
  
    [image: Fanged and Ferocious]
  


  
    
      FANGED AND FEROCIOUS

      ALMOST HUMAN VAMPIRE ROMANCE #2

    

    
      
        GEMMA CATES

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About Fanged and Ferocious

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

    

    
      
        Epilogue: Oliver

      

      
        Dragons Do It Dirtier

      

      
        Acknowledgments & Author’s Note

      

      
        Also by Gemma Cates

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT FANGED AND FEROCIOUS

          

        

      

    

    
      I Wanna Bite Your...

      Anything. Everything. Because you drive me crazy and make me wild.

      I shouldn't be attracted to you, but I am.

      You're a man-child. A boy who never became an adult. A bartending musician who wouldn't know what good healthcare and a retirement plan were if they bit you on your delectable butt.

      And you're keeping secrets. About who you are, maybe what you are.

      You're everything I avoid in men. You meet none of my dating criteria.

      But sex isn't dating...right?

      One list-obsessed vamp with a love of rules (me) meets one not-quite-human hottie with too many secrets (him) and naked yoga happens. Also sex. Sex definitely happens. But that's all we've got. We're not compatible in all the adult ways that a real relationship requires. Are we?

      Warning from the author: This book contains steamy vampire/not-quite-human shenanigans, enough naughty words to make someone (not me) blush, and a vampire who longs for her happily ever after but doesn't necessarily recognize it when it stares her in the face.
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      There was an annoying man-child at my party.

      To be fair, there were a few. Even Robert, normally a halfway decent guy at work, was channeling his inner dick as he got wasted on Halloween-themed cocktails and too many beers. Also, who came to a party as a vampire version of Jon Snow? That was weird.

      But there was one particular man-child I hadn’t invited, didn’t know, and was considering kicking out.

      Were my parties exclusive? No. People brought friends, and those friends were welcome. I had plenty of booze and nibbles. Enough for all. Although someone—possibly a pack of voracious savages—had made a run on the huge vat of queso I’d made. Becca was going to be pissed if she showed.

      I suspected the extra annoying hairy man-child.

      He had that look. Like a starving drifter who migrated from party to party, subsisting on appetizers and queso. The kind of guest who drank all your beer, belched his thanks, and shed manly man hair in your bathroom.

      He had a thick beard, dark with a hint of red, and an equally thick head of dark brown hair that was sort of wild but still looked styled. I could only imagine the time he spent keeping that mess of a beard from overtaking his face.

      Fine, it wasn’t a mess. It was well-groomed.

      But the fraying edges of his cargo shorts, the flip-flops (in October, at a party), and the ratty band T-shirt spoke volumes. When I’d happened to be standing next to him in the bar line earlier, I’d asked, “Who are you supposed to be? A beach bum?”

      The man-child’s smile had grown slowly then ended in a panty-dropping grin. “I’m just me.”

      Then I was fairly sure he’d been about to introduce himself when I’d been informed of the queso shortage. Off to investigate—and to determine that we were indeed out of queso, as improbable as that was—he hadn’t crossed my mind again. Until now.

      He was annoying me.

      He was watching me.

      And not the regular “wow, that chick’s boobs are huge” watching. That lasted about two to three seconds, up to five if the guy was a pervert or drunk. But Mr. I’m Just Me was more persistent—and he was staring at all of me.

      It was making the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I was the predator, for fuck’s sake. I didn’t get stalked; I did the stalking. And this guy hadn’t gotten the memo.

      He wasn’t mingling.

      And he didn’t appear to have come with anyone.

      That was weird. Why was he here if he wasn’t mingling or with someone? What was up with this guy? How did he know I threw amazing, gate-crashable parties if he didn’t actually know anyone here?

      Also, he could stop right fucking now with the staring bullshit.

      I strode over to him, searching first for signs of chip salt on his T-shirt or drips of queso. He was the queso culprit; I was sure of it. When I came up empty—his T-shirt was worn thin by too many washings but clean—I looked him in the eye and faked a smile. “Do you know anyone here?”

      He raised his eyebrows, as if surprised I’d call him out on his apparent lack of invite. Extending a hand, he said, “You, if you’ll let me introduce myself this time. Oliver Watson.”

