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      From award-winning author E.M. Shue comes the complete Tattoos & Sin series in Craving Her Submission, includes all the over-the-top alphas, tough submissive girls, hot & steamy moments, and action adventure. Don’t forget all the surprises, twists and turns too.

      In Doctor Trouble, Ryan demands Jasmin’s submission, her will and her body. But the hospital has a no-fraternization policy. What is he going to do?

      In Vegas Jackpot, Grayson realizes that the real Jackpot is Erika’s love. She’s sexy, tattooed, and not afraid of him or his family. What will Grayson give up protecting her from his family’s enemies?

      In Doctor Sinful, Trevor is enjoying the new little sub at the club. But when he bumps into her outside their bubble the rules change. Will Emersyn give Trevor another chance to prove himself?

      In Frozen Heart, Leif is willing to put Ridley back together again, even though she wants to keep up her walls. Will Leif be able to thaw Ridley’s heart, or will he be collateral damage to her past?

      In Doctor Do-Over, Tanner makes the wrong assumption when he runs into the sweet submissive, he’s been pining after months later. Wryan is willing to keep her Christmas surprise a secret afterward. Is Tanner going to run out of time or will they get their Holiday miracle?

      Finally in Rushed Decision, Karston is trying to uphold his no strings attached arrangement to Lorelei. But it becomes too much when neither take the time to think through the decisions they make. Lorelei runs and Karston becomes grumpier than he was. Will Karston wake up and smell the roses, or will they be dead before he gets a chance?

      Read them all here in Craving Her Submission.

      

      Join Consent for Suspense:

      https://bit.ly/EMConsentforSuspense
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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.

    

  


  
    
      For Brit and Ari

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          RYAN

        

      

    

    
      My alarm beeps, pulling me from the dream I’ve had for over a month now. The hottest, tightest pussy my cock has ever felt. The perfect little sub for me. But just like then, I wake up alone and hard.

      I roll over and grab my phone to turn off the alarm. Then I grab the remote and hit the button to open the blackout blinds and let the sunshine in. I start on night shifts tonight after I’ve been doing days getting to know the ER and establishing myself. I sit up and look out at the view of the inlet. It’s the reason I leased this condo. The waves move in and out as the boats move with them. It calms my nerves to see nature take the ultimate command and we submit to it.

      Moving to Eastport was a fresh start for me, not only an upward movement in my career. I worked in a busy emergency room in Chicago for years, but it was never enough to set me apart from my father. No matter what I did or how good I was, I never got out of the shadow of the great Dr. Brent Richards. I was a nobody compared to him. It was always, “Aren’t you Brent’s boy?” My father was a cardiothoracic surgeon, and I was “just” a trauma physician. Like my accomplishments were nothing. I hated it. After he died two years ago, I figured things would change. But they didn’t, and my mom didn’t need me. So when I saw the opening for Head of ER here, I jumped on it. It’s a shared position as I’m partnered with another doctor to run the ER, but I finally feel like I’m my own man.

      Moving here wasn’t a heartache. I have friends who live here. They even sponsored me to join a club where I thought I would be able to relieve some of the tension I get from my job, but that has now been ruined.

      One night.

      One woman.

      Fuck, I want her. My cock only gets hard for her. I want to dominate her. Master her body. I want to take control of her life and guide her just as I knew she needed that night when I first had her. But no one will tell me where to find her or give me her last name. I know the rules, but even the guards won’t give me a call if she comes back. Which, since I’ve been there every chance I can, she hasn’t returned. My friends Collin and Mae say they’ve never met her before. She had said that was her first night, but now it appears that was her only night.

      After I work out, shower, and eat, I dress in a three-piece dark gray suit with a light blue shirt and royal blue tie. I wear scrubs during my shift, but I still wear a suit to and from the hospital. It’s a habit my father ingrained in me, and I haven’t been able to change. I make my way out of my condo and down to the garage where my matte black Dodge Hellcat is parked. I slide into the driver’s seat and start it up. The engine growls. Tenants in the building have complained about it, but I couldn’t care less. It’s one of the few indulgences I have.

      Speed.

      I race out of the garage and head to the hospital. As I pull around to the staff parking in the back, I admire the modern building. The hospital is multi-level and newly renovated. I arrived early today so I can finish some chart notes, work on staff scheduling, and check on a few patients I’ve admitted. I lift my badge from the center console and slip out of my car.

      A nurse that has been giving me the eye stops and takes me in as I move through the back hallway. I ignore her and swipe my badge to enter the office I share with Dr. Sawyer McKay, my partner and co-head of the ER. I close the door and take in the office. Our desks face each other so that neither of us has our back to the door.

      This hospital, like several across the nation, has a strict no fraternization policy. That nurse and her interest in me will only be that, interest. I don’t want to lose my job, and my cock has already decided who he’s interested in. A certain petite, curvy, tattooed angel. When I find her again, she won’t be running from me. If I have to restrain her to my bed for the rest of her life, she will be mine.

      A couple hours later, I change into a pair of dark blue scrubs and a pair of Keens I use only at the hospital. Everything in my body calms and a rush of adrenaline starts pumping through my veins as I enter the bustling ER. This is another kick for me. The chaos, the uncertainty, and the general uncontrolled environment all call to my overly organized personality. The first time I did clinicals in an emergency room, I knew what my calling was.

      “Hey, Sawyer,” I greet my co-head. We both came on board at the same time and quickly became friends.

      “Hello, Ryan. Busy day with Halloween right around the corner. Ready for tonight?”

      “Always.” I laugh and follow him into the doctors’ station where several other physicians are milling around.

      Sawyer brings me up to speed on the patients in the ER before wrapping up his shift. I then make my way into the breakroom to grab a cup of coffee before hitting the floor.

      “Ryan.” The nurse from earlier corners me by the coffee machine. “How about after shift we have some breakfast and I’ll show you around for a bit?” She purrs as she reaches out to touch my chest. I step back so her hand falls between us.

      “Leticia, no thank you. We can’t see each other per EGH rules.” I remind her of the Eastport General Hospital fraternization policy.

      “Just as friends, silly.” She moves toward me again.

      “Thank you, but I’m not interested.” I move away from her and head out to start my shift.

      The night is busy, keeping me moving and my mind off other things. I’m several hours into my shift when a voice on the other side of the exam curtain stops me. I listen again.

      “Stab wound to the right upper thigh, we packed and dressed for quick transport. Monitored BP and respirations. I inserted an IV and started fluids.” Jasmin’s smokey, sweet voice is controlled as she gives all the numbers.

      I pull back the curtain and step into the area. Her eyes jump up to me and instantly flair before she turns her attention back to the other physician. She’s dressed in navy EMT cargo style pants and a matching polo shirt stretched across her breasts. Her tattoo sleeves roll down her arms and are on full display. Her long hair is up in these little buns on top of her head, making her look like a little kid instead of the sexy woman she is.

      “Jasi?” a deep voice says, and I turn to look at the older man reaching for her. I can’t stop the growl that rumbles up my chest when he touches her. Everyone stops and looks at me.

      “Don’t touch her.” I’ll fly across the patient and rip his arms off for touching what is mine. Jasmin moves between us.

      “Ryan, um… Give me a moment.” Her eyes move over my body, and I’m glad I wear compression style boxers under my scrubs, thus keeping my cock contained.

      “Lil bit, you okay.” The asshole reaches for her again.

      “I got this, Karston.” She looks at the other medic with her, who I will kill if he touches her again. “Are we done?” Jasmin asks the doctor.

      “Yeah, Jasi. Thanks.” The physician, whose name escapes me, says as he looks between us.

      She looks at the patient with a smile breaking through her beautiful full lips. “No more knife tossing.” She pats him on his shoulder and then moves toward me.

      I grab her arm above her elbow and everything in my body lights up. My head swivels around looking for a place where I can drag her into for privacy.

