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First off, sorry this installment took so freaking long. I'm not quite done with Gage and Brand, I do intend to do a part four, so please bear with me. Thank you for your patience! 

At the end of this book there's an excerpt for a short form spicy MM vampire/human story I wrote set in the same world as Gage and Brand, I hope you enjoy Blood for Hire.




      [image: ]Content warnings 

If you've read the rest of the series most of this will be familiar: 

Biting and blood play (vampirism), kidnapping, bondage and consensual mild humiliation, public kink, mild sharing (biting only, not sex) an abusive, stalker vampire father figure. Characters injured and in mortal danger, violence and a bit of gore. 








  
  one
Brand


Gage pressed a paper boarding pass into my hand. 
I hefted my backpack over my shoulder and eyed it skeptically. “I can just scan my phone, can’t I?” 
“This is a physical boarding pass, and it’s better in every way.” Gage thrust the pieces of paper at me again.
“If you say so.” I took the boarding pass. Gage had booked us First Class seats, I wasn’t about to argue with him, even if in some ways he was hopelessly outdated.
“And make sure you have your passport out, ready to show your photo page.” 
He was fussing like an old man. 
It had been a few weeks now, since I’d received creepy, threatening texts from Gage’s sire. I had blocked the number, a couple of days later I’d get another message I got a new SIM and a new number, but soon enough, he’d text again. 
Gage had been beside himself, slamming doors, grumbling, swearing all kinds of violence on his sire if they ever met again. But we had no idea how to find him, or how he was tracking my number, so there wasn’t much we could do. 
He kept texting me. 
I kept blocking him. 
Finally, one week out, Gage announced we were leaving the country for Spring Break. “We need distance while I work out what to do.” 
So, now at 9pm on Friday night we were boarding a plane bound for Tokyo, Japan.
I was pumped. Not by the reason for the trip, that was creepy as all hell, but I was getting to go to Tokyo with my hot vampire boyfriend. And despite the circumstances I couldn’t help but be happy. 
I’ve travelled overseas before, but never as far as Japan. 
We were ushered onto the flight before everyone else. The crew checked our paper boarding passes and greeted us like old friends. For all I knew they did recognize Gage, he was a frequent flyer after all. 
We were seated side by side in high walled pods, giving the illusion of privacy. The chairs were wider and more comfortable than any plane seat I’d sat on before. 
“These seats fold down into proper beds,” Gage said, leaning across the aisle. “So you can sleep.” 
“I hope so.” At six foot four most generic single beds were on the short side for me to ever actually get decent sleep. But hey, I'd never managed to sleep on a plane before so I wasn't missing anything. 
One of the cabin crew came by with a tray of champagne and I took a glass. "This is the life.”
Gage chuckled. “Enjoy yourself, watch something. I’m going to read and pretend I’m not on a plane.” 
He pulled a thick Stephen King paperback out of his bag and settled back to read. I didn't think I’d ever seen him reading for pleasure before. It was sweet, a new side of him. My heart thudded, endeared, and he twitched and looked over at me. The feeling had been strong enough he’d felt it through our bond. 
He smiled fondly, rolled his eyes and pointed at the screen in front of me. 
“Okay, okay.” I pulled out the bluetooth headphones he’d bought me and connected them to the media centre, scrolling through movies and TV shows until I found something I wanted to watch. 
I finished my champagne as we took off, and before I knew it the cabin crew was coming through with a drinks cart and snacks. We’d barely been in the plane for a half hour and I was already getting fed? 
It was going to be the best flight ever. 
A message popped up in the bottom corner of my screen as I arranged the fresh bread rolls, packets of chips and fruit cup I’d got from the crew on my tray table.  
It was from Gage.
Gage: Make sure you stay hydrated, pet


I glanced over at him and shook my head, holding up a bottle of water I’d got from the drinks cart alongside a mango juice. He took this in and nodded once, then tapped on his screen again. 
Gage: long flights are notorious for dehydration 

