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      Trouble

      I celebrated my 21st birthday in style by losing my V-card to the hottest man I’ve ever met. But I didn’t realize how much trouble I would be in. How much my body would want him. With no room for romance in my life, I snuck out the next morning sure I’d never see him again.

      But then my one-night stand shows up we’re I least expected him. He’s the new head of ER in my town where I’m a paramedic. And when Dr. Trouble sets his sights on me, he wants more than I can give. I can’t stretch myself that thin, not when I have younger siblings to care for and an addict brother to keep drug-free.

      So what’s the good doctor do? He demands my submission. He demands my will and my body. But our hospital has a no-fraternization policy. What the hell am I going to do?

      The doctor is ready to see you now. The paramedic is ready to treat you. Come hang out with the Doctors of Eastport General and find out about Tattoos & Sin.
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          JASMIN

        

      

    

    
      I watch as the cab passes through my hometown from my favorite restaurant to our next stop. My hand brushes down my skirt, and I try to use a critical eye to see what others will see when they look at me—my fuller, curvier figure in the skintight dress.

      “You look fantastic. Stop fidgeting.” Erika’s soft voice breaks through my inner musings.

      I’m not fidgeting because I’m worried about what I look like. I’m confident in how I look in the over-the-top sexy clothes I typically wear when I’m not in my station uniform at my primary job. I look down at my black satin bodycon dress with a hanging neckline. It shows a lot of my ample cleavage and is short enough I have to be careful getting in and out of the car.

      “I know I look good. I’m fine.” I chuckle. It’s true, I know I look good. That’s not what is making me so self-conscious.

      “No, you aren’t. You’re biting your lip. Don’t lie to me; we are best friends.”

      She’s right, she is my best friend. She has been for over two years now. Since shortly after my life changed and I begged her and her brother to take a chance on me for a job. They took me under their wings and used my body as their canvas to practice on. I have tattoos over large portions of my body. Erika herself did my piercings and gauges. I’m a walking, talking canvas for both her and Leif. I love it, and it’s helped me get over any insecurities I might have had from my first attempt in college. Because of Erika and her brother, I was able to help my family, and that’s all that counts. Erika taught me not to care what others think. She got me over the fact I didn’t fit in with everyone at college or in high school. I’m my own person, and I hold my head high. I’m popular now, not because of which party I attend or who I’m seeing, but because of who I am.

      My latest attempt at college, I studied hard while working two jobs and taking care of my family. That’s part of what tonight is all about. I’m celebrating my twenty-first birthday and the fact I passed my paramedic test. I was working part-time for the city of Eastport’s Emergency services on an ambulance, but I’m now a full-time employee. The sad part is that means I’m only part-time with Frozen Tattoo & Piercing, a job I love. Leif and Erika wouldn’t let me leave them if I wanted to, and they are willing to work with my schedule. Without me, they wouldn’t know how to manage their own schedules as I’m their office manager and bookkeeper now.

      Leif and Erika have become an extension of my family. They help me whenever I get in a bind and have been there for me during emergencies. But I’ve been there for them too, helping them get more recognition and marketing them better than they were doing before.

      I look back over to Erika, who is dressed in her typical over-the-top sexy outfit too. I guess I styled myself a little bit after her. She’s also in a bodycon dress, but hers has a sheer panel down the whole front exposing her cleavage and black bra underneath. She is a complete physical opposite of me. I have fuller hips, an hour-glass figure, and C-cup breasts, while she’s petite and slender with smaller breasts. Her hair is dyed gray with pink chunks; mine is a natural golden brown.

      The night started with dinner with Leif at our favorite restaurant on the waterfront, and now Erika and I are headed to an exclusive club where she and Leif are members. They have an agreement not to attend on the same nights, and if they do, neither performs on the stage or where the other can see them. This isn’t a regular club. The Satin Room is a BDSM club, and that’s what is making me nervous. Now that I’m twenty-one I can go. Leif didn’t want me to become a member. He is definitely the overprotective big brother I never had. I’m the oldest in my family; I take care of everyone. For Leif to want to protect me makes me all mushy inside. It’s all I crave right now, someone to take care of me.