      She’s going to know before she leaves this ER that she is mine and she won’t be running off on me again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Jasmin

      

      

      

      As soon as we are far enough away from onlookers, I yank my arm out of his grip and spin on him. My uniform boots don’t give me any added height and I have to look up at him. Before I reach his eyes, I look over his shoulder and see Karston pushing the stretcher toward the bay so it can be cleaned. I will file the report and then we will head out. But first I need to take care of this man.

      I focus on Ryan. He is better looking than I remember. His hair is brushed back, and he has a little bit of scruff on his chin. His hazel eyes bore into me. They look greener tonight instead of brown. My body responds, wanting him, just like it did that last time I saw him. My panties dampen and my nipples become erect.

      “Jasmin, who is that man to you?” His gruff voice pulls me from my fantasies. His commanding tone is filled with dominance, and I want to obey him. I need to.

      “He’s my partner,” I answer and lower my eyes, giving him my submission.

      “I need to see you. We need to talk.” He reaches out and lifts my chin to look him in the eye.

      “It was only one night, remember? I have to get back to work.” I start to move around him, but he crowds me in and presses me against the wall. I can feel all of him, and I squeeze my hands into fists so I don’t grip his waist and pull him into me. I tip my head up as I pull my bottom lip between my teeth. He groans and drops his head toward me. I know he’s going to kiss me right here in the middle of both of our jobs.

      “Dr. Richards.” Nurse Wixel’s snooty voice interrupts us.

      Ryan steps back and it’s all the distraction I need to slide out from between him and the wall. I head toward the medic lounge, passing the nurse as I go. She looks me up and down, but I continue on to the lounge to file my report…and hide out until the very last minute.

      I rush from the room when my radio goes off. I try not to look for Ryan, but I still see him. His gaze watches me and I almost trip over my boots. He starts to move toward me, but I keep going.

      “4356 responding,” Karston says into his radio as he climbs into the driver’s seat of the ambulance. “We are going to talk about that, lil bit.” He glances at me and points his thumb back to the ER. He gave me that nickname because I’m smaller than all the guys.

      Karston has been my mentor and partner for a year now, and we work together perfectly. We anticipate what the other needs or is going to say or do. He’s constantly trying to set me up with friends of his, but I always decline. I can’t get a certain tall, dominate doctor out of my mind. God, I didn’t know he was a doctor that night. And I sure as hell didn’t know he was the new Head of ER; I learned that tidbit while I was hiding out in the lounge.

      “I know, but not now,” I respond to Karston. I hope that holds him off for a bit.

      “He’s the one you’ve been pining for the last month?” He chuckles.

      My eyes swing to him in shock. “I haven’t been pining for him. He was a one-night stand.” I hear the doubt in my own voice, but I stick to my guns.

      “You sure about that, lit bit? Because that was a man who wasn’t done with you. That was a man who laid his claim on you in front of everyone.”

      “We had agreed it was only for that night.” I don’t tell him that I ran while he was sleeping. Okay, that wasn’t all my fault. I had received a 911 page from Koda that Raqi was sick, so I took off. Yes, I could have woken him up and told him I had to leave, but I just couldn’t because I wanted more. And he had said it was just for that night. I didn’t want that awkward conversation.

      “Sure, you had that kind of agreement.” He scoffs. He doesn’t know I’m a sub or that I went to a club where an agreement like that is binding usually. Which makes me wonder why Ryan wants to talk to me, but I can’t talk to him.

      I must get home right after shift, just like I have to every Monday morning. I have plans that I can’t avoid or shirk.

      The rest of my shift I avoid Ryan every time we go to the hospital. I give him a report if I have to and then make my escape before he can stop me. We pull into the yard at a quarter to six after our last call and rush through a full clean and restocking of the ambulance. I work on the inside while Karston works on the outside scrubbing it down so the salt in the air from the inlet doesn’t cause corrosion. He knows I have a tight schedule in the morning and works with me on that.

      I pull down the long driveway that leads up to the garage and circular driveway that loops in front of my family’s home. The clock on the dashboard shows I’m only running a few minutes late. I disarm the house from my phone and wait for the bay door of the three-car garage to open. I pull the Escalade in and shut the engine off, then wait for the door to close behind me before moving to the stairs that lead to the main part of the house. I don’t rearm the house since Koda will be leaving shortly. Sitting on the bench by the door, I slip off my heavy work boots. I can already hear Koda and Raqi’s voices. I step through and take in the scene before me. Koda is standing in front of the fridge staring into it.

      “Raqi, we don’t have time for pancakes. We don’t have very much milk, but we have bagels and juice.” Koda’s voice cracks as he speaks, showing his youth.

      “But sissy said I could have pancakes.” Raquel’s sweet voice comes from the bar. I turn to look at her and my heart clenches at her innocence. She’s so young, but she also knows how to manipulate the situation.

      “I did no such thing.” I chuckle, and her eyes move to me and widen. “I said I would make you pancakes on Thursday.” Ginger, our boxer, bolts over to bound at my feet. Her hearing is starting to go, otherwise she would have been at my feet as soon as I opened the door from the garage.

      Raqi’s little bottom lip pops out as she pouts, trying to talk me into making her pancakes. Her deep brown eyes, so much like our mother’s, look back at me and my heart clenches again as they fill with tears. Little trouble knows how to talk me into things. Her long brown hair is unruly around her shoulders, and I move toward her to grab the brush off the counter.

      “Raqi, baby, we don’t have time this morning. Let me put your hair up. What do you want?”

      “Space buns like yours.” She points to my hairstyle that actually stayed up during my shift.

      I carefully brush out her hair as Koda gets a bowl of cereal for her. I look over to him. His curly brown hair is long and hangs in his brown eyes, eyes that have a light ring around them similar to our father’s. His teenage body is long and gangly. He’ll probably be taller than me the way he’s going. He’s already five foot three at fifteen.

      “Want me to schedule you a hair appointment, or do you want Leif to trim it?” I smile at him.

      “Nope, I’m growing it out.”

      “Okay. Can you walk Raqi home today?” She tips her head back and gives me the eyes again, wanting me to pick her up.

      “I can’t, I have practice,” he reminds me.

      “Crap. Okay. I was just hoping to sleep in, but I’ll pick her up.”

      “Yay.” Raqi fist pumps the air; she likes when I pick her up. It reminds me that I need to make more time for her.

      “I have to run.” Koda grabs his backpack and turns to head out.

      “Okay. I’ll pick you up from practice. No trouble today, just ignore them.”

      “I know. And don’t worry about it, I’ll walk home.” He groans as he heads out the mudroom door for the bus stop in front of the house. He’s been having issues in school lately. I’m sure it’s bullies, but he won’t tell me.

      “I’m serious, Koda, no fighting,” I holler as the door slams closed. I’ll still meet him at the school; it’s too far for him to walk. I don’t know why he’s so embarrassed for me to pick him up from school. It’s not like I’m a clingy parent. I’m the cool big sister.

      “He’s a teenager.” Raqi sighs. I chuckle because she’s right. That’s what we’ve been saying about Koda for the last couple of months. “How come he has to fight?” Raqi tips her head to the side like it’s the most important answer I’m going to give her. In her six-year-old mind it probably is.

      “Dad used to say boys will be boys, so maybe that’s it. Koda’s a boy, and that’s all.” I offer as I take her bowl and rinse it before putting it in the dishwasher. “Go finish getting ready and then I’ll walk you to school.”

      “Daddy was really smart, wasn’t he?” she asks before she skips out of the room, and my breath catches because she’ll never know.

      “Yeah, he was, baby,” I say softly to the empty kitchen. I hear her jumping up the stairs and then skipping across the landing.