      I happened to be a Sherlock Holmes fan, and I was offended by this guy’s name. This beast of a man-child, with his bulging biceps, strong legs, and broad shoulders, was no foil. He was the main event.

      Wait, rewind that. He was scruffy and bum-like, and not at all up to Watson’s trusty assistant standards.

      And, dammit, his hand. The appendage he’d thrust forward as if I’d be happy to take it spoke its own language. I should have known with one look at this guy. He had long, strong fingers with calloused pads. A guitar player’s hand. He was left-handed, or I’d have missed it.

      I debated whether I should accept the gesture, but then lost the opportunity when he withdrew it. He smiled, as if my rude hesitation amused him.

      “Your bartender is decent.” He tipped his head in that cocky, egotistical way that men who thought they ruled the world had. “I’m better, but she’s not bad.”

      “So you’re a bartender?” When he wasn’t being a poverty-stricken musician. Figured. He had the look of a guy who got laid a lot. Musician plus bartender equaled a fuck-ton of sex.

      A small part of my brain hopped up and down, pointing out the fact that he was gainfully employed, one of my list requirements. And on my fuckable list, employed could be very broadly interpreted as any job that contributed to one’s bills.

      Employed…and keeping hellish hours, surrounded by hot women who hit on him constantly, and probably not saving for retirement. This observation was made by the other, more skeptical part of my brain.

      “I make a good margarita, and an even better bloody Mary.” His eyes narrowed and his gaze drilled into me.

      I had an uncomfortable feeling that he was insinuating…something with that bloody Mary comment. Not that I was a vampire. No way this scruffy, guitar-playing bartender dude-bro knew about vampires. I was starting to feel buzzed, so probably it was just the alcohol making me paranoid. Not that alcohol usually had that effect, but then, I didn’t usually pound Fireball shots either.

      “You’ll have to leave your card. Just in case I need someone for my next party.” I was humoring him. No way this guy had a card.

      Except he took out his wallet and handed me one. Oliver Watson, a phone number, and an email address. Nothing else.

      Who carried around business cards anymore? Especially business cards that weren’t for business. What the hell kind of card was this?

      Maybe he handed it out when he was hustling for gigs…although that wouldn’t be very bad-boy band member-ish of him.

      “You play guitar?”

      He looked at his card, then me, clearly confused as to how I’d come to that conclusion.

      “Your hand. The calluses are distinctive.”

      He nodded and relaxed. “Righteous and Feral.” When I didn’t immediately jump up and down and squeal like a fangirl, he explained, “It’s a local band.”

      No kidding. But I didn’t roll my eyes.

      “Righteous and Feral?” Sure, he looked like a bum with the beard, and then there was the wild yet still styled hair. But feral? Please.

      He nodded, a gleam of amusement in his eyes.

      He thought my disbelief was funny? Whatever. He could think he was righteous and feral all he wanted. That didn’t make it true, his previous predatory stare aside.

      “Cover band?” I asked, trying not to sound like a snooty shit. I liked a good cover band as well as the next person. But most musicians aspired to play their own music…and failed.

      “A little of this and that.” He shrugged. “You can catch me at that number if you need someone to man your bar. I love to mix a good specialty cocktail.”

      Why did that sound so dirty? Like he’d put all the emphasis on cock and then followed up with tail.

      I was definitely working on getting buzzed.

      And what the hell kind of musician was this guy? He didn’t go on and on about his music, his influences, the pocket lint he collected while on the road playing dive bars across central Texas. There was something shady about this guy. I knew musicians, and he was off.

      One thing I’d learned after seventeen years of living with an asshole guitarist and his once-upon-a-time groupie: musicians were self-absorbed to the point of narcissism and always wanted to talk about music. Their own, what they loved, what they loved to hate, anything so long as it concerned music. My dad, his ex-bandmates, and their rocker friends never missed an opportunity to expound on their favorite subject.

      But not Watson.

      I tucked the card down my bustier while shooting him a suspicious look.

      He tracked my hand as I nestled the card next to my breasts and let his gaze linger on my cleavage.

      Thank you, Wonder Woman bustier. My girls did look especially fabulous tonight.