      Erika was the one who vouched for me. She helped me get through the background check and everything I needed to do to prepare. Tonight is my first night. It’s also the night I plan to lose my virginity. Leif doesn’t know that’s the plan; he’d really lose his mind if he knew. He thinks I’m going tonight to get a look and see what it’s like.

      It’s time for my V-card to go away. It’s not that I haven’t had the chance to lose it before now. But the last two years I’ve been too focused to even think about sex or dating. I need this tonight. My last boyfriend was a dickhead, and I swore off guys for a while after him. I want a man to take it, no strings attached. I have too many responsibilities to worry about a guy getting upset when he’s not getting the attention he thinks he needs or has issues with my family.

      I did have to lie on my application about that part though. I couldn’t tell them I was a virgin. But I think a couple of the female members figured it out. They didn’t say anything, and I’m so glad. I’ll tell the Dom I work with tonight I’m a virgin, but I don’t want him to stop the scene if it will interfere. I pull the edge of my red stained bottom lip between my teeth and worry it for a moment.

      “Stop. You’re going to bite that lip off. We’re here.”

      The cab pulls up in front of an old warehouse similar to what Frozen Tattoo is in. From the outside it looks like an old brick building that’s been restored. There is no sign indicating what it is. Just a small red awning over a large blacked-out glass door. The windows are all blacked out too. The lighting is subtle and tasteful, enough for someone to see as they approach, just not what the true nature of the business is.

      Erika exits the cab after paying the driver, and I slide out behind her. My black heels settle on the old cobblestone roadway. She takes my hand when she notices me looking up at the front of the building again.

      “It looks like nothing, but wait until you get inside. It’s beautiful.” She’s been talking this place up for the last year since it opened.

      We move to the entrance, and a doorman steps out and holds the door open for us.

      “Hello, Mistress Erika.”

      “Hello, Boz. This is Jas. Please keep an eye on her for me and Leif.”

      “Master Leif already told me about her.” The large bodyguard looks down at me. “Hello, little one. If you have any questions or problems, please let me know.” He bows his head, ignoring Erika.

      He’s so tall that I have to look up in my four-inch heels, and I’m not exactly short in my natural five-foot-five height. He’s a beast. His dark black hair is cropped close to his head, and his dark brown eyes look me up and down, appraising me.

      He nods toward my inked arms. “Mistress Erika does beautiful work. I have a couple if you’d like to see them.” He chuckles and I see the desire in his eyes.

      “She’s not for you, Boz.”

      “Master Leif already told all of us that,” he grumbles as he looks me up and down again.

      My head swings between the two of them and it finally all makes since. No wonder this building is a reformed warehouse, something Leif likes to do. Leif and Erika must own this place too.

      “Wait.” I stop and pull back on Erika’s hand.

      “Let’s go, Jas.” Erika’s voice holds an authority I’ve only heard her use a few times. She and I have talked about the fact that she is what is called a switch. She will be a Domme or a sub, depending on the scene or situation. She’s never used this voice on me though. “We’ll talk over a glass of champagne.”

      I follow her in, curious. She doesn’t keep much from me, but this shocks me. It explains why Leif wants to keep me at the tattoo parlor. If he’s running both businesses, he’s extremely busy. He was worried I would leave when I got on full-time with the city, but I need both incomes to keep above the water that is constantly trying to drown me.

      As we move through the lobby, Erika checks us in and gives our jackets and bags to the coat check person. People stop her and talk to her, and she introduces me to everyone using the nickname she calls me. My body starts to tremble as we get closer to the large wooden doors that lead to the club on the other side. I probably don’t have any lip stain on anymore the way I’ve been working my lip.

