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Dedication
 
This book is dedicated to the heroic men and women who risk their lives everyday for their country. Soldiers, firefighters, police officers, ambulance services – these people are everyday heroes. They do not receive enough recognition for their actions. I value them greatly and wish to thank them for everything they do.
 
 
Chapter One
 
Blake
 
The hardest thing about the army is leaving it. Correction: deserting it. They tell you how to kill a man. They teach you how to blow stuff up. They make you kidnap and torture – although the correct word is ‘interrogate’. But what they don’t teach you is how to live with yourself when it’s all over. They don’t tell you how to handle the guilt.
Many red-blooded Americans may struggle to understand what I have to be guilty about. The media has forced this nation to see things in black and white. That man is our enemy. He has dark skin, a beard, and a different religion to me. He is a terrorist. Well, that’s just not so.
You can’t convince me that an entire nation of people are my enemy when I have to kill a man in front of his children. You can’t tell me that they are my enemy when I am killing in their country. Do you want to know how many innocent men I have had to subject to torture under the premise of ‘information gathering’? I don’t want to say.
That’s why I left Afghanistan. I won’t go into the details of how I deserted my comrades and left the country just yet. For now, I’ll just say that my method of leaving was as illegal as the war itself and it was the longest journey I have ever taken. And the nightmare is just beginning.
I didn’t get one night of sleep in that dreadful desert but back in New York the nights are even longer. I walk the streets at night and nothing scares me. My neighborhood is one of the worst around. I couldn’t go back to my real home. Not with everyone looking for me and my name in all the papers. But nothing scares me in the ghetto. I wander around at three in the morning and people leave me alone. I guess they can tell I’m not one to fuck with.
Although there is something that scares me and it’s not what you would suspect. Whenever I walk past a school at recess, I can’t help but shudder and feel a cold sweat take over my skin. Those screams of laughter. Innocent children playing. I remember the time when a blast came out of nowhere. Screams of laughter turned to screams of fear. And then the gunmen were upon them. I saved a few but it wasn’t good enough.
Now I spend my days trying to forget and stay hidden. I pound the bag and wrestle on the mat in a shitty little gym in the hood. I help train kids who managed to escape the gangs. It’s rewarding work and it keeps me occupied. It also helps to vent my frustration and aggression. Trust me, I have a lot of anger to get rid of.
The gym belongs to a couple of ex-conmen who call themselves the Wolf Brothers. I don’t know if they’re actually brothers but they sure don’t look like each other. They cast an intimidating figure, standing at over six feet and six inches tall, muscular, covered in scars, and covered in prison tattoos. It screens out the pussies from joining the gym.
As you can imagine, with two people like the Wolf Brothers running the show, the gym is filled with many characters you would not want to fuck with. The kids who train there may have escaped the gangs but they are still thugs. They are all products of a broken home with violent and drug-filled pasts. They would not think twice about cutting your throat if you so much as looked at them. But when you get to know them, like I have, you realize that they’re not bad kids. Society just gave up on them.