      I’ve been Koda’s and Raquel’s guardian since our parents died two years ago. Raqi was only four and barely remembers them now. I try hard to give her the life she deserves, the life I had. That’s why I work two jobs. I want her to have the opportunity to be in ballet and do all the things I did growing up. I know that’s why Koda is so upset right now. Yeah, he might have bullies, but he’s angry too. He doesn’t think it’s fair that they are dead. He’s angry with the world, and honestly I can’t blame him. I’m angry that he and Raqi won’t get what Aaron and myself got. My brother Aaron doesn’t help me with the younger kids; he thought foster care would be better for them. He had wanted me to sell the house and Escalade so that he could get more money. The crazy thing is that none of us get our inheritance until we turn twenty-five. I have an allowance to take care of the younger two, but it’s just not enough, and I work hard to give them more. Koda is in football. Raqi is in gymnastics and dance.

      “I’m all ready.” Raqi’s voice breaks me from my musing.

      “OMG! Raqi, when have I ever let you wear that to school?” I chuckle as I rush over and pick her up and carry her back upstairs, tickling her the whole way. Ginger jumps and bounces next to us.

      “No. No more, Jas. Stop, sissy.” She laughs.

      I quickly change her out of her princess dress and heels and into a school outfit. We are out the door, and I’m locking and setting the alarm with fifteen minutes to spare before the bell rings and she’s late.

      As I’m making my way back home, my cell pings in my back pocket and I pull it out.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erika

      

      
        Security just told me your one-night stand has been looking for you. They had told Leif, and he didn’t pass on the message.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        I found him in the ER. He’s the new doc. I’m screwed.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Erika

      

      
        Literally? :P

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        He pretty much laid claim on me in the ER and told Karston not to touch me.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Erika

      

      
        ROFL!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        You are no help. I’m going to bed; we can talk on Thursday.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Erika

      

      
        Do I need to pick up little miss from dance tomorrow?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Let me see how tired I am.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Erika

      

      
        Okay, get some rest, girl.

      

      

      

      

      

      I enter the house and reset the alarm. I used to not be so anal about it, but I had to insist that the alarm was always set after Aaron broke in to steal things. Aaron dealt with our parents’ deaths by getting addicted to drugs. I had suspected he was drinking before they were killed, and it was confirmed when Koda moved into what was mine then Aaron’s room and we found empty bottles of alcohol hidden throughout the room.

      Moving through the house, I’m glad that my father had the foresight to redo his will shortly before they died. The house was paid off, along with their cars. My car that had been a graduation gift was one of the things Aaron stole and sold. I couldn’t bring myself to press charges against him, but now I have to face the facts and will if he does it again. I need every little bit I have for Koda and Raqi.

      I make my way up the stairs of the large colonial five-bedroom house and turn toward the second master suite. The first year I moved into this room was hard on me, but I had little choice; I needed a bathroom right off my room and to be close to Raqi. She has nightmares and this is the room she comes to. It helps that my parents had already moved into the larger master suite downstairs. I close the blackout blinds I added when I changed the room. I don’t know why they took out the library and extra bedroom to make the huge master suite downstairs, but it was something our father wanted to do as a gift for Mom.

      After stripping out of my clothes, I pull my hair out of the space buns and crawl under the covers, ready to fall asleep. But as soon as I close my eyes, I see Ryan. I see him as he orgasms with his head thrown back. His soft expression just before I passed out in the bed. And I hear his voice when he demanded he was my Master. I see him as he was in his environment last night, in the ER taking control, his jaw tight, his eyes laser focused on me.

      I always wonder if I need someone to help me. I’m fairly certain I do need someone to tell me what to do but to also be there to help me. To help me make ends meet, help me with the schedules that are going crazy. To help me make sure I’m parenting Koda and Raqi like they need. I always fight with myself whether I should parent them or be their big sister. It’s something I struggle with.

      My alarm goes off and I roll out of bed seeing I have forty-five minutes to get ready before I have to be at Raqi’s school. I make my way into the adjoining bathroom and step into the shower. As the water sluices off my body, remnants of the dream I had about Ryan flash behind my eyelids. I try not to think of them because I don’t have time to try to get myself to orgasm. Ever since that night I haven’t been able to come.

      After my makeup and hair are done, I step into the closet directly off the bathroom and look at my clothes. Meeting Erika wasn’t only the best thing for me, my job, and my self-esteem, but for my wardrobe too. Worried I was too curvy, I used to cover up everything, but now I don’t care about that. I grab a pair of black skintight shredded jeans and slip them on over my black thong. My black push-up bra is next, followed by a black long-sleeved belly half-shirt with cutouts across my cleavage and down my arms. The sleeves are shredded like my jeans. I grab my favorite black platform boots, which are over five inches in height, and a pair of black socks and run downstairs.

      Ginger comes running inside from the attached small dog yard. Her collar has a chip that allows her to access the doggy door and bypass the alarm. She drops her ball at my feet. I don’t have time to play with her, and it’s another thing for me to feel bad about. I’m always rushing around and running late. No one is getting the attention I think they deserve. I grab myself a protein shake, disarm the house, and rush out to the Escalade to head to Raqi’s school. I need to grab some groceries to tide us over until Friday when I normally do the shopping.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A couple hours later I’m waiting next to the car for Koda to finish up practice while Raqi is playing in the grass. Several players exit the school and check me out as I play on my phone. When Koda exits next, his shoulders drop and frustration crosses his face at the sight of me. A couple other players shoulder check him and joke with him.

      “Come on, Raqi, here comes Koda.” I open the back door and help her up into her booster seat and get her buckled in. I move around the car to the driver’s seat as Koda opens the passenger door and climbs in. I can’t hear what his buddies are saying to him as they shout and point. “Your friends are trying to get your attention.”

      “They aren’t my friends,” he says quietly.

      “Really, they were joking with you.” I try to lighten the situation.

      “Don’t worry about it, Jas. Let’s just go.”

      I pull away from the school and head home, where I feed them before I have to leave for work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          JASMIN

        

      

    

    
      It’s been almost three weeks since I last spoke to Ryan, and I’m glad for it. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve seen him, and Nurse Wixel has made sure I know about the no fraternization policy. She’s made it obvious she wants to be with Ryan. And I have to admit the little green monster is bothering me.

      “I think I’m going to take about four inches off my hair,” I say loud enough to be heard over the music.

      “Are you sure you want to? I like it long, but I’m all for freedom of expression with your hair.” Erika chuckles as she continues tattooing the guy in her chair.

      “I say keep it long. Great length for grabbing and holding on to while you’re being fucked from behind,” her client says, and we all start laughing.

      “You fucking better not be thinking about fucking her,” a deep voice says, and I swing around to face the entrance of the tattoo parlor where Ryan is standing. He’s dressed in jeans, a button-down, tie, and leather jacket. My mouth starts to water, and I move toward him. “She is mine.” He drops the bomb in the room.

      “How did you find me here?” I grab his arm and move him to the side away from everyone.

      “What the fuck are you wearing, Jasmin?” He waves a hand up and down my body. I look down at my high-waisted plaid schoolgirl skirt, black lace-up bustier, long black thigh-highs, and my black platform Mary Janes.

      “Clothes,” I say, like it’s the most obvious answer.

      “Are you sleeping with that man?” He points over to Erika’s client.

      “No, I’m not sleeping with him.” I laugh. “He’s like old enough to be my dad.”

      “Jasi, this old man could show you a thing or two,” the client interjects, and Ryan growls.

      “You won’t be showing her anything.” Ryan pulls me further away and drops his voice. “Jasmin, I need to talk to you. Please let me.”

      I take pity on him. “Okay, Ryan, but I have to work until close. Can you come back then?”

      “You ready, Ryan?” Leif comes from out of the back and Ryan’s lips tip up.

      “Just a sec, Leif.” He leans down and brushes my bubble ponytail back, then kisses my cheek. “I’m here for an appointment. What do you do here?”

      “Dude, hands off Jasi!” Leif advances on us.

      “It’s okay, L, I got this. I work here.” I move to the counter and check the computer, where I see the appointment for an R. Richards. Okay, I should have known now that I know his name.