Gage: and make sure you get up and stretch once an hour 


Me: bossy


Me: why are you texting me on this thing anyway? We could talk out loud 


Gage: this is more fun and you get to still listen to your big dumb action movie 


I actually wasn’t watching a big dumb action movie. I’d found since my ordeal with Bingo and Bongo I didn’t like action movies. They inevitably had someone being kidnapped or taken hostage, and I found content like that uncomfortable to watch now. 
I’d put on a surfing documentary instead. 
Brand: okay, I’ll stretch in a bit, since you insist 


Gage: good boy


The flight stretched on through the hours. I got through two documentaries and a dinner so nice it was hard to believe I was eating it at 35,000 feet, before I finally thought I could nod off. 
With the crew’s help, I got my chair into the flattened bed formation and lay down with my airplane blanket. Gage tossed me his blanket and it hit me in the face. I looked up to see him peeking over the dividing wall between us and grinning. 
“Sleep well, Brand.” 
“Thanks.” I spread both blankets over me, disappointed to find the bed wasn’t long enough to stretch all the way out, but if I curled on my side I was quite comfortable. The cabin lights had been dimmed. 
I stared across the aisle at Gage, curled up in his little pod, knees propping his book open, face intent on the novel again. He was such a delightful collection of contradictions. He was like a half-feral cat who’d spit and swipe at you, but then he could be completely soft and cute, like now. He’d given me his blanket, even though the air-con was on the chilly side. I supposed he didn’t feel the cold like a human like me would. 
He was being kind.
I closed my eyes, letting my affection for him swell up and comfort me as I drifted off, sure he’d feel it as well. 
*** 
“Brand, wake up,” Gage whispered. His hand was on my shoulder. I came awake fast, always fast since my kidnapping, heart racing in case I had to get gone. 
Gage pressed his lips to my forehead. “It’s okay, baby. I’m just hungry. Want to join the mile high feeding club?” 
My adrenaline eased, fear replaced by excitement. “We can’t fuck in the bathroom, I’m too tall,” I whispered. 
“We’re not gonna.” He nodded at me. “Sit up, I’ll get in behind you.” 
Confused, I did as he said. 
Gage quietly slipped in behind me, positioning his legs either side of my hips, and pulled me back against his chest. 
I tented my knees and got comfortable, leaning my head against his shoulder, high enough up he could bite my neck. My dick was already responding to his closeness.
He pulled the blankets up, over my chest and neck, practically to my nose, so he could nuzzle in and mouth at my throat. 
“Oh, fuck...” I moaned. 
“Keep it quiet, Brand, we don’t want to be found out do we?” He breathed these words in my ear and I came out in goosebumps. 
I was never very good at staying quiet, but he was right. We could get in serious trouble, first class or not. 
The lights were largely out in the cabin, the crew nowhere to be seen. The sounds of snoring from the neighboring pods. This was clearly designated sleep time, which was good in terms of darkness for cover, very, very bad in terms of noises. I bit down on my lip and shook my head. 
“Good boy.” One of his hands slipped around my waist and into the hem of my sweatpants, stroking my already mostly-hard dick. 
I breathed out slowly, controlling the urge to moan. 
Gage’s fangs scraped against the skin of my neck and I tilted my head, trying to give him more access in the cramped quarters. 
I opened my mouth and bit on the plane blanket, using that to muffle myself somewhat, I figured if I was concentrating on biting down, I wouldn't make involuntary noises. 
Gage bit down and drank. He had the ability to make it something divine, and he made sure it was good, but not… like… orgasmically good the way he had other times. I was glad for that. 
His hand slipped around me to palm me through my pants and I relaxed against his chest, letting him take care of me. I trusted Gage with everything, with my life, every time he fed from me, and surrendering to him was my favorite thing to do. 
His hand gripped me tighter. I felt the question through the link. Gage's curiosity could only mean one thing. Could I come silently as well ? It wasn't a game we'd ever played but the idea of it was so hot I felt myself nodding. Gage slipped his hand inside my pants and stroked me in earnest. 
I glanced around, sure that any moment one of the crew would pop up with a hot towel or a drinks cart and they'd see everything. I whined, as softly as I could, barely a noise at all. 
Gage licked my neck, voice nothing more than a breath. "Come, Brand." 
My balls tightened and I came, always attuned to his wants and commands. I wondered if he'd ever just be able to say that to me with no touching, no preamble and I'd do it. That was a hot thought as well. 
Gage grabbed some tissues to clean me up and kissed me gently. "Better get back to my seat. You okay?" 
"Yeah." I stole a kiss as he slipped out and curled back up, asleep again before I knew it.






