
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Bling

[image: ]




By Jason Halstead

Published by Novel Concept Publishing LLC

©2019

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

For additional information contact:

www.novelconceptpublishing.com

784 Hidden River Dr.

Ortonville, MI 48462

Cover art by Willsin Rowe

Special thanks to Olly (@PCE_Deadmeat) for his beta reading and feedback

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. 

Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Jason Halstead’s website: http://www.booksbyjason.com

Sign up for Jason’s newsletter

Dark Earth setting books:

Dark Earth (Dark Earth, book 1)

Devil’s Icebox (Dark Earth, book 2)

Soul Mates (Dark Earth, book 3)

Voices

Bound

The other books in The Lost Girls series:

The Lost Girls

Traitor

Wolfgirl

Black Widow

Guardian



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1


[image: ]




"Bling! There you are!"

I turned from the bar at the sound of Bianca's voice. The woman's pixie-cut bleached white hair sparkled with the cheap pink fiber optics woven into it. She was just coming off of working the floor at Twilight and she had a red flush to her cheeks. Her stage name was Pixie, but I knew this was more than blush. Was she excited? Embarrassed? High on something? Or was it just me? Bianca had a crush on me.

"Hey, girl, I've got a party later, do you want to come?"

I grinned. A party sounded like a great idea. Better than working, even though we'd still be working. She wasn't talking about the kind of party that kids my age went to... well, Bianca wasn't my age but she was close enough. Bianca was a year older but nobody believed that. I looked young. Like, really young. Most of the time it sucked, but I knew how to work it to my advantage. That's why I only got on the stage a couple of times a night and the rest I spent waitressing. The creeps in the crowd tipped better that way.

But I couldn't just up and go to a party. Sure, they paid a lot better than a weekday night at Twilight, but I needed a little more notice. As much of a pain in the ass as it was, I couldn't ditch my little brother. I had responsibilities that no eighteen year old girl should be saddled down with. "What kind of party? I can't just ditch Fen."

"I already asked. Candy said she'd watch him," Bianca said. "Come on, this is right up your alley! They wanted me to find one or two more young girls. You're perfect!"

"Yeah, lucky me," I muttered. I blew my dark hair out of face and forced a smile. "Tonight? After work?"

"You'll have to cut out early," Bianca said. "They gave me half an hour to find people."

"You know I make my best tips later," I groaned. "I barely have enough now to break even on the participation fee Jacob charges for us amateurs. How much are they offering?"

"Three hundred," she said. "A lot more than we can make here on a Tuesday night!"

"Holy shit," I slipped. She was right, that was good money! I'd done a lot more for a lot less. Well, maybe... I didn't really know what they wanted us to do, so that was next. "What are we supposed to do? And how many guys?"

"We put on a show," she said. "Nothing we haven't done before."

"Uh huh, and then what?"

Bianca's grin slipped a little but she pulled it back in place almost like it never happened. "You know how these guys are. They have their requests. They like to get touchy. Maybe a blowjob or something. You make them pay more for that though."

Yeah, I knew how they were all right. I learned it by watching my mom when I was too young to be seeing that kind of thing. "Three hundred for how many guys?"

She shrugged. "Four or five, maybe?"

"What did they offer you?"

Bianca rolled her eyes. "Damn it, Am— Bling, this is good money! I haven't even told anyone else yet, I figured you and I could handle it and get more."

I ignored her slip. "How much more?"

She glanced around before admitting, "Okay, they offered me a thousand bucks to get some girls for them."

"You bitch!"

She grinned. "Hey, like you wouldn't have done the same thing! Come on, it'll be fun. I've partied with some of their friends before. They're good for the money."

I stuck out my tongue at her. "Split it even and I'm in... if Candy really will watch Fen."

Bianca threw her hands up and let out an excited squeal. She hugged me, pressing her green gauze covered breasts against me. She gave me a kiss on the cheek, making sure she let her lipstick leave a mark, and slipped a hand down to give my ass a squeeze.

A table full of horny customers behind me cheered. My cheeks burned but Bianca flashed them a grin and a wink.