      Leif moves to his chair and Ryan follows. He lays down on his stomach after removing the top half of his clothing. Leif gets to work finishing the tattoo on his back, which surprises me as he doesn’t normally work on another artist’s tattoo. I watch for a couple hours as the siblings continue to work on their clients, then I clean up the lobby readying it to close.

      “So, Jasi, who is this mook who thinks you’re his?” Erika’s client asks, breaking the silence.

      “She is mine,” Ryan says.

      “Wait, Ryan, you didn’t tell me you knew Jasi,” Leif says, and I look over at Erika in panic.

      “L, don’t worry about it. Ryan and Jasi met a while back.”

      “When? He just moved here in August. And I met him in July at that tattoo expo in Chicago.”

      “I met him in September.” I don’t clarify. Yes, Leif knows I’m a member of the club, but he doesn’t know I actually scened with anyone, and that Ryan was the guy.

      Leif moves his chair back, and I see the realization hit him as his jaw tightens, his teeth clench, and his body goes still. He sets the tattoo machine down on his tray, strips his gloves off, then moves over toward me. I don’t step back as he advances on me; I know he would never hurt me. I drop my eyes and bite my bottom lip.

      “Jasi, your birthday? This guy?” He waves his band back and almost hits Ryan, who is right there.

      “Don’t hurt her,” Ryan says. “I know we are friends, Leif, but I won’t put up with you hurting her.” Ryan’s voice is more gruff than normal and holds an edge.

      Leif wraps his arm around me and pulls me into his body. “Hurt her? She’s practically my little sister. I could never hurt Jasmin. I’ve been there with her through a lot. Oh, and just in case you’re wondering, if you hurt her, they won’t find your body.”

      Ryan reaches out his hand to me, and just like that night, I take it and let him pull me toward him. I don’t know what it is about him, but I can’t deny him ever.

      “If I hurt her, I’d expect that. But I couldn’t ever hurt her.” Ryan leans down and kisses the top of my head.

      “What are your intentions?” Leif asks, crossing his arms over his chest. His dark hair is longer on top and flops across his forehead. His dark brown eyes take me in before they move to Ryan.

      “I believe I need to talk to Jasmin about that first because she’s the one who has made it her mission to avoid talking to me the last couple of months.”

      “Then maybe she doesn’t want to be with you.”

      “I think it’s more she’s afraid of what she wants.”

      “I don’t know what I want. I don’t have time.” I tip my head back to look up at Ryan.

      “We’ll talk after this.”

      Leif and Ryan move back to the chair and work for another hour. I pull out my phone and send a quick text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        I gotta do something after work. I’ll be home as soon as I can.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        K

      

      
        Raqi is fighting me on going to sleep.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Put her in my room.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        K

      

      
        Okay.

      

      

      

      

      

      I slip my phone back into my bag and then close out the till after Ryan and Erika’s client pay. Erika signals for me to call her later before heading out for the night like she does almost every Saturday night.

      “I’ll lock up, Jasi,” Leif offers, and I turn to the door to find Ryan waiting. He’s back in his tie and button-down. I look between him and me. I’m so not his type. I don’t understand why he wants me. For the first time in a long time, I actually don’t have the self-esteem I’ve worked so hard to achieve. I’m completely opposite of him. His body is trim and he’s clean-cut; I only work out at work and I’m a mess.

      I move toward him, unable to deny the attraction. He leads me out to his car, and I look over to my Escalade.

      “I’ll drive. Leave your SUV here.”

      “No. I need it, just in case.”

      “In case of what?”

      “In case I don’t agree with what you want to talk about.” I don’t tell him the truth, that I need it in case the kids need me.

      “Okay, there is a restaurant we can go to.”

      “I only have a couple hours. I have to get home to help my family.”

      “Then follow me.” His spine straightens and his jaw tightens.

      I climb into my car and wait until he pulls out to follow him. He leads me to a high-rise condo building in a newer part of town along the coast. He pulls down into the garage, and I park out front. I jump when he appears at my passenger door.

      “What the fuck, Ryan, you scared me,” I exclaim.

      “Watch your mouth, little one.” He moves to the driver’s door and opens it for me.

      “How did you get past me?” I point to the front entrance.

      “I came out of the garage. I’m not going to let you walk very far in that getup without me.”

      I look down at my outfit again, not sure what is bothering him and then it hits me. I pull away from him.

      “You’re embarrassed by me and think these uppity snobs are going to have an issue with me.” I wave my hand toward his building.

      Before I know what’s happening, my back is pressed against the hood of the Escalade and he’s pressed against me hard. His body is all tight muscles and energy. I feel his cock as it presses into my belly.

      “I’m not embarrassed by you, and I don’t give a fuck what those uptight assholes think. I don’t want any man to think you are available when you are mine.” He grips my waist tightly and his mouth covers mine. The kiss is dominating and demanding. He pushes his tongue into my mouth, and I moan around it as I open for him. His other hand comes up and grips the back of my head, directing where my head goes and where he wants me. I melt into him as he continues to slide his tongue against mine and along every crevice of my mouth, making sure nothing is left untouched. As he pulls away, he sucks my fuller bottom lip into his mouth and my head starts to tip back. He bites my lip slightly before releasing it.

      “Only I bite that lip,” he says. Unable to think, I just nod.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Ryan

      

      

      

      I step back, my cock ready to explode in my pants. I take her hand and lead her into the lobby and to the elevator. As the doors close, I push her against the wall and take her mouth again. I can’t get enough of her taste on my tongue. Of her body pressed against mine. I want all of her this time. I want to taste her essence. I want her to be mine completely. The elevator stops, and I pull away. Her eyes are glassed over, her lids heavy with desire. Her lips are swollen and pink from my ministrations. I silently thank God no one is in the hall because anyone who saw my woman like this would have to have their eyes removed.

      I move to my door and enter the code for the keyless entry. I direct her across the threshold and spin her around. Her back hits the door and I’m on her again. I dominate her mouth, biting her lip and then soothing it. She moans and wraps her hands around me, holding me close. I love how she challenges and pushes me.

      I almost threw her over my shoulder when I saw her in the tattoo parlor. Her ass barely covered in the little plaid schoolgirl skirt. The bustier has her breasts swelling over the top, and I can’t wait to get those in my mouth. All the things I missed doing to her that first night come back to me. But first I need to tell her the plan. And right now with her agreeable and fuckable is perfect.

      I pull away and watch as her breasts move more with each pant. Her lips are so full, the image of my cock against them almost brings me to my knees. I step back and adjust myself. She watches me with need in her eyes. She reaches for me, but I step back further. I move across the room to the wall of windows near the living room.

      “Come here, Jasmin,” I order, and she follows me in those high as fuck Mary Janes. Her long legs are encased in sexy black thigh-highs. A touch of her pale skin is visible above them and below her skirt. Skin I want to lick, suck, and mark. “You better have panties on under that skirt.”

      “I do.” She smirks at me, then turns around and flips up her skirt, showing me a bare ass cheek with a black thong through her ass crack.

      “Fuck, Jasmin, don’t toy with me right now. I’m barely holding myself back from taking you fast and hard. You walked out on our night. I wasn’t done with you. I wonder if I’ll ever be done with you. You haven’t been with anyone else, right?” I need to clarify it, though I’m certain she has only been mine.

      “Is that what this is all about? You want to finish our night? I only have”—she flips her wrist up and looks at her smart watch—“another hour and a half. I guess we could squeeze in a quickie, and then you can stop demanding I’m yours. For your information, I’ve only been with you. I don’t have time for boyfriends, fuck buddies, and all that.” She waves her hand between us nonchalantly.

      I growl and am on her. She’s pushed me to my extreme. I need to clarify to her who she belongs to. “Don’t cuss, little sub, or I’ll spank your sweet little ass.” I watch as her eyes flare wide with need. “You gave yourself to me. That means you are mine. I thought I could do a night, but I want it all. I want everything. I’m not going to be your boyfriend; I’m going to be your man.” I don’t tell her that I want to be her husband one day. That I want to see her stomach round with my baby. I don’t want to scare her away. She already knows I’m a bit crazy, she doesn’t need to know how truly crazy she makes me.