      When we step through the doorway, the room beyond is everything I fantasized about. The room is large with brick walls, a stained wooden floor that shines in the dim lighting, and in the center of the room is a large St. Andrews Cross with a scene currently taking place. Around the perimeter of the room are stations with different scenes going on. A bar with a very glossy bar top is across the room from us. Several people are milling around or sitting watching scenes. The blacked-out windows allow for the moon to shine through, but like the tattoo parlor, they are one-way, people can’t see in. The second floor above us has a steel walkway that looks down on the main floor, and there are doors that I know lead to private rooms that have to be booked. The whole place is rustic and industrial in a classy way.

      My heart calms, but my sheer panties dampen as I watch a woman getting switched as we walk by. That is one of the things I want done to me. I want the pain to release the tension in my body. It’s one of the reasons I got the tattoos, but they are no longer doing what I need them to do. I need to forget the pain I live with every day. The pain of possibly failing.

      I stop to watch. My breasts feel heavy and my nipples throb and strain against the satin material. I feel eyes on me, and I look around. I don’t see anyone watching me closely, but my skin prickles as if it’s being caressed. Erika takes my hand again and leads me across the room to the bar. We take a seat at a set of high top stools. The red-and-black leather shines against the dark wood. She orders, but I don’t pay attention as I turn back to look across the room. Red-and-black leather is featured throughout the room, as well as the hard wood. The subtle design pieces make the whole room look like something out of a gothic castle in Europe. It’s all tasteful and not over the top or obvious as to what the room is. The thumping music is a modern selection with no words.

      “Take a small sip.” Erika hands me a glass of bubbly and I do as she says. The bubbles burst in my mouth. The cool liquid slides down my throat and hits my stomach. She already told me I could only have one drink at dinner and this one here. She said if I really wanted to do this, I couldn’t be drunk. Intoxication is against the club’s rules. There’s a two-drink limit on the premises. “I know you have a lot of questions that we will discuss at a later date, but yes, Leif and I own this place too.” I nod and take another small sip.

      As I set the glass down, I feel the eyes on me again. I take in the whole room but still no one stands out. I raise my eyes to the second floor and that’s when I see him. He’s standing against the railing looking down at me from about halfway across the large space. His brown hair is trimmed in a popular style with the sides short to his scalp and the top longer and wavy, making him look sexy. I can’t make out any prominent facial hair from this distance. He is staring at me so intently that I start to fidget. I can feel his eyes as they move over every part of my body in a caress. He starts to move toward me, and my blood starts pumping faster. I drop my eyes. My breathing increases. It’s as if my body knows him, desires him. I raise my chin to look at him again and find he’s almost to the stairs leading down, his long legs eating up the distance fast. I watch as one of his brows arches in question, and again I lower my eyes, my hands resting loosely on my thighs.

      “Who are you submitting to?” Erika’s voice breaks me from my sexual fog.

      “Um. I⁠—”

      “Are you here with anyone?” His deep, husky voice is like a bolt of lightning to my clit. His warm hand lifts my chin to look up at him. His eyes are hazel and soft. He has a prominent chin and a Grecian influenced nose. It’s like looking at the Statue of David, he’s so beautiful. The need to lower my eyes again is so great.

      “No,” I say softly.

      Erika turns away from us, letting me do my own thing. She’ll be here if I need her, but she won’t interfere.

      He holds out his hand. “Ryan.” Again, the timbre of his voice turns me on, making my panties dampen once more. I wonder if he’d only have to talk to me while touching me to get me off.

      “Jasmin.” I give him my name. I don’t reach for his hand.

      “Come with me.” His hand is still between us, waiting for me to take the last step. If I do, I’ll never be the same and I know it. But I can’t deny that I want him. I want him to be my first.

      My hand slides into his. The shock to my system causes me to moan, and I hear a soft growl. He helps me slide from the chair, leaving my drink behind, and we move toward the stairs. I follow behind him unable to stop the progress. We move up the stairs and down the walkway. I look down and see the scenes going on below. My breathing increases more knowing this is a moment I don’t want to change.

      I don’t want to stop it.

      I want him.

      I need him.

