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      Wes Henderson stormed out of the restaurant with the bitter aftertaste of his breakup still clinging to his tongue like stale espresso. The argument replayed in fragments rather than a clean sequence—her clipped tone, the way she’d folded her arms like a barrier, the spreadsheet logic she applied to a relationship that had never fit neatly into boxes.

      The whole fight started when he told her he wanted a tattoo.

      She looked like she was about to gag with disgust.

      She didn’t just dislike tattoos—she judged them. Trashy. A bad look. Something beneath him. She’d said it with the calm certainty of someone who assumed her taste was objective truth. And for longer than he liked to admit, Wes had tried to sand himself down to meet it. Fewer risks. Fewer sharp edges. Fewer things that made him feel unmistakably himself.

      Not anymore.

      The restaurant door shut behind him, and something inside him snapped loose. He didn’t want compromise. He didn’t want beige. He wanted permanence. He wanted something carved into his skin that couldn’t be negotiated away.

      He didn’t remember deciding to turn down the side street. Just the flicker of neon catching his eye—red and buzzing above a squat brick building wedged between a vape shop and a pawn joint. The sign hummed like it was daring him.

      HARD INK.

      Wes pushed inside.

      The parlor hit him in layers: antiseptic sharp in the air, leather underneath it, the faint metallic tang of ink. The low hum of electricity lingered even though the machines were quiet. Flash art covered the walls—snarling wolves, skulls blooming with roses, blades wrapped in florals so lush they looked alive. It felt unapologetic. Heavy. Permanent.

      Everything his ex had hated.

      Across the room, a burly tattoo artist looked up from wiping down his station.

      He was big in a way that felt deliberate—tall, broad, solid enough that the tattoo chair looked small beneath him. Thick forearms were etched with red-and-black florals that climbed up to his shoulders and disappeared beneath a black tank stretched tight over his enormous chest. He carried himself like a man who knew exactly who he was and didn’t feel the need to explain it.

      His dark eyes assessed Wes in a single, slow pass.

      “We’re closing in five,” he said, flicking off his machine. His voice was low, rough-edged. “Come back tomorrow.”

      Wes should have nodded and left.

      Instead, desperation rose hot and fast. “Can’t you stay open a little longer? Are you the owner?”

      The man nodded. “Axel Torrens. And I told you I’m closing up in five.”

      “Please.” The word came out cracked, raw. “I just dumped my girlfriend. She hates tattoos. Said they were beneath me.” He laughed once, sharp and humorless. “Please, I need to do something for myself. One piece. Chest. I won’t take long.”

      Axel didn’t answer right away. He studied Wes—lean, muscled, handsome in a way that still looked half-contained, yet there was something hasty and reckless in his eye.

      Guys like that usually meant trouble. “I told you I’m closing.”

      “Please. I need to change. I need to become the man I always wanted to be.”

      Axel exhaled slowly. He knew that feeling. Hell, he had been that guy years ago. Who was he to turn him away now?

      “Alright then. Get your ass in here. And lock the door behind you.”

      The click echoed through the shop, louder than it should have been. Final. Sealing something in.

      Under the harsh buzz of fluorescent lights, Axel moved with calm efficiency, prepping the station. Wes stripped off his shirt, pulse thudding as cool air washed over his skin. His chest was smooth, defined, already flushed with adrenaline. He barely hesitated before pointing to a flash design—a dagger through a rose.

      “On the chest,” Wes said. “Over the heart.”

      Axel nodded. He stepped closer, close enough that Wes felt the heat of him before the touch. As Axel shaved the light hair and stenciled, his fingers brushed skin with deliberate care, mapping the placement on Wes’s pec.

      “You sure about this spot?” Axel murmured. “Looks like you’re asking for trouble.”

      Wes lifted his chin, met his gaze. “Trouble’s why I’m here.”

      Something unreadable flickered in Axel’s eyes before he straightened.

      The needle hit skin.

      The first sting made Wes hiss, fingers curling into the chair arms. Axel’s hand was steady, his presence grounding. He talked him through it—breathe, don’t tense, lean into the pain instead of fighting it. The burn sharpened, then softened, endorphins flooding in hot and dizzying waves.

      Pain slid into pleasure faster than Wes expected.

      By the time the outline was finished, red blooms of blood twisting around the blade, his head felt light. His skin hummed. He was buzzing with something that had nothing to do with the needle.

      Axel wiped away excess ink and blood, his touch lingering a fraction too long. “It’s looking good. You know tattoos are addictive,” he said casually. “You can’t just stop at one. You’ve got a great body. Plenty of room to go lower.”

      Wes swallowed. “Then why stop now?”

      He pointed to his stomach, just above the waistband of his jeans. “I want another one. Flowers like yours. Here.”

      His fingers slid from his navel to beneath his belt.

      Heat thickened between them, unspoken but undeniable.