      “Everything?” Her breathing picks up and her eyes are wide, her mouth open in a perfect O.

      “I want you to be my sub from now on. Wear my collar.” I’ll give her time to get used to it, but she will be mine. I thought I wasn’t ready for forever, but the thought of another man having her… Another man taking what is mine… Having babies and forever with her… I thought I could have her that night and then walk away, but I can’t. I’m lost to everything that is her.

      “We can’t because of our jobs. I can’t afford to lose my job, and it’s been my dream for a couple years to be a paramedic. Plus, I don’t have time.” She panics, causing her voice to rise. She’s pulling away from me and I can’t have that. I pull her into me and throw her over my shoulder.

      “They won’t know what happens here.” I carry her to my bed. “No one will know. Plus, I don’t think those rules apply to you.” I drop her on to the bed and watch her skirt flutter up. I push it up, then rip her panties from her core and dive in. I need her taste on my tongue. I need to get her to agree with me and this is the only way to do it. She desires me more than anything.

      My tongue slides through her folds and I lick her from bottom to top. When I get to her clit, I press my tongue down hard against it. Her hands dive into my hair and hold my head to her. I throw her legs over my shoulders and hold her down with one arm while I use my other hand to open her up to me. I dive in again and eat her like a starved man. Her taste bursts on my tongue. It’s a combination of the scent that’s just her and wildflowers, which have caused me to get hard every time I’ve smelled them since her. She moans and I slide a finger into her, twisting my hand until I can rub that bundle of nerves that will cause her to go over. She cries out as she comes without me telling her to, but I was building her up and I need her to come before I can take her fully because she’s still tight.

      I look up her body and want to see all of her.

      “Strip out of your bustier and play with those sexy tits. Pull on those nipple piercings,” I order. Her hands leave my head and move to her side, where she pulls a hidden zipper and then slips the garment over her head leaving her breasts bare. I bite her clit gently as I see that she is braless. “You fucking left the house again with your tits uncovered. I’m going to spank you, baby.” I pull away and flip her over. I position her ass in the air and smack her. She cries out and I see the affect I have on her with the spankings. I smack her cheeks again a couple more times before my cock demands his turn and she’s on the brink of coming. I flip her back; I want to watch as I take her with my cock. I undo my slacks and slip my cock free. Her eyes devour me as I slide my hand up and down my shaft. They flare when she sees the apadravya piercing. She felt it the last time but never got a look at it.

      I don’t even think twice; I wrap her legs around me and slam into her tight heat. The piercing along the head of my cock rubs against her and she throws her head back as her back bows. I lean down and take a nipple into my mouth, pulling on her piercing. I hold myself still for a moment as her body reaccommodates itself to my girth and to me. When I feel her soften, I pull out and slam back into her.

      “This pussy is mine. I took its cherry. It’s mine. You can’t and won’t get rid of me that easily. You are mine. All of you.” I grit my teeth, holding back my orgasm as her walls start to flutter around me. She wraps her arms around my waist and slides her hands up the back of my shirt, careful of the bandage over my tattoo. Her nails dig into my sides, and she bites her lip. I move in her, over and over. Pushing both of us to that precipice where we are both going to explode, and I know she’s going to shatter every part of me.

      All the control I’m known for is gone with her. All the patience blown out of the water.

      I pull out of her and rip the zipper down on her skirt. Then I slide it along with her hose down her legs until I get to her shoes. I let her take them and everything else the rest of the way off.

      “I need you stripped. I need to feel all of your skin.” My voice is gruff. I watch her as I rip the buttons off my shirt, losing control trying to get more of her. When her curvy body is naked and spread across my bed, I push her up the mattress and flip us around. I pull her down on to my cock.

      “Ride me, little sub. Show your Master who owns you.” She moves one hand to my chest and the other behind her on my legs, then she starts moving up and down on my cock. She’s held her orgasm this whole time, only coming that one time earlier. I feel her tighten around me now, ready to come again, and I slam up into her again and again, watching her breasts bounce. My hands leave her waist and take her breasts. I roll her nipples and she flutters more as I pull on the piercings. I lean up and suck them into my mouth, laving them each. Her nipples are turgid and demanding I give them more attention.

      “Who’s your Master?” I ask her, and she looks down at me. Her beautiful sapphire blue eyes are dark with her passion, hooded as she bites her lip holding her orgasm back.

      “You. You’re my Master.” She finally says the words I’ve needed from her all night.

      “Come now,” I order.

      Her head flies back and she screams as she tightens almost painfully around my cock. I move a couple more times and then explode in her as deep as I can go. I can feel her cervix against the top of my cock, and she cries out again, squeezing the cum from my body. Her body wanting all of it. I moan her name and pull her down across my chest. She lies there for a few moments until her phone goes off from somewhere in the room.

      “Ignore it, baby.”

      “I can’t.” She moves off me and toward her phone. I watch as her soft expression from her orgasm morphs into strain and she sighs. “I’m so sorry to do this, but I have to go. Something has come up. It’s an emergency.”

      I move toward her. I see our combined fluids leaking down her thighs, reminding me we have to talk more.

      “We still need to talk.”

      “I wish we could, but like I said, it’s an emergency. I can’t ignore it.” She doesn’t explain further as she starts to get dressed. I grab my boxers and slip them on.

      “Baby, we really need to talk. I just came in you. I’m clean, but…” I let it trail off.

      “I’m clean too and on birth control.” She shrugs as she sits on the edge of the bed to slip on her shoes.

      I kneel in front of her.

      “If I’m your Master, I take care of emergencies. I relieve the stress I can see forming on your shoulders.” I brush a finger along her cheekbone at the dark circle beneath her eye. “I keep these from happening.”

      “I can’t. I said that in the throes of passion. I can’t give you that. I’m too busy to be in a relationship. I have two jobs and barely get to sleep at night.” When she looks at me, I see exactly what she’s saying.

      “Let me help you.” I rub my thumb across her full upper lip.

      “I can’t, Ryan. Please let me go.” She twists her head away and I stand up, letting her get to her feet. Her phone is sitting on the bed, and I grab it to put my cell number in it.

      “Unlock your phone so I can give you my number. We’ll work things out. You can come over tomorrow before our shifts.”

      “I can’t. Sundays are crazy for me. I have to get everything ready for the week. Please give me my phone.”

      As I’m about to argue with her about taking my number, the phone goes off in my hand and I look down to see a text flash on the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        K

      

      
        Hurry.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Who is K? You told me I was the only one.”

      “You are the only one I’m sleeping with. I have to go. Give me my phone and I’ll put your number in it.”

      I hand her back the phone. She unlocks it and responds to K before creating a new contact.

      I rattle off my number and she texts me so I have her number too. I walk with her to the door and am about to open it when she swings around to look at me. Her eyes move up and down my body.

      “You are not opening the door like that. Step back.” Her teeth click together and her eyes are dark again, not from orgasm this time but from anger.

      “Jealous, little one?” I crowd her body and push her against the wall.

      “If I’m yours, then you are mine.”

      “That’s right. You have a week to decide if you’re going to wear my collar.” I wave my hand toward the velvet jewelry box holding the collar I had made for her. The sapphires are going to look amazing against her skin and with her eyes.

      “I don’t know.”

      I kiss her again, my tongue dominating her once more. Taking everything she is willing to give me and then some. When I step back, I’m hard again and want to take her, but her phone buzzes in her hand and she jumps. I open the door and make sure I’m not in view of anyone as I watch her move to the elevator and step into it. I want to chase her down and find out who K is and what emergency she has going on. But I don’t. I give her the space she needs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Four


          

          JASMIN

        

      

    

    
      I drive across town as fast as I can trying not to think about Ryan, but it’s so hard. I want what he wants to give me, but I can’t right now. My life is too crazy. And tonight is a perfect example.