      He pulls a large skeleton key from his jeans pocket and slides it into the lock of the door. The large barn style door slides open. The room is lit with flickering candles. The black satin sheets on the bed reflect the light. There is a table along with a bench and a wall of canes, crops, and leather belts. I notice a cabinet off to the side and a sofa. Unsure what I’m allowed to look at or what I’m allowed to ask, I don’t let my eyes roam too much. I’ve researched submission and talked to Erika, but I’ve never experienced what Ryan is doing to my body. I’ve never felt this need to give a man whatever he wants and this level of trust I already have for Ryan.

      He moves to the red leather sofa and takes a seat, pulling me down next to him. His muscular arm wraps around my shoulders, placing his hand close to my throat and my throbbing artery. I won’t be able to hide anything from him this close. But for this to work out, I have to be as honest with him as I can.

      “I want to scene with you. You are uncollared, so we need rules. I use the standard safe words of red, yellow, and green. Is that okay with you? Do you have any hard limits I need to know about?”

      “I can use those words.” I pause. I have some limits, but I want to do whatever he wants with me. “I’m not ready to go on the main floor and have others watch. I don’t want to do a threesome. I’m new to the club. Tonight is my first night.” I confess knowing he needs to know that, but I don’t tell him the most important thing yet. I’m afraid he’ll leave, and I don’t want that. “I’ve never done anal play either.”

      “I can agree to all that. Do you consent to submit to me for the night, Jasmin?” A flutter starts in my belly that moves down lower to my core when he says my name. But a bit of my heart clenches because this will be the only time I get with him.

      “Yes, Sir.” My voice is shaky and whisper soft.

      “I’ll give you what you need, beautiful.” His voice trails off as he slides his other hand up my bare leg. “The ink is beautiful.” He traces the edges of one of my thigh tattoos.

      His fingers are soft with some callouses on them as they brush against my skin. I squirm and clench my knees together to relieve the throb in my clit. He stops touching me and abruptly stands. When he turns back to me and reaches out his hand, I have no thoughts of denying him. I slide our palms together and stand in front of him. He pulls me into his body and my hands land on his chest. I can feel his muscles under the dark blue button-down shirt he’s wearing. His thigh muscles in his soft blue jeans press against me. But his erect cock that rubs against my body lets me know he’s as affected by me as I am him. He wraps an arm around me and lifts my chin with his free hand. Even with my heels on he’s still taller than me. He’s at least six foot two. I slowly lick my bottom lip and pull it between my teeth.

      “I want to bite that.” His voice is rough as he gently tugs my chin to release my lip and leans down. He bites my bottom lip and I moan. He pulls back for a moment before he leans in and kisses me. His lips are soft and firm. His tongue traces the seam of my lips and I open for him. He dives in. Emotions and feelings bombard my system as the need for him starts to overwhelm me. The arm around my back pulls me in tighter, as if he can’t get close enough to me. His hand on my chin moves to my hair, where he fists it and directs my head where he wants it. My legs feel like they are going to give out on me while he plunders my mouth. His tongue slides against mine, taking more and more. I softly move my tongue against his and he growls as the kiss turns bruising. My lips tingle. My clit throbs. My nipples ache. He rips his mouth away from mine and steps back. Both of us are breathing heavily trying to catch our breaths.

      “You make me want to lose myself without giving you what you need. You said you are new, but do you know what you want and need?”

      I can’t help it, I lower my eyes. I’m so afraid of scaring him away like I’ve done with previous boys.

      His hands wrap around me again, and he flicks the catch on my dress at the back of my neck. The satin slides down my breasts, exposing them before the material stops at my waist.

      “Did you go out tonight without a bra before you came here, little one?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “You’d better have panties on under that outfit or I’ll spank you.” I shift at his words and his eyes flare wide. “Is that what you need, little one? A spanking?”

      “I want to be spanked.” I sigh, worried he’ll leave me alone now. My plan for the night will be ruined. This is the stage when others have run from me and why I’m still a virgin.

      “I can’t wait to see this creamy skin pink with my marks. Finish stripping and kneel. I’m going to use a crop on you.”

      I pause, not sure I heard him correctly. He’s not freaking out by my request. He moves away from me, and I watch him work his shirt buttons as he untucks it from his jeans. His thick leather belt comes off and is dropped to the floor. He rips off his shirt and gives me his back. I see the black tattoo on his back and want to check it out more, but his words stop me.