      I’d decided to flaunt my curves this Halloween. Not that there weren’t other reasons to choose the costume. Wonder Woman was the baddest of badasses. First, the Lasso of Truth—no further explanation required. But just in case that wasn’t enough, I also got to wear a pair of amazing ball-busting boots as a part of the outfit.

      I was short for an Amazon—hell, I was just plain short—but that didn’t mean I wasn’t rocking the look.

      Watson seemed to agree.

      Beyond the bustier, I’d found some kick-ass, star-spangled boy shorts that hugged my curves. Between my bare shoulders and naked thighs, I was flashing a lot of skin. I’d even ditched the tiny cape when the evening had stayed fairly warm. Or maybe that happened after the fifth or sixth shot. Hard to say.

      Bare skin or no, that didn’t mean he got a free pass on his staring bullshit.

      “Hey.”

      His gaze meandered its way back to my face.

      When he finally made eye contact, I returned our conversation to its original course. “You never said who you’re here with.”

      “I didn’t realize it was invitation only.”

      “You show up, you don’t mingle, you don’t try to pick anyone up. You just sort of lurk. It’s creepy, and not in a Halloween way. Why are you here?”

      “Who said I wasn’t trying to pick anyone up?” He winced. “Do people really say that? Pick someone up. Sounds like something from a bad seventies movie.”

      Who was this guy kidding? Mr. Pickup Artist himself. Maybe this “Aw, shucks” bullshit usually worked for him, but it wasn’t working on me.

      “Pretty sure people say that.”

      “But do they?” He grinned at me, his teeth flashing amidst all that beard.

      “You’re an annoying ass.”

      “Must be you. Most people think I’m charming.” Just as I was considering walking away, leaving his hairy hot bod there to lurk and stare at people, he said, “Millie.”

      “What?”

      “Millie. You asked who I’m here with. Technically, she’s my date.”

      First, my neighbor Millie was over seventy, feisty, funny, cool as hell, a total horndog, and not who I’d expect to be Watson’s date.

      Second, Millie was nowhere to be seen.

      “Except you’re not here with Millie.”

      He looked around, as if surprised to find himself dateless. “Oh, right. She stood me up.” Then he shrugged, as if these things happened. To him? Not likely.

      My money was on Oliver Watson never having been stood up in his life. His sort didn’t have to deal with those kinds of indignities. He could stuff his nonchalance down someone else’s throat. Someone who hadn’t been left at a bar three days previous to drink two Mexican martinis all by her lonesome as she waited for some dipshit not to show up for a date.

      It was a setup, and I’d regretted it as soon as I’d agreed. But my mother—yes, that inconsistent bit of fluff my dad married who then gave birth to me and promptly forgot I existed—had remembered for two seconds that she had a kid and set me up with her…accountant’s cousin? Lawyer’s brother? Personal finance manager’s kid?

      I couldn’t remember the specifics, just the being stood up part. I wouldn’t have even agreed if I hadn’t been feeling some angst over my looming birthday and being dateless for this party. The very party that had been invaded by a hairy dick who ate all the queso.

      I’d have laughed—because hairy dick—but I was too fired up.

      I directed the festering frustration I felt toward men in general at the cocky, bearded, underemployed man-child standing before me now.

      “Do you enjoy standing up women?” I asked, crossing my arms.

      “No. That’s incredibly rude.” He looked confused.

      As well he should, since I was directing some bad will his way that he might possibly not have earned. Not this time. But Oliver Watson had all the signs of that guy.

      The one who didn’t show up to the bar for drinks, even after texting to confirm that you weren’t ditching him.

      The one who showed up to your dinner date in a ratty tee and frayed jeans when you’d gone to the trouble of getting a professional blowout.

      The one who asked for test results on the first date, because he assumed not only that you were having sex with him after a single shared meal, but also that you were on the pill and that he wouldn’t have to use a condom if he flashed some piece of paper saying he didn’t have any STIs.

      Men were all fucking assholes.

      “You’re right. It is rude.” I glared at him. “Remember that.”

      “Yeah, I’ll do that, except you know that I’m the one who got stood up this evening, right?”

      “Whatever. You look like the kind of guy who stands women up.” My tone was overtly dismissive, the result of seven…ish Fireball shots and over a decade of romantic disappointment.

