
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SHADE ADDICTION

A Dark Erotic Romance 

by

LEA BRONSEN


COPYRIGHTS

––––––––

Shade Addiction

Published by Thorned Rose Publishing

Third Edition

Copyright © 2026 Lea Bronsen

ISBN: 9781393411789

Editor: DC Stone

Cover art: Pink Ink Designs


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, places, names, and characters are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, organizations or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Adult reading material.


NOTE TO MY READERS

––––––––
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The original version of this story was featured in the February 2019 multi-author collection Passion, Pleasure, Pain: An Anthology of Dominance and submission put together by writers who held author Doris O’Connor near and dear to their hearts. 

For those of you who thought my contribution was a little on the shorter side, I have expanded it with additional scenes that go deeper into the characters’ hearts and souls. 

I hope you enjoy the read!

Lea
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Chapter One
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“Oh, my God!” The high-pitched scream of a girl alerts me from the back of the bus. “Stop! Stop the bus!”

I glance into the rearview mirror. My sole passenger, a young chick slumped behind a seat for about an hour, stands and points to a side window. “There!” she shouts, as if seeing murder. “Someone’s being assaulted! Stop!”

My blood freezes. A bus driver’s route is never a routine. There’s always something happening, and no two days or nights through Portland, Maine are the same. But no training in the world can prepare you for ear-shattering screaming. 

“Fuck.” Pulse racing, I hit the brakes and brace for a potential impact from behind. 

Nothing. 

“What the hell,” I call, staring into the rearview mirror. What did she see that I didn’t?

Well, it’s one am and too dark outside for me to follow everything that happens down side streets and in darkened alleys. My job is to focus on the road ahead and anticipate hinderance, maneuvering smoothly and effectively for my passengers’ safety and comfort.

We’ve left the city center. This is a suburban area of warehouses, malls, two-story office buildings, and parking lots. In the night, few people are hanging, at least in the open.

She points again, and I squint to see in the dark. 

There, on the opposite sidewalk. Movement. Silhouettes barely made visible by a distant street light, two standing over a third lying on the ground, arms raised above its head.  

That’s it. In seconds, I’m ready to act. Call it training, call it instinct, I’m a panther on the prowl. I don’t care why these people are fighting. One is down, the others are threatening him or her, and something urges me to make sure no injustice is made. Something etched into me after I provoked a terrible accident in the past.  

With fluid moves, I unfasten my seat belt, grab a baseball bat on the floor next to my seat, and press the OPEN button. “Stay where you are,” I call to the girl. 

As soon as I step out of the bus and circle its front, bat in hand, the menacing silhouettes split and run away, shoe soles tapping on the asphalt. I won’t have to use force after all. 

A small but no less satisfying feeling calms my galloping heart as I cross the street and reach the person on the sidewalk.

At first glance, it’s an elegant woman in her mid-thirties, dress half up her thighs, livid, face frozen in shock. She stares at me as I get closer, her eyes big and darting to the bat in my hand. Can she count on me as a savior, or should she prepare for another asshole taking over the harassment?

Aside from the immediate alarm of the situation, something’s off, my instincts tell me so. But what? 

She doesn’t say a word, just stares at me as if waiting for me to do the first move. 

“You okay?” I ask, stopping at her feet and lowering the bat.  

Slowly, her eyes fill with tears, and a grimace scrunches her face. She opens her red-painted mouth, and instead of coherent words, a plaintive sob comes from deep inside. The lament of a wounded animal. 

Ah, I see what’s off. Or rather, I hear it. It’s the voice, a few octaves too low to be a woman’s. And now that I get a good look, the make-up is too flashy, the manners overly feminine as he/she pulls a lock of hair back from the forehead, and baby, those long legs bent at the knees, no matter how high or sexy the heels, belong to a man—or someone originally a man.

Wow. 

Perplexed, I stand staring at this womanly man who sits lonely and scared on the hard asphalt of a darkened sidewalk shivering and sobbing and trying to cover his shaven legs with the too-short hem of his dress, trying to regain some pride. 

The freshness of the night air brushes my face, clears my thinking. Flashes bring me back to a time when fragile beings like this one were the whores of the clubs I hung at with the gang. I remember the way they were looked down upon, how they were mistreated. 

“Are you hurt?” I ask. “Did they hit you?”

“No.” His voice cracks. Big mascara tears roll over the rims of his eyes, leaving two black streaks down his cheeks. Sobs shake his chest, making his faux boobs heave with each jerky breath. He needn’t speak words to tell me his story, the story of his similarly abused sisters, for centuries. His running tears and plaintive sounds do the talking. 

I can’t say I know the feeling of being constantly harassed for who I am, how I dress, or how I behave, but I can relate to mental pain. I squat next to him, put the bat down, and circle his back to bring him close. 

He accepts the hug and leans into me, forehead resting on my shoulder, crying. Strong perfume wafts up my nostrils. 

In my side vision, a shadow appears. From the light weight of the footfalls, it’s a girl. The bus passenger? She pauses about two meters away. Her quiet presence reminds me: I have to get back on the road. Can’t stay here all night. 

“You gonna be okay?” I ask the man/woman in my arms. “Can I drive you somewhere?”

He disconnects from me and shakes his head, cheeks wet, keeping his gaze down. “No, thanks.”

“Can I get you a cab?”

“No.” Voice unstable, he scrambles to his feet, and I follow him up, giving a hand. He stands on shaking legs, those heels way too high so he towers awkwardly over my head and glances around the dark neighborhood, up and down the street. “I appreciate the help, but no.” Such a masculine voice for a pretty, cat-look face. He finds a tissue in his shiny silver purse and wipes his tear-streaked cheeks before glancing at me. The look he gives me is frank, but hesitant, as if unsure he can believe I actually mean to be kind. Too good to be true, huh. “Thank you,” he says.

“No problem.” Offering a hand in someone’s moment of need is nothing. I remember too well how little I did years ago, when his peers were mistreated in the clubs. I carry many regrets, but I didn’t see things the same way then, didn’t have the empathy I’ve developed in recent years—especially since the day I hurt another person beyond repair. 

The memory rattles me. Of a man down in the ring, unconscious. The panic that ensued. The gnawing guilt.

Heart heavy, I pick up the bat. “You’re sure you don’t need any help?”

“Yes.” He clutches his purse and takes a step back, continuing to stare at my face, focusing on a spot under my left eye. 

Ah, the tear drop tattoo. It tends to freeze people. They visualize me behind bars, for murder. 

Well, what I did could be compared to murder. I wasn’t given time for it, but I gave myself hell to live with for years. Thus the tear drop. 

Time to move on. “Take care, then.” I spin and join the young girl watching the scene. 

A ray of light shines off her hand, which she holds in front of her. Her mobile?

“You’re filming me?” 

No reply. She wears black in an emo/goth kind of style. I can’t distinguish her features, but when she got on the bus, I noted she was heavy on the makeup and had a penchant for silver jewelry and purple-streaked black hair hanging in front of her eyes.
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