It has been almost a year since I deserted the army and about eight months since I first started teaching kids the correct way to beat people up. My days look identical to one another. When you have insomnia as bad as I do, the days blend together seamlessly. Day in, day out, this is what I see: tough kids training to hit harder, grapple better, and lift weights. The gym is a hive of dirty cussing and grunting. There is solidarity and team spirit in the air. These kids are family to one another. But when they step outside it’s gone. You step out onto the streets and you’re back in the wild. I no longer bat an eyelid when I see drugs passing hands on the corner or prostitutes searching for marks or pimps beating on some guy. Gunshots fill the air at night. Just like in Afghanistan.
I live in a man’s world. It’s full of tough guys and dogs. It’s no place for a woman. That’s why when Emily entered the gym, everybody took notice. She was this shy, incredibly delicate, little flower. She was clearly fragile and close to breaking. I looked up from holding the punch bag when she entered and started talking to one of the Wolf Brothers in the front. She was trembling like a cornered animal. In a gym full of sweaty, badly dressed hood rats, Emily stood out because she spoke with a posh voice and was wearing a suit.
“Hello,” she squeaked. “I saw in the window you do martial arts classes?”
“You wanna join?” The Wolf Brother cocked his eyebrow.
“Maybe,” she said. “What do the classes entail?”
“Lady, I don’t know what that word means.”
“Oh, oh,” she looked around nervously. “It means…”.
“You’re not welcome here!”
One of the boys, who had finished sparring in the ring, shouted across the gym. Emily jumped and I swear she gave herself whiplash when she turned to the boy shouting at her. Her face colored a deep red and her hands trembled like crazy. Another guy, heavily muscled and tattooed, yelled at her too.
“No bitches!” He yelled. “You wanna get raped?”
Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped open. I could actually see her lips trembling from where I was standing. She raised her hand to her mouth and looked back at the Wolf Brother who just shrugged. Her eyes filled with tears. She didn’t know what to do. I felt a surge of sympathy in my gut. These guys were basically heckling at a baby or a little puppy.
“Look at that shitty suit!” Another heckled.
“I bet she’s got a good body though,” another chimed in. “Nice tits!”
She grew even redder and burst into tears. She blubbered like a little baby in front of all the dirty-talking scoundrels. I walked towards her to offer some comfort but I wasn’t fast enough. She ran out of the gym like her life depended on it. I smacked one of the guys who had shouted at her around the head.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I growled. “That’s how you talk to a lady?”
I walked towards the door and went out onto the street, still reeling with anger from the guys’ outbursts. I looked around but she was gone. I heard the quick clicking of high heels on pavement around the corner. I hoped that she slowed down and composed herself. She was making herself an easy target. I went back into the gym and punched a boxing bag with full force, cracking the skin between my knuckles. Blood trickled out of my hand. I spat on the floor and went to collect my stuff from the locker room. I was clocking off early.
 