      Axel raised one eyebrow. “You’re playing with fire,” he warned, voice rougher now.

      Wes shifted in the chair, his crotch bulging. His hand slid right inside his jeans, eyes locked on Axel’s as he massaged his dick into a full erection. “I can take it. The way I feel right now, I’m up for anything.”

      The look between them lasted a moment longer.

      Then Axel set down his needle and shoved the machine aside.

      He pulled Wes close, mouth crashing onto the young man’s lips with bruising intent.

      Wes gasped, fingers clutching at the tank stretched across Axel’s chest before the top was gone altogether, tossed aside without ceremony. Wes’s eyes lit up at the art tattooed all over Axel’s enormous pecs, like a dark and dangerous garden blooming across his sheer masculinity.

      He returned to the kiss hungrier than ever. It tasted like heat and ink and something reckless.

      The undressing was fast and messy.

      Wes’s jeans hit the floor as Axel dropped to his knees.

      The first drag of Axel’s tongue up the length of Wes’s thick-veined cock made Wes swear aloud. The tattooist’s beard rasped against sensitive skin as he sucked on Wes’s girth, Axel’s mouth hot and skilled, suction relentless.

      Wes braced himself on the chair arms, thighs trembling. He could barely catch his breath, barely process the sheer bliss of the moment. His ex-girlfriend had hated giving blowjobs even more than she hated tattoos.

      This was new.

      This was fucking amazing.

      Pleasure spiked too fast, too sharp.

      “Uh… uh… I’m gonna cum.”

      Axel hummed approval, taking him deeper. One hand stretched up Wes’s ripped abs and heaving chest, fingers clawing at the muscle. His other hand seized the young man’s firm tight balls and squeezed, forcing a cry out of Wes.

      “Jesus! Fuck, I’m coming!”

      Axel’s throat tightened around the head of Wes’s dick until Wes shattered with a guttural cry, spilling down Axel’s throat in shuddering pulses.

      He gulped hard and fast, sucking everything from Wes that the young man could give.

      Then, Axel rose with a predatory grin, wiping cum and saliva from his lips. “I told you you were playing with fire.”

      Wes grinned, his head spinning with delight. “Keep it burning.”

      With the snap and zip of his belt coming off, Axel undressed fast, pushing his jeans down his thighs and unleashing a cock so huge that it unfurled from his jeans like a coiled serpent rising from the Garden of Eden.

      “Shit,” Wes breathed, gawking in awe at the enormous beast as it rose, thick and pulsing and already surging pre-cum from its slit.

      In one rough, strong maneuver, Axel spun Wes around and bent him over the station, hands firm on his hips.

      He grabbed lube from a drawer—quick, efficient. Fingers pressed in slow, stretching Wes open inch by inch. The burn made Wes gasp, then moan as it tipped into something sweet and unbearable.

      Axel pressed his enormous, vein-roped dick in after his fingers were done massaging the passage open. He was thick and unrelenting, filling the young man completely before setting a hard, punishing rhythm.

      The slap of skin echoed off the walls, Axel’s floral tattoos flexing with every powerful thrust.

      Wes clawed at the table, cursing as pleasure overloaded him.

      “Fuck, I’m gonna come again,” he cried out.

      Without anyone even jerking him off, Wes blew a second load, white spools splashing all over the tattoo chair this time. His body quaked with orgasm, ass muscles clenching tight around Axel’s giant cock as the tattoo artist thrust in deep, holding the position as he poured a deluge of hot cum into the young man’s ass.

      Ripples of ecstasy sent shudders through them both.

      They stayed there for a moment afterward, breath ragged, the shop thick with heat and antiseptic and sex.

      When Axel pulled out, he grinned at the sight of his cum oozing out of Wes’s ass, trickling down his balls and inner thighs.

      Axel grabbed a towel and tossed it to Wes, then took another for himself, wiping down with efficient, practiced movements. When he straightened, he was already back in control—breathing steady, eyes sharp again.

      “That’s enough for tonight,” Axel said, firm but not unkind. He pulled out a roll of cling wrap and wound it tight around the fresh tattoo. “You’re done. You’re shaking.”

      Wes swallowed, chest still heaving. “But the second tattoo⁠—”

      Axel laughed softly. “If you really want it, you’ll come back.” He met Wes’s eyes, a slow, knowing grin spreading across his face. “And if you do, the pain won’t come as such a shock.”

      He wasn’t talking about the needle.

      “Now get dressed. Lock the door on your way out.”

      Wes did—hands still unsteady, head buzzing—not because he was told to, but because he already

      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Want More?
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Want More?


    


  



OEBPS/images/robin-logo-1.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/hard-ink_new-cover.jpg
BLACK LABEL
COLLECTION

'
L EXS

/

|
k

L

L Ny (8
e

ROBIN KNIGHT