      Apparently, I’d let that accountant’s brother’s lawyer’s cousin ditching me get under my skin. Straw, meet camel’s back. Also, I shouldn’t have chosen such sweet specialty cocktails, because I’d had one poison apple martini and decided that I’d take the rest of my Fireball that evening in a shot glass.

      My alcohol tolerance was better than average—hello, vampire here—but then I hadn’t had a chance to consume my normal carb- and fat-filled alcohol-offset meal…because someone ate all the queso.

      I glared at him, uncertain as to why this man was the recipient of all my anger this evening, but looking at him just pissed me off more, because he was standing there, looking all muscley and bearded and completely entertained by me.

      And that pushed my buttons.

      Which was the only reason I could think of (besides the seven-ish Fireball shots) for my further descent into the land of unsubstantiated accusations.

      “You ate all the queso.”

      The amusement on his face rolled into a sharp burst of laughter, like I’d surprised it out of him. “Are you high? There was an entire Crock-Pot of that stuff. An army couldn’t have eaten all of that queso.”

      “High? No.” Maybe it was time to fess up to my potentially altered state. “But I’ve had seven shots of Fireball on an empty stomach, because—”

      “Someone ate all the queso.” He lifted his hands in the classic gesture for innocence. “I’m not your culprit, but you know what? I think I can sort out your queso problem.”

      He retrieved a super fancy gazillion-dollar phone from his ratty shorts’ pocket and sent a text. Why did broke guys always spend all of their money on tech? Such a weird decision that I’d never understood.

      Hell, I had a perfect example of Broke Dude Who Spent Money on Fancy Tech right in front of me. I should definitely ask.

      “Solve this man mystery for me.” I smiled belatedly, realizing that maybe my aggressive tone wasn’t the best option if I wanted an answer.

      Lips still twitching with an amusement he should not be feeling—he should be shamed by my words of truth—he said, “Sure. This should be good.”

      “Why do guys like you, the part-time bartending, part-time musician type, always spend their last dime on fancy gadgets they can’t afford?”

      His lips thinned, revealing a tension I’d yet to see on his face. Maybe I’d finally pushed his buttons, but then he inhaled deeply and visibly relaxed. A split second later and that now familiar amused tilt of his lips was back.

      “Interesting question. Maybe it makes us feel like we can achieve anything. Like dressing for success, tech-style.” He paused and raised his eyebrows. "Or maybe our fancy gadgets weren’t bought with our last dime but were a gift.”

      “Oh.” That wasn’t helpful at all. I patted his chest. Wow, was that one firm chest. “Thanks for playing, but I don’t think you solved my man mystery.”

      He made a dissatisfied sound. “Here’s the thing, one man is not representative of the whole of mankind.”

      I stopped to consider that. Literally stopped…petting his chest. Because apparently, I’d been subconsciously groping him ever since I’d gotten my mitt on him. One pat and I’d been sucked in by his muscles and his piney, woodsy smell.

      With a deep sniff, I tried to parse the various scents, but no luck. All I got was piney, woodsy, yum.

      “What were you saying?” I looked from his chest, which I’d gone back to petting, to his face.

      Gah. Why did he feel so good and smell so good? Why? He wasn’t my type at all. I wasn’t into man-child men, even as a one-and-done, which was all humans were good for, because it wasn’t like—

      Oops. I’d tuned him out while I’d been getting high and horny off his scent.

      “Um, I think I missed whatever you were saying.” I tried to focus on his words this time.

      “Are you objectifying me right now?”

      I couldn’t tell from the look on his face if he was pleased or bothered by the thought, so I went with honesty. Thumb and forefinger about half an inch apart, I raised my hand and said, “Little bit. You’re hot, and you smell ridiculous.”

      Eyebrows arched, he replied, “Not sure what that means. You smell like cinnamon.”

      Because I’d been swilling Fireball shots like a frat boy, but whatever.

      What happened next was unexpected. I was in the middle of a party. Some of my coworkers were present. Sure, I held boozy bashes on the regular, but I had standards for my own behavior.

      Standards that didn’t involve mauling a guest, even if he was a gate-crasher.