"Save any of that for me, honey?" one of them catcalled as Bianca backed away and turned to face them.

Bianca teased them by leaning forward to show off her cleavage and the way her nipples tented the flimsy fabric of her costume. "Sorry boys, Bling's my girlfriend tonight. Come back tomorrow and maybe you can watch!"

They alternated cheering, booing, and making alternate offers. I kept on blushing and hurried past them with my tray of drinks in hand. I delivered them, collecting my tips, a few lewd comments, and a couple of gropes from the customers that were either extra bold or extra drunk. 

I ducked into the back as soon as my tray was empty and saw Fen sitting at my station, his head buried in the four generation old tablet I'd gotten for him. It was so old it could barely project any 3d images, but he loved it. He'd seen commercials for newer, better models, but he also knew we didn't have any money. That's why three hundred bucks was awesome. It wasn't enough to get us out of a shelter, but I was saving up. Someday, maybe, we could have something nice.

I was seventeen years old and my brother was ten. We had no family and no home. Nice meant warm water and warm food that wasn't a different flavor of soup. Shoes without holes. Thank the spirits Fenris and I almost never got sick. Well, I never did. He almost never did.

Fen sensed I was there and looked up at me. He smiled and then yawned. "Hey Amy, are you done early tonight?"

I smiled back. As much of a pain in the ass as he was, I loved my brother. "No, buddy, I'm not. I have to go somewhere with Bianca. It's another job. If it goes well tomorrow maybe we can splurge a little."

His eyes widened. "A little? Like eating out or something bigger?"

I laughed. "Eating out sounds good."

"Where are we going?"

This was the part I wasn't looking forward to. Well, dealing with a bunch of grown men that pawed and groped me later would suck too, but at least they'd pay for it. Letting down my kid brother had no upside.

"You're gonna go home with Lauren. She said Jessie wanted to hang out with you, is that cool?"

Fenris's face fell, but only for a moment. He nodded. "Yeah, I guess. Are you going to be okay?"

I put on a smile I didn't feel. "I'm going to be great. It's going to be fun, but, like adult fun, you know?"

His nose wrinkled. "Gross stuff."

I laughed and punched him in the shoulder. "It's gonna be fine, Fen, I'll see you in the morning and make sure you're ready for school. Tomorrow night we'll celebrate, okay?"

He smiled at the thought and nodded. 

Mission accomplished! Except now I had to come through on my promises... I'd broke way too many in the past five years.
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"Only two of you?" Capone asked. I'm sure his name wasn't Capone. Hell, I didn't even know what Al Capone looked like or who he was, other than some long dead mobster. The guy in the suit and jacket with his hair slicked back looked like he could be— or wanted to be— a Capone though. So that's who he was, as far as I was concerned.

"Yes, I'm Pixie and this is Bling," Pixie said with her trademark smile. 

Funny thing was, I looked more like a pixie than she did. The difference was I tried to hide it. Not that it did me any good.

"So you dress like slutty Tinkerbell and she... what, she's got shiny fingernails?" Capone asked.

"It's not just how I dress," Pixie teased. "And Bling's got a lot more bling than just her fingernails. Go on, show him, sweetie."

I fought the urge to sigh and pulled my ragged long coat open. My faded t-shirt had "Bling" embossed across it in sequins and I had it tied up so my belly was on display, showing off my sparkling belly ring.

He snorted, not impressed.

"I sparkle everywhere," I said while tugging the knot out of my shirt. I grabbed the bottom of it and pulled it up, tugging it against my body so it pulled my boobs up before they dropped when the fabric couldn't lift them any further. My boobs weren't great, but they were nice enough. Sure, I wanted bigger, but I couldn't complain. On my tiny frame they looked big enough. The trick, I'd learned, was accessorizing.

He let out a chuckle and nodded. "Pierced nips, nice. How old are you, kid?"

There it was, the other blessing of my heritage. But like I said, I knew how to play it with creeps like him. "How young do you want me to be?"

He chuckled again. "All right, I like you. Any other piercings?"

