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Aina

“Aina, can I talk to you for a moment?” Hawke asked as he came to stand beside me in Club KINK.

I smiled and nodded my head, turning to follow my Dom. Well, he wasn’t mine. He was someone that I played with regularly. He and Freya were my main two to go to when I needed that bite of pain, which was regular.

I couldn’t explain what it was about pain. But I loved it. Part of it was sexual, but another part of me loved it because it was freeing. It was powerful, knowing that someone had my whole body in their hands and could kill me if they wanted, but at the same time, I knew I could stop it all in one word. It was like riding that very edge of death.

I’m sure there was a psychiatrist out there who would have a fit if they knew what I put myself through. Suppose they could see the scars that dotted my body or the bruises I often wore with pride. But in a way, KINK was my church, my therapy. It was the place I prayed, the place I came to when life was too much. And all too often, too much was going on in my life. As an ER doctor, it was a lot to take. And when I finally got time off, I needed to shake off all the stress I’d been through.

Once we were standing by the bar, Hawke turned to me and breathed in deeply before slowly letting it out. I cocked my head to the side, wondering what was happening with him.

“I found my mate,” he mumbled.

“Ah,” I said as understanding snapped into my mind. He wasn’t going to play with me anymore. Freya had found her mates, too, and she had only wanted to play with them. I knew that Hawke would be the same.

“I’m sorry.”

I giggled and shook my head. “Hawke, don’t be sorry. You found your mate, which is fucking impressive. Do they like the naughty side of you?”

Hawke’s smile turned devilish as he nodded his head. “Jabari. And yeah. Plus, he is a little exhibitionist.”

I grinned and clapped my hands. “Can I meet him?”

“Sure,” Hawke answered as he turned towards a man standing at the bar's end. He waved him over, and the man came forward. He was gorgeous, with dark hair and dark eyes. From his scent, I could tell that he was a shifter. “This is Jabari. This is Aina.”

“It’s great to meet you, Jabari,” I said as I pulled him into my arms in a tight hug.

Jabari chuckled. “It’s awesome to meet you too. I was worried you would hate me because I had taken your play partner.”

I shook my head and looked up into Jabari’s face. “Not at all. I understand how this works. Hawke and I played together only in the club, but I always knew there was a chance he would find his mate, and that’s a cause for celebration.”

Jabari breathed out with relief and nodded his head. “Thank you, Aina. Are there other sadists here?”

I sighed and shook my head. “None. It was only ever Freya and Hawke that I played with, and now they both have mates. I’m sure someone will come and join eventually, but that’s okay. It will mean I will play with some of the others who don’t mind handing out spankings and wait for a new Dom to arrive.”

“I’m sorry, girl, I know how much you need that bite,” Hawke said.

I waved my hand. As much as it was disappointing that I wasn’t going to have someone that could genuinely send me into the stratosphere, I really was okay with it. I was happy for Freya and Hawke. Despite only playing at the club, the part involved communication and getting to know one another. I learned how much Freya had longed for mates, and Hawke never said it, but I knew he wanted someone he could always come home to. I knew that he was lonely. So, I was happy for them.

“I’m happy for you, you know that. I’ve always told you that you needed to find yourself a special someone.”

Hawke chuckled and nodded his head. “You did.”

“And now you have, and I can’t be happier for you.”

Hawke breathed in and grinned at me before leaning forward and pressing a kiss to my forehead.

“I’ll talk to Asher about trying to see if we can find some people; maybe I can run a class or something?”

I nodded my head. “That would be fantastic.”

Hawke grinned and nodded his head. “You got it, girl.”
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Two years later

Roan

“What the fuck Noel,” I shouted into the phone. “An easy job, pick up the fucking money and bring it the fuck back. Noel, fucking seriously.” Noel’s voice cackled down the phone, making me angrier than when I’d first rang him. “Fuck you, man. Take this as my fucking resignation.”

“I’m sorry, Roan; I never thought a penguin shifter would be a problem.”

“A problem?” I screeched. “A problem would be that fucking penguin shifter not being there to give me the money or not having the money. A penguin shifter with a fucking gun bigger than him was not just a fucking problem.”

“Are your wounds life-threatening?”

“Would I be screaming at you if they were?”

Noel laughed as the paramedics tried to patch the open wound from the gunshot on my ass. 

“Stop fucking laughing.”

“I’m sorry. You’re right; it’s not funny. I’m sorry this happened to you.”

From the tone of Noel’s voice, I could tell he was lying. He thought this was hilarious.

"You should’ve seen the fucking size of the gun, man. What the fuck was with that? He never even greeted me. He didn’t even give me the envelope of cash. He just pointed the gun at me and then shot me the minute I turned and ran. You said your Leigh knew I was coming.”

“He did, but apparently, he has been off his meds. Kathy said he had been doing alright, even off them, but obviously, you caught him in a flashback. She and the AJE authority are getting him into the mental health facility.”

“That’s good, but what the fuck does that do for me. The man could have killed me.”

