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      Sinful.

       

      She’s been submitting to me for the last few weeks. The perfect little sub. Her body bombshell curvy and eyes that pull me in every time I see them through her mask. When I’m not with her I dream of the things we’ve done, the things I want to do to her next time.

      She only tells me her name is Syn. We never discuss our lives outside this club. I don’t know what her real name is. I don’t know if she goes home to another person. I’ve asked her for more. I’ve asked her to coffee, dinner and just a number to call, but she won’t give it to me. I want to know where she goes when she leaves me, does she go home to a full house and a lonely bed like I do?

      Being the single father of three active boys and a job as a full-time paramedic keeps me busy. I only have time one night a week that I go to The Satin Room and spend time with my perfect distraction, Syn.

      Until the day we bump into each other in the real world, and I realize I want more. She’s been under my nose for weeks. I just needed to open my eyes. Now, I’m ready to go for it. But is she ready for me?

      The doctor has been paged to the ER where the paramedics have brought you in. Are you ready to check out the halls of Eastport General and the staff. Award-winning author E.M. Shue is back with another sexy doctor and hot paramedic in season two of Doctors of Eastport General.

      Join Surprises from E.M. to be kept up to date.

      https://bit.ly/SurprisesfromEM
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Chapter One


          

          EMERSYN

        

      

    

    
      The elevator doors open, and I step out onto the pediatric floor. The momentary quiet is broken by the attendant in the booth as she greets me.

      “Hello, Dr. St. James, how are you today?” She smiles at me from behind the glass where most people must stop and check in. I use my badge clipped to the lapel of my lab coat to swipe my way inside.

      “I’m doing good today, Rose. How about you?” I smile back at her.

      “All’s quiet, so I can’t complain.” We both chuckle, and I hear the giggles of children coming from the family room. I peek through the windows as I pass and see a couple of kids sitting around playing video games with their families and coloring at the table. As I move further onto the floor, I hear more sounds of happiness and soft playing music.

      This has been one of the easiest parts about my move from Boston Community Hospital to Eastport General in Rhode Island. I like that this pediatric unit doesn’t solely focus on the children’s illnesses and requires the halls to be quiet. Instead, there are fun things and activities for the kids to do, from playing video games to having tutors on staff and even the family room.

      I also made this move for my son. He needed a fresh start away from all of his father’s issues. My mother was willing to come with us, and we are so much happier here. For now, I’m renting a condo, but we are looking for houses too. I was able to get Sebastian on a hockey team, and he’s settling in nicely. I have a better schedule here and get to pick my days off. Yeah, I’m on call, but I’d rather be that than fight several other docs for weekends off. Once the season starts, Bas will have hockey games on Saturdays and I’ll be able to see them.

      Stopping at the nurses’ station, I greet the staff and review my patients’ charts. I only have a couple who are admitted. More of my patients come to my office upstairs, where I treat them without them having to stay here. As a pediatric orthopedic surgeon, I help on several different cases, but one of the ones I’m here to check up on today takes the cake.

      I’ve seen the aftermath of child abuse firsthand, but this was one of the worst for me. I’m floored that this little girl and her mother were able to survive this long. I look over the notes and see that little Bailey had a rough night.

      I had to perform an emergency hip surgery to repair the damage done after Bailey was hit by a car. A car driven by her own father. He was aiming for the mother, but the little girl took the brunt of the impact. Her mom has several injuries and is being treated here too. Her doctor, the department and hospital heads, and I all agreed to have her placed on this floor with her daughter. This floor is one of the most secure in the hospital, but security has grown even stricter since Bailey and her mom came in yesterday.

      I move on to the second chart, a little boy who fell from a tree and broke his arm. I had him admitted because he had an allergic reaction to a medication. He’s stabilized and I’ll have him discharged later today. I talk to his day nurse and relate my plans before I make my way down the hall toward his room, where I give him and his parents the good news.

      Finally, it’s time to check in on Bailey. I push my glasses up my nose before stepping through the doorway and past the police officer watching over her.

      “Morning,” I whisper to Bailey’s mom. She gives me a sad smile. Her light brown hair matches her daughter’s. “I see it was a little rough last night.”