I flashed him a naughty smile. "Maybe you'll find out later."

His smile remained as sinister as ever. "For what we're paying, I better find out if you're shiny on the inside too."

Pixie gasped and let out a fake nervous giggle.

Capone opened the door to the enormous Lincoln SUV and motioned for us to get in.

Pixie waited for me to retie my shirt and let me climb in first. I led with my shoulder bag and tucked it under the seat after I slid across. I didn't leave it anywhere, even though there wasn't a hell of a lot in it that would be worth anything to most people. A few changes of clothes, less than twenty bucks in paper money, and a few odds and ends. It was just about everything I had, except for some stuff I left at the shelter that it wouldn't kill me to lose.

The Lincoln had two benches in it instead of two rows of seats. It reminded me of a limousine, except it wasn't long enough and I'd never really seen the inside of a limo. A popular Latino pop song was playing on the speakers. It was dark inside but I could see pretty good in the dark. The driver was mixed with black and Latino background. He has a birthmark above his ear so I decided I'd keep the name game going and call him Scarface.

The passenger was a younger white guy with acne and a man bun. He must have thought his hair was coming back into style. Poor guy never realized man buns  never were a style. I felt sorry for him but his poor fashion choice had given me a name: Haircut.

That left the man already sitting in the back seat. I slid into the seat across from him and offered him an innocent young smile. They wanted young and I could play the part as well as I looked it. I batted my eyes a little and decided this guy looked like an Native American version of the action movie star Bruce Steel, so his name was Bruce.

"The girl with the pink hair is Pixie. The young one is Bling," Capone said after he slid in beside Bruce on the back seat. He pulled the door shut and the oversized SUV pulled away from the curb under the smooth electric torque of the motors.

"My baby sister looks older than her and she still plays with dolls," Bruce commented.

I blinked both eyes and asked, "Do you have an action figure I could play with?"

Pixie's breath caught in her throat and Bruce's tanned skin darkened.

Capone laughed. "This is going to be fun."

"So what do you gentlemen want to do tonight?"

Bruce recovered his focus and frowned. "We got some business to do first, then we'll see about showing you girls a good time."

Capone didn't like the sound of that. "Business? We're done with business tonight!"

"Just got the drop," Bruce said. "This has to be taken care of tonight. Now. Work hard, play hard."

"Fuck," Capone muttered. He brushed some imaginary dirt off his shirt and sighed.

Bruce looked at me and shrugged. "While you wait, why don't you girls keep each other warmed up."

I barely turned my head to look at Pixie before she was snuggling up to me. Her hand slid into my coat and pulled it open so she could tickle my bare belly with her fake nails. She toyed with my belly button ring and leaned in to nuzzle my neck.

I wasn't into girls, but then again, I wasn't into much of anything. So while I wasn't into Pixie, I wasn't turned off by her either. The way I grew up made me numb to pretty much everything. Emotionally, I mean. Her licking and sucking on my neck and working her way up to nibble on my ear made my body respond the way it was supposed to. 

My ears, in particular, were a hot spot for me. I always freaked about my ears but Pixie knew that. She thought they were cool and didn't understand why I kept my hair over them to hide them. She was envious; she played a fairy on the stage and here I was with honest-go-spirits real fairy ears, slender pointy tips and all.  When she figured out how I lost it when she was able to play with them a couple weeks back... well, let's just say she loves trying to kill me.

In no time at all her tongue in my ear and her hand up my shirt, twisting and teasing the fake diamond barbell in my nipple, was enough to make me moan and shudder in her hands. I writhed on the bench, my booty shorts cutting into my kitty and making me feel like I was going to explode. 

Yes, I called my vagina my kitty. I hated the word pussy— I heard it too much at the club and it made me want to slap the shit out of people. I suppose kitty wasn’t too far off, really, but it sounded much cuter. Sure, my kitty was smooth and clean enough to eat off of (or just eat), where most cats were fuzzy. I hoped I never met a person that shaved a cat.