      I look at my phone and see that the house is armed. I disarm it and wait for the garage door to open. After I park, I enter the house and run upstairs to my room, where I quickly shower.

      I know he won’t wait much longer. Koda has been in his room keeping watch on him from the window. The text had scared and pissed me off at the same time. If I hadn’t just had the best orgasm of my life, I would have gone off the deep end and probably murdered him for threatening Koda.

      I’m dressed in a pair of baggy sweatpants and a hoodie over a tank top. My wet hair is up on my head and my face is clean of all makeup. I slip on a pair of Ugg boots and then head to Koda’s room.

      “He’s pacing and twisted up the swings on the swing set.” Koda’s voice cracks, he’s so upset.

      “I’ll take care of it. If I’m not back in the house in fifteen minutes, call Leif then the cops,” I say as I take the stairs down to the main floor.

      I look out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the patio where Ginger is growling from her dog run at my brother Aaron. It’s sad that she used to love him as much as us and now she knows he’s not the same man as the boy who grew up here.

      Aaron has lost a lot of weight and looks gaunt. His brown hair is unkempt and matted to his head. His clothes hang off his body. He turns toward me, and his eyes are sunk in. He moves to the door and pounds on it as he jiggles the handle. I shake my head as I approach the door. His eyes bounce around the area, and I recognize the signs of him coming off a hit.

      “I’m not opening the door until you step back.”

      He moves back and I open the door enough for me to squeeze through it. He rushes me, but I push him back. I’m stronger than him because I have more weight on me, but he is taller than me by five inches. His eyes move over my shoulder, and I turn to see Koda standing there with a baseball bat in his hand. He’s going to protect me, no matter what. Even if it means beating his big brother.

      “Koda, it’s okay,” I yell, then I turn back to Aaron. “Come over here.” I direct him to the chairs around the patio table. “Come on, Aaron.”

      “Why can’t I go inside my own home? What does he think he’s going to do? Stop me? He’s just a punk-ass kid. Why does he get to stay here and I don’t? I own this house too.”

      “No, you don’t own this house, Aaron. I do. I own it for Koda and Raqi. And Koda is making sure you understand you can’t get away with manhandling me like you did the last time.”

      “I’ll do what I want.” He reaches the distance between us and grips my arm hard. I pull it out of his grip and lean back in the chair. I need to remember this isn’t my brother, this is the drugs.

      “What do you want, Aaron?” I get to the meat of the reason he’s here.

      “I need money. I should get my inheritance.”

      “You know that none of us can get it until we are twenty-five.”

      “I don’t care. I need it. I have some bad men after me and they won’t take waiting for years to get the money I owe them.”

      “I can’t do anything about that.”

      “Talk to the attorney. Make him give me the money. Or give me some of the money you get to take care of them.” He waves his hand toward the house. “Better yet, let’s sell the house.”

      “I’m not selling the only stable thing in Raqi and Koda’s life. They deserve to be raised in the home you and I were raised in.”

      “No, they don’t. If not for them, our parents would still be alive,” he yells and waves his fist at Koda.

      “You and I both know that’s not true.” I stand up to block his view of Koda. Koda is struggling enough, I don’t need him to have any more issues because of Aaron’s drug-addled words. “They were killed by a drunk driver while going away to Vermont for the weekend.”

      “But they wouldn’t have had to leave their home if they didn’t have the younger kids.”

      “You know that’s stupid. Stop it. You’re being an asshole. Now leave or I’ll have Koda call the police.” I turn, making the mistake of giving him my back. He jumps up and slams into me and takes me to the ground.

      “Give me the money, bitch,” he yells as he pounds on my back, and I cry out.

      “Let her go or I’ll knock you out. The police are… They’re on their w-way.” Koda’s voice is filled with anger and tears.

      I turn my head to look up at him, and Aaron’s fist comes down on my cheek. I cry out and hear the thud of the bat making contact. Aaron shouts.

      “Stop, Koda, don’t hurt him.” I roll and Aaron falls to the ground next to me as sirens can be heard in the distance.

      “H-he hit you, Jasmin.” Koda cries harder, and I push to my feet and take the bat from him. I wrap my other arm around his shoulders.

      “Put the weapon down,” the officers yell.

      “Fuck, Jas, are you okay?” one of them says when he recognizes it’s me.

      “I’m okay.” I set the bat down while the other officer moves toward Aaron.

      “You hit her, asshole?” He pulls Aaron’s arm behind his back, and he cries out.

      “Let me look at it,” I offer, but they make him sit and wait for an ambulance. After a moment I look toward the window and see a crying Raqi. I move to her and take her into my arms. As I lift her up, my back pulls, but I ignore it. “I’m okay, Raqi.” She buries her head in my neck and holds on to me tightly.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Hours later I’m stretched out in bed with both Raqi and Koda lying with me. Aaron was taken to the hospital to be treated for a possible broken arm, then he will be taken to the police station and booked for assault. I didn’t want to press charges, but I know it’s the only way for him to get better.

      My phone pings from the nightstand and I reach for it, my back hurting even though I’m lying on a heating pad. I see the text and cringe.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ryan

      

      
        Meet me for lunch tomorrow.

      

      

      

      

      

      I wish I could, but tonight is the reason why I can’t pursue anything with him. If Aaron knew I was dating someone with money, he would cause him issues and try to get money out of him too.

      I decide to ignore the text and let sleep pull me under after taking a couple muscle relaxers to help with the pain in my back.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I wake up in the morning overly groggy and listen to the noises in the house. Koda and Raqi are moving around downstairs. I pick up my phone and purposely don’t look at the messages. After washing up, I make my way downstairs.

      “Who wants French toast?” I ask as they are watching a movie in the family room.

      “I was going to come wake you up and ask if you’d make me breakfast, but Koda said to let you sleep. Please I’m starving.” Raqi stands on the sofa holding her stomach like it’s hurting.

      “You are so not starving, crazy girl. Sit down before you fall.” I chuckle as I move into the kitchen and start working on breakfast. I don’t want her to starve, after all.

      We spend the day getting ready for the week. I try to get a menu put together and figure out Koda’s practice schedule along with Raqi’s dance and tumbling.

      “Are you going to work tonight?” Raqi asks me, her voice soft, her head dropped.

      “I have to, baby girl.” I lean down and pick her up. My back muscles pull again. I know nothing is broken, just really sore.

      “But what if angry Aaron comes back?”

      “Erika said she’d come sit with you until I get off work.” Not only did Koda call the police, but he called Leif too. Both he and Erika showed up last night upset about what happened.

      “Okay.” She seems mollified and I move toward the stairs when a thought occurs to me.

      I turn and head to our parents’ bedroom. I enter the code to open the door. I had a lock added after Aaron broke in and stole some of our parents’ jewelry. I move past the dark, dusty bed toward the wall safe next to the fireplace. The police had wanted to get in here last night, but I assured them that Aaron never came into the house. I open the small safe and see the gun sitting there on top of the paperwork. The temptation to pull it out and put it upstairs next to my bed is great, but I worry about Koda or Raqi getting their hands on it. I close the safe and look around the dark room. Maybe it’s time.

      I could give Koda the room I’m in, and Raqi could move into his. They’d both have en suite bathrooms in their rooms. I push away the thought because I’m not ready to go through the things in this room. I reach for the chain around my neck I put on last night after Aaron was taken away. It holds both our parents’ wedding rings on it. Aaron was supposed to get Mom’s wedding set to give to the woman he will marry one day, but I can’t give it to him because he’ll just pawn it. I turn back to the safe and realize the rings would be safer in there than around my neck. If he saw them last night, he would have fought me harder to get them. I move back and open the safe and drop the chain on a shelf, then I lock it back up. Aaron doesn’t know the code, and I was careful to come up with something he couldn’t figure out.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Ryan

      

      

      

      She hasn’t responded to any of my messages or calls. I watch her now as she moves with her partner to transfer a patient from their gurney to our bed. She is moving stiffly, and her partner is babying her. When she turns, I see the swelling around her eye and the color. I can’t stop my legs from moving toward her as she exits with the gurney and returns to the ambulance bay to clean it up while her partner completes the report.

