
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0d2a20f03e5840fb79f6e05c0b3a1034_lz01lU_html_663738c4.jpg]

 


 



 


[image: tmp_0d2a20f03e5840fb79f6e05c0b3a1034_lz01lU_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing at Smashwords

 


http://www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2011 Lee Ann Sontheimer Murphy

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-926950-58-7

 


Cover Artist: LF Designs

 


Editor: Caitlin Ray

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 


 



DEDICATION

 


This book, vampires and all, is dedicated to the
memory of my uncle, Darrell Dean Neely, who loved reading almost as
much as he loved his family. He shared his paranormal books with
me, encouraged my writing, and praised my stories. He was one of my
first beta readers and he never stopped believing that I would
become an author. Uncle Darrell, this one is for you.

 


 



LOVE SCARS

 


Sequel to Love Tattoo

 


Lee Ann Sontheimer Murphy

 


Copyright © 2011

 


 


 


 



Chapter One

 


The moment that he shivered in my arms, shuddered as
if the cold January winds outside the window rushed over him with
blizzard force, I knew something must be wrong. I could not put my
finger on it, not then, but I realized from that first night that
some slithering snake just trespassed into our little Eden.

“Will?” I whispered in the comfortable cocoon we
created beneath the covers. “What’s wrong?”

Even before he spoke, my inner alarm bells shrieked
like tornado sirens in a Texas spring. Although the shivers quit, I
could feel the tension tighten his body, constrict it hard, and I
sensed his anxiety. It threatened to spread to me like a wildfire
and I tried to contain it. His hesitation sliced through my
complacent mood like a Buck knife and I realized that something
shifted, somehow and somewhere.

“Nothing,” he said as he drew me closer to him. “It’s
nothing at all, mo anam cara. It was a dream told by an
idiot full of sound and fury, signifying nothing. Or at least I
hope that’s all that it is.”

I didn’t believe it and I wasn’t about to let the
issue drop. Instead, I picked at it, like a dog working a bone to
get the last scrap of flesh.

“Do you feel a chill?”

His sigh echoed between us like a gust of wind
through winter bare branches.

“I’m not cold.”

“Then what is it?” I prodded.

He paused so long that I got nervous, then said, “I
don’t know.”

Will doesn’t lie – at least not to me – but I could
tell he was trying to downsize the magnitude of whatever the hell
affected him. That wouldn’t work for me and I opened my mouth to
protest and he stopped me.

His lips fused to mine with force and held there as
he used the one thing that would shut me up to his advantage. I
kissed him back, tasting his sweetness like vintage wine and let my
hands stray over his body, hungry and aching with need. His taut
body softened under my touch, relaxed as he put whatever troubled
him away for now. Will’s big hands traveled over my skin with such
gentle skill that I quivered. He thumbed my nipple with one hand
and brought his mouth down to suckle at the other like a baby.
Shock waves of delight washed over me as I let my fingers stray
into his hair, caressing his curls. Long before he kissed his way
below my belly button, I needed him to release me and writhed
beneath him, begging him to give me his cock.

One of the advantages of being a vamp was that all my
senses had heightened. My skin responded to the tiniest touch, the
slightest motion. The brush of Will’s fingers against any part of
me evoked powerful sensation and sweet response. I heard sound in a
brand new way, amplified and enhanced. My vision sharpened,
especially at night, and everything tasted richer to me than ever
before. If the five basic senses grew stronger, so did other
senses, the ones that no one can quite name. Call it sixth sense or
fey the way that Will did, I tuned into him like a clear channel
radio station. On the few times we were apart, I knew where he was
and what he did. His thoughts reached me like brain messages and we
had few secrets. In spirit as well as in the flesh, we were
one.

Now, as his hands teased my body, I picked up static
from an outside source. I tried to tune it out but couldn’t and I
wasn’t able to block it. The best I could do was push it back, a
little farther away.

To distract myself, I rose to meet him and used my
fingernails as claws that raked his back. He shivered, this time
with pleasure, and I thrust my pelvis toward him like a beggar. As
he moved down toward me, nearing that connection, I locked my lips
around his nipple and nibbled.

In response, Will thrust into me with power, flowed
into me like a river following its course, and I answered his
passion by giving it all back. We coupled, each movement raising us
toward that ultimate moment of pure pleasure so that when we came,
we came together.

In a brilliant burst that reminded me of a fireworks
finale on the Fourth of July back home, I screamed his name as he
bit my shoulder with enough force to break the skin and we
finished. He licked the tiny trickle of blood before collapsing
down beside me with a grin.

Whatever troubled him, he forgot for now.