 
Chapter Two
 
Emily
 
The day was over. I was relieved and scared at the same time. I was fresh out of law school and had already been recruited by a top law firm. I was assigned a place shadowing one of the lawyers there. My dream of becoming a top lawyer was well on its way. The only problem was that the lawyer I was shadowing was working a case in the worst part of town. He didn’t give one shit about me and didn’t even have the courtesy to walk me through the rough neighborhood. I stepped out of the courtroom and breathed a deep breath. It was getting dark. I didn’t want to be hanging around this area much longer.
The neighborhood gave me the creeps. I had to walk past rows and rows of dilapidated buildings and houses with barred-up windows. The place was basically a ghost town with burned out cars and a few huddles of gangs here and there. They mostly stuck to their own business and left me alone but this night was different.
“Would you look at that?”
I walked past a small gang. There were three guys sitting on a porch, smoking something that smelled funny. Three is big enough number to be intimidating to a small woman like me. Heck, just walking past one guy in these streets is enough to scare me silly. These three guys were big and ugly and I knew from the tone in their voice that they were looking for trouble. It was just my luck that right then it seemed as if I had a sign over my head that said ‘trouble’.
“Whoo, baby,” another yelled. “Walk that fine ass over here.”
I crossed my arms, holding on tight to the fabric of my suit, and kept my head down. I picked up the pace and kept walking. I didn’t know what to do in this situation. No one had ever given me any adequate advise. Everyone tells you to just ignore men who catcall and keep walking. But what are you supposed to do when that pisses them off?
“Hey! This whore deaf? Yo, bitch! Don’t you dare ignore me!”
My teeth chattered from fright. I wanted to cry. Just leave me alone, I thought. Please, God, get them to stop. I could sense they were walking slowly at a little distance behind me. My heart was pounding like crazy. I wondered if the fight or flight response would give me enough adrenaline to outrun them. I looked into a car window and saw their reflection behind me. They were a lot closer than I thought. I could hear them sniggering and whispering stuff to each other.
“Last chance to show some respect, bitch.”
I bit my lip and tried my best to stifle a sob. A tear broke free and ran down my cheek, taking my mascara in an inky line with it. I hated that word. Bitch. My dad used to call me that word when I was a kid. He used to say that I was a bitch just like my mother. Hearing this scumbag behind me using that word so freely filled me with anger. What have I done to him? I don’t deserve this. I took a deep breath and decided that I had to run right then while I still had the chance. I just had to outrun them to the convenience store around the corner where there would be more people.
“No you fucking don’t!”
I pumped my legs as hard as I could. My ankles strained from the pressure of running in high heels. Adrenaline coursed through my body like a narcotic. I had never ran so fast in my life. Lactic acid built up in my calves and thighs almost immediately. It had been years since my gym membership expired. I was not used to exercising. I heard the men screaming behind me but I didn’t know how close they were. I could hear them laughing as they chased after me. Why the hell are they enjoying this?
“You’re gonna fucking regret this, bitch.”
The voice was loud in my ear. They must be close. Just a little further, I told myself. Almost there. Just keep going. I let out a cry as pain shot through my ankle. I landed on it in a weird way. I could tell that it would hurt like crazy if I didn’t have so much adrenaline going through my system. I kept pumping my legs. I put one foot in front of the other, convinced that I would make it to freedom. But then I tripped. My foot came out of my high heel and I fell. I flew forward and skidded across the dirty pavement, scraping the skin off the palms of my hands. Then I felt several gruff hands yank me to my feet.
“We got you now, cunt,” one said. “We fucking got you.”
I howled at the top of my lungs but one of them immediately clamped his hand over my mouth. His hand smelled weird. It was like cigarettes and something else I didn’t recognize. There was alcohol on each man’s breath. Cheap beer. I tried to kick and free myself from their grip but it was no use. Each man was at least 200 pounds. I was half that weight. My bones were thin and frail. I feared that my wrists would snap if I pulled against their grip.
“Daddy ain’t coming to save you,” one snarled. “Rich bitch.”
I screamed into the guy’s hand but it was completely muffled. Nobody was going to come to my help even if I could scream. Night was falling and the neighborhood was not a good place to be. They pulled me down an alleyway, away from the few street lamps that still lit the street. Their faces were almost completely shrouded by shadows. One of the gang members grabbed hold of two big dumpsters and blocked any exit from where we came in. It was a one way alley with a chain-link fence on the other side. I was completely boxed in and trapped.