At the moment it didn’t matter if I was shaved, waxed, lasers, or otherwise. Bianca hadn't even touched me down there and I was sure I was soaking through my shorts and about to leave a wet spot on the expensive leather seats.

Pixie climbed into my lap, straddling me and shoving her bare chest in my face. I opened my mouth when her hot nipple pressed into my lips and latched on to it. My tongue worked on auto-pilot while she continued to work my ear. She ground against my belly, working herself over since I was useless to her. I even lost track of the show we were supposed to be putting on— that's how mind-fucked I was by her mouth on my ear.

It took a blast of cold air to pull me out of my lust-induced fog. I blinked and turned my head, leaving a snail trail of spit on my cheek where Pixie's nipple rubbed across it. The door to the SUV was open and Bruce had just gotten out. Pixie straightened in my lap and turned just as the door slammed shut again. She looked down at me and burst out laughing.

"You are so fucking adorable," she said and leaned down to kiss me on the lips. 

I let her but didn't do anything to return the kiss. I wasn't about to cream my shorts anymore, but that didn't mean I was thinking straight yet.

"We could be awesome together, you know?" she whispered, her peppermint flavored breath mixing with mine. "We'd make a fortune together and you know nobody can make you cum like I do."

"Don't stop on my account," Scarface said from the driver's seat, interrupting Pixie's moment. "I gotta keep the car ready, so you two might as well keep doing what you're doing."

Pixie blew out a lusty sigh and winked at me. She sat up and pressed her tits back into my face, motorboating me without the rude sounds. Muffled by her larger breasts I still heard her ask, "Are they going to be long?"

"As long as it takes to teach a guy not to fuck with the Hijos de Martinez."

Pixie and I both stiffened. She recovered a little quicker, thank the spirits. "Long enough for me to get my girl off so she doesn't try to rape everything in sight later?"

I heard him rustling around in the front seat and when he spoke, I knew he'd turned to face us instead of just watching us in the mirror. "Fuck yeah, chicas! Or should I say, fuck her?"

I buried my groan in Pixie's cleavage. She humored the ignorant driver and laughed. The she ground her crotch into my belly again before  sliding off my lap and grabbing me by the shoulders. I let her push me down on the seat sideways and humored her by letting her slide my arms out of my coat and the pulling my shirt up and over my head too. I was topless and, I suspected, soon to be bottomless.

I wish I could say that I kept focusing on the five hundred dollars I was going to make or even the fear that we'd gotten caught up in something terrible - some kind of crime scene. The truth was a lot less noble. I had an aching fire in my belly and it was all Pixie's fault. I hadn't wanted her to go after me like that, but she knew all the right spots to play with and I was putty in her hands right now. Or fingers. Or tongue. Or whatever she wanted to use on me— I didn't care, I just needed it right now!

She didn't disappoint. She attacked my tits with her mouth, nibbling on my pierced nipples and tugging at them just the way she knew I loved. Her hand reached up to trace the sharp contours of my ear, earning another lusty moan. My hips writhed against the seat until she put her other hand down on them, holding me still. She splayed her fingers out and squeezed my naked flesh beneath my high cut shorts. The fingers that were on the worn denim pressed against my mound and made me whimper.

She teased me like that for an eternity, tracing my kitty through my shorts with such a light touch I almost thought I imagined it. Meanwhile she worked her way from one boob to the other, leaving me sore and aching and begging for more. Having my nipples pierced meant they were pretty much poking through my shirts all the time, but having Pixie messing with me put them in another state entirely. I expected them to burst they were so hard. She'd finally slid her fingers under the edge of my shorts on the inside of my thigh and was rubbing my smooth, swollen flesh beneath when something hit the side of the SUV hard enough to rock the vehicle.

Pixie looked up, her eyes hooded with lust. I blinked and looked around, confused and uncaring. I started to reach for her head to pull her back to work when the door by my feet opened and somebody shouted at us.

"Get the fuck out of the way!"

Pixie turned and fell, crashing on top of my chest and face and stunning me with an elbow to my cheek. The SUV rocked some more as people piled into it. I managed to get a glimpse of Capone being helped in by Haircut and Bruce. The air smelled funny too, less like wet pussy and more like something sharp and metallic.

