Time and place. Name it.”
“Two am – my house, tonight. And don’t you dare be late. My life depends on it.”
“Really?” I made sure to hide my smirk. Bella had a shop a few blocks off the strip, a devoted clientele, and she really did believe she was psychic. I made the mistake of letting her read my palm once – saying she was intense was an understatement, which was probably why the sex was so hot. 
“Really. That gives you plenty of time to finish up here.” Her hand sank between us and rubbed at me through the denim. “Just make sure you save some for me, okay?”
“Always.”  
She took a step back and whirled, my audience over, and walked straight back out Dark Ink’s doors.
I watched her go, because how could I not, hoping my hard-on would subside. When it didn’t, I gave up and walked back to the girls I’d abandoned and sat down. Work would straighten me out, like always.
“Sorry about that,” I said while pulling on fresh gloves.
“Girlfriend?” the brunette asked.
“It’s complicated.”
“Oh,” said the blonde, daring a glance below my belt.
Precisely. “You ready?” I asked both of them, since the blonde’s tattoo seemed like a team sport.
“Yeah,” Brunette answered, and took the Blonde’s hand. “Come on, Karm – you can do this.”
Bolstered by the brunette’s encouragement, blonde chimed back, “Yeah – I can.” Except for when I set my gun hand on her she let out a high pitched shriek – and once I pressed the pedal and the gun started roaring, so did she. Consent paperwork be damned, anyone that walked into the shop right now would think I was killing someone. 
I knew first-hand what that sounded like. 
I rocked off the pedal, staring at the blonde over the plane of her pale stomach, meeting eyes briefly with her best friend, before looking at her again. 
“Look, can you take this? Or do you want me to stop?”
Blonde Karm – short for the Karma I’d seen on her license, which I’d copied to prove her age – nodded vigorously. 
She wanted too. And I wanted money. But unless she’d let me actually tattoo her, we were at an impasse. I could use my whammy – it was the Jedi mind-trick vampires had that got people to do things for them, like open doors and invite them in – but it wasn’t very strong or useful yet – not like my Mistress’s. It’d gotten Angela an extra hundred bucks for her touch-up, earlier, but I’d seen the way that MMA fighter was also looking at her ass – I’d just charged him an ass-tax was all. But using it to get someone to sit still for a tattoo that I wasn’t sure they were really into wasn’t worthwhile. 
“Why do you want it? What are you commemorating anyhow?”
Karma pushed herself up on her elbows. “I just – wanted to prove that I was here, you know? It’s my first time out of ‘Bama.”
I knew I knew that accent. And I knew all about how easy it was to get stuck in the south – and how hard it was to leave behind, no matter how hard you tried.
“I might not get to make this trip again,” she went on, looking up at me with wide and innocent eyes. “I want to make it special.”
And there it was. Everyone who came to Vegas was looking for the same thing – to go home with a good story. 
I sat there quietly for a moment, lips smugly curved, looking from one to the other of them. I could feel the tension building between us, almost thick enough to feed off of. “If you don’t want to get a tattoo, I can think of several other things to do that you’ll remember forever instead,” I said, offering everything they thought I was. 
Karma’s lips parted as she inhaled a gasp, then her eyes darted to the brunette, as if asking permission. The brunette’s eyes flickered over me and she subtly nodded, and then Karma nodded too, more strongly. 
“All right then,” I purred, and made it my mission to get Karma to scream again. 
I raised the chair she was in to be head height to my stool, and wheeled myself up between her legs. I pushed the paper away, and pulled the cotton line of her panties to one side. I could feel her eyes on me, both of them scared but entranced. 
“You’re – you’re going straight down there?” Karma whispered. Her hair was trimmed in a neat landing strip – what a shame that someone who groomed themselves so neatly couldn’t call it pussy. 
“I am,” I said. “Because she’s going to start kissing you.”
Karma looked to her friend, whose name I didn’t know, but the brunette leaned in and tried. Their lips mismatched, they laughed, and then tried again, this time with better outcome and I watched Karma’s breasts heave. 
I didn’t need to whammy them, they just needed a little orchestration – it was likely the first time they’d done this sort of thing, muchless together. Wanting to do my part for the tourism industry, I put a warning hand on the inside of both of Karma’s soft-skinned thighs and then lowered my mouth down. 
She was wet, she was warm, and I slid my tongue between her folds just tasting her as she moaned into the brunette’s mouth. The brunette slid a hand under Karm’s shirt and underneath her bra, and I could see her kneading Karm’s breasts while I licked up toward her mound. I was warming her up, warming all of her, kissing everything, rubbing in with my lips and chin, I wanted her to know that I was here and I was into her and then I opened my mouth wide to suck on her clit, that way that women liked, that most men never learned.
She started to make high pitched sounds between kisses, and I saw the brunette’s hand find her nipple and pinch, and then Karm’s hand was reaching out between them until it found a home between the brunette’s thighs – she rose up from kissing, panting, pushing her own skirt down so that she could stand with her legs straddled enough to give Karma’s hand room.
I sucked on her clit, rolling it under my tongue, rocking my head forward to give my gloved hand space to rise. I put two fingers into the warmth of her vagina, but didn’t press them in – instead I pulled down, so she would feel stretched and empty and yearning. Karma rolled between our attentions, her free hand clenching onto my tattoo chair’s side, her hips rocking beneath my ministrations, the brunette pulling down her shirt and bra at last to kiss Karma’s perfect breasts.
“Oh my God, y’all – oh my God!” Karma shouted, and felt I her tense, her thighs trapping my head, as I kept sucking, and then I slid my fingers in and – “Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!” she kept shouting as her orgasm shuddered though her, up and down, her hips spasming, her stomach pumping, her breasts bouncing with the force of it, until she finally sagged back with a final whispered, “Oh my God.” 
Her thighs relented and I pushed back, my face covered in her juices, eyes blurred with a contact high. I fed better when I did more fucking, but life was life, and she had come hard, giving everything to me.
The brunette stood, panting, her legs still tight around Karma’s hand, and cast darkly inviting eyes my way.
I stood so there was no way she couldn’t see my hard-on straining. “Do you want a story too?” I asked, my voice like gravel. She reached for my belt buckle without answering.
She – she knew what was going on. She’d done this before – I could tell – from the way she rubbed at my cock with her hand through the fabric of my jeans, then after she’d unzipped the fly, the way she reached in to feel it again, as though weighing it, comparing it to some unmatched part of herself. I groaned until she undid the top button and let my cock fall out, aching. 
If I’d known her better – at all – I would have run my hands into her hair and brought her mouth toward me – I wanted to seat myself, through her lips, against her tongue, down her throat – but as it was I had to wait till she got there herself. She knelt slowly, stroking my shaft, until her lips were at height and – she looked up, and licked them, then parted for me, taking my head into her perfect little mouth, before working her way higher.
As she started riding my cock with her mouth I shuddered. Sex – made me hungry – and here I was so close to blood – but – no – hands were in my hair – Karma, back from the dead and standing, pulling my mouth to hers, kissing me. I ran my hands over her soft skin, clawing fingers up her back, pulling her against me as my hips fucked her friend’s mouth, until I found her nipples, pinched, and pulled – then the brunette rocked back.
I looked down at her, my cock still ramrod straight – and she whispered up. “Do you have a condom?”