“I’m gonna take my hand off you now,” one gangster said. “But don’t do anything stupid.”
He pulled a knife out of his pocket and with a menacing flick, unleashed its blade. This can’t be happening, I thought. He took his hand off of me but the three men kept me locked in their grips. I tried desperately to look into their faces so that I could plead for them to stop but I couldn’t see anything. Their faces were just vague shadowy outlines. Still gripping me, they pushed me to my knees. The guy with the knife held the blade against my throat.
“Please!” I begged. “What do you want?”
“Oh, now she’s talking to me,” he laughed. “What do you have? What’s on the menu?”
“W-what?” I stammered. “Excuse me?”
“You got a problem, bitch?” The guy pushed his forehead against mine.
“N-no! Sorry! Please! I don’t understand!”
“Am I not speaking English? I’ll make this easy for you, whore. Suck my fucking dick.”
Their grip was hurting my arm. Each man was squeezing me so hard that the blood supply was cut off. The guy with the knife pulled down the zipper on his jeans. He fumbled around for a moment. Although it was dark, I could tell that his cock was out. It was close to my face. I instinctively jerked my head away but he threaded his fingers into my hair and gripped hard, hurting me.
“Suck it or die.”
I had no choice. I had to take this scumbag’s dick in my mouth or get a blade in my throat. At that moment, I had never been more filled with anger before in my life. I felt manically homicidal. I held out for as long as I could. I prayed. But finally I had to resign myself to my feat.
“What the fuck?!”
Just as I was about to put his disgusting dick in my mouth, my attackers released their grips. The one with the knife, and his dick out, went flying backwards. I struggled to see what was happening in the dark. Another guy had joined the party. He had his hands around the attacker’s neck and threw him against the opposite brick wall. The attacker hit the bricks with a painful thud. It sounded like he had shattered some bones.
“Help!” He screamed. “Fuck!”
It happened so fast. The new guy unleashed a flurry of punches straight into the attacker’s face. I don’t know how many times he hit him but it was a lot. With every punch, the attacker’s head slammed into the brick wall. He was unconscious before he hit the ground. A second later, the new guy turned his attention to the other two. They had both produced knives.
“You fucked up,” one of the attackers growled. “You’re dead.”
He lurched towards the new guy, pushing the knife towards his stomach. The new guy side-stepped the attack and, in the same movement, grabbed and twisted the assailer’s wrist, creating a disgusting cracking sound. The knife dropped out of his hand and the new guy brought his elbow down hard on the back on his head. He dropped to the ground.
“Hey, we’re cool,” the last guy standing said. “I’m done¸ okay?”
He backed up towards the dumpsters, still with the knife in his hand. The new guy let out a loud growl that sent shivers over my skin. It was a battle cry. He ran towards the attacker, narrowly dodging a swipe from the knife, and threw an almighty right hook into the guy’s face. The guy went flying backwards, hit the dumpsters, and landed on the floor in a heap. He was out cold. I was trembling on the floor, hugging my knees, with tears streaming down my face. Three men lay concussed, or maybe even dead, around me. I had narrowly avoided getting raped. Who was this hero?
“Are you okay?” He asked in a raspy voice.
I nodded. I couldn’t get any words out. I couldn’t stand. My legs were no longer working. The guy stood over me and pulled me to my feet. His hand was strong and firm and wasn’t shaking one bit. Unlike mine. He took his leather jacket off and wrapped it around me. Then he put an arm around my shoulders and walked me out of the alley, pushing the dumpsters aside. We walked into the street and stood near a streetlight where I could see the details of his face better.
“What’s your name?” He asked.
His face was hardened but kind. He was incredibly masculine looking with a thick square jaw, covered with dark stubble, hard brown eyes and a solid nose. He was also incredibly muscular. His arms strained at the sleeves of his t-shirt. Most of the skin on his arms was taken up by a large array of tattoos.
“Emily,” I said, still shaking. “What’s your name?”
“Blake.”
He pulled me in close to him and hugged me. I pushed my face against his chest, inhaled his manly scent, and gushed like a baby. I bawled my eyes out and soaked his t-shirt. He gripped my arms tight and pulled away, looking deep into my eyes. His eyes were filled with kindness, concern, and compassion. I stopped crying. His eyes flickered all over my face.
“You’re fine,” he said. “Everything’s okay now. You’re safe.”
“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you.”
I couldn't help it. I started crying again. Blake walked with me until we saw a taxi on the other side of the road. He hailed it. The taxi pulled over and Blake opened the door for me. He handed me a fistful of cash.
“Get home safe,” he said. “Please don’t walk through these streets alone again.”
 
