He still had a giddy feeling from Logan; he liked the kitten a lot. Not as a lover would but as a friend, sometimes he wondered if Logan understood how he felt. Though that didn’t matter every time he spoke to the tiger he felt a little better about things. Not only that but he gave him a new way to freak people out. Which was something he did enjoy when in the mood for it. Putting his nightmares at the back of his mind he moved his body to the music that drifted from the stereo. The lights where dimmed low in the club to be almost candle light he was in one of his I am naughty you will not ignore me moods. He made that fully clear with the way his body moved to Depeche Modes songs that drifted around him.

He wore one of his skirts and his long red hair washed over his pale skin as he moved his body in fluid movements. The dim light danced off his body as he made each movement to the music the tangled around him. His hands moved up wards as his back arched, tilting his back as he brought his hands down over his face slowly letting then slide over his smooth and slender neck. 

His hips swayed lightly as his hands traveled down to his shoulders. They rested there for a moment crossed making him slightly appear as he was holding him self. Letting his head fall slightly to the side his hair moved with him as he did a very slow and teasing shimmy of his hips. Rocking them, swaying his body, his knees slightly bent, he knew what he looked like. And he knew it looked good, moving his hands over his shoulders and over his fore arms before he pulled them back towards his chest. His chin slightly rested on his shoulder as he danced, moving he half spinned, his hair moving like liquid fire. His movements, his body, everything seemed to drip with sex appeal and the demand of attention. 

When he wanted to be he was really an eye catcher, he knew what to do with his body; he knew how to move it. It was one of his arts in life, if anyone thought he kept him self pretty and that was it they where sorely mistaken. Even if people found him half the time curled up with a book reading. At this moment the room was dark all but the flickering lights, not a lot of people where on the dance floor. So there was more room for him. It was almost dusk and he knew it, but did he care not truly. This was just another way to relieve his mind of things; also it relieved his body of any stress. Each of his movements where placed delicately giving the best effect. The effect he desired and wanted. He was a spider in a carefully created web of effect and needs. 

Nothing could ruin this for him, not with what he was doing. A soft smile touched his lip as his hands traveled back upwards, laying down ghostly traces against his skin and moving his head and titling it back. Logan, Rafe and Aiden eat your hearts out boys, oh yeah he thought about being mean. But it would only cause Rafe to pounce on Aiden; then again he would be thanked for it later more than likely. Grinning evilly he started to project images of what he was doing what it looked like. The candles and what effect they gave against his pale creamy skin to Rafe, see being a ghoul had some perks. It didn’t help that eyes where lingering over his body and every move. Though no one wished to touch or stop the dancing. 

Finally he was done after a lengthy time, he was fully sweaty and tired. Leaving the dance floor he walked over towards the bar, his hips swaying with movement he had on the dance floor. Yeah he was enjoying this not only that he had the attention about everyone in the club, it paid to be sexy. Heading to the bar he ordered something to drink before picking up his shirt where he left it.

I watched the little ritual of the thing on the dance floor. Thing cause I know within all reason that what is under that skirt isn't what most people expect to be under that skirt. 

That however, isn't the important part. The important part is the vein in his neck that's being tracked my eerie blue eyes. Eyes that should not, would not, and could not exist, but then I shouldn't exist. But I do, and everything is within a certain amount of reason. 

I don't ask. I just stride forward and grab a handfull of Tawno's hair and yank his head back. I'm a garou, I'm strong, I'm a mage, I'm tainted... I am what I am and I take what I want. 

Even muted bloodlust can only go so far. My lips come down on his. ~We're going in the back and you're coming with... no questions, no back talking.~ He's a ghoul, and ghouls have the blood of vampires and I've got a craving.

“Wha…!” Was all he got out before his lip where crushed into a kiss. Blinking he was taken off guard but what could he do you had him by his hair. Dumbly he nodded for a moment his eyes wide then he grinned a bit. Hey this what he gets for dancing like that. ~what ever you say~ There was a hint of sarcasm to his voice, one that’s going to get him killed. He was confused a bit oh well, he just hoped Rafe wouldn’t be to mad at him. He knew he was so suppose to be taking it easy when it came to vampires. He was trying to stick with just Rafe but his luck seemed to not go his way sometimes.

~Good answer.~ I smile and pull away from him. Leaning down enough to lick the vein of his neck. Mine. Might as well be a seagull... mine, mine, mine, mine. Well Mine right now anyway. I grab his hand and yank and drag him toward the back of the bar.

He gasped shivering as you licked his neck, well the placing of where his vein was. He knew what you wanted from him, duh its not hard to tell. Squeaking as he was yanked then dragged he kept up with you with his long legs. Titling his head a bit he watched you lead him through the club to the back. Oh boy this was going to be very interesting night. Thank gods Logan didn’t follow him out, he knew the kitten would or might have something to say about all this.