      “Yeah, the cast was itching her, and she was in some pain.” Bailey trembles in her sleep at the sound of her mother’s soft voice.

      I move to the bed and check the monitors attached to her, and then I look at the pain medication machine. I’d instructed the night nurse to keep her medicated for the first night to help with the discomfort. I’m going to have to come up with some other things too.

      I look down at the sweet little girl. Her face is still a bit dirty, and her long hair is matted. I’ll have the nurse bathe her to help with the itching.

      “I’m going to have the nurse give her a sponge bath today and wash her hair. Maybe we can braid her hair too.” I try to keep my voice down, but Bailey’s eyes still flutter open, and she looks up at me. Because of the spica cast to protect her hips and the long length down her broken right leg, she can only be elevated a small amount for right now.

      “Hello, Bailey.” I smile down at her, and she gives me a fraction of a smile back. I see the pain in her eyes, but I can tell it’s not physical. “Are you hurting?” I ask just to confirm.

      She shakes her head at me. She’s barely spoken since she’s arrived, but that doesn’t stop me from talking to her.

      “How about a bath today, and we can raise your head a bit more?” Her eyes light up some. I think for a moment, trying to remember when Bas was seven and what he was into. “I can also have someone stop by with coloring books and we can get you set up to do that. Sound good?” More light enters her eyes before she looks over to her mom and it dims instantly when she sees the bruises on her mom’s face.

      “Bailey, baby, it’s okay.” Her mom moves over and takes her daughter’s hand in her free one. Bailey’s mom has a broken arm, a few broken ribs, and was beaten really bad.

      “Okay, Bailey, I’ll stop in and see you later on.” I move away and step out to make my notes. It’s like a weight to my chest seeing everything that Bailey and her mom went through. The cop on duty sighs loudly.

      “It’s hard to see that someone could hurt such an innocent little girl.” His voice is deep and scratchy. I turn to face him and weakly smile as I nod.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, after finalizing my chart notes from today’s patients, I pull up Bailey’s chart. She got a bath, and they were able to wash her hair. Her nurse noted that the social workers were in and out today, along with detectives trying to make their case against her father. I look over her meds. She got them on regular intervals, but I see that she barely ate any food. I’ll have to talk to her about how important that will be in her healing.

      When I stand from my desk, I arch my back and stretch it. I can’t wait until this evening; I’ve been waiting weeks to go to this new club. My friend Ryan, who helped me get the job here, is a member and couldn’t talk enough about it. The club has only been open for a couple of years, but I don’t care, as long as it helps me forget about little girls with broken hips from their own father. I slip off my lab coat and put it in the bin to go to cleaning, then I grab my pink leather jacket off the coatrack and slip it on over my sleeveless magenta dress. I grab my pink designer satchel and drop my cell phone into it as I head out of the office.

      I say good night to my staff and head down to the fourth floor to pediatrics. My heels click along the linoleum floor, and I hear raised voices coming from Bailey’s room. I move faster and see the police in there.

      “This is not the place to do this.” I raise my voice just enough to get their attention. Two men turn toward me, and I see Bailey cowering on the bed. I slip between them and her. I look over and see her mother is crying from her bed. At my five-foot-four height, I’m not extremely tall, but my heels give me some height and my presence is commanding. I lower my voice to make it sound more authoritative. “These two have been put through enough. Don’t you think?” I tip my head slightly and feel Bailey’s small hand grip my jacket at my back. It’s the first time she’s initiated any contact between us.

      “Ma’am, we can’t find the assailant and can’t keep security on the room indefinitely.” One of the detectives takes me in. I watch his eyes move from my feet up to my face. I know his look. My voice has a heavy huskiness to it; I’d have no problems getting hired as a phone-sex operator. My body is curvy and trim. I have larger breasts that his eyes rove back down to. The urge to tell him my eyes are north of my boobs is great, but instead I tip my chin.

      “I believe hospital administration will have something else to say about that. We were assured our patients would be safe. Isn’t that your job? And it’s Doctor to you. Doctor St. James.” I step back, not wanting him close to me.