      “That’s five more for not doing as I ordered. Now do it or say the word.” He doesn’t even turn back to see if I’m complying.

      I release the hidden zipper on the side of my skirt and let the dress fall to the floor along with my soaked thong. I leave my shoes on because he didn’t say to take them off, and I drop to my knees in a submissive pose with my head bowed and my hands palms up on my slightly open thighs.

      “Braid your hair,” he orders as he turns back around.

      I peek up at him and see a small crop in his hands. It has a small rectangular black head. My blood rushes through my body so fast my head spins. I’ve dreamed of this. This is everything I’ve wanted and needed. My skin prickles as I quickly braid the length of my hair in a long plait down my back. My hair goes to my waist, and I know why he would want it out of his way. He walks to a kneeler bench in hardwood with red leather cushions and restraints.

      “Come here,” he orders.

      I rise from my kneeling position and move toward him. His hand reaches out and flicks my nipple piercing. First one and then the other. My core clenches, my body reacting like I knew it would when I got them. Like when I flick them as I satisfy myself at night. My nipples distend from the blood rushing to them, and my shoulders pull back exposing them more.

      “These are sexy as fuck, little one. Have you ever seen one of these?” He points to the kneeler spanking bench.

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “Have you ever used one?” His voice sounds gruffer. My eyes flare wide as I look up at him, unsure why he sounds angry.

      “No, Sir.”

      “Good. Kneel.” I do as he says, and he slides the crop against my skin, causing me to tremble as he sets it across my legs. He kneels behind me and restrains my ankles. “You are such a good girl for leaving your shoes on. I’m going to fuck you so hard against that wall.” He points to the wall where there are restraints hanging down from the ceiling. “I want those heels pressed into my back as I do.”

      “Thank you, Sir.” I sigh, wanting exactly what he is offering.

      He continues restraining me and gently presses my chest against the top, angling my chest down with my ass in the air and my legs slightly spread. He comes around the front and softly caresses my back before moving his hands down my arms to restrain me to the front.

      “What color are you, little one?” he asks after I’m restrained.

      “Green, Sir.” I’m panting at this point. I can’t wait for the release I’m going to feel. I’m shackled to the bench by my ankles and wrists with my butt in the air so he can spank it, but I’m also in a position where he can enter me from behind. I’ve done research on this type of bench and wasn’t scared he wanted to use it.

      “Because this is your first time, come when you need to. But after this initial spanking, you will only come when I tell you to tonight. I can feel how much you need this, little one.”

      He stands and moves behind me. My braid is pushed aside and lays against the side of my head toward the floor.

      “These first ten are punishment. Five for delaying, and the next five because I need you to understand from now on you never leave the house without a bra. You aren’t mine. But if you were, you’d know the rules. No man gets to see your unrestrained pierced beauties. You did have panties on, even though it was only a thong.”

      Ryan slides the crop across my ass cheek, up my spine, and back down again. He moves it down my leg and then up the inside right to my drenched pussy. My body trembles. The crop leaves my skin, and I’m about to protest when it strikes my right cheek. I moan loudly as the sting causes my clit to throb harder.

      “Count, little one,” he orders.

      “One, Sir.” I sigh.

      He runs the crop up my other leg and again to my pussy, sliding it through my folds. I’m drenched. My back arches, wanting him to touch my clit. The crop leaves my body and strikes the other cheek.

      “Two, Sir.” I sigh again. My orgasm is building to a level I know will cause me to practically explode.

      Ryan continues to move the crop across my body, dragging it across my skin before he smacks me, but never in the same spot. My skin is prickly, my orgasm still building. The need to come is so great now that I’m ready to beg him. He continues over and over, and I count them out. My voice growing raspier with each strike. After the initial ten, I still haven’t come. He leans over my body, his chest brushing my back builds me up higher. Each lash with the crop lifts me up until I feel like I’m standing on the precipice of something huge and overwhelming. He stops and I almost beg him to continue. Beg him for the release I need. But he starts talking, and I have to focus to hear his words.