      I’m not entirely sure why I decided this party, this night, this guy…but I did.

      I slipped my hand—the one that had gone back to rubbing the hard planes of his chest—over his collarbone and along the back of his neck and pulled his head down to mine.

      Tried to pull his head down to mine.

      At just barely three inches over five feet, I was having trouble kissing Mr. Hot and Hairy and Yummy-Smelling without his help. He had to be over six feet tall.

      How could he smell that good and not be kissing me right now? That was wrong. I looked up to see what the hell his problem was and found him still wearing that same amused look. Which made me glare.

      One look at my steely-eyed bitch expression, and he…

      Laughed.

      Chuckled, to be exact. It seemed my evil bitch persona didn’t scare him, and that made me horny as fuck.

      If he didn’t kiss me right now, I was climbing him like a freaking tree and making it happen.

      This time when I tried to yank his head down, he let me. The scent of woods and clean man filled my nose before our lips met.

      Was this fucker smiling right now?

      Yes. Yes, he was.

      And that’s when the mauling began.

      I threaded both my hands through that thick, dark, not-quite-wild hair of his, pressed my tits against him, tilted my head, and focused on making him want.

      What had started as a gentle exploration became an onslaught with pressure and panting and a desire to nip, bite, mark that I’d never felt before.

      I trapped his lower lip between my teeth and sucked. His growl hit me low in my abdomen, and just when I was considering how I could get closer he cupped my ass and lifted me.

      Goddess. I wanted to feel every inch of him pressed close. I wanted to rub myself against him. I wanted… I just wanted.

      He met my aggression head-on, his mouth hard and demanding, and I loved it.

      Our tongues tangled in a war of heat and passion for I don’t know how long.

      At some point I had the fleeting thought that we were practically in the middle of my party.

      But…who cared?

      He was hot, his kiss was hotter, and I wanted to imprint his muscular body, his taste, the feel of his lips into my very soul.

      Then he gentled our kiss.

      Which was when my brain started to work again.

      Which was when I realized I was wrapped around him like a broke stripper in the middle of a private lap dance.

      Since I wasn’t working for tips and I was in my living room surrounded by friends and work colleagues, it was probably a good idea to dismount the hairy hot tree I’d climbed.

      I slid down his body, wishing he didn’t feel like my very own personal birthday present. Couldn’t he be a gift to myself? Pretty, pretty please?

      Maybe.

      Not in the middle of my Halloween party.

      But maybe.

      “You’re drunk.” He whispered the words in my ear, but they still fell with an unpleasant firmness.

      “No. Am not.” Unfortunately, my body chose that moment to betray me, and I hiccupped.

      “Uh-huh.” He tucked my hair behind my ear, ran his thumb over my lips, and generally made me regret—hard—those last few shots. Because otherwise, maybe I’d have had more of him. Of his heat and his smell and his mouth. Right here and now, at my Halloween party.

      Then he disappeared.

      The sorry bastard left.

      Men sucked.

      Sure, he said goodbye.

      And he reminded me that I had his number.

      He even said he’d be interested to hear from me. And when he said “interested,” I kind of thought he meant…maybe excited?

      But what-the-fuck-ever. He left me horny and unsatisfied, the fucker. Even if I was surrounded by friends and colleagues at a party I was hosting, he still left me.

      Before I could decide if I was mad, sad, or perhaps the tiniest bit thankful, some guy holding a huge paper bag yelled, “Megan! I’m looking for a Megan.”

      A few guests pointed him my way.

      “Are you Megan?”

      “Yeah.” Looked like my party officially had an open door. We were letting in all the randos, even the paper-bag-carrying ones.

      Wait a second.

      A guy carrying a paper bag? Why was a delivery guy at my party?

      “Delivery for you. Some guy ordered it and said I needed to make sure it was delivered directly to Megan.” He looked at me like I should know about this. Like I’d planned it. Like…oh, he wanted a tip.

      “Follow me.” I had tip money in the kitchen. Once I’d handed over a twenty-dollar bill for the order I hadn’t placed, he thanked me and relinquished the bag.

      I unpacked it to find several large tubs of queso. Of course. If I wasn’t half-assed drunk, I’d have figured it out sooner.