I moved Karma aside and pulled one out of a station drawer, opened it and set it over my cock with practiced hands. Then, the brunette stood. Her hair was in disarray, which gave her a chance to hide behind it as she asked. “I want you to fuck me – but I have to stay a virgin.” 
It was all I could do not to laugh. “Southern girls,” I said aloud. I kicked off the rest of my clothing and grabbed the Vaseline from my drawer and brought it near. We used it on fresh tattoos, but it’d do for lube – and the condom was for them, not me, besides. The upshots of being a vampire included no babies, and no STIs. 
I settled myself onto the chair, face out, hips up, aching cock still at attention. The brunette gave me a quizzical look, which was a shame -- after the virgin quip, I wouldn’t have thought she suffered from a lack of imagination. “Come here,” I said, grabbing her bodily and pulling her up to lie on top of me, her back against my chest, her legs splayed wide, dangling on either side of my hips. 
I pushed her hair away to nuzzle her neck and brought my hands around, one to cup a breast, the other pushing down through her dark fur to stroke at her. 
She was helpless on me. I was bigger than she was and totally in control, and I could feel her torn between fighting that and giving in. I used the wetness Karma had already inspired to rub her labia gently, feeling them part, then pulling up to find the space where they connected at her hood. And I started slowly arching my hips, sending my trapped cock rubbing against the cleft of her ass.  
“Just don’t – go in there – okay?” she whispered, setting one hand on top of mine on her pussy to guard it, and bringing her free hand up to play with her other breast. 
“Karma, can you do me a favor?” 
“Uh huh,” Karma said, watching everything with rapt attention. 
“Take some of that,” I said, jerking my chin at the Vaseline, “and get it all over my cock.”
She breathed a yes, and went to do as she was told – then paused in front of us, looking down at where we almost met, at both of us, and I wondered how much, if anything, she’d learned in sex ed – or if she’d ever gone to the dark side of the internet.
Then she reached in and pulled out my still condomed cock and slicked it up and down with Vaseline thoroughly. 
“Okay,” I told the two of them, pulling the brunette higher up my chest. “You ready?”
She nodded and I started my slide, pushing her slowly down as my hips arched my cock up. Her hips bobbed in time with my other hand, but when she realized what I was doing, where I was going, she started to move to find me. I was pressed against her in a moment, the head of my cock throbbing against her tight asshole, and then I whispered, “Breathe for me.”
She did, I thrust, and I pushed my tip inside her. She moaned and I went still. I could feel her throbbing around me, then felt her try to go lower, to push herself deeper onto me. I growled in her ear and helped her down, bracing myself so that she could control her decent as she pushed up against me, taking my slicked cock in.
She was tight, God she was tight, and it was hard to just wait for her to find her own rhythm – but before I could break she did, and started arcing on me, back and forth, sliding me in out – never all the way out, and taking more and more of me in each time. 
“Christ,” I growled, as her ass started working me. She may not have done this much before – but she was good – so good -- I opened my eyes and saw disheveled Karma, watching us intently. 
“How can I help?” she asked. 
I reached both hands over the brunette’s body, spreading her legs even wider, showing Karma her full sex. “Sit down on the stool – and lick her right here,” I said, showing her where with a finger.
The brunette paused in anticipation of Karma’s mouth and then afterwards let out a low moan. She lay between us, pinned and twitching, scared of moving too much and knocking anyone off.
“I can’t – decide – it all feels – so good –“ she panted out against me.
“What feels good? This?” I said and arced up, making her take all of me at last, feeling her stretch around the thickest part of my shaft.
“Ohhhhh!” she agreed with a high pitched squeal.
“Or this,” Karma said, getting into the spirit of things, licking harder, taking more of the brunette’s pussy inside her mouth. 
I decided to take control of the ride then – just because I was technically immortal didn’t mean I wanted to play all night long – and I had other dates besides. I curled up, taking the brunette with me, pushing her down, feeling her welcoming ass take me in to the hilt, and I twitched inside her, arching my ass up, rocking myself just barely in and out of her as her whole ass clenched me tight, making each small thrust feel like the first time. 
“Oh God –“ the brunette wailed as her body betrayed her. She reached out for support and found Karma’s head and brought her in, so that we were both bucking into the other girl’s mouth. 
“Yes, yes – don’t stop – yes –“ I felt her ass clench around my cock and just in time – I shouted out, a conquering sound, as I released deep into her, making her take me, feeling her whole body flail against mine as she started screaming. This was it, the moment when her life was going to pulse out of her -- I grabbed her close and I took it into me, felt it warm me deep inside, taking the edge off of a hunger that was never sated, and growled again with one last thrust. 
I held her close until she was through – until I was through – until Karma’s head dropped, and she started to lick at my balls. 
“Oh girl,” I purred, releasing the brunette slowly. “You’re going to make someone very happy someday. You both are.”  
The brunette dizzily dismounted, turning to lean against the chair as Karma stood. “That was wild.”
“Yeah, it was.” I sat up, twisting towards them, watching them find and straighten their clothes as I sat naked as a jay-bird, with the exception of my tattoos. Now and again, one of them would look shyly at me, as if to convince themselves that that had happened, that I did exist. All I could do was smile back. 
When they were almost pulled together, I stood, and made a show of stretching before expertly tossing my condom in the trash. Two semi-innocent southern girls and add in a little Vegas, and look what I had done. 
“Was that a good enough story for you?” I asked. 
Karma looked dismayed, and for a half-a-hot second I doubted my skills. “But we won’t be able to tell anyone.”
I laughed. “Those stories are the best stories.” I swooped down to grab my jeans as the brunette leaned over to whisper something in her ear. 
“Jennifer!” Karma said, scandalized, then grinned, and took her hand. So the brunette’s name was Jennifer. I slid my jeans on as they gossiped. Who knew what the rest of the night would hold for them, if they played their cards right. And hey, now they could always play with each other. 
“We’ve, uh, gotta go –“Jennifer said, tugging Karma towards the door. 
“Yeah, I figured,” I said, buttoning my jeans. 
They turned and dashed out with victorious laughter, already telling each other the story of the story in their minds – how brave they’d been to go get tattoos – and everything that’d happened after. What I’d done to them, what they’d done to each other, and the sanitized version of events that they’d tell their friends while secretly giggling.
The door rang again as I was putting my shirt on. Jennifer stood outside, hailing a ride with her phone, but Karma’d bounced back on through. She raced up to the counter and slammed a wad of cash down. 
“Since you didn’t get to tattoo me,” she said with a grin – and then disappeared back outside. 
I could’ve chased after her – there was time before their ride got here – but with the people I owed money too, I couldn’t afford too much pride. 
Besides, no one could say I hadn’t done my part for Las Vegas tourism for the evening. It was every local’s duty – even the undead ones. I fastened my belt buckle with a smirk, and pocketed the cash. 
 



Chapter 5
 
“We’re going to the Fleur de Lis?” I whispered as Mark drove us up to valet. It was Vegas’s newest hotel, the swankiest one yet, built just a year ago. He’d told me to dress up tonight, but what I had on wasn’t going to cut it –
“The one and only.” Mark hopped out of the car and tossed the valet his keys, then held my door open.
“What about –“ I said looking back, expecting him to do the usual and tell the valet his name and phone number – to at least get the chance to ignore the ‘we are not responsible for your belongings!’ on the back of the card. 