I left it at that, savoring the peace that comes
after good loving, but I would find out and when I did, I would
approach whatever the problem might be with head on force.

In that winter twilight, as the last light faded away
behind the horizon, I watched Will drift back to sleep. I marveled
at his beauty, the little things I adored about him. I liked the
way that his curls lay against his cheek. The fine hairs on his
forearms fascinated me and they were so beautiful. So was he.

Until then, the days of our togetherness were sweeter
than anything I had ever known and I sure didn’t want to lose that,
not for any reason.

Days, we slept, skin to skin, one flesh. We owned our
nights and did just about anything we wanted.

We ate what we wanted and drank, too. If anything
surprised me in those early days of being a vampire, it was that.
In most of the old stories, the tall tales, and the ancient
legends, vampires don’t drink anything but blood. That’s wrong,
just one of those things that someone got wrong and it spread. I’ve
been tempted to post something on Snopes.com to debunk the false
information but I haven’t.

When we were in Memphis, we prowled Beale Street and
drank Walk Me Downs. We ate at Dyer’s and sometimes we rode the
trolley in the moonlight. Once in awhile, we headed to Tunica and
some nights, we just stayed home, happy with each other’s company.
We had music, poetry, and we had each other. We didn’t need
anything else.

Out on the road, we sailed over the highways like
that ghostly galleon from The Highwayman poem and before
dawn came, we ate steak and eggs over easy in some diner or a truck
stop café. At home and away, we talked about everything and
nothing. By the time that the heat of summer faded into the first
frost, I would have sworn that there was nothing I did not know
about Will Brennan or that he didn’t know about me.

Apparently, I was wrong.

Until that January dusk, I figured fairy tales always
end happy and in my favorite Western movies, the hero rides off
into the sunset with the gal riding behind him in the saddle. I had
my Will Brennan and we had forever, all the time that exists. Until
then, I always had to hurry, never had enough time. That changed
when I did,

You see, the living always feel that breath of
mortality against the back of their neck but when you are undead,
you have all the days, the weeks, months, and years that there will
be ahead so the need to hurry vanishes. If you know – barring any
unexpected complication like some fool with a stake to drive into
your heart – you live forever, you have all the time in the world
held between your hands.

Lying there with Will, I felt like the clock just
started ticking again. I felt crimped for time and I hated that. It
jangled my nerves and made me feel lonesome even with Will beside
me. I didn’t like that either so I woke him with a kiss.

“Hey, wake up sleepy head,” I said. “We’re wasting
time.”

He grinned and I lit up like neon.

“Are we, then?” he asked, pushing up on one elbow to
look at me. “What would you like to do, my Cara?”

When he looked at me like that, I wanted to roll him
over for another round of lovemaking but that could come later.
First, I wanted some bright lights, some blues music, and a
steak.

“Let’s go to BB King’s,” I said. The Beale Street
club ranked high on my list of favorites even though too many
tourists dropped by for a drink or meal to keep it Memphis real.
Still, I liked the fried pickles and the steaks were tender enough
for this Texas girl. Something about the boisterous, dim interior
always felt ripe for a brawl although I hadn’t seen one yet. Most
of the time, the music filled my need although I still felt too shy
to try to get a gig. As a human gal, I never was bashful but I was
still getting used to being a vampire. It’s different and it takes
some adjustment. You look great but you feel different in so many
ways. Until I felt comfortable in my vampire skin, I didn’t think I
would sing in public that much. But, when I got brave a few times
and stepped up to the microphone at a few smaller clubs and if the
audience reaction meant anything, I wasn’t half bad. I thought in
time I would want to perform on a regular basis again and
would.

“That sounds fine,” Will said. “I need a donor first,
though. Do you?”

“I think so.” This remained so new
to me that I couldn’t always tell for sure. Will said that the need
for blood always gave him a bellyache but I sometimes had trouble
deciding if I felt hungry or had a pain.

“Then we’ll do that first, on Beale
Street,” Will decided as he rolled out of bed with one graceful
motion. Naked as the day he was born, he strutted across the room
to pull on clean clothes including his black jeans, black Western
shirt with pearl snaps, and his boots. He could be ready to roll in
about two minutes. I envied that but it took me at least twenty and
that’s only when I move fast.

Half an hour later, we rolled down the driveway in
the Caddy moving slower than usual because of the weather. Snow
cascaded from the sky like thousands of white feathers fluttering
to the earth and the wind blew it in every direction. If I wasn’t
immortal and did not know that Will Brennan could drive anything,
anywhere, I might have been afraid but instead I felt
exhilarated.

Although it snows back home in Texas on occasion, we
don’t much get blizzards which is what that snowstorm seemed to be
shaping up to become. I felt like we were inside of one of those
cute little globes kids buy at discount stores and shake to make
the glitter fall like snowflakes.