      “Sorry, Dr. St. James,” the other detective says. “You’re correct. We’ll make sure an officer is left here until we apprehend the victim’s father.” He puts a hand to his partner’s shoulder and pulls him back. I look up at the first detective again. He’s still checking me out. He’s not ugly, but he’s not handsome either. However, something about him doesn’t sit right with me. I wait until they leave the room before I turn to Bailey.

      “Are you okay?” I ask her softly. She grabs a hold of my jacket. I notice that I was wrong earlier. Now that her hair is cleaned, it’s such a pale brown it’s almost blond, whereas her mother’s is still brown.

      “He’s going to kill us,” she says so softly I barely hear her.

      “Not if I can help it,” I promise her.

      Carefully, I check her over, and she keeps touching my bag that I’d set on her bed when I squared off with the detectives. I smile when I see her trace the letters on the side of it.

      “My mom got it for me as a gift when I graduated from medical school,” I tell her. “Do you like purses and bags?”

      She nods and smiles at me. I know it’s not a good idea as the thought goes through my head, but I’m bringing her one of my older bags tomorrow. She has nothing and I can’t stand it.

      Before I leave the floor, I make sure the nurse knows to give me a call if there are any problems. I head down to the employee parking lot, where my new car is waiting for me, and then I head home to spend time with my family before heading to the club for some real fun.
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Chapter Two


          

          TREVOR

        

      

    

    
      It’s been a long several days. The boys have started hockey practice, and work has been busy. It’s like the August rain is bringing out the crazies. I need a release. I park my truck in the parking lot across from the Satin Room. My sister, Lorelei, has the boys, and this is the only night I have to myself. The doorman, Boz, opens the heavy blacked-out doors. He’s a huge guy, a good solid four inches taller than my six-foot-two and wider than me. He used to play hockey professionally before he got cut for unnecessary roughness.

      “Hey, Trevor.” His voice sounds awful. It’s so gruff, I always imagine him being in the Godfather.

      “What up, Boz?”

      “The sky, my fly, and my cock. You should see the new little sub that just started.” He chuckles. “I’d tap her if she were a bit bigger. Nice little petite one with amazing eyes,” he shares, and I nod.

      “I’ll take a look.” He doesn’t like petite girls, says he’ll break them as big as he is. I’m all about the eyes, so his comment about hers gets to me. They say eyes are windows to the soul, but for me it’s more than that. I’ve been fucked over a couple of times. I have an ex that did a number on me, as they say. Jas, one of my paramedic friends from the station, called her a raging bitch when she heard the stories from my sister. I don’t share that much about my past. Not only is it to make sure I don’t talk bad about her in front of the boys, but because I don’t talk ill of the dead either.

      I check in at the registration desk and then move into the main chamber. When Leif and Erika started this business, people said they wouldn’t make anything of it. Little did those idiots know that Eastport has its share of freaks that don’t like to travel all the way to Providence or out of state for some fun. I’ve known for years I was a Dom. After my ex left, I started going to a few underground places. Leif had told me his idea about the Satin Room one day when he was working on one of my tattoos. I thought it was brilliant.

      Now here we are, and I’m one of the members of the board. I do remember seeing an application for a new sub from Boston. I didn’t meet her though because of my schedule.

      As I work my way through the club, I observe the cross is in use and a whip-master is showing off their techniques. I head toward the bar and order a beer. I look down the polished wood to a stool where a bombshell beauty is seated. I know instantly that this is the woman Boz was talking about. She’s in a black mesh paneled see-through long-sleeve bustier style top. It ends in a skirt that brushes the top of her thighs. I can barely make out the sexy little shorts that cover her ass. I want her to stand so I can see if her fuller cheeks will hang out the bottom of them. My mouth starts to water with the thought of biting into her sweet cheeks before I bury my tongue deep inside her core. Her long dark brown hair is in waves around her shoulders and hanging down her back. I can picture my hands fisted in her strands. My cock is rock-hard. I move toward her as my gaze follows her shapely muscled legs down to her five-inch platform heels.

      I drag my eyes back up her body to her sexy full breasts. They must be at least a D-cup.