“No time, come on,” Mark said, tucking his arm under mine, propelling me forward. 
When you live in Vegas your whole life, you get jaded, quickly – you get the kind of eyes that see the dust in corners and cobwebs too high to reach. You knew there was a man behind the curtain – hell if you worked for the casino, you were the man behind the curtain – and it helped you blink the diamond dust right out of your eyes.
But all that said – the Fleur de Lis was legit. Seemed legit. I was…going to have to do some rigorous exploration, once I figured out where the hell Mark was taking me. Please let it be a bar, please let it be a bar – I didn’t think I could break up with him if there was a whole restaurant with fancy waiters watching.  
“Have you been here before?” Mark asked, after watching my neck turn again. Who knew there could be so many chandeliers and that they could all sparkle so brilliantly? 
“No. It’s beautiful.” Everything was rococo – or St. Petersberg, circa Catherine. It would feel overwhelming if the space wasn’t so huge – instead all the ornamentation invited you to look up. It was the kind of art that would make a small person feel smaller – but a grand person, more grand. And sure enough, I felt tiny under the weight of so many frescos and angels and sculptures gazing out, whereas it finally seemed like Mark was at home, the lion in his ornate den. 
He caught my chin and brought it back toward him. “Not as beautiful as you,” he said, kissed me gently, then pulled me gently toward the casino floor.
I trotted alongside him, two of my steps for each of his normal ones, catching gambler’s glances as we passed by. Some stared at Mark, some stared at me, and others were too entranced by the dealers, women wearing low cleavaged Marie Antoinette-style ball gowns, situated behind each table – or looking for the cocktail waitresses, who were also wearing ball-gowns, but much narrower, with ruffled cut outs in the front, all the better to show off shapely legs, ending in appropriately ornate heels. 
Mark chuckled as I slowed him down again. “I’ll give you the grand tour later – it’s just that I’m late –“
“For what?”
“There you are! Marky!” Another huge man loomed out as we went up three stairs to a cordoned off zone. 
I could not imagine my Mark as a Marky. Not now, not ever. But the newcomer clapped his arm across Mark’s back with a solid thud and then looked at me. “And who is she?”
“Dante, this is Angela. Angela, Dante.” 
Dante was every bit as big as Mark I realized, as he stepped back to give me a once over – not even trying to hide that he was, as he spun around me.
“It’s the eyes or the hands,” he explained. “I figured I’d use the eyes, since Mark was here and all.” Then he looked to Mark. “Nicely done, brother. Not that you ever pull badly.”
Mark cleared his throat loudly and Dante made a somewhat apologetic face, then caught my arm. “I’m afraid we’re running behind – so if it’s OK with you, Angela, I’d like to seat you back with all the other good luck charms tonight.”
 I looked to Mark and he nodded. “Sure,” I answered, completely unsure what the hell was happening, but letting Dante take me away.
* * *
We went down what I was fairly sure was a service corridor, although the paint and brocade didn’t end – perhaps the better to remind employees just who they were dealing with and how they ought to act at all times – until we reached a quiet room with about fifty seats in the form of assorted velvet lounging couches and a large viewing screen. Dante let my arm go with a flourish and then left, abandoning me with fifteen strangers.
Looking around – I felt like I’d walked into the pages of a fashion magazine. There were women here wearing shoes that cost more than my rent. If I started to calculate how much their jewelry was worth – I stopped, because it’d explode my mind. 
I tottered over to the nearest empty couch, feeling awkward like a newborn foal, and sat down. A woman came up to me. “Cocktail?”
“Yes please. Vodka tonic.” 
She circulated quickly and returned. I took the drink and fumbled in my clutch to pay her, but she shook her head. “Oh no,” she said, with a French accent. “Your money’s no good here.”
Just as I was about to ask why that was, the screen turned on. The Fleur de Lis’s logo appeared – a camera shot focusing in on one diamond until it exploded under the pressure into the tri-fold namesake of the hotel -- and then it cut to a room with seven men and three women, all holding cards. Mark was among their number, sitting behind a high stack of chips. 
“What the –“
A beautiful woman sat down beside me. She had light brown skin and her dress was a shimmering gold with cap-sleeves. It sank between her breasts almost as high as it cut up her thigh, and her hair was a forest of ebony pincurls. She was outrageously beautiful and secret parts of me want to purr. “First time here?” She spoke with a real French accent – which made it all the easier now to identify how fake the cocktail waitress’s was.
“Yeah,” I said, timidly. 
“Ahh.” Her lips pulled back in an expansive smile. “Welcome to being a bird in a cage then.”
“I’m sorry?”
“This room is soundproof, and what do you call it –“ she waved a bored hand. “Electricity proof? The cage – invented by Faraday.” 
“Ah – why?”
“When the stakes are this high, there can be no cheating. We’re allowed to see, but not communicate with our loved ones outside.” On the screen, the dealer started dealing, and the woman leaned closer to me, clinking my glass to hers. “Drink up.”  
The other ‘good luck charms’ and I watched the first hand. I knew they were playing poker – once upon a time I’d dealt it – but what I didn’t know was how much each of the chips they were throwing around were. 
I had a feeling I didn’t want to know, as I watched the first round and saw Mark turn five in, as a dapperly dressed gentleman closer to the screen clapped. 
“Which one is yours?” the woman beside me asked. 
As if to help me, the camera suddenly panned in, showing off the way his brow crinkled in thought at seeing his new cards. So many tells, I could see them from here – didn’t he know better? What did it matter though – it was his money. And I was breaking up with him besides.
“Him.” 
“Ooooh, he’s a pretty one. What a jaw,” the woman beside me said. 
I twisted to scan the room with all of its delicate decorations on the walls, the marble slab table which held caviar and seventy-year old Glenlivet, the pretty people bending and whispering to one another, with sudden bursts of applause as each round ended. This was the kind of place that Gray wanted to burn to the ground. It didn’t matter how big Mark was – he couldn’t save me. 
And when I finished turning in my seat I saw her there, still staring at me. “And – and you?” I said, and took a sip of my drink, hoping vodka would help everything. 
“That man in the corner.” She said, pointing with an outstretched hand. He had to be over three times her age, maybe four, and I couldn’t have pointed to the bottom of his chin or the beginning of his neck. “The one who looks a little bit like a wrinkled sock.” 
I inhaled enough vodka to burn as I sputtered, “Excuse me?” 
The woman laughed. “I’m allowed to say it. Tonight’s a night for honesty.” 
“Yeah. It is,” I agreed, and took a much larger sip of my drink, this time making sure not to laugh.
She smiled again. “So how much have you bet on your man? I know it’s gauche to talk about, but I’m bored.” I gave her a blank look as she went on. “Unless you bet on another one of them?” 
I blinked. Had the doors of this hotel taken me to an alternate reality? I hadn’t had that much to drink – unless someone had spiked me. 
“Don’t be shy,” she encouraged, “I bet against my man all the time.” 
“I -- I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
“Oh, you are so new,” she said, and I got that distinct feeling like I was in high school all over again. “They bet on the game and we bet on them, so on and so forth. This is being televised all over, for those who follow such things. Keeps life random. Makes things fun.” She rocked back into the couch. “There’s no point in living without gambling.”
The crowd applauded another round, and the camera scanned past Mark. His stacks of chips were greatly decreased, and if I understood her properly – “That is some Hunger Games level bullshit, right there.”