Noel’s laughter sobered, and he sighed. “I am sorry, Roan, really. Thank you for going around there to try and get the money Leigh owed me. I’m sorry about what happened. I would never have sent you if I’d known he was off his meds.”

I sighed. “Yeah, I know, man. Is your sister safe?”

“I don’t know. From what I understand, Leigh is safe at the hospital; they’ve got him sedated until he calms down, but I don’t know how long he will be there, and with Kathy on her own with the kids, it’s a lot for her.”

“What about Leigh’s parents? Can they come and help?” I suggested just as the paramedic finished patching the wound on my ass. I was lying on a gurney waiting to be placed into the waiting ambulance and taken to the hospital.

I’d agreed to pick up the money from Leigh, Noel’s brother-in-law, because I liked Noel. Since Leigh came back from overseas, fighting in a war that I didn’t understand, he has struggled with flashbacks and mental health. Noel’s sister Kathy had borrowed the money from him to help her pay a few bills. I loved all of them. They were all my closest friends, so I didn’t mind helping out. I just hadn’t expected to get shot as a result.

I didn’t know precisely what Leigh went through while deployed, but I felt it was nothing good. Leigh was getting help from psychiatrists and was supposed to take regular medication. Still, from what Noel had said, Leigh hated them. They made him tired, and he felt like a zombie. He also felt like taking medication made him weak.

Leigh wasn’t supposed to have access to guns, so I’ve no idea where it came from, but it made me worry for Kathy. If she had been shot today, it might not have been just a bullet to the ass.

“Alright, Roan, we are ready to get you to the hospital now,” Kaylee, the cute paramedic, said. 

I nodded my head and sighed. “I’ll let you go, man; I’m about to go to the hospital.”

“No worries. And Roan, I am sorry. I’ll call by the hospital tonight.”

“Thanks, man,” I said as I ended the call.

Kaylee and another paramedic Robbie took either end of the gurney and started to push me toward the waiting ambulance. 

“The bullet is still stuck in your ass, so you’re probably going to need to have surgery,” Kaylee said.

I breathed in deeply and blew out a long breath. “Yeah, I know. This fucking sucks,” I groaned.

“I’m sorry you gotta go through this. Leigh is a sick guy.” Kaylee said with a sigh and patted me on the back as they settled me into the ambulance.

I nodded my head. Kaylee, Leigh, Noel, and I had all grown up together. We went through school together, and even though Noel and I mostly stayed in contact, I still tried to catch up with Kaylee and Leigh regularly.

“Yeah, he is. I hope he will finally accept the help.”

“Me too. If not for his sake, for Kathy’s.”

“Yep, she is one tough cookie, that’s for sure. Not many other women would stay mated to a guy like Leigh.”

Kaylee nodded her head but didn’t say anything more. 
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Aina

I’d got word that we had a gunshot victim coming in. These were the worst. A gunshot often never ends well; depending on where the bullet lands could be a difference between life and death. Considering I’d already had three deaths just in this shift, I wasn’t sure my mind could take another. The first was an elderly man, two hundred and twenty-nine years old. A wolf shifter had fallen from a ladder as he tried to clean the gutters of his house. The sad part was that he lived alone and was on the ground, hurt and unconscious until his neighbor happened to hear him groaning and looked over the fence. 

The second death was a human woman who had a heart attack. She’d been jogging and collapsed in the park. She was basically dead by the time she arrived at the hospital in the ambulance. It went to show that no matter how fit and healthy you were when the creator came calling, you went. And the third death was the one that had gutted me most of all. A three-year-old girl who had cancer. She’d contracted a flu bug that her family didn’t think was severe, but it took her life because her immune system was already down.

I was standing in the ambulance bay, waiting for the paramedics to arrive. Beside me were three nurses, Zale, Alleah, and Pascal. We stood in preparation; the trauma room was already set and ready for our gunshot victim to arrive.

The ambulance rounded the corner and reversed into the bay before Robbie, the paramedic, came around the back of the ambulance, swinging open the door. Kaylee stepped out, and together they wheeled the gurney from the back of the ambulance.

The man on the bed was lying on his stomach, with a blanket thrown over his waist. He was conscious and talking, which was a good sign.

“Hey, this is Roan Bruce; he is thirty-six years old, a warlock, and was shot to the right buttocks. The bullet is still inside him. He has had morphine through the whistle, which seems to keep the pain at bay. He is conscious and alert, and he has no other reported injuries. His BP is one-eleven over seventy, and his respiration rate is sitting at ninety-seven percent,” Robbie said as they wheeled him in through the doors.

I nodded my head as I took everything in that Robbie was telling me. Thankfully it sounded like Roan was lucky and was going to be just fine. I wouldn’t be entirely sure until I could check him over myself, but everything seemed fine.

“We are going to trauma room five,” I said as I followed Robbie and Kaylee with our patient toward the trauma room.

Once they had him transferred to the hospital bed, I gloved up and got ready to check over the patient.

“Hello, Roan; my name is Aina; I’m one of the doctors here. I’m going to look at your wound, but we will get you hooked up to some pain relief. Robbie said that you have no other injuries; is that correct?”