      “This is the first of many pleasures, little one. You can come. I want to see your skin flush all over.”

      He pulls back and the crop strikes me in the clit instead of my ass. I cry out as the orgasm floods my body. I’m floating in a world of bliss when I feel him kneeling behind me, his cock at my entrance, but I can’t focus on it. I can’t say what I need to before he’s slamming into my body. I throw my head back and scream, the pain pushing my orgasm higher into the stratosphere. He stills behind me. He’s large and I feel him everywhere, even through the condom. I feel ridges, veins, and a piercing.

      He leans over me and releases my wrists, then he grabs my braid to pull me up against his chest. His head drops to my shoulder as he curls his body around me. It causes his cock to push further into me and I moan from the sensation.

      “Was there something you should have told me, Jasmin?” he growls. “Am I the only Master for you? Did you give me a gift tonight?”

      “Yes, Master. It’s yours.” I moan, afraid he’ll pull out and leave me on the cusp of another cliff of desire. I’ve orgasmed twice, but I’m still building. “Don’t leave me.” I beg him. He stays still for a moment, only his hands moving as he cups and teases my breasts and nipples. As we wait, the pain has subsided, and now I just feel full.

      “You beg so prettily, little one. But I’m not leaving this tight as fuck cunt.” He pulls out and slams back inside me. “Next time, you tell me what I need to know so I don’t hurt you. I don’t ever want to hurt you, Jasmin.” His words confuse me. He said it was just for tonight, but his words make me think he wants to do this again. I’d be game to scene with him again.

      He pushes me down against the kneeler and starts moving in and out of me, over and over. One hand holds my back down while the other grips my hip tight. He changes his angle to hit a different spot, and I moan. He draws up his leg, standing partially on it, his foot planted next to the kneeler. This new angle has him hitting a new spot, and I’m ready to go over again.

      “You only come when I command it now,” he orders, and I try to hold off the orgasm. My skin is on fire.

      He reaches between us and slides his first and middle finger along the sides of my clit. I’m building up again bigger than before. I push back, trying to get him to take me harder. His other hand leaves my hip and smacks my ass without missing a thrust. I moan and feel my vagina fluttering. I’m ready, but he pulls out. I cry out from the loss. He unhooks my ankles as I feel the tears in my eyes ready to burst. The pain ready to bleed from me, but he’s leaving.

      He pulls me up and carries me to the wall of restraints, where he sets me down, turns me to face him, and begins shackling me to it.

      “Please, Master.” I beg, looking up at him. He looks down at me before he hoists me up and I wrap my legs around his waist. He slides into me slowly, and I watch as he throws his head back moaning. It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. The muscles in his neck strain as he holds himself in check. When he’s fully seated in me again, he leans forward and nuzzles my neck before he bites me. I moan and he starts moving again. My desire leaks from between us, and he moves faster and faster.

      “Dig those heels into my ass, Jasmin,” he orders, and I do just that as he grips my waist tightly. His thrusts going deeper as he pulls me down on to his cock. “Fucking going to feel me here tomorrow,” he growls. My orgasm is building so high my head is thrashing and I throw my head back against the wall. “Come, Jasmin.” My name hasn’t fully left his lips and my body is responding. My body locks up, pulling his cock deeper into my vagina. He groans as he throws his head back, my orgasm causing him to come too. I tremble as colors and lights burst around my vision, but I don’t stop looking at Ryan as he comes. My eyelids finally start to flutter closed, unable to watch him more.

      We stay there for a moment. My legs loosen from around his waist, and he releases my wrists. I fall into his body. He cradles me close to his chest and carries me to the bed. The satin sheets feel like clouds against my skin, but I still can’t make myself do anything. He curls his body around mine and holds me. His hands rubbing my arm muscles. I can barely make out the words coming from his mouth.

      “I wasn’t looking for a sub, but you are mine now, Jasmin. I’m your only Master,” he growls next to my ear, and I float away on a cloud of desire.
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