
        
            
                
            
        





 

 

 

Skin

Lost Touch Duet: Book 1
in the Fangs With Benefits universe

 

Aveda Vice

 

Bad Bite LLC







Copyright © 2021 by Aveda Vice

 

All rights reserved.

 

No element of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from Aveda Vice, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is theft of the author’s intellectual property. For permissions, contact avedavice@gmail.com.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, cultures, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

 

This book contains content of an explicit and mature nature and is intended to be enjoyed by those of and above the age of consent.

 

The author does not assume responsibility for third-party websites or their contents.

 

Written by: Aveda Vice

Cover design by: Aveda Vice







Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Table of Contents

Dedication

Author's Note

Skin

About the Author

Also By Aveda Vice

Acknowledgements

 


Dedication

 

 

 

Because everyone deserves a rock hard dom to hold them in his massive arms.








Author’s Note

This is the first book in a duet; therefore, this novelette ends in a slight HFN.

 

For Flint & Harbinger’s full story (with their third partner, Agony), read Inextricably Tied.

 

 

This book contains sexual situations. It is not intended for anyone under the legal age of adulthood. All characters depicted in sexual situations herein are over 18 years of age. This book is not to be used as an informational guide to any type of sex or sexual education.

 

Some topics within this book may be sensitive or disturbing to some readers. Reader discretion is advised.

 

For detailed information on the topics addressed, please visit the author's website or scan the code below.
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Skin

 

If Harbinger had kept the gloves on, it wouldn’t have happened.

It was a simple job: lay her hands on a few objects and let their stories seep through her skin. See where the items had been before, who had touched them, what they’d done. Flood her senses with sights, smells, and sounds that weren’t there any longer, all with a simple brush of her fingertips.

It’s some divine cruelty that cursed her with the ability. She can imagine the gods, whomever they are, laughing at the banshee they created. Wailing about death wasn’t enough, so they put a hair trigger in every inch of her skin.

Objects are easier to read: they don’t carry as much as the living. Just show her flashes of what she needs before they settle into the back of her mind like a cramped storage locker. But when she touches people...they stick with her. Feed her their emotions endlessly, forging a connection between the two of them that can only be severed by death. She learned that the hard way. So, she wears the gloves.

She has it down to a science: cover every inch of bare skin in her black catsuit and skull helmet. Remove the gloves only when she needs to read artifacts. Report the findings. Put the gloves back on.

But something’s wrong. She’d known as soon as the human unlocked the side door of the restaurant, gaze jerking behind Harbinger before he stepped back to let them enter. At the time, she’d chalked up his squirming to her partner’s colossal gray presence, towering over them before he ducked to fit his wings through the door. Gargoyles are enough to strike fear into anyone, especially with the way Jasper Flint’s brows stay knit above his monstrous maw. So she’d brushed it off; this was one of the least seedy places they’d been called to. She’d read the object, Flint would watch her back, they’d take the money and move on to the next person in need of a tracker.

Easy.

Flint’s gruff voice grinds down her thoughts. “You said it was valuable.”

Both partners stare at the ripped, soggy cardboard on the bar. Flint’s lips press into a thin line, tight around the tusks extending from both rows of teeth.

“It — it is,” the human stammers, edging behind the counter. “Well — the shipment is. This is all that’s left after they stole the rest, and — well. You know how these things go.”

“No. I don’t.” Flint doesn’t hesitate, reaching for his keys, thumb over the button to unlock their vehicle.

“I’ll read it.”

His gaze shifts to Harbinger dwarfed beside him. He doesn’t contradict her, but there’s a tight twitch in the line of his jaw — the same one he gets every time she makes it harder for him to do his job and keep her in one piece. “It’s not what we agreed to.”

The human glances between them, unsure if he should be terrified or relieved. Harbinger maneuvers around Flint, flicking his bat-like wing out of the way before rolling up the sleeve of her suit.

“Welcome to the freelance biz.”

She steps up to the bar, eyeing the cardboard before she pulls on each finger of her glove. Even after all these years, trepidation makes itself known in the squirming sensation of her stomach. Opening herself up to any number of things, making herself vulnerable, still terrifies her — even if only for a moment. But she flexes her bare fingers before lifting her palm over the bar.

There’s a sharp inhale: the human, trembling like a sheet caught in the wind, honed on the bone white of her skin being swallowed by the pitch black of her fingertips. Residual stains from everything she touches, creeping further up her hands with time. There’s a beat of silence before he jumps to an apology, and she can only imagine the deadly look Flint shoots at him...but nothing more. Good: they’ve had this conversation before. She’ll handle it the way she chooses.

“It looks worse than it is,” Harbinger murmurs, but she’s focused on the object. It tremors, sending vibrations off before she can even touch it. Her hand hovers, fingers splayed, as if she might retract her offer, and then she lowers her palm to the surface.

All the connections spawn in a confusing rush, a thousand threads weaving together in her mind. She plucks a few strings before she follows the one she wants, letting the scene play out in flashes behind her eyes.

Boxes pulled from a truck, passed between hands as they’re unloaded. They seem heavy, from the strain on the workers’ faces, but otherwise, the people carrying them aren't bothered. Which makes sense, given they’re only handling pallets of soda syrup — at least, according to the labels.

It’s innocent enough. But...what she’s seeing has to be a glimpse of the past, an image of what happened to the boxes as they disappeared. But none of the “thieves” are hurried or concerned, lounging against the truck and smoking as they chat. And the crates aren’t being driven away; they’re set outside a brick building. One that’s an eerily similar shape and color to the restaurant Harbinger and Flint are standing in.

There’s a more recent memory attached to the cardboard. A scene of the human at the counter, trembling as he tears a piece of cardboard off one of many identical boxes in a storage room. He stomps the scrap of cardboard into a puddle to give it a worn appearance, grinding it into the dirt.

Harbinger surfaces from the vision, eyes narrowed. “...what did you say you lost?”

The human hasn’t stopped quaking, locking eyes with her before they both catch the dawn of recognition on the other’s face. Her voice ekes out.

“Flint —”

Everything vanishes when Flint yanks her back against his chest, hardening to stone, and she clenches her eyes shut as the shots begin. Concrete chips, glass shatters, and a flurry of bullets rain against Flint’s back. The gunfire comes from every angle, nicking past her helmet when his arms and wings curl tighter around her. The room moves past her, and she lands behind a bullet-ridden booth the moment before those enormous wings send napkins scattering through the air.

And then there’s screaming. Drowned out by an inhuman roar, claws slashing the bar in half, blood splattering across the checkered floor beneath her. Weapons clatter to the ground, and the shrieks and gasps of pain finally fall silent. Her heart scurries to escape her chest, panic pumping through her blood until a goliath shape blocks out the fluorescents in the ceiling.

Flint shifts out of the rock armoring him, covered in little more than scratches...save for the sprays of blood coating his old scars and discoloration. A hand extends to her — but guilt stops it, soaking even deeper than the gore. His red eyes flick to the naked length of her skin curled against her chest. He doesn’t have to ask; when he meets her eyes, he knows it’s too late. That in all the carnage and chaos, the one thing she remembers most is the moment Flint’s bare hand closed over hers.
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