 
Chapter Three
 
Blake
 
I was fuming at the guys for treating Emily that way. She had come into the gym to learn some self-defense after what had happened. Good for her! Most women would cower at home and live in fear. It took a lot of guts for her to walk through the door of the Wolf Brothers’ gym. For a little lady, she had a lot of bravery.
I tried to calm myself down. As I pounded the pavement towards my apartment, I felt a sneer creep up my face. Breathe. I took two deep breaths but it wasn’t enough. Those fucking animals. How dare they say those things. My mind was going crazy. My thoughts were swirling around with no direction. It was taking all my energy to stop my emotions from consuming me. I had to keep breathing otherwise I would have turned around and knocked the shit out of those guys. I reached my apartment and ascended the steps. Just as I turned the key in the lock, I heard a timid voice behind me.
“Blake?”
Emily was standing behind me in the street. She hadn’t bothered to wipe away the smudge of mascara from her tears but she still looked beautiful. She was the most petite and stunning thing I had ever seen. If you glanced at her quickly, she wouldn’t stand out much. She had mousy brown hair and dark brown eyes but her features were like intricately carved details on a beautiful sculpture. Her cheekbones were gorgeous and delicate. Her lips were full but pale and her eyebrows were bushy but well-mantained. She had this scared little girl look on her face that was terribly endearing. She clutched a briefcase with one hand and comforted herself by holding her arm across her chest.
“Yes?”
I straightened up, pocketed my keys, and made my way down the steps. When I knocked those guys out, my heartbeat barely accelerated. But standing in front of this gorgeous creature made me nervous. I realized that it had been a long time since I had spoken to a woman. It had been weeks. Maybe months. The rare exception was when the person at the grocery store checkout was a woman.
“I wanted to say thank you,” she breathed. “You saved me.”
“Don’t mention it,” I forced a smile. “Are you okay?”
My words were labored. In the gym all I had to do was grunt and cuss to communicate. Other than that, I had been alone with my thoughts for a long time. Speaking felt unnatural.
“I’m fine,” she said. “Still a little shook up though.”
“Understandable.”
We stood and stared at each other. She rocked a little on her heels and clutched her arm even tighter. She was nervous and could pick up on the fact that my communication skills were terrible. I nodded, unsure what else there was for me to say. What did she want?
“Hey,” I broke the silence awkwardly. “What are you doing?”
“What do you mean?”
“I told you not to walk through the streets alone.”
“I can’t really help it,” she said. “I work at the courthouse.”
“There’s no one you can walk with?”
“Nope,” she bit her lip. “Afraid not.”
Once again silence took over our conversation. I sighed and wished I knew how to talk to such a beautiful lady. She gave me a forced smile with her lips still quavering from fright. She looked around, saw that it was getting dark, and started to walk away.
“Anyway,” she said. “Once again, thank you. You have now idea how thankful I am.”
She started to walk down the street. Her high heels made these pathetic little clicking sounds and made me feel so sorry for her. She should really wear sneakers in these parts, I thought. It would make her less likely to be a victim again if she could actually run. Emily stopped walking and returned quickly to me. Averting her eyes, she pulled a business card out of her pocket and gave it to me.
“If there’s anything I can ever do for you,” she said. “To repay the favor, please don’t hesitate to ask. If you ever need legal representation, I will give it to you for free.”
“You’re a lawyer?”
“Almost.”
I nodded, looked at the card, and forced another smile. She nodded back and clip-clopped off in those sad heels. My heart beat like crazy and I took a deep breath.
“Wait,” I said. “Emily?”
She turned around and opened her big brown eyes even wider beneath a delicately furrowed brow. I just wanted to wrap her up in my arms and protect her.
“You wanna get a coffee or something?” I said. “I can give you some advice about what to do if someone tries to attack you again.”
“Yeah,” she smiled. “I’d like that.”
 
