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Pour Decisions

That’s it. I’m done.

Not just done. I’m done. Done with flirting and dating and men. Done.

I wasn’t always “done.” For the first thirty-two years of my life I was willing to do the thing. To flirt and date and drink and fool around. But now? Fuck that. Fuck the men who just want a couple handfuls of boob. Fuck the men who don’t give a shit. Fuck them all.

The latest jackass had the nerve to tell me that it’s my fault, you know. My fault. Like I had implants or something. I can’t help the way the twins grew; they’re just—big. I remember how the other girls in school always said they wished they had “developed” at the same rate as me. If I could go back in time, I’d tell them all to be grateful they didn’t. I’d kill for a guy who would go out with me for my personality and not my ta-tas.

Well, the twins are in for it now. I’ll teach them to fuck up my love life. I can’t afford to get them taken out, so I’ll do the next best thing:

I’m gonna get ‘em tattooed.

Yeah, yeah, regrets and all that. Well, I’ve gotten plenty of tattoos already, none of which I regret, and I won’t regret this one, either. These two, actually.

I take one more swig from my bagged bottle as I stand by my car outside the tattoo parlor. It’s late, and the artist looks like he’s alone in there. Good. I don’t want any looky-loos for this. Just me, the tattoo artist, and God. I wish I had a choice on whether that last one could watch, seeing as how He put me in this mess, but I kinda can’t avoid it. He’s probably up there with all the angels and saints, laughing His ass off. “Look at that crazy bitch,” He’s saying. “Check out what I pushed her to do.”

God can go take a seat with all the other men I’ve met.

Looking at my watch, I see that I’ve got about an hour until the tattoo parlor closes. Good enough. I don’t need anything super fancy this time. Just a nice, friendly warning to any guy who might get ... ideas ... about how far they can go with me.

The door chimes when I enter, and I snicker. Who, outside of retail stores, has a bell on their shop entrance? That doesn’t exactly evoke images of cool chicks and biker dudes. I half expect to see an old-fashioned soda fountain on the far wall or something. No fountain, but there is a vending machine stocked with both major brands. Makes sense. I’ve seen plenty of newbies pass out from the experience, and a water fountain isn’t as profitable as a vending machine. Gotta make that bank.

The bell signals the artist that I’m here, and he looks up from a design he’s working on back in his booth. I can’t see over the partition to know what it is, but whatever it is he’s focused on it. Even though he turns to look at me, I can tell his mind is still on his drawing.

“Hey. How’s it going?” His voice is smooth, and it catches me off-guard. My usual haunts have artists whose voices are hoarse from years of smoking, with the yellow teeth to match. This guy’s smile is pearly white, with one tooth a little off kilter, and the ring through his bottom lip shifts with the motion. I wish it made him less attractive, because I need more resolve than I had in that bottle if I’m going to go through with this.

I trip on a step up that I didn’t see when I opened the door, but the front counter is close enough that I manage to save myself. I snicker again at the irony. Here I am, about to save myself from assholes for the rest of my life.

“Whoa! Are you okay?” He’s up and out of his chair before I can tell him to bugger off thank you very much, I can take care of myself. I brush off his hand and overcorrect, but the counter saves me again.

“I’m fine. I want a tattoo.”

He raises a brow. Fuck. Those eyes. That color of green should be illegal.

Stay strong, Alice. Remember your mission.

I dig into my back pocket and pull out the crumpled piece of paper I’ve been drinking over all night. My next tattoo design. It’s fucking glorious, and my resolve returns. “Here. I want this.”

His brow furrows, and he squints at the paper. “’Hands off’?”

I stand on my tiptoes and point at my masterpiece. “In all caps. Yes. Can you make it look like graffiti?”

He shrugs. “I can make it look like whatever you want. Where do you want it?”

Finally, a use for this stupid corset my best friend got me a few years ago. I haven’t worn it until tonight, because frankly, I don’t want to advertise the twins like that. I pull off my jacket, and the girls jiggle a little with the motion. They’re at full attention in the corset, and if he’s anything like ninety-five percent of the guys I’ve met in my life, he probably wants to motorboat me.

To his credit, he doesn’t look. “Okay, so ... your collarbone?”

I look down at the girls in the corset, confused. Maybe he’s into other dudes. If I wasn’t about to give up on men, I might have been disappointed. “Dude, my boobs! I want one word on each boob.” I grab them, squeeze them together, and wiggle for emphasis. “These. Down here.”

When he stops laughing, his face is bright red all the way up to his hairline. It accentuates the amount of work he put into his hair; there’s probably enough gel or mousse or whatever in there to keep it slicked back like that for a week. Yeah, he’s gay. What straight man spends that much time and effort on a hairstyle? I gotta admit, though, I dig the rockabilly look. He’s got the rolled-up t-shirt sleeves and everything.

“How much have you been drinking tonight?” he says.

Jerk. Why does he assume I’m drunk? Granted, I am, but I’m pretty decent at hiding it. The step thing was a fluke. Really. I’m a pretty graceful drunk. “Not enough. But I’m fine.” I point at the drawing again, still in his hands. “Could a drunk person draw that good?”

He turns the paper around and holds it up, blocking that gorgeous—if currently irritating—face of his. “Look at it again.”

I blink a couple of times. Not because I’m seeing double, mind you, but because it’s late. I’m tired.

“Yeah? What about it?”

He lowers the paper and pinches the bridge of his nose. “Look, just—How about I draw something up for you? Something ... sober.”

I take a quick inventory of the art on the walls of the shop. There’s some generic flash—skulls, flames, pinup girls, zodiac signs, Chinese lettering—but there’s also a whole wall of the most amazing photographs of a wide variety of custom tattoos. Can’t deny that at least some of the artists at this shop are talented, and he might have a point ... I might not want to wake up with a wonky “HANDS OFF” across my chest. I mean, if I’m going to go through with this, I should have quality work done.

“How much?”

After inspecting my handiwork for a few seconds, he answers. “Shop minimum.”

“So, what, like fifty or sixty?”

He holds the paper at a different angle. “Forty.”

Something’s up. No tattoo artist is willing to do graffiti-style work on a stranger’s tits for shop minimum. “What’s the catch?”

With a laugh he folds up the paper and stuffs it in his back pocket. “No catch. I just hate to see someone fuck up in their tattoo choices. I’d rather you had something decent, drawn while sober, than run around advertising that I do—” he shudders “—this kind of work.”

I pout, but I guess I see his point. Every single body that walks out of that place is a literal walking advertisement of his skills. And my art skills, especially while lit, are not the best. “So ... Can you draw something up before you close?”

He shakes his head. Damn. I had wanted to get this done tonight.

“Oh. Well, then when?”

He looks at my chest, makes a show of eyeing the girls for their size and color and who knows what else, and for the first time in my life a guy looks at my chest and just looks. He totally isn’t ogling or thinking dirty thoughts. It’s like I can see what he’s thinking, and his mind is all business. It’s a good feeling. Feels like I came to the right place. I can trust my knockers in those hands.
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