We did not meet another vehicle as we rolled toward
Memphis proper but sitting next to Will, inhaling the fragrant
smoke of his cigarillo, listening to The Eagles, I didn’t mind. For
those moments, our small world seemed confined to this space and I
had all I needed. Joe Walsh’s voice poured from the speakers,
familiar and true. He sings easy, like there is no effort involved
and I like that. Sometimes I joined in, especially on the songs I
loved most like the kicking classic, The Greeks Don’t Want No
Freaks.

The closer we got to downtown Memphis, to Beale
Street, the more snow traveled down from the sky and I wondered if
anything would even be open, so I asked Will.

“Aye, it’ll all be open,” he said, with a chuckle.
“There may not be many people tonight but Beale Street never
closes, not that I ever saw and I’ve been coming for years.”

I did not ask how many; sometimes I just didn’t like
to think about all the time he spent on earth before I got
born.

“That’s good, then.”

“It is and it isn’t,” Will said, exhaling smoke. “We
may have trouble finding donors.”

We had no trouble finding a parking spot although the
big old car slid a little as he wheeled into a place not too far
from Beale Street. As we walked, hand in hand, we passed Elvis
Presley in bronze, the statue that dominates the plaza. Snow
covered Elvis’ shoulders and head and when I saw the two young men
standing near it, looking like two little lost kids who wandered
away from a school field trip, I knew we had our donors.

I nudged Will and he nodded. Donor selection
sometimes reminded me of bird hunting back home in Texas, without
using dogs. He made his way through the driving snow, now mixed
with sleet that plinked against the pavement with a hard, brittle
sound, moving with his same sensual grace despite the weather. I
trailed behind.

“Hello there,” he said to the tourists huddled near
the base of the statue. “It is a terrible night to be out.”

“It is but we’re locked out of our car and my cell
phone won’t connect so I can call someone.”

“We can help,” Will said as he released my hand. By
then, I knew just what to do and followed his lead.

He swooped in close and leaned down to sink his teeth
into one of the young guy’s neck, more difficult than usual because
of the coat the donor wore. His inherent charm lulled the victims –
or donors – so that they never know what hits them. I guess
everything freeze frames for them and that’s not so bad.

While Will took what he needed, I approached the
other and with the same speed – vampires can move way faster than I
ever imagined – I latched onto the second young man and drew blood.
I still felt more than a little clumsy at this but it worked and I
got what I needed. I felt that little rush that comes after feeding
and Will nodded his approval. We were finished.Feeding on donors is
something I had to get used to doing. You always read in most of
the vampire novels and see it in the movies that drinking blood is
erotic. It is and then it isn’t. I still like full-blown sex with
my man more than anything else and feeding comes in a far distant
second or even third. There is a moment, though, of such
titillation as that human lifeblood flows into your veins,
energizing and nurturing that gives me a wild rush, a mini orgasm
of sorts.

I like that part fine although it took some getting
used to for me. What I don’t like is that moment reminds me of sex
with a total stranger. Afterward, I feel almost like I used them or
I got down and dirty with someone I knew for less than five minutes
in the backroom of a convenience store somewhere. When I tried to
explain that to Will, he didn’t really get it but then this is just
ordinary, everyday stuff to him. He’s done it for hundreds of
years, after all.

It doesn’t matter much if the donor is a man or a
woman; the reaction is the same to me.

I’m not one to care who loves who or give a flip
about gender. If two adults are happy, then I’m happy for them. But
when I never got a sexual rush from another woman so the first time
I fed on one and did, well, it took a little getting used to for
me.

A few minutes later, we sat at a table just below the
stage at BB King’s with Walk Me Downs in our hands. The place
loomed almost empty, the crowd smaller than I had ever seen it but
Will had called it correct – they were open. We ordered bourbon
glazed rib eye steaks and while we waited, we let the blues touch
our souls.

Something about Delta blues rings way down deep. I
don’t know exactly what or how but those rhythms, those sounds they
reach inside and burn a scar into your heart. Good blues may rock
but there is always something poignant beneath the music, some
lingering pain, or hurt. As we listened, I needed to touch Will, to
feel that physical connection we had so I grabbed his hand. I took
comfort in his love, succor in the knowledge that such anguish
could never wound us. He felt it too. Long before the steaks came,
we moved together so close you could not have passed a paper napkin
between us. Will wrapped his arm around my shoulder and that
thrilled me. That arm told everyone he loved me and he possessed
me, both body and soul.

He did.

He always would.