 
Chapter Four
 
Emily
 
I couldn’t figure this guy out. We had walked to the diner, sat down, and ordered, and the whole time he hadn’t said a word. Most people like to fill the void with small talk nonsense but he seemed absolutely incapable of it. It wasn’t as unnerving as silence could be. There was something comforting about it. The waitress came and plonked down a cup of black coffee for Blake and a hot chocolate for me. He nodded a thank you but didn’t look up. He was fidgeting with a napkin, tearing it up into little pieces.
“How can you drink coffee so late in the evening?” I asked.
“I don’t sleep much.” He shrugged.
He took a long sip of coffee. Blake looked out of the diner window, seemingly consumed with thought, absentmindedly stroking and pulling at the skin on his biceps. I looked him over without him noticing. He had a swirl of tribal tattoos and other intricate inkings running up his arms. Due to his v-neck t-shirt, I could see that he had other patterns inked into his skin on his neck and chest. He had a messy tangle of black hair that he kept sweeping off of his forehead. His face was dusted with stubble and he kept rubbing his thick jaw, creating a sound like sandpaper. He had thick, incredibly kissable-looking lips and a far-off gaze in his eyes. He was also very heavily set and boasted a lot of muscle. No wonder he had knocked those guys out so effortlessly. I looked down at his knuckles. They were a red mess. Most of the skin had been scraped off from the fight.
“How’s your hand?” I gestured down, breaking his thoughts.
“Hm?” He grunted. “Oh, fine. This is nothing.”
“Doesn’t look like nothing. Looks pretty painful.”
“Yeah, nah, it’s fine.”
“I can dress them up for you if you like. Don’t want them to get infected.”
“It’s alright,” he growled. “I’ll do it myself.”
Everything about his outward appearance was gruff and powerful. I had never seen a guy cut such a fine masculine figure. The way that he sat hunched over, with his brow wrinkled, reminded me more of an alpha gorilla than a man. But in his eyes there was a softness. There was something deep in his gaze that told me he was just a child. A child who had seen some awful things. He rubbed his forehead, took another swig of coffee, and cleared his throat with a sexy gravelly noise.
“Right,” he said. “Fight school. Lesson one: ditch the heels.”
“My job demands a professional appearance,” I said. “I have to wear these.”
“Not on these streets you don’t. When you finish in the courthouse, change into some sneakers. You ain’t smart walking through these streets in those heels.”
“You know, you’re right,” I said. “The other night, the heels made me trip and that’s when the guys got me.”
“You see?” He cocked an eyebrow. “Lesson two: ignore any scumbag that tries to talk to you.”
“I did that the other night,” I said. “Those three guys were shouting stuff at me and I did ignore them but then they got angry and started following me.”
“Okay, that leads us to lesson three then. If someone tries to follow you, don’t keep ignoring them. It shows weakness and makes you look like you don’t know how to handle the situation.”
“Well, what do I do then?”
“You stop walking. Turn around. Look them in the fucking eyes. And scream,” he said. “You scream at the top of your fucking lungs. You’re a tiny girl but I bet you got a set of lungs on you. You scream ‘Fuck off!’ at the top of your lungs. Seriously, the louder the better.”
For once, Blake was making perfect eye contact with me. His gaze was so serious and smouldering. It was sexy. I found myself getting a little turned on. Blake remained perfectly still and looked me in the eyes so that I knew he was being deadly serious. He rubbed his sandpaper stubble and took another sip of coffee, breaking his gaze.
“Once you’re finished screaming,” he said. “Stay there and keep staring at them. You stare at them like you’re a crazy woman. They will fuck off. What you’ve done is alerted everyone in the vicinity that something is about to go down. Plus, you look unpredictable. You’re too much hassle if you do that. They will leave. If they don’t leave, scream again. Scream ‘Leave me alone’ and throw your hands up in the air like a crazy bitch. These guys are animals. You need to treat them like it.”
“What if they don’t leave me alone?”
“Your best option is to run,” he said. “You run like your life depended on it. You run like you’re trying to win gold at the Olympics. And while you’re running, you’re screaming. You see, you don’t know what these guys have got. But you gotta assume they’ve at least got a knife. And you always run from a knife.”
“You didn’t,” I said. “The guys you beat up all had knives.”
“If I had been on my own, I would have ran,” he said. “I know how to disarm a knife from someone but even I would not face a knife if there was any other option. Real life is not like the movies. Jason Bourne and James Bond don’t exist.”
“Well, you sure did look like James Bond the other night.”
“Those guys didn’t know what they were doing. And I’m trained.”
Blake didn’t blink. He didn’t crack a smile. He just looked deep into my eyes, piercing me to the core. My stomach was knotting up. I fidgeted with my suit blazer and averted my gaze from him. He was so raw and rugged but still managed to be a gentleman. This guy made me nervous. I wondered what his lips would feel like against mine.
