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Bronson

“How many pieces have you submitted?” Zale asked as she spun on her chair with boredom. Her head was hanging off the back of the chair as she swung her legs.

“Three. I’ve got two back pieces and one sleeve,” I responded. I was preparing my equipment for the upcoming tattoo convention in Melbourne. It had been a long time coming, but I finally felt good about my work and decided to enter them into the competition.

“What back pieces did you put forward?” 

“Jaed and Aqua,” I replied as I thought about the pieces I’d submitted. I’d worked so hard on Jaed’s piece for over a year. His back was covered in a dark angel scene. It was gorgeous, all in black and grey. While Aqua wanted something that suited the fact that she was a siren. We’d gone for an underwater scene; it was full of beautiful colors and realistic animals.

“Aqua’s is bound to win,” Zale said, sitting on the chair. “There is no way anyone can look at that piece and not fall in love with your work.”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I hope so. But I imagine I’m going to be up against some tough competition. I heard that the Shifter Ink crew is going to be there.” Burgess and the Shifter Ink crew were well known on the competition scene. Burgess did the most beautiful portraiture that I’d ever seen. They had people literally traveling interstate for their work. I’d seen that Sloane was going to be competing with back pieces. I hadn’t seen what they were yet, but I knew she would be tough competition.

“It will be good to meet them,” Zale said. “Make sure you introduce yourself. Your art is wasted in this dump.”

I sighed and shrugged again. The Ink Creature was a dump. It was located in the back streets of Lancaster, a tiny one-horse town. The building was crumbling, and I had literally had to put my hand in my own pocket more times than I could count just to make sure we had gloves and sanitary items. My boss, Loom, was not the nicest guy to work for. I didn’t ask questions and tried my hardest to stay out of the way, but I knew he was dealing with some pretty horrible guys. 

I tried to hide whenever they came in. But I’d seen way too many dollars and drugs being passed to believe that Loom wasn’t into some shady shit. I kept my head down. I didn’t want to be involved. I would love to move to a bigger and better parlor. Still, the problem with being an omega in an alpha-orientated industry was that I wasn’t taken all that seriously.

It was near impossible to get my work seen. And places like Shifter Ink, where I’d literally give my left arm to work, had a list of resumes the length of a football field to fill. Their page was on my favorites list, and I constantly looked at what they were doing. It would be a dream come true to have the opportunity to work for them. 

I was excited about the prospect of being able to meet them at the tattoo convention on the weekend. I was hoping that if my work was good enough, it might be enough to get me a look in. I knew that Burgess was an omega, and he wouldn’t use that against me. I just needed to have them notice me.

Maybe it was a pipe dream that would never come to fruition. I wondered if I was just meant to be stuck in this place. Hell, the other tattoo artists liked to tell me constantly how lucky I was that Loom had taken a chance on me. Fury, the biggest asshole, wolf shifter I’d ever met, always said I’d be nothing without Loom. In a sense, I guess he was right. Loom had taken me on when I was eighteen.

I’d grown up in the foster care system. I didn’t have the money to go to college. I didn’t study art professionally as Fury did. I was just a kid with a dream. I was lucky enough that I was able to draw. I’d approached Loom on my eighteenth birthday about getting an apprenticeship. At first, he’d told me to fuck off, but I came back the next day and the day after. Eventually, Loom got sick of me asking, so he put me on. I knew what I wanted to do. 

He stuck me in front of some fake skin and a tattoo gun and said here, practice. Once I’d done some work on the flower, he came and looked over my shoulder and started to give me pointers. He began teaching me. I wasn’t sure if it meant that he liked my work or if he just was bored, but after a year, I was allowed to start tattooing people. After that, I built up my own client list. People came from all over to get my work done.

“You’re doubting yourself again,” Zale said, looking up at me and shaking me out of my inner thoughts.

I sighed. “I don’t know. It’s hard to think that I’m as good as those I will be competing against. Fury says that my work is just okay. He told me I was crazy for attending the convention; I’d get laughed at.”

Zale frowned and shook her head. “Fury is a bastard who doesn’t deserve the title of a tattooist. His work is shit, and he is jealous at how good you naturally are.”

I sighed and shrugged my shoulders. I guess time would tell. Actually, this weekend will tell. Either I’ll stand a chance at winning or get laughed out of the convention center. 
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Chase

“Man, I have been hanging out for this event all fucking year,” Orion said, rubbing his hands together as we walked into the convention center. I chuckled at Orion’s excitement. He loved these events. Anything to show off his work was right up his alley. And show it off he should; the man was talented.

My artwork often drew a crowd for a different reason. I specialized in scarification. It was still very niche, although it has grown in popularity since I started. It is a bit cliché that a vampire likes cutting people. But there is something about it, the way the wound heals and the final look. I loved it because it adds almost a third dimension to the art. I did tattoos too, but it was scarification that I was known for.

