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Monique

It's not that I don't want him to find somebody better.

It's because I still enjoy these moments.

When he tickles me, kisses me, wraps me with his strong arms,

And makes me feel special.

Damon

I'm angry that I'm letting Monique's idea

Influence me into believing Tricia

Could be more than just a sister to me.

And I hate how Tricia reinforces it.

Tricia

I will not lose Damon after having a taste of him.

They may appear to be in love, but they still haven't

Sealed the possibility of finding someone else.

I will be that someone else for Damon.

Do we find somebody better or become the best?

Find out in The Healing Sins Series, the new steamy, hot, and sizzling series from Catherine Tramell, author of The Game of Doms Series.

The Healing Sins Series is a collection of medical romance-erotica that will make you believe in happiness, overcome the pain, and hold on to your hopes while enjoying sexually explicit expression of romance.

In this second book, enjoy the different view of love of three people who are in search of their “somebody better.” Will they find it by exploring a threesome? Or do they only need each other to realize they are already the best for somebody?

Disclaimer: Though romantic and sweet like heaven, this book contains explicit sexual depictions that are hot as hell. This book is recommended for mature audiences only. All characters involved in sexual scenes are also above 18 years of age. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One


[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Damon
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Ah! A free night. What good does it bring? I throw my coat on the couch and turn on the television. My weekend is about to end without any action other than the two emergency surgeries on kids. It's not the action I'm looking for. By this time, I would have been in Monique's bed, bending that damn woman while she screams in pleasure. Damn you, Alex. This is entirely his fault.

I shake the frustration out of my head and smile with positivity. Dr. Alex Monroe will be coming back on Tuesday. That damn man and his new girlfriend must have had great fun during his month-long vacation leave. Meanwhile, I have to be on call while he's gone.

Now I understand when Monique told me that I should accept that my profession is a vocation. I did not become a doctor to play golf with politicians and wealthy people. I became one to heal the sick. And with a temporary promotion as the pediatric department head, I have to step up and treat more kids.

It's not like I'm complaining. I just want to have some of my time back! I can forego hanging out in a bar or club but not my fuck time with Monique. The last time was a few days ago, and I'm ashamed to admit it was only satisfactory. Because of me!

The temporary position stressed me, making me suffer some erectile dysfunction. It's temporary. But it's the first time I failed to satisfy Monique after being in this "fuck buddy" setup for more than a year. 

I close my eyes when I remember another thing about that day. I also found myself in a shameful situation with my stepsister. Ex-stepsister. Who would have thought that Tricia would barge into my office while Monique revived my dead cock? But she did.

Tricia. I can't stop the corners of my lips from curving into a smile. It has been years, and seeing her again brings a nostalgic feeling. My cock twitches hard at the thought of her. I take a deep breath and kill off any lustful images in my head. Tricia is my sister. She could have been if her stupid mother did not cheat on my father. 

We're about five years apart, and having an eight-year-old sister was fulfilling. Tricia became a reason for me to become a little man. I was thirteen and had a sister to protect. She made me feel like I could become a hero – even if it were just for her.

Shit! I slightly flick my bulging crotch when it doesn’t cease its excitement of seeing Tricia. I can’t have this lustful reaction towards her! But those blue eyes and round cheeks refuse to leave my mind. And her grown-up curves ignite the fantasies I once had for watching too much porn.

"Fuck you!" I tell my cock when it pulsates hard. "Let's take a shower and be Alex."

I chuckle at myself. Alex used to masturbate in our office bathroom every time he peeked at or saw Haven Ricci, who was in a coma. He sounded pathetic while calling her name. Maybe that is why that asshole punished me. Now I understand that aside from his stupid reluctance, he was too busy to deal with matters of his heart and cock. I only have issues with my cock, and I can barely deal with them. And I've only been the director for two weeks.

“Alright. Let’s go,” I stand and walk to my room.

My cock erects like a flagpole when my eyes land on my bed. Monique. I drool while staring at her legs that go forever. Monique is around six feet with curves like a young Catherine Zeta-Jones. They have the same features, too. High cheekbones, shiny eyes, and a sexy, mischievous smile.