      I also found a receipt showing charges for queso, a delivery fee, and a big fat tip for the driver, all prepaid.

      I felt like a complete sucker, and not just because of the twenty-dollar tip.
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      I went to bed really late last night.

      Really late.

      After more drinks. Potentially quite a few more drinks, because I couldn’t remember exactly how many.

      What I did remember was texting.

      With a hairy hottie.

      Drunk texting.

      When my alarm went off at some freakish hour, I rolled over and turned it off, because I was too tired, too hungover, too not ready to face life to even begin to consider the events of the previous night.

      But then it went off again, and again.

      By the fourth alarm, I was awake enough to remember those fucking texts. Except no one was that stupid, not even three-in-the-morning, drunk me.

      I rubbed my eyes and tapped on the text icon, trying to ignore the fact that it was six thirty-seven in the fucking morning, and I’d gotten less than four hours of sleep last night.

      But there it all was: my stupidity, immortalized forever within my text history.

      

      Me: Hey hot guitar guy bartender hairy man

      Hairy Hottie: Let me guess…Megan

      Me: Yes! You’re so much smarter than you look

      

      Wow, I was really channeling my inner evil bitch with that one. My inner evil bitch was apparently less cute at three a.m. than it had been earlier in the evening, because several minutes passed without a response from Oliver. Drunk me decided to nudge him.

      

      Me: Thank you for the queso. That was really nice of you.

      Hairy Hottie: It was the least I could do after you accused me of eating it all.

      

      Drunk me was apparently confused by this, not seeing the irony in a falsely accused man making that statement but knowing something was amiss.

      

      Me: Damn straight. Wait. Did you eat the queso? Or did you not eat the queso?

      Hairy Hottie: Do I look like I consume five pounds of queso nightly?

      Me: You look like you fuck a lot of women

      Me: and like you definitely have big dick energy

      Me: So maybe no?

      Me: Or your dick is so big no one notices your queso belly

      

      Wow. Drunk three a.m. me was ballsy as fuck. And judgy. I didn’t actually think a guy needed a six-pack to be physically attractive.

      Then again, I hadn’t said his hypothetical queso belly was unattractive, just that it paled in comparison to his monstrous dick.

      Good grief. Someone needed to take my phone away when I drank. My best friend, Becca, might call me an evil bitch, but it was mostly a joke. I wasn’t actually an evil bitch…usually.

      

      Me: You there?

      Hairy Hottie: I’m still processing.

      

      Maybe at this point I reviewed my texts and realized I’d been over the top? Not sure what I’d been thinking. The whole conversation was pretty damn hazy.

      

      Me: Um, sorry?

      Hairy Hottie: You think you’re sorry, or you are sorry?

      Me: Pretty sure I’m sorry I decided to drunk text you in the middle of the night

      Hairy Hottie: Why did you?

      Me: Why did you answer?

      

      Oh, look at me, drunk and still able to be evasive. Good job, drunk Megan.

      

      Hairy Hottie: I was awake. Couldn’t sleep.

      Hairy Hottie: And I was happy to hear from you.

      Me: Really?

      

      Well, hell. I’d done okay there for a minute, but drunk me was definitely getting a little needy.

      

      Hairy Hottie: Really. I gave you my number. I’m definitely happy to hear from you. Even at 3:17 in the morning.

      Hairy Hottie: Go out with me.

      Me: Just like that?

      Hairy Hottie: Isn’t that how it works? Boy meets girl and gives her his number. Girl calls. Boy asks girl out.

      Me: Not sure it does work that way.

      Hairy Hottie: Ok

      

      And then Oliver flashed a little evil of his own. That man knew he was dealing with a drunk woman who had the attention span of a gnat and the patience of a flea.

      He waited. Three minutes.

      

      Me: What do you mean ok?

      Hairy Hottie: You said it doesn’t work that way. I agreed.

      Me: But… You’re not supposed to just give up.

      

      Again with the needy. Drunk me sucked.

      

      Hairy Hottie: What am I supposed to do?

      Me: Try again?

      Hairy Hottie: Hm.

      

      Oh, yeah. That man was channeling his evil. This time my drunk ass only lasted two minutes, and given the way time stamps worked, I was guessing that was really more
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