She tilted her head sharply. “Hunger…Games? But no one here is hungry.”
She was definitely having fun at my expense. Had to be. “I’m sorry, I – “ I said, and began to stand. 
“Don’t go,” she pleaded, and her expression was genuine. 
Since this was likely the last time I’d ever be in this room, I asked: “Nothing personal, but why the hell are you hanging out with me?”
She snorted, then lifted one of the sleeves on her shoulder. Underneath was a faded tattoo, murky with time, but definitely of a fleur de lis. She tapped it with one finger, and then looked knowingly at my cleavage, where the flowers I’d wanted to hide peeked out, thanks to Mark. “I’m sorry if I upset you. I was hoping to find some companionship. These people,” she said, swirling her glass to include the rest of the room, “They buy art. We are art. It’s a subtle difference.” 
It must be so hard to be incredibly rich, sexy, and lonely. I stopped myself before my eyes rolled, sat primly on the edge of the couch, and tried to be clinical. 
“I take it you had that before the hotel?” 
“Far before. It’s an original, you could say.”
Her dress did hide it – I wondered if she had to hide it with all her fancy clothes. “You know – tattoo removal’s come a long way.”
“Oh, I could never get it removed. I need something here to remind me of home.” 
“Not to judge but – you could cover it up. Or get it touched up, make the lines crisp and firm.” I reached out for her shoulder. “May I?”
“Certainly,” she said, turning slightly. As I traced the outline on her skin she shivered, and arced her neck to look at me alluringly. “You – your touch is electric. Has anyone ever told you that before?”
 “No.” I said in a stern tone. But it wasn’t the first time I’d had clients try to come onto me. “I could clean it up, nice and easy.”
She took my hand with her hand, smiled, and her eyes widened like pools for the unwary. There’d been a point in Rabbit’s life when he’d watched The Jungle Book incessantly, and I realized hanging out with her this closely was like staring into the eyes of Kaa. I heard a distant smattering of applause, as if others in the room were cheering, her leaning forward and –
“Angela!” Mark said, appearing in a door. I startled as he walked over, and the woman I was with acted like nothing untoward had happened. 
“Mark –“ I said, stumbling up in relief. “I’m so happy to see you.”
“Rosalie,” the woman beside me finally announced, standing to introduce herself to the both of us. “Your woman is irresistible.”
“Practically magnetic,” Mark said, clapping my ass and then pinching it, where she couldn’t see. I swatted his hand away – I just wanted to escape. 
“Are you done?” 
“I am. And so our date begins, at last,” he said to me, and to her, “I hope you have a lovely stay.”
“Oh no, darling, I’m a local,” she said, and blew me a kiss as Mark pulled me out. 
 
I managed not to yell at him until we’d gotten in the car. “What the hell was all that?”
“A favor for a friend. They had a late cancellation and needed someone to fill the seat. I finished as quickly as I could. We have reservations at Celestial tonight – we can still make them if we hurry.”
It took me a moment to parse everything. “Wait -- you lost -- on purpose?”
“Did you think I played poker that badly?” he looked over at me with a wild grin and pulled onto the interstate.”
“I don’t know what to think.” The acceleration of the car pushed me back. “How much money was that?”
“Just fifty grand.”
I gasped in horror. He was a man that fifty grand was nothing to? I put fingers to my forehead, trying to stop an oncoming migraine. 
“You okay?” he asked.
“Please take me home.” 
He took the next exit and started driving much more slowly. “Why? What’d I do?”
I twisted in the seat to look at him. “It’s nothing you did – it’s who you are.”
“Oh, no – Angela, I know tonight was ostentatious, but –“ 
“And who I am,” I said, talking over him. “We’re two very different people, Mark. This has been fun, and I really like you but –“
He pulled over. We were on a backroad, one of the ones that led to a subdivision that’d never been built. “I know what you’re trying to do, Angela. Don’t. Don’t you dare decide things for me.”
“We’re different, Mark.” Now that we were off the strip I could see the moon in the sky – enough of a sliver to feel its pull. “You don’t know what you’re getting into with me. You think you can handle everything because you have money, but I have problems money can’t solve.”
He didn’t say anything – he just got out of the car and walked around it, to open my door for me. I got out and grabbed my clutch as an after-thought, I’d be calling a cab if I had too, no way I was walking home in these heels.
The night wind was strong but he shielded me, standing right in front of me to stare into my eyes. “Do you, or do you not want to be with me.”
The moonlight made his features cast strong shadows, and I remembered the way his stubble felt against my thighs. He wasn’t going to give me up easily, and inside me a tail thumped with misplaced pride. My wolf had gone and found another alpha.
Goddammit. 
“I do, but I can’t.” 
“Then – just give me twenty-four hours.”
“A day isn’t going to change anything.”
He came in closer. “This day will.”
And then he was so near and he smelled so good and this might be the last chance I had to get properly fucked, under the moon no less – I leaned up and kissed him, hard. He tensed in surprise, but then kissed me back, just as fiercely, and instantly closed the space between us, pressing me against the hood of his car. 
His hands were all over me, up my sweater, beneath my bra, and mine were just as eager on him, pushing inside his suit jacket to slide between buttons. I needed skin, skin to skin to skin.
His mouth moved to my neck as I gasped for air, bending backwards under his attention. The wind swept past him and I shivered. “Here,” he said, pulling his jacket off quickly, setting it around my shoulders. “And now,” he demanded, spinning me around to face the beemer. With one broad hand he pushed be down, bending me over the warm hood of his car. I felt my skirt crawl up my hips and was not even the least bit ashamed. 
I heard a zipper, felt him pull the thin cotton line of my panties over and – in a second his cock was in me. I groaned low, I loved the sensation of feeling full, of knowing he needed to be inside me. And he – wasn’t afraid to be rough – which was just how my wolf and I liked it.
“Oh, fuck me,” I whispered, as he grabbed both my arms and hauled me back onto his cock. He thrust hard and fast and then stopped, leaving me aching for more. 
“Do you feel that, Angela? How hard I am for you?” He punctuated each of his questions with a thrust. 
“Uh huh,” I panted, nodding helplessly against his car. 
“Whatever it is you’re scared of,” he said, taking slow, deep, strokes. “I’m not. I feel this, and I know we’re supposed to be.” He pulled his cock almost all the way out, and teased me with the head of it. “And I know that you need me,” he said, pushing all the way back in fast, and I moaned. “I belong inside you. And you belong wrapped around me,” he said, and after that started fucking me properly, long and slow.  
My heels already had me teetering forward, ass high for him. He slipped his coat up, and smacked it, then dropped the coat back in place so I wouldn’t get cold. Then he did it again, on the other side, and I knew I’d have red handprints on my ass till dawn. I couldn’t move against the car hood, but I – twisted and got my panties just right, so that each time he thrust they tugged against my clit and – “Mark,” I whispered, clenching my hands. 
“That’s right,” he said, arcing himself deeper inside me at feeling me build. He reached forward and grabbed my hair, yanking my head back, so I would feel ridden. I pawed out on the hood, bracing myself for his cock, trying to take all he had to give as he began speeding up, each of his thrusts filling me, winding me. He reached down and smacked my ass again, harder, as I started moaning in time with his cock. 
“Fuck, yes, fuck –“ I shouted as his cock landed the final time it took – my orgasm clenched him and I heard him say, “God, yes,” as his cock plugged me tight. 