“Now let’s talk about what you need to do if someone grabs you,” he said. “If it’s possible, have a set of keys ready. Car keys, house keys, whatever. Put the sharp bit through your fingers like this.”
He pulled out a set of keys and demonstrated how to do it. Blake’s fist was already a deadly weapon but he made it look even more frightening with a sharp key sticking out.
“You’re gonna wanna jab these keys into the attacker’s eyes,” he said. “If you don’t have keys, use your fingers.”
“Oh, God!” I said. “I could blind them!”
“That’s the point,” he nodded. “If someone corners you, put your hands up in front of your face as if you are saying ‘I don’t wanna fight’ but when they get close, hook your fingers, strike out, and poke their eyes.”
“Okay,” I said, feeling ill. “Poke eyes. Got it.”
“And don’t stop there. You want to be the one to hit first. Once you hit them, or poke their eyes, or whatever, keep hitting them. Aim your blows for the pressure spots.”
“What are the pressure shots?”
“Here’s one.”
He scrunched his hand up into a fist and demonstrated a slow-motion punch, pushing the side of my jaw. He was such a gorilla. His hands were big and meaty. I felt a pang of sympathy for him when he drew his hand away, giving me another glimpse of how badly cut they were.
“Jaw and chin are good,” he said. “Temple is good too. As for the body, the solar plexus will wind you. That’s this bit.”
He poked a soft spot just under his pecs but above his abdomen. It gave me another opportunity to check him out. I nodded to his words but my eyes were busy drinking in his gorgeous body. His pecs were bigger than my breasts. Luckily they weren’t the same shape. They looked firm and rectangular. His stomach looked yummy too. It was taut and I could see the outline of his abdominal muscles as he pushed his fingers against his t-shirt.
“And of course,” he said, bringing me back to reality. “Go for the balls.”
“The balls?”
“Yeah. A swift kick to the balls can knock most men unconscious with pain. Not just one kick though. Kick them as many times as you can while also punching their head. If they double over, bring your elbow down on the back of their head. Kick their face too.”
“Wow. This is really violent advice.”
I took a sip of hot chocolate, enjoying the effect its warmth had on my nerves. I wished I had met Blake before my attack. I would have enjoyed dishing out a good beating on those bastards.
“Remember this,” he said. “Your attackers don’t care about you. Don’t hold back. Use any and every advantage you can find. If there’s a brick or a pipe or something laying on the floor, use it.”
“Thank you for your help,” I said. “You’ve done so much for me.”
“Seriously, don’t mention it.”
“Like I said, you can have free legal representation whenever you want.”
“Lady, come on. Does it look like I need a lawyer?”
For once, Blake let a genuine smile creep up his face. Actually it was more like a smirk. It took up just one side of his mouth and, although it was genuine, it was still quite awkward. I got the feeling that Blake didn’t smile much. Maybe he had forgotten how to do it. It made my stomach wrench with sadness.
“I have one question.” I asked.
“Shoot.”
“This advice is all well and good but haven’t I gotta face the fact that I am a lot smaller than any would-be attacker? I mean, isn’t there a limited amount that a woman of my stature can do? The other night, they overpowered me so easily.”
“To an extent, that’s true,” Blake said. “But aside from gaining 200 pounds and injecting yourself with testosterone, there isn’t much you can do. But the one thing I would recommend is to get some training.”
“You mean like karate?”
“Nah, don’t bother with karate. It’s not the best.”
“What should I learn then?”
“Learn MMA. Learn some boxing and Brazilian Jiu Jitsu or Muay Thai. Throw in some Krav Maga for extra measure.”
“I don’t recognize half the words you just said.”
“Just get your ass in a gym and sign up for classes. They’ll teach you.”
I looked down at my half-drained hot chocolate and wondered whether I should tell him that I had just tried to join up to a gym. I felt embarrassed. I had run out and broke into tears because some punk kids yelled at me. I looked back up at Blake. His face was hard but his eyes were soft. I knew I could tell him.
“Actually I did try and sign up just over an hour ago.”
“Is that so?”
“Yeah, it was at some pokey little gym just around the corner. Looked seedy as hell. I didn’t sign up.”
“Well you should.”
“It’s just… When I went in there, a bunch of guys yelled stuff at me. One of them said he wanted to rape me. I kinda started crying and ran out.”
There was silence between us. Blake nodded his head even though I had finished speaking. He wasn’t looking at me. He just massaged his trap muscles and got that far-off look in his eye again. He looked pissed off.
“Come on.” He said.
He pulled some dollar bills out of his pocket and slammed them down on the table. Then he stood up and walked towards the door, gesturing for me to follow him. It was so odd. What the hell was he going to do?
 