Pixie finally finished rolling off of me and moved to the bench seat above me. She sat down, pulling my hair and forcing my head back down. I let out a yelp and then cried out again when somebody grabbed my legs and threw them off the seat. I don't know how much hair I lost, but it felt like I was going to be covering a big bald spot for a while.

"Go!" Bruce howled. "Get the fuck out of here, Miguel!"

I picked myself up and reached for the top of my head. I didn't feel any blood or raw spots, but my head still hurt. I turned just as Pixie let out a scream and grabbed onto me. She pulled me up and onto her, scaring and confusing me.

"Shut that bitch up," Bruce snarled.

I reached up and clamped a hand over Pixie's mouth. I stared into her eyes and saw the panic in them. Her nostrils flared as she tried to breathe through her nose fast enough to keep up with whatever was happening in her head. "Chill," I whispered to her.

"What happened?" Miguel asked.

"Fucking kid pulled a gun and shot Dakota!" Bruce said.

"You let them get away with that shit?" Miguel, aka Scarface, asked.

"Fuck no, we killed them all," Bruce said. "Dakota's bleeding a lot though, we gotta get him to the doc."

Shot? Bleeding? Fuck! I spun around in Pixie's arms and saw Capone— damn it, Dakota— clutching the right side of his chest. His hand and shirt was soaked with blood.

Miguel shook his head. "The hospital? No way man, that's gonna piss off The Brothers—"

Bruce snapped at Miguel while he looked out the rear window, "No, shit-for-brains, we get him back to Mario, he can find a doctor... or something."

"Oh... shit, yeah, sorry."

"What about the girls?" Haircut asked.

"Fuck 'em," Bruce said.

Haircut looked at me and hesitated before saying, "Ronny, I don't think—"

"Get your shit together, Chris! I don't mean stick your dick in them, I meant get rid of them," he snapped.

Get rid of us? That wasn't good. We were witnesses. Sure, we hadn't seen anybody get shot, but we saw somebody who had been shot. I don't know that the police would see a difference there. Fucking cops, always complicating my life.

I held my hands up and said, "Hey, I didn't see anything."

Pixie continued to hyperventilate behind me, but at least she wasn't screaming any more.

"Neither did she," I added.

Bruce scowled and pulled a gun from under his jacket. "Sorry, little puta. This is business."

Pixie started whimpering behind me. I couldn't think, all I could do was stare at the enormous black hole in the end of the barrel of Bruce's gun. He pointed it at us but kept looking out the back of the car as we sped through downtown Phoenix heading east towards Mesa.

This wasn't fair. I'd had a shit life, damn it. I tried and tried and tried again to make it better. Better for me, better for my brother. But shit kept happening to me. Bad shit. My dad gets killed. My mom gets busted and deported — and for all I know she's dead now too since people were hunting us before we got here. I finally found a place where I could work and try to get ahead a little. Fen had started making some friends in school and I was going to be able to get us something nice for once. Now this. Again. Something bad had to happen to us. Just because I tried. Every. Fucking. Time.

I looked over at Dakota again. At least I wasn't going to be the only one dying this time. One of the assholes that made my life suck would be taking a ride on the highway to hell too. If Justice was all I could get out of this, then at least that was something.

Dakota's  hand had slipped a little and saw blood bubbles on his chest. He'd been shot in the lung. I saw mom do that once to a deer with her bow. The buck's final moments were panting on the ground, blood bubbling out of the side of its chest until she drove her knife into its heart. I think I was four years old at the time.

I'd thought about that a lot and asked her about it. Wondering if the deer would have died if she hadn't put it out of its misery. I asked all sorts of questions, wondering if we could have saved it or made it hurt less or anything. In the end, she did what was necessary. We needed to eat and the deer wouldn't have lived. Nothing lived when it had been hurt like that, she said. Not even a man, unless a shaman was there to heal him.