      “What the fuck happened to you, Jasmin?” My voice has more bite to it then I want, but the thought of someone hurting her causes my chest to ache and my hands to itch to hurt them. Feelings I’ve never had before.

      She jumps and swings around to face me. I move in on her, one hand going to her hip and the other to her chin. I tip her face up to look at me. Her eyes are wide, and I can see pain in them as I press her into the gurney behind her.

      “How bad are you hurt?” I pull her toward me, and she sighs.

      “It’s nothing. I need to get back to work.” Her eyes look everywhere but at me.

      “Jasmin, look at me,” I order, and she looks up at me again. “What happened?”

      “I can’t talk about it right now.”

      “Meet me when you get off shift?”

      “I can’t. I have to get home. Please just forget about me,” she begs, and I see more than pain in her eyes. I see loss. She doesn’t want to give me up, just like I don’t want to give her up.

      “When can we meet?”

      She huffs a big sigh. “I’m free after ten.”

      “Meet me at my place. You can nap with me until you go back on shift. Bring a change of clothes.”

      “I can’t do that, but I’ll come see you.”

      I want to kiss her so much right now, but I know if I get my lips on her, it won’t be enough. I kiss her forehead instead and let her go. When I turn around, I find Leticia standing there.

      “You know, you need a woman, not a little girl. Plus, if you won’t see me because of that stupid rule, you shouldn’t be seeing her.” She moves toward me and leans up as if she’s going to kiss me. I put my hands on her waist to push her back.

      “Seriously?” a gruff voice says, and I turn toward the paramedic lounge and see Jasmin’s partner standing in the entrance. “And here I thought you were different.” He looks at my hands on Leticia and misinterprets my intentions.

      “It’s not what you think. I was about to push her away and tell her I’m not interested.” I know that if he tells Jasmin what he saw, she will pull back from me. “Tell Jasmin it wasn’t what you think you saw.”

      “Oh, dude, I’ll tell Jasmin exactly what I saw. Have a nice life.” He moves out the door and I swing back to Leticia, who has a smug smile on her face. I move past her and get back to work, praying that Jasmin lets me explain before she gets upset.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I’m pacing my living room at eleven in the morning and still no Jasmin. She didn’t give me the chance to explain, she just ghosted me. Again. My calls to her are going unanswered and my texts unread. I’m praying she didn’t block my calls. I can’t fucking believe this shit. I try one more time before calling Leif to see if he’ll take pity on me.

      “Frozen Tattoo and Piercing,” a woman answers, and I remember that Leif’s sister works with him.

      “Um, yeah, this is Doctor Ryan Richards. I wonder if I could talk to Leif, or if you’re his sister, could you give me Jasmin’s address so I can talk to her?” The laugh that comes over the line lets me know that this is Leif’s sister, and she has talked to my woman.

      “I wouldn’t tell you where my last dog was buried, you fucking asshole. Leave my girl alone. And my name is Erika.” She hangs up, and I dial again.

      “Don’t hang up. I swear it wasn’t what her partner saw. I was getting ready to tell that woman I wasn’t interested. She touched me without my permission. I was trying to push her away from me.”

      “I’ll tell her that when I see her later, but I doubt it will change her mind. She’s hurt physically and you hurt her emotionally more than that.”

      “What happened to her?” Maybe Erika will give me something. “Please. I just want to help her and be there for her.” I don’t tell her everything I want with her because that is between Jasmin and me.

      “It’s none of your business. You should set your sights on someone else if you’re just looking for a sub for a short time. Jasmin has too much baggage in her life right now to be used by someone. She’s special⁠—”

      “I fucking know she’s special. I don’t just want a sub. I want her to be mine. I want everything with her.” I tell her what I’ve been trying to get Jasmin to understand. The words burst from my lips. “I fucking have a collar for her. I also have a matching engagement ring, if she’ll have them.” I just want to get my collar and ring on her.

      “What the fuck?”

      “Yeah, exactly. I want her. I don’t care what’s going on in her life. I want to help her.”

      “She needs a lot and someone who doesn’t care about what comes with her, because she won’t give them up. I’ve said too much and need to go. I’ll try to talk some sense into her.” She hangs up again, and I have to trust that she’ll help me. I crawl into bed and hit the remote to close the blackout curtains.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Five


          

          JASMIN

        

      

    

    
      I’ve been giving Ryan the runaround for over a week. I’ve got a lot going on right now and it’s getting worse. Aaron is out of jail. He was only there for a few days. I have a restraining order in place to protect all of us; however, that hasn’t stopped him from going to the kids’ schools or coming to the house. He takes off before the cops show up.

      I’m frustrated, tired, and ready to hit someone. Leticia seems like the perfect target.

      I’m on day shift for the next few days covering for another paramedic.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ryan

      

      
        I really want to talk to you. Please, baby. I miss you so much.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        I’m working, and I think you and Leticia will make a perfect couple. Maybe she’ll make you feel as I did when I found out you were embracing her.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Ryan

      

      
        I told you it wasn’t that. I had my hands on her waist to push her away. I swear I would never kiss another woman. You are it for me, baby.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        I’m on shift. I gotta go. Bye! Got a call.

      

      

      

      

      

      I look at my watch and hope Raqi isn’t giving Erika too hard of a time. Koda should be done with practice soon, and I’ll be off at seven, so I’ll be home with them tonight.

      I’m working with a guy named Tommy. He hasn’t been with us for very long, maybe about a month. I’m not used to him; we don’t work together as well as I do with Karston, and he’s asked me out a couple times.

      “Tommy, I’m not interested, okay.” I tell him for the umpteenth time as we pull up to our last call.

      I look around the property. The house looks abandoned and run-down. I move to the back, pull out the gurney, and grab my bag. We got a call for an unconscious person.

      “Why don’t you go start on the patient and I’ll get this.” Tommy moves to take the gurney from me. I sling my bag over my shoulder and move to the house. After knocking on the door a couple times, I look around me and take in my surroundings, not noticing when the door is opened. I can’t make out the person because it’s so dark in the house. “Just a sec, Tommy,” I say, then turn back to the open door. “We were called for an unconscious person.”

      “Yep,” the person says, then grabs my arm and drags me into the house.

      “No! Wait! Let my partner—” The rest of my words die as I’m hit in the face hard. My nose cracks and my lip splits. I cry out, kick, and hit, trying to get away as I’m dragged further into the house. “Tommy,” I scream when I’m dragged into a room. I can make out shapes and multiple forms in the darkness but not features.

      “Where is my money, bitch? He told me you’d give him the money.” His words hit me, and it dawns on me this is the man Aaron owes money to.

      “I don’t have any money. He lied to you.” I continue to fight the person dragging me toward the man Aaron owes. My face hurts and blood is dripping from my lip and nose.

      “What about your rich boyfriend?” he asks, and I realize they must have been watching me. I only went to Ryan’s that once, but they could have followed me from the tattoo parlor. It was that night that Aaron showed up at the house.

      “He’s not my boyfriend and he doesn’t matter in this,” I say in defense. I don’t want them to go after Ryan.

      The guy looks over his shoulder to someone behind him. “Go back and rough up the boyfriend. He matters.” He turns back to me. “It’s okay ’cause I can get something else from you until we get the money.” He laughs and looks over his shoulder again. “Keep that fucker out. I’m going to be a bit.” My eyes have adjusted to the darkness now. I reach into the pouch at my thigh and pull out my flashlight and sharp straight scissors, not the bandage cutting ones. I close my eyes as I flash the light in his eyes and set it to strobe. It starts flashing SOS in bright light. He swings out and knocks it from my hand as he shouts from the bright light. My flashlight rolls across the floor, and when he comes at me again, I stab him in the arm with the scissors.