      “You’re new.” My voice comes across deep and husky sounding. People think I smoke from the sound of it, but I don’t. I work out and I’m extremely healthy. I also used to play hockey back in the day but not professionally. I watch her beautiful hazel green eyes as they drag over my body.

      “I am.” There’s a slight tremor in her voice, and it adds an extra sexiness to her. She’s got a voice that makes me want to drop and beg her to talk to me.

      I hold out my hand to her. “Trevor.” She’s in a mask that is obscuring some of her face and I wish I could see it all. But the black next to her eyes makes them look even greener.

      “Syn.” She holds out her hand, and when our palms slide together something deep inside me comes awake. A feeling I haven’t felt in too long. She trembles and a flush works its way across the top of her breasts.

      “Join me.” I wave to the table I set my beer on before I approached her. The low tabletops are wood and as shiny as the polished bar. It was Erika’s idea to have the wood offset all the black and red of the room.

      “Okay,” she answers me as if it was a request. It wasn’t. I wanted to see how much of a sub she was. She wants to take direction. I reach for her wine glass with one hand and slide the other against the small of her back. Her hips flare wide, but her waist is tiny enough that my large mitt takes up most of her lower back. My pinky finger rests right above the crack of her ass. When I direct her to the seat, I step back and take her in from behind before I move the second chair to sit right next to her. I’m not letting any other Dom make a move on her.

      She is mine.

      She leans back and crosses one leg over the other, and I reach across to rest my hand on her knee. She doesn’t cringe back from my dominate move.

      “Are you nervous?” I watch her closely to see if she’ll try to hide the truth, but she openly stares back at me before she drops her gaze for a moment. When she looks back up, she bites that luscious bottom lip as she looks me in the eye again.

      “It’s been weeks since I submitted to anyone. I’m not afraid of you.” I feel the urge to ask her who she submitted to before. She must sense my anger at the thought of another Dom controlling her. “That was at the club I attended back in Boston.” It’s the first personal thing she’s given me because I’m not sure her name is real.

      “Would you like to play?” I slide my hand down to her thigh while watching every reaction of her body. Her breathing increases, her pulse flutters under her skin, and the flush from earlier has worked its way up her neck.

      I want to follow that pink tinge under her beautiful slightly tan skin. I see a tattoo peeking out from under her skirt on her hip and I want to lick that too.

      “Yes,” she says, and I reach for the new tablets that we approved to make it easier to learn hard and soft limits. I enter my passcode and then her name. Up pops all her information. What she likes. What she doesn’t. Even her contract history. That surprises me.

      “You’re not under contract with anyone else? You’ve been a sub for five years though? And never been under a contract for longer than a month or so.” I’m shocked because she’s extremely beautiful. Any Dom would snatch her up, not just because of her looks but the fact she submits beautifully so far.

      “I just moved here from out of state. I also have a very demanding job and life outside of the club. I can’t give more than one night a week. I only need the release every so often.” Another kernel of information.

      We sit for a bit longer talking about her limits and mine. When I hand her the tablet, she presses her thumb to the area stating she’ll be with me tonight. It’s for ours and the business’s protection. If either of us enter into more of a contract, it will be on file here too. I take the tablet from her and set it back on the table. I want a long-term contract with her, and I too haven’t been under one in a while. I take subs for a couple of months at a time as I don’t usually want a woman for that long. The last woman I had in my life who wasn’t my sister or mother didn’t want to be in my life, so I try not to get into more with anyone else now.

      I’m ready to play with her and see how much I can make her body flush while she comes. I take a final swig of my beer before I stand and hold out my hand to her.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Emersyn

      

      

      I sit there for a moment before I take another sip of my wine. When Trevor walked up to me, I thought I was in a dream. I turned around and looked up his large, toned, and muscular body. He took my breath away. He’s over six feet tall and wide. He’s dressed in all black. Black jeans and a black button-down that is open at the collar, exposing a light sprinkling of dark chest hair. I want to drag my hands through it. I’m not normally a beard girl, but his mid-length scruff is sexy and I want the burn across my body. It’s dark, like his hair that is shaved on the sides and brushed straight up in a spiky but soft style. A yearning starts in my stomach and settles in my core. This man is projecting power and desire. I want it all.
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