Those steaks were perfection, thick and tender with
that mouth watering combination of good beef and aged bourbon. The
garlic mashed potatoes on the side with some green beans; they
tasted good too but the meat made the meal.

We stayed late, until almost four in the morning,
drinking and soaking up the blues. Maybe it was too many Walk Me
Downs but I felt the songs resonating inside and I ached to sing
that way. I lacked the inner agony, though, and if it was required
to sing the blues like that, then I could live forever – and never
do it. I keep saying “live” and thinking I’m alive but that’s one
more thing I have to teach myself. Barring anything unforeseen,
some complication, Will and I should exist forever but I guess
being that we’re technically undead, we’re not alive. It’s hard to
shift my thinking into that mode because I have a little trouble
getting used to the idea that I’m not really alive any more, at
least not in the sense I was up until Will delivered that third
love tattoo that changed me. I exist and so old habits, like saying
I’m alive or that I live, they die hard for me. I suppose it would
for anyone but for a practical Texas gal like me, it’s just
difficult. I’ll get it, though, in time.

Pain, emotional or physical, wasn’t in my plan, not
then, not ever. But I forgot, in all that heady emotion that we
don’t always get what we want. I failed to remember that happily
ever after is something just for fairy tales and that no one, even
my beloved Will, is perfect.

By the time we exited the club, the snow had stopped
but coated everything like some winter fairyland. Halfway to the
car, I stopped Will and faced him. I rose up on tiptoe, put my arms
around his neck, and kissed him.

Despite the chill outside, his mouth scorched mine
when he returned the kiss, devouring my lips like a hungry man.
Neither of us wore coats and although I clung to his neck, his
hands roamed over my body evoking pleasure. Few people were out at
that hour but a few other stragglers from Beale Street passed us
by. If they looked, I missed it but then I was preoccupied with
that kiss, all my senses overwhelmed with Will. When we stopped, I
would have griped but unless we wanted to drop to the sidewalk and
do it in the snow, we could go no farther here.

His lips broke apart from mine but he looked down at
me, his vivid blue eyes soft as I had ever seen them, and said,

“Love sought is good, given unsought is better.”

Shakespeare spoken sounds sweet but from the lips of
your lover, it becomes heady stuff no matter how often he quotes
it.

“What play is that from?” He knew the Bard’s work far
better than I probably ever would but that didn’t matter. I liked
hearing the poetry from his lips.

Will grinned and I quivered with what that smile made
me want to do.

“Twelfth Night,” he told me. “Let’s go home,
mo anam cara and finish what you started.”

We did and it was good.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


I remember waking up as a kid to the sound of the
radio or the television in another room and not quite being able to
distinguish the words. I might know by the cadence that it was
Daddy’s local livestock reports he always tuned in to hear while he
drank his morning coffee or that it was KWKH out of Shreveport by
the country twang but not the words or the music. I woke up that
morning after our Beale Street jaunt with the same feeling, that I
heard a sound that I couldn’t quite identify, a distant signal that
I received but could not understand. Something about it felt
discordant and I roused up, wondering if Will heard it too but when
I reached out for him, he wasn’t there.

That alerted me something must be up; I always woke
up with him beside me. Most of the time, since my rhythms had not
yet settled to a vampire pace, I usually awakened first and lay
next to him, waiting. I tossed back the covers. I could judge the
time by the daylight behind the drapes – it was a long time yet
until night.

“Will?” I called but he did not answer. I directed my senses toward
him and I felt him, nearby just before I inhaled the aroma of his
cigarillo.

He stood at the front windows, staring at the
curtain, as if he were made of stone. All I could see was his
profile but something about the tight stance of his shoulders
screamed tension. I padded across the floor in my bare feet and
touched his arm.

“Will, honey, what is it?”

Beneath my hand, his arm felt warm to the touch, not
fever hot, but flesh warm and for a vampire, that is never good. We
may heat when we have sex but the rest of the time, we remain cool,
even cold by human standards.

He turned toward me and his expression worried me
even more than his temperature. His frown faded a little when he
realized it was just me but his eyes radiated some inner
anguish.

“It’s probably nothing at all, “his
voice sounded strained and his tone was flatter than the West Texas
prairie. “Go back to bed, Cara, its still day.”

Until then, he never brushed me off like that and it
stung, a bit. I did my best to ignore it and not let my temper fire
up into a fight but it rankled. I felt like he shut me out,
something that just hadn’t happened between us before.

I cupped my hand to his cheek and it felt warmer than
it ought too. He caught my fingers and pulled them to his lips,
kissing them.

“Don’t you feel well?” I asked him.
“You look awful and you feel too warm.”

New to this life, I was no expert on vampire health.
I knew we got a pain in the belly
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