I have someone who waits for me, too, Alex. I repeatedly listened to his story about how Haven waited for him for almost a day. It's only been a few hours, but Monique stayed for me. I bet she looked sexier than any woman who waited for their man. And I'm not even her man.

Monique turns to the side and wraps a pillow with one of her legs. The skirt of her lace lingerie slides down and reveals her plump and shiny uncovered ass. She came ready for me, but I came too late.

I take off my clothes and slide beside her. Gently, I brush the long red curls covering her face to look at her. She turns around to face me when I plant a kiss on her shoulder. "You're here," she murmurs and wriggles to sleep on my shoulder.

“Yeah. Some kid came with a broken leg, so...” she stops me with a kiss and returns to my shoulder.

“Ten minutes,” Monique smiles. “Just a few more minutes.”

I kiss the top of her head and hold her close. She brushes her palm on my chest with her eyes closed. When her hand moves down to my bulging crotch, she opens her eyes and quickly rolls on top of me.

"Screw it," Monique smiles and pushes her mouth to mine. I catch it and thrust my tongue to taste every corner of it. I can still taste the mint of Colgate on her teeth. She readily waited.

She slides her legs to straddle me, allowing her moist slit to brush against my skin. Her kisses become more passionate and hotter. Her hands wander more. I softly laugh when she moves her hips against my waist while showering my neck with kisses. Oh, she misses me!

I strum my fingers onto her skin while I explore her body. She giggles when my palms find their way to her butt cheeks. Her moan fills my ear when I scratch her folds and tease her opening.

“Do it,” Monique orders before raiding my mouth with hers.

She pulls away and breathes against my face when I put two fingers into her pussy. Her sticky wetness covers them; her walls suck them in. Monique slides down lower and levels her crotch to mine. My cock pulses and teases her crotch.

"Somebody is in the mood," Monique teases before positioning herself on top of my crotch. She flashes her naughty smile and uses her crotch to roll down my boxers. "Did you take Viagra or something?"

Monique rolls to my side and takes the whole thing with her mouth before I can speak. I wriggle like a girl when she sucks the tip hard and releases it with a pop. I shudder when she lightly scratches my sac while swirling her tongue around my length.

"Let's not risk it," I remind her. I had problems keeping my cock erect for so long these past weeks.

Monique covers my tiny room with laughter. She kisses my tip and climbs on top of my crotch. Before she can push the tip of my cock into her opening, I wrestle and pin her to the bed.

“It’s my day to take control,” I remind her.

“Then, I’m all yours,” Monique answers and kisses the tip of my nose.

Don’t fail me, cock! I deeply inhale to calm myself and guide my cock into Monique’s pussy. She softly hisses as her walls stretch to accommodate my girth. She licks her lips and bites the lower one as I keep pushing the rest of my length.

Monique wraps her long limbs around me and rocks her hips. “How many rounds can you last?”

“How many do you want?” I ask and elicit laughter from Monique.

Her laughs become moans when I pull my cock out a little before thrusting it back in. She counters my moves with her hips, allowing my shaft to reach deeper into her.

"You never fail," she smiles when I hit her favorite spot. Her fingers press hard against my skin while her toenails scratch the backs of my thighs while I ram her pussy. "Fuck me hard, Dr. Cowell."

I pull away and flip her against the bed. She quickly pushes her hips higher and offers me her slit. We know what each other wants. Over time, we share similar wants.

“Yesss,” Monique hisses as I enter her again.

She grabs hard at the pillows while I push in and out of her. Amazing. I take her all the time. No. Monique is the only woman I have had sex with for the past year, but it still feels like it's my first time to have her. Delight still fills me when her walls swallow my shaft and squeeze me hard. This woman is not in love with me, but all of her loves what I do to her.

I hold on to her hips and move against her with increased intensity. Her loud moans slow down and become broken. I stop hearing her hisses, but I feel her heavy breathing. This is why I like her. Monique doesn't pretend. When she doesn't like it or feel it, Monique will quickly end it.

But when she does, Monique contains her sounds by biting her lips. She lets her body enjoy the ecstasy within and does not share it with the world.

Her fingers crook and twist the sheets and my skin. Her toes curl, and her thighs tighten. She pushes her hips against me and throws her head to the back. Her body tells me that she's near her climax.
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