      I turn to run from the room, but I’m not fast enough. He grabs me from behind by my hair and jerks me back. He pushes me against the wall, and I watch as he groans when he pulls the scissors from his arm and throws them across the room. I fight, kicking and screaming, to get him away from me. He yells at his guy to come help him hold me down. My arms are brutally pulled behind me and the man laughs as I cry out.

      “I’ll teach you to be a good little girl. Your brother said you were a virgin; I’m going to rip that little cunt up so no man will ever want you. That boyfriend won’t want you after I’m done.” He chuckles. “But first I’m going to show you what happens to people who cut me.” He punches me in the abdomen, and I scream in pain as I double over, my shoulders pull from my arms being held behind me. I right myself to relieve the pain in them and watch in fear as he pulls a knife. He grabs the front of my shirt and cuts it down the middle. I scream again as the knife nicks my flesh. I can hear Tommy and other people yelling outside. The knife nicks me again on my sternum as he cuts my bra away from my body. I scream and yell, my voice cracking as I hear police banging on the front door now.

      “Party is over, boys,” he says to the man behind me and another man who steps out of the shadows. He hits me so hard I see stars and Aaron’s face over mine before I pass out.

      “Aaron?” I croak as everything goes black.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Ryan

      

      

      

      A fucking week. That’s what it’s been. Jasmin asked for space and won’t give me more than that. Leticia keeps pushing close, and I keep telling her I’m not interested. I need my girl, but she won’t see me. She is on an early shift, and I’ve come in to do some charting, hoping to see her, when a knock sounds on my office door.

      “Enter.”

      “Dr. Richards, Dr. McKay asked if you could come assist. We have a couple ambulances on their way in. One is a trauma.”

      “On my way.” I jump up from my desk, glad I went ahead and changed into scrubs earlier. I make my way into the ER. Everyone is moving around, busy. The ward clerk is on with EMS regarding an incoming patient. I focus my attention on the young boy coming in from the ambulance bay. He’s strapped down to the gurney. His face is black and blue along with his hands. He’s struggling and yelling at the medics.

      “Let me go. I can take care of myself. I don’t want to be here. You’ll be in big trouble when my sister finds out how you treated me.”

      “Kid, shut up. You were told by the principal and coach you had to come in and couldn’t wait for your sister,” one of the medics yells at him.

      “Hey, kid, what’s going on?” I step up to him and look at his busted knuckles, face, and torn shirt. “Looks like you got some licks in too. Where is that guy?”

      “I told them I didn’t want to come here. My sister can fix me up, but I don’t want her to ’cause she’ll be pissed if she finds out what happened. Besides, it was more than one guy.” His voice drops on the last part.

      “Okay. Can I get your parents’ info so I can call them? We need their consent to treat you.”

      “If a phone works where they are, let me know because I haven’t been able to reach them myself.” He scoffs and crosses his arms over his chest as he turns away from me. I watch as he twinges in pain.

      “Come on. What’s your name?” I ask, trying to get him to open up.

      “Nope. If I don’t give you my name, you can’t treat me. I’ll get to leave.” He’s so sure of himself, I hate to burst his bubble.

      “His name is Koda Dixon. He’s fifteen. He was in a fight. Got kicked in the ribs by several guys and hit so hard he fell back and hit his head on a bench in the locker room and lost consciousness,” the paramedic supplies.

      “Okay, we need parental consent seeing as he’s up talking now.” If he’d stayed unconscious, we could have treated him without consent because of the level of care needed at that point.

      “Call my guardian. You know her number.” He looks at the paramedic, who looks around but not at him or me.

      “Well, who’s his guardian?” I demand, obviously they know who she is.

      “She’s on a call right now,” the paramedic says, and I’m confused.

      “Yeah, she’s on day shift today,” Koda offers, and my gut clenches. Something isn’t right. A premonition ghosts across my skin.

      “Is his guardian a paramedic too? One that normally works nights?” Please be wrong, I say in my head. Not that I’d have a problem with the kid, but something else is going on by the way the medic is acting. Then I remember the second call is a trauma.

      “Well, yeah, she is, but I don’t personally know her. We can’t talk to her.” Something about the way the medic is acting bothers me. Could it be Jasmin, and something happened? Or she has them not wanting me to talk to her? If it’s her brother, she’d want to know. I know she would.

      “She always answers her phone for us. Just call Karston, he’ll talk to her; he should be on shift right now. Or call Erika, she has power of attorney if my sister can’t be reached.” He says names I recognize.

      As I’m about to confront him, a commotion in the ER grabs our attention. A gurney with a rush of medics and doctors goes by us, and I turn to see Jasmin on the gurney. Her face looks worse than her brother’s. Her body is unmoving, her eyes closed. Her shirt has been cut away from her body. There are machines attached to her, and my knees lock.

      “What happened to Jas? Sh-she’s my sister.” Koda tries to move off the bed.

      I take a deep breath, concerned for her too, but I know I need to treat him first. She wouldn’t forgive me if something happened to her brother. I push him back to the gurney.

      “Hold on, Koda. I’ll get a CT ordered for your head to confirm you just have a minor concussion. X-rays to check for rib fractures and that your hands and face are okay. Let me check your wounds and then we’ll find out what’s going on with Jasmin.” I watch as he falls apart in front of me. His shoulders shake and he’s moving his head back and forth. He looks up at me with so much pain in his eyes for such a young boy.

      Is this the K who was messaging her? The emergency she had.

      “If something happens to Jasmin, we won’t have anyone. She’s our only family. Aaron will send us to foster care. He blames us for him not getting his inheritance and Jas not selling the house. I can’t lose her too. We can’t. Raqi would be devastated.” His voice increases in volume with each sentence, and I start to see what my girl has in her small hands. What she’s been hiding from me. She’s the parent to this young man and another child.

      I look at my nurse. “Call Erika Arnold at Frozen Tattoo and Piercing; she’ll know what to do. And get me an update on Jasmin, ASAP.”

      “What about Raqi? Erika is supposed to pick her up from dance,” Koda says, and now I really get it. Jasmin has the responsibility of two kids at a young age herself.

      “Who is Raqi?” I have to know for sure.

      “She’s our little sister. She’s going to freak out when she finds out Jasmin was hurt again. She has been having nightmares since Aaron beat up Jasmin last week.” His sobs have slowed down and he’s a fount of information for me. That explains the injuries I saw last week. I’m going to beat this Aaron to a pulp for putting his hands on my woman and for causing fear in these kids.

      “Koda, I’ll take care of everything. Let me treat you and then I’ll find out what’s going on with Jasmin.”

      “Thank you. Please don’t tell her I was fighting.” His eyes drop and I start to see the resemblance between him and Jasmin.

      “Why were you fighting? You can’t solve problems with your fists.”

      “Some of the guys were making comments about Jasmin. They said they could nail her. That she was going to be a good fuck. I just couldn’t take it anymore. I keep asking her not to come pick me up, but she says she wants to do everything our mom used to do. She doesn’t realize those guys all think she’s a slut because of how she dresses. I know she isn’t, but they are jerks.” His words cause me to pause in my inspection of the cut over his eyebrow. I’m trying to figure out how to tell him what he did was wrong but right too. He was defending his sister’s honor.

      “How about I go with you the next time and we tell those jerks she has a man who will break their legs if they say anything else? But you shouldn’t fight them. I agree she does dress a bit risqué, but that is no call for them to be fools and say stuff like that.” I look him in the eye, positive I’m going to go with him and set those little assholes right. I palpate his chest and he cringes. I’m glad I ordered the chest X-ray.

      “Why would you help me? And I’m sorry, but Jas doesn’t have a boyfriend. She won’t see anyone because she says that we deserve all her time. She thinks she can make up for our parents dying. But she doesn’t understand she can’t do that, and that we are just happy she is there for us. That we like to spend time with her. She doesn’t have to work so hard. She’s going to hurt herself because she doesn’t sleep enough. She’s going to sacrifice having her own family for us, and I don’t want that. I don’t want her to regret us one day.”
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