  
  two
Brand


Gage knew what to do and where to go when we landed, which was a relief. I’d slept okay but not for long enough, and I felt bizarre and detached from reality. The signs were in Japanese, but they did have English on them as well. Still, if it was just me, I'd have wandered for a while before working out where to go. 
We moved through some sort of priority customs queue and were soon out in the airport itself. 
“We’re a little out of Tokyo central. We could take a train but… I’d prefer to get to the hotel sooner, so taxi it is.” Gage maneuvered me through the airport. 
“Our bags?” I asked, glancing behind me to where others from our flight were waiting at the baggage carousels. 
“They’re being sent on directly to the hotel,” Gage said. 
“I didn’t even know that was a thing.” 
Gage grinned, showing me a glimpse of fangs. “Japan is a different world to the one you’re used to, babe.” 
The taxi doors opened automatically and we slid in the back. The leather was freshly polished and the driver was polite, speaking in fluent English and confirming our hotel address several times to confirm it was correct.
I gazed out the window as we drove... the lights, the skyscrapers, the familiar signs (7-11!) and the unfamiliar, all blurring together as we went. I checked my phone to see the local time was around midday, and the streets were packed with people. Gage had set me up with a Japanese SIM card. 
The streets were narrower than back home, the cars smaller. The buildings were a mishmash of traditional Japanese roofs and modern skyscrapers, soaring into the sky. There were subway stations on every corner, it seemed and my mind boggled at how many train lines there must be. 
“Here we are.” Gage passed the driver a handful of cash and the doors opened automatically. 
The hotel entranceway was grand in a kind of nineteen eighties way and I wondered if that’s why Gage had chosen it. The walls were black and brown, polished wood and chrome and a huge chandelier over the carpeted floor. It was impressive, even if it looked somewhat dated. 
Gage went straight for the concierge and spoke in rapid, fluent Japanese to her while I stood behind him feeling way too tall, broad-shouldered and rumpled, to be allowed in the hotel at all. Oh, and uncultured since I only speak English and a tiny bit of high school Spanish. Gage gestured to me at one point. The tiny, perfectly-suited lady looked me over, nodded and smiled, and handed over two black key cards. She bowed as she did so, speaking some more words I didn’t understand. 
Gage grinned and replied, bowing, and then he was leading me to the elevator. “I figure you’ll want to go exploring as soon as possible, but I also know you want a shower.” Gage said as the elevator shot up to the thirtieth floor. 
“You’re not wrong.” The mile-high club stuff had been fun but I definitely felt more sticky than I wanted to be. “And I’m starving.” 
“The first-class food wasn’t enough for you?” 
“It feels like hours ago.” 
Gage chuckled and nodded. “Now, we can’t be quite as obvious about being together in public here, although...We’re foreigners so we sort of get a pass, but I like to blend with the local culture as much as we can.” 
I nodded, it was more or less what I expected. “No worries. I guess you know all the cool vampire hangouts in Tokyo?” 
Gage led the way to our room and waved the keycard in front of it. It opened onto a huge suite with floor-to-ceiling windows showing Tokyo city. It spread in every direction, as far as the eye could see. 
“Holy shit...” 
“Yes, it’s a view I never get tired of.” Gage slipped an arm around me and nibbled my earlobe. “I want to fuck you against this window.” 
I shivered, my dick instantly half-interested. “Is that safe?” 
“Safe enough. The windows are tinted so no one can see in, and I trust Japanese engineering. But you need a shower and a change of clothes before we do anything else.” 
I bit my lip, telling my dick to calm down again. 
“Right, and food.” 
“And food.” 
Gage let go of me and I went to wash up.