I shuddered repeatedly, speared by his cock, feeling it pulse deep inside me as his cum released. His coat fluttered to the asphalt and he hauled me back on him, pushing his hands up my sweater, showing my breasts to the moon, as I howled.
 



Chapter 6
 
Dark Ink was supposed to be open 24/7.
That was part of its ‘mystique’, and the introduction to many of its favorable online reviews – “Just when I thought I wouldn’t be able to get a tattoo!” -- but what was understood by me and the other artists who took nightshifts waiting for not-entirely drunk walk-ins, was that you could close up for a few hours here or there. Some of them slept in the back – one of the reasons the bell over the door was so loud – others took naps in their cars during breaks. 
As Vegas was between major conventions, it was a weeknight, and colder than balls on a brass monkey outside, I felt pretty safe taking off few hours as long as I was back to high-five someone on the early crew pre-dawn. So I drew to entertain myself until one AM, but after that I set the ‘be back soon!’ sign to a generous five AM and locked the shop behind me. 
I walked out to my car feeling loose and tingly. Tonight I was playing close to the edge. Not with my employment – Angela would never fire me, I was the best artist she had – but with my need to feed. I was down two nights, and the co-eds had helped, but I was too hungry for them to top-off alone.  
You see, sex took the edge off and amazing sex could just about replace it -- and sex with Bella was almost guaranteed to be amazing. But if she wanted to do other things for some reason, like just read tea leaves, my hunger and I were going to have a bad time of it. I didn’t turn into a slavering monster after one night, or even two or three, but after four or five I had a lot of sympathy for junkies. 
* * *
My first stop was my apartment. It was a basement unit, next to no windows, perfect for me, antithetical for the majority of Vegas. I slid out of my clothing and into the shower, washing the scent of tonight’s penthouse letter away, and when I got out of the shower, dried off. 
I didn’t look at myself in mirrors much. Not because I couldn’t see myself in them – I could, movies were lame – but because there wasn’t much point. For the past four years I hadn’t changed. But now something compelled me to lean over my sink and look. I had one Japanese sleeve, with a dragon swirling up it from my old mentor, the other was covered in thick-lined American traditional tattoos. The knuckles of one hand had the letters JACK tattooed across them, the other had ROCK, since my last name was Stone, from when I was punk and seventeen.
I wasn’t stupid, I knew I was good looking, but there had to be something else. Karma, Jennifer, Bella, Rose, Cymberly, JJ, Kate, Ruby – all the girls that’d come before, and all ones I knew would come after -- what was it they saw in me? How come with them it was so easy? 
Why couldn’t Angela see whatever it was?
I pushed back. That was a stupid question to ask and it didn’t deserve an answer. Didn’t need one. All those other women, they knew trouble, were trouble, or were just passing through. Angela…was real to me. 
Which was why I wanted her – and precisely why I could never let that show. I locked down that train of thought and threw away the key, just as my phone buzzed on the counter. 
Don’t be late. Bella. 
Never, I texted her back, and went for the bathroom door. 
 
Bella lived out in Summerlin, in a suburb that’d sprung up and managed to thrive. I drove the way to her place by memory and when I got there coasted in, parking beside her Kia in the driveway. That someone who considered themselves so mystical lived here and drove that – I shook my head as I walked up.
Five minutes early, I decided not to ring the doorbell, and instead just tried the door. It opened – and as she’d already invited me in once before, and I stepped through. 
“Open sesame,” I announced, in her entryway/den. Her couches were black velvet, her lamp had a maroon sheet over it to tint the light, and everything else was painted black, the walls, her shelves, her fireplace. Everything but the carpeting was gothic – it was still its original suburbian tan.  
“Jack!” She walked in from her kitchen. She was wearing an apron and not much else, if I could believe my eyes. “You changed,” she said. 
“Not really,” I said, giving her a feral grin. 
She chuckled and walked around behind me to lock the door. Definitely just an apron. I started to feel a lot better about getting fed tonight.
“So what’s going on?” I asked, following her back to her kitchen. “It’s been months.”
“Miss me?” she said, looking over her shoulder, as she returned to stirring a small bowl. 
“Always,” I said, but she made a demurring sound.
“You know better than to say things you don’t mean.”
From behind I could see everything, her perfectly heart-shaped ass, and half of her numerous tattoos. She had a tramp stamp before their coolness came and faded, only hers were photorealistic antlers, coming out of a mystical grail. We’d met when she’d walked into the shop and needed a mandala tattooed on her inner thigh, which led to the first of many times we’d fucked. I could see a hint of it right now, my art, on her. 
“Sometimes,” I said, more truthfully, walking up to stand behind her. Whatever she was stirring looked like dirt mixed with different dirt. “I’d just assumed you’d moved on.” And I wasn’t the calling type. Why should I be? I had nothing to offer a normal human being. 
Her stirring slowed. “Well, I did. But – it didn’t work out. So – now I’m back. But I need your help.” She set the bowl down and twisted around. “I’m in trouble.”
I set my hands on her hips. “What kind?” 
“I – fell in with these guys and –“she started, then looked up at me and gave up. “Your aura’s the only thing that’s worse than theirs are.”
One of my eyebrows rose. “Is that supposed to be a compliment?” 
She looked innocently at me – as innocent as she could. “It means I think you’re the only person that can save me.”
Instead of asking ‘Really?’ I had the wisdom to growl, “How?”
“Like this,” she said, drawing near and leaning up to kiss me.
Bella and I – we weren’t kissers. I was generally worried about inopportune teeth and she usually wanted me to fuck her fast, animalisticly. So I stiffened as her mouth met mine and her lips parted. “Bella –“I murmured, trying to pull up, but her hands caught my head and brought me back to her. “What’s going on?” I asked, as she set my forehead to hers, giving me a glorious view down the front of her apron at her heaving chest.   
“I am,” she whispered, and grabbed my belt.
In a moment my belt was unbuckled and my button-fly undone. One of her hands pushed down as the other one went up my stomach. I pulled my shirt off quickly, giving her more access to skin, as her hand inside my jeans found my hard cock and wrapped around. 
“You have missed me, haven’t you?” she said. 
I ran a hand into her thick hair and pulled her head back so she had to look at me. “I’m gonna show you just how much.” 
She shuddered, at my tone, at my raw need – I saw her do it, and I felt her hand tremble, holding me. 
“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I said, taking a step forward, still holding her by her hair, pressing her back against her countertop. “You thought you were going to be in control tonight, didn’t you?”
She nodded a little, her head unable to pull much against her trapped hair. 
I lowered my head to breathe in her neck, to smell her, to almost be able to taste her blood – to definitely be able to taste her sex, in the wetness that I knew now freely flowed between her thighs. 
“I don’t know who you’ve been fucking, Bella, but they sure as hell weren’t me.” I stepped back, letting go of her hair and pulling myself away from her in a rush. “Take that apron off, now,” I commanded, and her shaking hands went for the knots. “Then get back to your bedroom, and lay ass up.” 
The apron fell to the ground as she raced down the hall.
* * *
I took my time in her kitchen, kicking off my boots and my jeans. I knew she could hear me, just as I knew she’d obeyed. She wanted something from me – and I needed something from her. Waiting made it sharper for us both. And before I walked after her, I went to the den and grabbed the scarf from her lamp.  