There weren't too many shamans around this side of the portal, but doctors could do some pretty amazing things. If Dakota could make it there in time. If he didn't then Bruce or Ronnie or whatever the fuck his name was had all the time in the world to kill us and ditch our bodies. But as long as Dakota was still alive he'd be more worried about him than us.

I nodded and pulled myself out of Pixie's hands. She whined and called for me, even tried to pull me back, but I slipped her hands and slid over next to Dakota. He looked at me, his eyes tired and scared. His cheeks were pale and his lips had a touch of blue to them. He was losing a lot of blood.

"Trust me, okay?" I said to him.

"What the fuck are you doing?" Ronnie growled. "Get away from him!"

I shook my head. "Your friend isn't going to make it to a doctor if you don't do something."

"I... I don't—"

"Exactly. So let me try to help him," I said. "I help him, then you help us?"

Ronnie hesitated. He looked at Pixie and then back at me. "What are you going to do?"

"Ears," Dakota whispered. He grimaced and coughed, spraying me with a bloody mist from the hole in his chest. In a ragged voice that was barely louder than his last attempt he said, "Look at her ears."

Ronnie leaned forward and grabbed me by the neck. I tried to yelp but his grip was choking me. He turned my head and used his pistol to push my hair out of the way so he could see my ear. He let go and pushed me back. "You're from the portal, aren't you? The other world? Dark Earth?"

I hesitated and then nodded.

He stared at me long enough I was afraid I couldn't hold my breath any more. Just before I passed out or wet myself he nodded. "Save him and we'll see what happens to you two."

I nodded and turned back to Dakota. I touched his side and flinched at how hot and slippery his blood was. I took a breath and forced my nerves to chill the fuck out. I don't know if it worked, but when I touched him again I kept my fingers on him. He stared at me, not at my hand, and nodded. He even gave me a little smile.

"This is going to hurt," I said. Before he could do more than open his mouth I slipped my middle finger into the hole in his side, forcing it in until I couldn't go any further. I made it just past my second knuckle.

He seized up on the seat. His hand grabbed onto mine while he writhed in fresh agony. After a few second the shock passed and he started gasping for breath. It didn't take him long to realize that he was actually filling his lungs instead of just flapping them. 

Each of his grateful breaths also made hot, wet, squishy stuff brush against my finger. It made me shiver and my stomach threatened to flip over. Lucky for me I hadn't eaten in hours so there was nothing to come up.

Ronnie watched him like a hawk. "Dakota? Dakota! Talk to me, man? Are you okay?"

A few more quick breaths and he turned his head. the movement made him wince and when he opened his mouth he started coughing instead of talking. It took a while before he got control of himself and he looked even worse off after he finished than before, but he was able to nod.

"You look like shit, man? Are you sure this puta isn't killing you?"

Dakota nodded again. "Burns," he said, his voice louder than before, but somehow it sounded weaker. "Couldn't breathe. Now I can. Sorta."

"It's wet," I said. I looked down at my mostly naked body now covered in blood and all the blood on the seat and floor. "So much blood. You better hurry."
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"So what are you?" Ronnie asked. "I seen plenty of Dark Earthers before. None of them looked like you."

"Elf," Dakota breathed.

"Elf?" Ronnie asked. "Like some fantasy movie shit? You look like a kid!"

"Kids can't get piercings like I've got," I said, grateful for the chance to focus on something other than the moist sucking sounds Dakota's chest made with my finger plugged into it.

"If their parents sign off they can," Ronnie challenged.

I shook my head. "Parents have been gone a long time."

"How long."

I sighed. "Would you believe that I'm really four hundred and seven years old and I sneaked through the portal to see what life was like here?"

His eyes widened. "You're kidding me?"

I smirked in spite of the terrible situation I was in. "Yeah, I'm kidding. There's no such things as elves. I was just born with ears like this. I'm eighteen," I said, mixing truth with lies. Sort of. I mean, I was telling the truth as far as I knew it, but my mom had told me some other stuff too, but I never had any way of knowing what was real and what was her having some romantic bullshit version of my dad.
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