This was the first year the Melbourne Tattoo Convention had a section for scarification to be judged. There were only two other artists and me. A new guy I didn’t know all that well but had seen his work online. Firion was highly talented, and I was looking forward to meeting him and chatting about his work. We’d exchanged a few emails and promised to catch up. Still, like every year, we often find ourselves too busy to do much networking. The other was one of my closest friends Jagger, from Needle Point Ink. He'd been doing scarification work for about as long as I had.

“How many pieces are you showing this year? Twenty? Seventy?” Sloane teased Orion. If he could put his entire portfolio up for judging, the guy would.

Orion threw his head back and laughed before slinging his arm around Sloane's shoulders. 

“I’ve got a full body, two leg pieces, and a headpiece,” he answered. 

“Is the full body Finlay?” I asked.

Orion glanced over his shoulder and nodded his head. “Yep, he is going to meet me here just after ten. Judging doesn’t start till one, so it’ll give him some time to have a look around while I’m busy doing flash tattoos.”

“I reckon you’re in a good spot to take home the win with Finlay,” Sloane said.

Orion nodded. “Yeah, I’m hoping so; I’m pretty fucking proud of that work. Who’d you put in for the scarification category?”

“Freya. She is coming with Miles. I’ve his chest piece in for judging too.”

“Oh man, if they don’t give you the win with Freya’s work, I’d be surprised.”

I grinned and nodded. Freya, a vampire, had started coming to me just after she found her mates. She wanted something permanent on her body that stood for their mateship. Together we had designed a whole back piece that started at the top of her neck and worked its way down over her ribs and hips to the middle of her ass. With every child she had, we added a bit more. Now it was complete, and I couldn’t wait to show it to the world. I was so proud of that piece. Of course, it would help to have the gorgeous Domme showing off my work too. I’ve been doing the competitions long enough to know that pretty women tend to be a winner over some bloke. 

“Geez, there are a lot more people here than last year,” Burgess said as we walked into the convention center and looked around. He wasn’t wrong; there were people everywhere. Stalls were being set up for each shop. Artists were working on sanitizing their work areas to give flash tattoos throughout the day. In the center of the room was a large stage where the judging would take place.

Against another wall was a row of food vendors; the scent of antiseptic and greasy food tickled my nose. It wasn’t a scent I particularly enjoyed. Food, that is. I wasn’t a born vampire. My parents were both human and died over two hundred years earlier. I’d been turned when I was thirty-five years old. I hadn’t even realized something like that was possible at the time.

We didn’t even know that supernaturals really existed. That’s not entirely true. We knew, but it was more like they were a thing of legend. It wasn’t until the last seventy-odd years that the supernaturals started to live among humans. It is only in very recent times that they were afforded equal rights as humans, and it was outlawed to hunt supernaturals. Something which, when I was a child, apparently happened regularly. Supernaturals were hunted like animals. Sometimes I wondered if the man that had changed me was just getting some revenge. Not that I partook in the hunting of supernaturals. I just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

One minute I was walking back home drunkenly happy from the pub in Sydney, and the next, I was being dragged down an alley by a man with red eyes. What came next was still a blur after all this time. But the next day, I woke up with such an incredible thirst I couldn’t cope. I was in the alley. My body hurt everywhere, and my eyes felt like they were going to burn. 

If it hadn’t been for Brenton, a fellow vampire and my best friend, I possibly would have died there in that alley. But something drew Brenton down the alleyway in the early morning, where he found me. Being a vampire, he recognized what was wrong and was able to help me. 

I’d never been more repulsed in all my life once I realized that the drink that Brenton gave me that day was blood. Once my thirst was quenched, I gagged, and tears trekked down my cheeks in horror. Brenton was a patient man, though. It was why we became so close. He explained to me what had happened. He taught me everything. I slowly got used to the need to drink blood, I still didn’t like it, but I could stomach it now, at least. 

“Well, let’s get set up; no doubt we will be inundated once they open the doors,” Burgess said, drawing me back to what was happening.

I nodded and followed my workmates to where our stall would be. Me, Orion, Burgess, Sloane, and Merrigan set up our booths, ready to do a bunch of flash tattoos. They were small tattoos that were quick and easy to do. Generally, they were a bunch of butterflies on girls' wrists or a skull or two on some bloke. It was good for business and a way to show off your art. It wasn’t what I enjoyed doing, but it was part of the networking that happened when we were at these events.
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Bronson

My excitement ramped up as I walked into the convention center. There was already a sea of other artists setting up on their booths. I stood still and looked around. The place was huge, and I could only imagine how busy we were about to get. I was the only one that was representing The Ink Creature. I’d asked the other artists if they would join in, but they’d told me that conventions were just for losers. I didn’t think that was true. If they were for losers, why would so many celebrated artists be in attendance?

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