Her room was even darker than the den was, but vampires have excellent night vision. Although if I hadn’t been able to see her, I’d still have heard her, her breathing unsteady as she waited and hoped, and I’d definitely have been able smell her, anywhere. I walked up behind her bed, which she was on, ass up, like I’d commanded. I put my knees against the mattress, moved it, and heard her gasp. 
“Jack?” 
I held the scarf up between my hands. I hadn’t decided what I’d do with it yet. Maybe I ought to gag her. “Yeah?”
“I’m scared.”
“Whoa.” I stepped away from her bed, letting the scarf go. “Why? It’s just me.” We’d played rougher games than this before. 
She turned on the bed, laying naked in tousled sheets. “It’s just – I was supposed to – the past few months – they’ve been really bad for me.” She got the words out in gasps, and I realized she was crying.
“Oh – Bella –“My hard-on sank, and my hunger lunged out, like a dog on a leash. She crawled across her bed to me and pulled me down to hold her. “I’m sorry,” I apologized, for who or whatever had hurt her. “I am sorry,” I said, brushing her hair from her face. 
She clung to me, sobbing, and all I could do was hold her back. “My poor baby,” I whispered for her, like someone long ago had once whispered it for me, and rocked her, skin to skin. 
“No, I’m sorry,” she said, wiping a hand across her face. “I didn’t mean to do this with you.”
I could feel her heart beating against the wall of my chest, and felt small fangs budding out. “You can’t be strong all the time. It’s okay.”
She looked up at me and put a hand to my chin. “How can you be so evil and still be so safe?” 
I was taken aback by the question. Did she…know what I was? How could she? “I don’t know,” I said, and tried to blow it away. 
She ran fingers through my hair, scratching my scalp, sending tingles down my spine. “Maybe you’re not evil yet is the thing. Maybe all of your evil is still to come.”
“Maybe,” I said flatly, hoping to discourage further conversation. 
She inhaled deeply and pulled back, looking straight into my eyes. I didn’t know what she was trying to find there – or if the man in the mirror that answered so many women’s unspoken desires was looking back. Then she moved in – I thought to nestle herself against me again, and I started bargaining with my hunger, swearing to give it fresh blood tomorrow night – when I felt her lips kiss at the hollow of my throat.
I sat still, not wanting to scare her, not wanting to assume. Her lips trailed down a half-inch to my sternum, and kissed me there again. 
By the time she reached my navel I was panting. I didn’t want to – I wanted to be in control -- but the hunger – knowing where her lips were going and why -- there was no way not to be hard. But as her lips met the light hair trailing down I found some inner reserve I didn’t know I had, and stopped her. “You don’t have to, Bella. I’m here for you. Without that. Really.”
“I know. That’s why I’m doing it,” she whispered, and her mouth sank onto my cock.
I groaned and slowly fell back on her bed, as her mouth overcame me. There was enough light for me to see her but I still closed my eyes, giving into the sensation of her tongue against my head. She stroked the tip of me with it and sucked just the head gently, cupping her lips all around. I wanted to buck up and make her take more of me, but I could already tell – if we fucked this time – the way we were going to fuck – it’d shut my hunger right the hell up. All I had to do was hang on. 
She worked her mouth down my shaft and started stroking my balls and I risked thrusting, feeling my cock bend down the back of her throat, held in tight. Her dark eyes looked up at me, waiting, and for the second time that night I reached for her hair – to push it out of my way so I could see her. She purred at being watched and went faster – and my body and my hunger fell out of sync. My body wanted her to taste me, now, to hold her head and thrust until everything was spilled inside her mouth. But my hunger required much much more to be sated.
I pushed myself up on my elbows. “I need to fuck you,” I growled. 
She pulled herself slowly off my cock, letting me feel each inch revealed, and then looked at me, breathless herself. “So do it,” she said, her voice just as low, and I took it as a challenge. 
I folded over myself and grabbed her, pulling her over me, shoving her up, until her thighs framed my face. I knew she was wet, but I had to be sure – I grabbed her ass and pulled her onto me, burying my face in the sweetness of her pussy. I licked her open and pushed in and felt more than heard her moan, her whole body shuddering over me. I worked my tongue up until it was under her hood and sucked at her there, while pushing my chin up to grind. I felt her ass tense under my hands and she thrust into me, begging me to suck harder, push deeper. More wetness flowed, so much, and I knew – I pushed out from underneath her, I had to get my cock inside her now. I rose up behind her, her on her knees in front of me. I grabbed her hips and pulled.
“Jack,” she hissed, as my cock landed. We both waited there for a moment, feeling this new space, occupied. Her breath hitched and then she rocked against me, and I thrust into her, and we were off again. I saw her dart a hand down between her legs as I hunched over her, thrusting deep and I braced with one hand and wrapped the other around her, holding onto her breast, rolling a nipple. Each time I thrust she grunted and soon both her hands where on her head board, so she could press back into me. I felt my cock glide in and out of her on a river of juices and spit and thought maybe I’d never been so deep in a woman before – maybe I’d finally met someone able to take me – the hunger roiled through my body, fusing with it, becoming one with all my motions, so that all of me was ready to devour her the second she –
let –
go –
her pussy swelled and grabbed my cock and I knew – I grabbed her hips and thrust wildly, shoving my cock in and out, feeling her thick walls close in as my hard cock arched up and – Bella screamed as the first wave clenched tight. 
Luckily I knew her – I knew so much better than to slow down.
I fucked her right through that orgasm, and the next, and the one after that – it was like she had a switch inside that, once flicked, wanted to stay on – her pussy like an incandescent light. By the fourth one though – my hunger couldn’t stand it any longer. I’d absorbed so much life from her, but none of it would count if I couldn’t give her some back. 
“Bella, baby,” I warned her, and somehow through her orgasmic haze she managed to brace herself again. 
“Give it to me, Jack,” she begged, her voice rising, as she started to clench again.
I – if I hadn’t made sure she was wet – if I hadn’t felt her clutch my cock before – I might have worried about the ferocity with which I fucked her now. But no matter what I did she took it and then I felt her pussy grab greedily on, like she was trying to suck me dry -- 
“Goddamn,” I moaned, and thrust deep one last time. My cock rammed inside, and then and only then, did everything spill out. My body shuddered as I moaned but I kept her on me as I spasmed, pushing my cum as deep as it would go, claiming her for me as her pussy milked me tight. 
She fell forward, and I fell on top of her, still inside, both of us throbbing. The hunger was gone – would be gone – for the rest of the night. If I could only fuck her every night – I pulled her to me – but she struggled free. 
“Don’t go,” I complained. 
“I’m not. I promise. I’ll be right back.” 
She pulled away from me and off my cock as I sighed. Reality came rushing back, brushing away foolish dreams. What time was it? My phone was in my jeans back in the kitchen.
“Don’t go anywhere!” she shouted.
“Where would I go, woman? You’ve fucked my dick off,” I shouted back, and heard her laugh. I looked down at myself, at my fat cock slung to one side. It’s a good thing I was immortal, or that might be the truth. 
She returned, naked and gorgeous, holding the bowl she’d been stirring when I’d first walked in. She put her finger to her lips for my sake, and then began casting a spell – something Latin-y about binding and safety and protection. I tried not to look bemused.