Roan looked up at me and nodded his head. “Yeah, I was shot in my ass; that is it.”

“Okay, and you didn’t knock your head or anything?”

Ronan shook his head. “No, nothing like that.”

“Alright, I’m going to pull the blanket down so I can check out the wound; we will need to get some scans done to see exactly where the bullet is, and then a surgeon will come to discuss with you further what the next option will be,” I explained as I pulled the blanket down off Roan’s back so I could see the wound.

There was a perfectly round hole in his right butt cheek. I would need to clean the wound so that I could see better. The nurses worked around me, hooking Roan up to drips running with morphine and saline while I pulled the tray that held the equipment over to me. Lifting the alcohol swabs, I unwrapped them from the packet and wiped over the wound.

Roan hissed, and the muscles in his ass tightened. “Sorry,” I said. “I know this will sting, but I need to clean it to see how much damage there is.”

“It’s okay,” he groaned.

I nodded my head and looked back down at his wound. There was no noticeable bulge where a bullet was. Without scans, we wouldn’t know how deep the shot was. I pushed on Roan’s hip and glanced underneath and could see that there was definitely no exit wound which meant that the bullet hadn’t passed through.

Sometimes, we could leave the bullet inside the victim, depending on where the shot landed. 

“Hey, Aina, what have we got?” Tanya, the surgeon, asked as she came into the room.

“This is Roan, gunshot wound to the right buttock. There is no exit wound, so I assume the bullet is still inside him. We are stabilizing him on pain meds and then will get scans.”

Tanya looked down at the wound and nodded her head. “Yep. Let’s get him to the scans; I’ll ensure we have a free OR. We must get the bullet out; I can see it penetrating his bladder.”

I winced and gave a sigh. Tanya was a witch and could look at a person and see their ailment. It made a great skill to have as a surgeon. 

“I feel good,” Roan groaned suddenly, causing me and Tanya to chuckle.

“I’d say the pain meds are kicking in,” Tanya laughed.

I nodded my head. “Alright, let’s get him down to x-ray and get these scans done while he feels good.”

Zale grinned and nodded her head. Zale and Pascal started to push Roan out of the room and towards the radiology.
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Vaughn

“You and Decker gonna join us, Vaughn, to welcome little Sawyer?” Jai asked as we stood in the garden. Decker was busy playing with the other kids; I hardly saw the kid much until it was bedtime. It was still sometimes hard to believe that I was a father. Sure, he wasn’t mine biologically, but I’d adopted him. He was the only one who could get physical affection out of me. Since the day we went to Siberia to rescue them, he’d been connected to my side. But with every day that passed, I saw a new side of Decker. He was becoming more alive and happier. He was like every other kid. And I couldn’t have been more thrilled.

I rubbed at the back of my neck and shook my head. “Na man, we’re not family.”

“Fuck man, neither am I, but I won’t miss out on a good feed from Abigail.”

I barked out a laugh. Jai only ever thought of two things, his dick and his stomach. I was sure of it. I inhaled deeply and nodded my head. I still was unsteady around Asher Rigby. I’d fucked up at his club when I hit Freya. I’d completely fucking lost it and regretted it immediately. But the damage was already done. It had been over two years, but it didn’t change that I was still embarrassed. The look on Asher’s face when he’d seen me for the first time after the event was terrifying. I honestly thought the bear shifter was going to tear me apart.

“Come on, Vaughn, the family, would love to see you,” Jai pleaded.

I raised my brow as I looked down at him. He wasn’t a short guy, but I was a troll; with that came height. I was almost seven feet. Built like a brick shithouse, Lynx would say. Tall and wide. Not fat, but full of muscle. It was the typical troll build. 

“Asher hates me; he will not be happy to see me.”

Jai frowned and cocked his head to the side. “Asher doesn’t hate you, man. What happened was long forgiven. It’s only you that is holding that hatred.”

I bit my bottom lip as I stared off over the vegetable garden. It was where I mostly liked to situate myself at the compound. If I wasn’t on security, I was in the garden or with the animals. It gave me a chance to think and be at peace. Since Jericho and his mate Flame moved here, I had someone to talk to. Anghus had recently introduced me to a girl named Emory, who was here to help. She was studying horticulture and biology and had helped a lot with the information I didn’t know. 

I sighed and turned my attention back to Jai. “Alright, I’ll come and join you guys in a minute. I just gotta get cleaned up.”

Jai grinned, and his whole face lit up like it always did when he smiled. That man did everything with his entire body. You could read every emotion on his face. Since he’d met Dylan and had Jason, he was different. He lived for his family. I was happy for him, but I couldn’t help wishing someone was there for me too.

It was easy to get down on myself. I didn’t have a family. Not a real one. I’d been accepted by the Devil’s Advocates, and they tried to make me part of the family. Still, I always felt like I was standing outside looking in. I watched Jai walk away and sweep Jason up into his arms with a cheer as his son came running towards him. Jai leaned over, pressed a kiss to Dylan’s lips, and slung his arm around his mate's shoulder as they walked towards the main house.
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