I move like an animal. There isn't any looking sexy or fitting in sexy or anything else. I don't move like this on purpose, I just am. Smooth as silk, bold as brass and just as confident. Slipping through the crowd like a wolf slips through trees... like water. 

I get to one of the doors in the back that leads to the unauthorized part of the bar. Like I care. I open the door and slip inside. Pushing Tawno into the nearest broom closet and up against a wall. A little growl in my throat and a smirk on my lips. "Hello." I smile and just sink a set of sharp teeth into his neck. 

I.am.not.a.vampire.

He blinked at the way you moved, how interesting. Squeaking as he found him self against the wall he looked at you, he wasn’t even able utter a word before he found you latched on to his neck like a newborn at a mothers brest. Gasping he shivered yet again his hands finding your shoulders and gripping you. How long had Rafe fed from him? A while, matter for fact he hadn’t fed off Rafe in a while as well. Gods he both hated and loved this.

Skin tears under my teeth. I can taste the vampires blood mixed in there. It's like... a truffle center to a chocolate, not that I would know that. I pin his shoulders back against the mall... my hips pushing against his, trying to pin him full as my head starts to swim from the blood lust. 

Then again... I can't fix the wound. I can't heal the hole I'm making in his neck. Just tear the skin out get drunk on the blood and wonder if he's going to scar in the morning. They usually do. 

My lips find his and I kiss him hard, he can taste his own blood... and I don't care.

He whimpered almost moaning, he was pinned against the wall and wasn’t fighting. He whimpered once more as you tore at his neck like a mad animal, his grip tightened. Gods it was suppose to feel good not like some wild animal is taking him. He squeaked as you claimed his lips again. Yeah he could taste his blood but he enjoyed that coppery tasted, he could also feel his neck still bleeding. Gods he hoped he could make through the night.

His lips are mine. I work the sides of his skirt up and tear whatever underwear he has on... off. He doesn't need them. He might not even make it through the night in the first place. My lips on his... he can't protest. I'm not giving him a chance too. 

I growl pulling up his thighs to either side of my hips. Pushing him into a nice position to have something that is clearly large, cleary DeLucian in nature plunge inside of him. 

Sex, and blood... and maybe a little death. My head is swimming as I move roughly. My mouth going back to the wound on his neck, going back to just... sinking into the blood that's there. 

Mine.

He gave a almost shriek, well if he could he would of screamed as you fourced your self in and on him. Oh this was bad really bad. Why the hell did he get attention like this, this would be maybe the unwanted attention. His grip tightened, his nailes getting closed to cutting through your skin on your shoulders. He was thankful you where not kissing him as he whimpered in pain. Gods this was ten times worse than having Billie beating on him and being a prick. Gasping he whined again feeling the tears of pain threaten to fall as you tore more at his neck now. Maybe now was a good time to wish that Logan had followed him or someone.

Blood is filling my mouth, muting the craving, making my head spin with the sheer taste of it. Moving like some rough animal. Taking what I want and I won't be denied it. Not now, cause now is all that matters. 

A growl slips out of my throat, pushing in as far as I can go. Shuddering as it's starts to tighten then ending right there. 

I fill him up and take one last bit mouthful of blood. The grip on his thighs letting up. Dropping him to slide to the floor. Those blue eerie eyes half lidded as I tuck myself back into my jeans and start to lick the blood off of my face.

He whined a tear or two slipping down his cheeks mixing with any blood on his face. He moved his head looking up at you, monster and animal. Gods he felt like he was in hell. He looked up at you watching you as you looked like you had just feasted on something grand, oh he didn’t want to die. “You’re leaving me to die?” He couldn’t help a few more tears slip from his eyes as he looked like a doll that had been abused, he was bleeding from the hole in his neck and between his thighs.

"That's how things work." I smile and lean down to lick the tears off of his face. Kissing his lips gently. "But you were a wonderful ride." As if that's supposed to make it better.

He let you lick the tears from his cheeks. “Don’t leave me to die.” He watched you shivering he couldn’t help the tears, he didn’t want it to end like this. He put to much fait into people and right now he wanted Rafe, if he died it he rather have it at the hands of Rafe.

"Use your blood to fix yourself." I smile and pat the side of his face lightly. Leaving him there to open the broom closet door and walk back into the bar. 

He'll figure it out or he'll die. It's like a momma bird tossing a chick out of the neck to learn how to fly.

He gasped moving to slap your hand meekly away from you. “I cant….” He couldn’t do it, he hadn’t had any of Rafe’s blood in a while, it make him only meekly a ghoul and no one had taught him how to fix him self, the only thing he learned was telepathy. “You’re the vampire.. why cant you?” He blinked as he was left there, he had to get out of here. But what could he do, whimpering he felt like he was fire.

He sent fear mental towards the house, enough to make everyone’s hairs stand on end. ~help me… please. I don’t want to die……~ That should get some attention.