“There,” she said, when she was done, and had painted a half-circle of the bowl’s contents on the floor around the bed. “Now you’re mine.”
“Hmmmm?”
“I used some of our juices to bind you to me. Now you’re not allowed to leave my side.” She set the bowl down and fell back into bed beside me. 
I tilted my head. I didn’t feel any different. But I was also still on the inside of the circle. “Don’t good witches usually ask permission first?”
“They do, but desperate times and all that.”
I traced a hand down the side of her body. “You know you could’ve just asked?”
“It’s not like you exactly come when called, Jack.” True. “And anyhow, it’s temporary,” she went on. “I only need protection for a few days. After that I’ll be fine. I’ve seen it in the cards.”
I opened my mouth to tell her all the reasons I was unreliable, namely that I died with the rising sun. But I knew that’d sound stupid and she wouldn’t believe me, or worse she’d ask to see, and I couldn’t just show that to her. There was no other vulnerability quite like dying by someone. 
So what I said next was, “Okay,” even though I knew it was wrong, and pulled her to me. The sooner she thought I was trapped the sooner she’d sleep and I could leave. I brushed her hair away from her face gently. Maybe she could come to the shop tomorrow night, if she was still speaking to me then, or I could get the night off – but there was nothing I could do for her during the day – she’d have to go with non-magical 911. And I couldn’t tell her a thing.
“Bella –“ I said, trying to come up with a good – any! – explanation. 
She reached up and bopped me on the nose with a fingertip. It smelled like wet dirt and sex. “Shush. It’s done. Just go with it. Your boss is too into you to fire you if you take off a few nights. I’ve seen that too – so don’t worry.”
Not for the first time, I wondered what went on inside her head. 
“And tomorrow we can go by the shop and get your gun – I want these gone.” She pulled back from me and lifted a breast, showing a new tattoo I didn’t know she had – six paw prints, wolf tracks, running underneath.  
“A cover-up?” I made a show of pursing my lips thoughtfully. “I’ll see what I can do,” I said, and pulled her even closer. “Go to sleep, silly girl.” 
“Did I wear you out?” she asked disingenuously, snuggling up, tossing a leg over my thighs.
“Always,” I said. I kissed her forehead, and then stared at the ceiling until I heard her snore. 
 



Chapter 7
 
Bella’s room had black-out curtains in true Vegas style. I had an amazing sense of time – and I could feel mine slipping away. It had to be almost pushing up on five. I’d spooned Bella until she’d overheated and rolled away from me, and I hadn’t chased her across the bed.
What was I going to do with her? I guess it depended on how much she hated me. I’d find out tonight. 
I crept out of her bed and walked up to the line she’d drawn. I didn’t feel anything. I waved a hand over it, and then I hopped over it entirely. Whatever magic – if any – she’d mustered, didn’t work on me. I wondered if any of her ‘magic’ worked at all. I knew there were powers at large that most humans didn’t dream of – and I also knew if I ever told her I was a vampire, she’d go from the wild thing she was to some kind of groupie. 
I backed away from the bed, waiting for her to wake up, and when she didn’t, I headed into the kitchen. 
* * *
I got dressed in the entryway, popped the bottom lock on her door so it’d latch behind me, and then made sure it was after I closed the door, quietly testing the lock. It was solid – and when I looked at my phone I realized I was late.
I drove faster than I should have to get back to Dark Ink, guilt over leaving her chasing me – and the knowledge that every minute longer I was gone was one I might get caught. As I pulled into Dark Ink’s parking lot I was almost as surprised to see Mark’s BMW there as I was to see Dark Ink’s ornately painted front windows, shattered.
Mark and Angela were standing in front of the damage. I leapt out of my car and slammed the door, running up, as Angela whirled. 
“Jack!” Angela shouted, and stormed over to me. She was beautiful, she was always beautiful, but this time – her skirt wasn’t more than an inch down her hips and her sweater-top was unbuttoned almost down to her navel – she was sex on wheels.  
“You!” she started, looking from me to the building. There were tears welling in her eyes and she raised her hand up to hit me. 
I caught her wrist before she could – and a shock permeated through me, a whole-body lightning, like the bangles she wore had turned her arm into a battery. I stiffened, transfixed, then let go. 
“Sorry –“ I apologized, as Mark loomed.
“No,” she said, taking her arm back and touching it where I’d touched her. That shock -- had she felt it too? Then she ran a hand through her tousled hair. “I don’t normally hit my employees – I just – I thought you were dead!”
I looked back at the front of the shop. “It’d take more than a little broken glass to kill me.” 
“The alarm company called -- you were supposed to be there!”
“We get lunch breaks. Look at the sign –“ I pointed, and prayed she couldn’t smell the sex on me, like I could so clearly smell on her. 
Mark cleared his throat. “All right – about this,” he began and went for his phone. 
“What’re you doing?” Angela said.
“I’m calling the cops. And a repair shop.”
“Don’t do that.” 
Both Mark and I looked at her. I was glad, I didn’t want to get tied up here too much longer, dawn was on the way – but this was clearly the act of vandals. 
“Just – let me clean it up,” she said, and started over into the glass, teetering on her heels. Mark gave me a man-to-man look then. 
“Angela,” I started, walking after her, “It’s my shift. I’ve got this.” I could call in some favors. I had an hour. And the dawn crew would be in shortly – “Go home –“
I reached her side and saw her crying, tears flowing down her face – but the entire rest of her body, the way her jaw was clenched, the set of her shoulders, her hands in fists by her side, said she was ready to attack. Crying – but angry. 
“Angela, come on,” Mark said, rounding her up. He weighed twice what she did, he could pick her up and carry her out of here if he had too. 
“I’ve got this,” I promised again, and she flashed me a look, nodding once, then followed Mark back to his car. I waited until they drove off, then I pulled out my phone.
* * *
Dawn crew was new artists who had to take what shifts they could get, and Mattie, who in another life had clearly been a farmer. I called all of them first, rousting most of them from bed, and Mattie arrived earliest like he always did.
“Hey!” he shouted from outside. “What the hell?”
“I know.” I’d collected the biggest shards into the trash, and been working with a broom and dust-pan for half-an-hour. The glass had gotten into all the couch cushions – we’d have to go after them with a vacuum. 
“Anything get stolen?”
“Not that I could tell.” They hadn’t taken the iPad we used to charge our clients, or broken into the office for the cash drawer. Everyone’s kits looked secure. 
“Weird,” he said, stepping through the window to join me.
Mattie started his morning routine, making himself coffee with the hot water spigot and his French press, and turned on the radio, as I stood looking out the broken window. The neighborhood we were in wasn’t great, but it wasn’t bad either – and on a chilly night like last night, most people’d had had better things to do. 
So was this personal? One of the newer artists? People generally didn’t become tattoo artists because they played well with others. I couldn’t help but think of Angela, barely clad and standing there pissed. Mad because it was her business that’d been attacked? Or mad – because it was a message meant for her? 
Just like the one I’d seen her get from the LVMPD? 
The jangly rock song on Mattie’s station ended, and the morning DJs took over. 
News fresh from Summerlin – a violent murder on the corner of Verdant and Ambrosia. The victim was Bella Wintermichael --
The broom I’d been holding clattered as they went on, and Mattie emerged from the back. “Jack? You okay?”