      [image: ]Gage surprised me with dinner. I’d expected some high-end fancy-ass fine dining "experience" marketed to foreigners, but instead he took me to an unassuming little mom-and-pop place down an alleyway. 
The second he walked in an elderly Japanese lady burst into enthusiastic greeting and came around the counter to welcome us. She gave Gage a hug, then held him at arm’s length, speaking quickly. 
Gage grinned, obviously he’d expected this kind of welcome. Then he gestured to me and the old lady let go of him and sized me up. 
“Tall!” she said in English, then they both laughed. 
“Heh, yeah, I’ve heard that once or twice...” 
She guided me to a booth and gestured for us both to sit down. “Welcome, Gage is an old friend. I’ll feed you up. Too skinny!” 
Gage sat opposite me. “Thanks, Auntie. He eats a lot and I know he’s going to love whatever you make him. Auntie Shota, this is Brandon. Brandon, Auntie Shota.” 
“Nice to meet you,” I said. 
She patted my shoulder, winked at Gage and then bustled off into the back of the restaurant. 
I bit my lip, suddenly worried I’d have to wait even longer to eat. “I didn’t order...” 
“Oh don’t worry, whatever she decides you need is what you’ll get and it will all be delicious.” 
I relaxed a little. “How long have you known her?” 
“Ah, maybe fifteen years now? Probably longer. I’ve always loved her food then I helped her out of a financial bind and she basically adopted me.” 
It was nice to know Gage had people who cared about him over here. He was always maintaining such a lone wolf kind of vibe but I knew he needed people around him. I wondered how many Auntie Shota types he had around the world. 
“What are you getting all gooey about?” Gage reached for my hand. He’d got changed when I was showering and was wearing an asymmetric black and white T-shirt over leather pants. His arm was adorned with a spiked leather cuff and his black nail polish was looking chipped. 
I let him play with my fingers. “It’s nice, you have a place to come to and people happy to see you.” I shrugged. “I’m glad.” 
Gage shook his head, I could feel his warm affection through our bond though, and knew he could feel much the same coming back from me. 
We sat like that for a while, being ridiculously gooey at each other, until Auntie Shota came  back out with a massive tray of food. 
I sat back in the booth and cleared space as she sat down sushi, sashimi, a huge bowl of rice and a bowl of some sort of thick brown stew. 
“Curry rice,” she said, pointing at it. “You’ll love it.” 
Gage opened a wooden box  I’d been ignoring as it sat on the table and revealed a pile of chopsticks. I took two as Shota put a small plate in front of me. 
“Take some rice, put the curry on it and try.” 
Shota and Gage both watched with excited anticipation as I did as instructed. The curry was full of chunks of potato, beef and carrot and it smelled incredible. 
Feeling very watched, I took a bite of rice and curry. It was rich and savory. The curry was spiced with all kinds of delicious flavors but it wasn’t spicy hot. 
“Oh god,” I moaned, already loading up my chopsticks with more chunks of beef and then promptly dropping them. 
“Maybe a fork?” Gage suggested.
Shota returned a moment later with a fork, which felt like a defeat, but at the same time I’d be able to get more food into my mouth so I took it with a humble nod. “Thank you.” 
“You’re welcome.” She patted my shoulder and I dug into the curry. It was much easier to get a good volume of food into my mouth this way. 
Shota’s expression turned more serious and she switched to Japanese, telling Gage something that gave him a spike of fear. I frowned, looking up at him, but he shook his head at me and asked Shota some questions. 
She sighed and shook her head and spoke some more Japanese, then another customer came in. 
“Everything okay?” 
Gage scrunched up his nose. “She’s heard rumors of a hunter





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
NIGHTFAL

"QV'

DARK ATTRACTION BOOK 3






OEBPS/images/0b4d9cee-4280-4400-93e8-0734db7bed48.png