I didn’t answer him as the DJs went on describing the scene. It must’ve just happened – minutes after I’d left her. Bella he had chosen me to protect her, I’d ignored her, and -- what if she’d been right, and I was the most evil thing in her life?  
“You’ve had a long night,” Mattie said, coming up.
“You don’t know the half of it,” I said, remembering Bella’s worried eyes. 
He clapped me on the back. “Go home. Get some rest. We’ll get this cleaned up, me and the boys.”
I nodded, and walked out to my car in a fog. 
* * *
I’d figure out who she’d been scared of – and I’d make them pay in ways they never dreamed. My hunger pulsed inside me like a super nova. It’d been so long since I’d let it go – but at the thought of the carnage I’d wreak on Bella’s behalf, my fangs began to bud. 
A piece of glass outside spun away from my boot, distracting me from my bloody daydreams. I watched it twirl, then knelt down to pick it up – it had a flourish from Dark Ink’s blue and gold letter D. I’d never forgive myself for what’d happened with Bella – but if anything happened to Angela – my hand tensed and the glass nicked me. I watched it bleed for a moment, then threw the glass far away before bringing my hand to my mouth. I never wasted blood – not even my own. 
And tomorrow night I’d be drinking someone else’s. 
* * *
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Teaser from Dark Ink Tattoo Episode 2
 
Chapter 1
 
I sat down in a plastic chair on the other side of a bulletproof window and held a phone to my ear. “You wanted my attention. Well now you have it.” 
Gray, my ex-boyfriend and my son Rabbit’s father, sat on the other side, holding his own phone to talk to me. “Hey baby,” he said, grinning broadly.
I waited there to see what he’d say next. I didn’t want to give him anything. They’d taken my coat, but I made sure what I was wearing showed neither curves nor skin. And my expression was flat. He was nothing to me. And there was nothing he could do to me, behind bars – which was where he was going to rot. Forever. 
Except a month ago he’d started sending letters – and last night, he’d sent someone to bust the windows of the tattoo studio I owned, I was sure. 
“You look tired,” he said. “Long night?” 
There was a point in time when I would’ve thrilled at his concern. When I’d been eighteen, when I’d started running with the Pack, when I’d seen him – I knew I’d had to have him in that obsessed-teenager way. That my life wouldn’t be complete without him. He was six-four, broad-shoulders, Viking-arms, and – yeah, given my now-boyfriend Mark I clearly had a type. 
But Mark was a lawyer, not a drug-dealing-murdering-son-of-a-bitch-behind-bars who I hated every day.  
I crossed my legs and stared off into middle distance, ignoring him. I knew he hated that. As leader of the Pack, he expected utter loyalty – and with the exception of me, he’d mostly gotten it. Werewolves and bikers had an inherent sense of hierarchy. 
“Angie,” he said, his voice just a croon, the husk of his wolf coming through. He knew what I had inside me, how much the wolf-part of me still wanted to please him. 
“Don’t try,” I told him. “It won’t work.” 
My wolf was a fickle bitch. Luckily I took silver every day, so that I was always the one in control. I’d learned it from the Pack – smuggled colloidal silver into prison was the only way Gray could stop from wolfing-out on moon-nights too. 
He leaned back, surveying me. “I just wanted to see you again, Angie. That’s not a crime.”
“Breaking Dark Ink’s window is.”
“If I did that, it’s just petty vandalism. Plus I’d have I had my guys make sure no one was inside. All completely theoretically, of course.”
I gestured to myself. “Well, you’ve seen me now. I’m going to go –“ I hung up the receiver and brought my eyes up to stare at him blankly like he didn’t count.
He waited until I’d almost stood to ask, “How’s my son?” – I didn’t hear it, so much as I read his lips through the glass. 
Blood rushed in my ears. If I could keep going, walk on out like I hadn’t heard him – but I’d waited half a second too long, and I knew he knew I had. I sank back into the chair, trying to appear indifferent, and when I picked the phone back up I made sure to say, “What?” in an incredulous tone. 
Rabbit was the only good thing to come out of my time with the Pack. And when I’d gotten out, I wasn’t even late yet – and then he’d been born late, besides. There was no way they could know anything for sure, unless – 
“I’m not stupid, Angie. He looks just like me. I have photos.” 
Bile rose at the thought of some drug-running biker following my son around with a camera. “Rabbit isn’t yours. He’s mine and some other guy I fucked. I fucked a lot of guys after you. Still do.”
“Looking for a cock big enough to replace mine?” 
“Hardly,” I laughed sharply. “Let’s just say that when you’re not a virgin, you have a lot of catching up to do – and that those experiences put earlier ones in… perspective.” 
He was still looking at me with that trademark killer-grin. “I’d forgotten how feisty you were.”
“Did your masturbatory fantasies leave that out?”
Gray leaned forward. “I know you’re afraid of me, Angie. I can see it in your eyes. You don’t have to be.”
He’d left me alone for seven long years, until last month. Maybe he’d changed behind bars. Found Jesus, or Buddha, or whatever. 
He put his hand up to the glass and tilted his head. “I just want to be a family again.”
And at that, I laughed loud and true. “Are you fucking kidding me?”
His eyes went cold, like a predator’s, and I remembered just how hard he could hit. “He’s not yours,” I repeated.
“Cut the crap, Angie – unless you want someone to help me get a DNA sample.” 
I froze. I wasn’t sure what I was more scared of for Rabbit sake -- him finding out that he was a werewolf – or that he was related to Gray. 
“Being in here,” he said, knocking on the glass between us, “has given me some perspective. I know now I never should’ve let you go.”
At that – all the anger and all the memories came rushing back. “Like you let Willa go? And all the girls before her? Fuck you, Gray,” I said low, this time with my own wolf’s voice, and watched him startle. “Fuck you. You knew she might die – that I might die – and you never said a word.”
He leaned forward on his side of the glass. “I didn’t need to say it. I wanted you to be my mate for life. I wouldn’t have knotted you otherwise.”
“That was supposed to make me feel special?” I forced myself laugh hollowly, to hurt him, even though there was no way I could ever hurt him the way he’d hurt me. “After you left – do you know what Wade did?” I swallowed down the stomach acid that rose as I remembered the night. I’d only come back to the bar for my tattoo guns – they were Dringenbergs, practically irreplaceable, as I didn’t have a penny to my name, and doing tats was the only way I could make any. And that was when Wade had stopped me. He just picked me up and carried me off to the back room, me screaming the whole time. “He took me. Carried me off to your room – our room – and threw me on the bed. Said he’d waited long enough, and it was finally his turn.”
Gray’s jaw tensed and his eyes narrowed, and I knew no matter how in control he was of the Pack that no one outside had ever had the balls to tell him this story. Or, none of them had ever though he would care – one of those two. I leaned in. 
“I could hear the rest of them through the walls – so I knew they could hear me screaming. Trying to fight him off, kick him away. And when at the end – when I was covered in claw marks and bitten – when his knot finally flared and trapped me there, on him, him touching me, holding me for half-an-hour while he whispered apologies to me for what he claimed his wolf made him do, begging me to stay? I will die before that ever happens again.” I stood. “Maybe Rabbit is his -- but I know he’s not yours, and I’m definitely not your mate. Don’t ever contact me again.”
I dropped the phone and walked away.
“What’re you going to do when the moon calls him?” Gray shouted after me. I ignored him and kept walking. 
 
Want more? Get Episode 2 now.
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