 
Chapter Five
 
Blake
 
I didn’t want to tell Emily that I had seen what happened in the gym. I may have lost touch with the fairer sex but I assumed that women, like men, still had pride and hated to show weakness. I guessed that a woman like Emily who, though still feminine, was dressed up in a fancy suit probably didn’t enjoy indulging in her weakness any more than my boys in Afghanistan. Although she had told me what happened, I didn’t need to embarrass her by revealing I had witnessed it.
I pounded the pavement towards the gym. I was so wrapped up in my thoughts, and bubbling with aggression that needed releasing, that I didn’t realize I was walking some distance ahead of Emily. I looked back over my shoulder and saw her huffing and puffing trying to keep up on those unsteady heels of hers. I stopped and smiled. Well, I guess you could call what my mouth was doing a smile. Truth be told, I didn’t think I would ever enjoy a genuine smile ever again.
“Sorry,” she said. “I’m not that fast.”
“Sneakers.” I grunted.
I put my arm out and wrapped it around her shoulders lightly and we walked together. I regretted my decision to touch her. I had forgotten how to touch another person. Sure, I could throw a guy onto a mat or lock someone’s arm until they submitted but intimacy was a skill left in another lifetime. I pulled my arm away from her. It was awkward.
“Where are we going?” She asked.
She was looking up at me like a child might look up to a teacher she trusted. I had seen that look before. I had seen it in the faces of my men. I had seen it in the faces of children as I pulled them out of a bombed building. I could never give another person that look. Even when I felt just like they did.
“You tried to sign up at the Wolf Brothers’ gym right?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” she said. “I think so. Maybe.”
“This one here?”
We had arrived at the sweaty little gym. It was cramped between two shuttered-up shops. Emily stopped in her tracks and looked at the store. She was a small lady. Maybe a bit over five feet. I felt anger rise inside me when I thought about how the dogs inside the gym had treated her that evening.
“Yeah, this is it,” she said. “You’re not going to make me go in, are you?”
“It’s okay.” I nodded.
She hesitated but came forward nonetheless. She trusted me. I have that effect on people I guess. We approached the counter where a different Wolf Brother, Terrell, was standing. He had his arms crossed and looked bored as shit. I looked around the gym and could see that pretty much all of the guys who had yelled stuff were still training. I approached the counter. I turned to Emily over my shoulder.
“How long are you working at the courthouse?” I asked.
“A month.” She croaked.
I turned back to the counter where Terrell was raising an eyebrow with mild interest. Most of the guys in the gym had already noticed my presence and had started to watch.
“Emily is gonna start training here,” I said. “She will take some MMA classes with me.”
“Okay, man,” he said. “We never had a woman train here before though.”
“So what?” I said. “If any of these guys gives her a hard time because she’s a woman, there will be blood on your gym’s floor.”
Terrell shrugged. I looked around the gym to see that practically all of the guys had stopped what they were doing. They had stopped jumping rope, punching bags, and grappling to gawk at me and Emily. The anger rose again as I thought about knocking every single punk out, broken home or no broken home. I don’t give a fuck. I widened my eyes and spread my arms as if to say ‘what are you looking at?’ and they soon went back to their business. Not one of them said a word to Emily.
“Come on.” I said.
We walked out of the gym into the chill New York air. We proceeded towards the bus station and I waited with her for the bus to arrive.
“Thank you again,” she said. “When should I start?”
“Tomorrow,” I said. “Drop by once your finished at the courthouse. Bring sneakers and comfortable clothes. I’m gonna teach you a few things.”
The bus came. Emily smiled and reached out to squeeze my hand. I felt my stomach churn. It was awkward being touched but I liked it when she did it. Her hands were so warm and her smile was radiant. I nodded and watched her leave on the bus. The bus departed, leaving me in the empty street as darkness fell. That’s when I heard it.
“That’s him.” A voice behind me said.
I had a bad feeling about what was behind me. I turned around to see the three guys I had beaten up the other night. Their faces were battered and bruised. They were not alone. Another four guys were standing with them. Each man had a bat or a piece of lead pipe in their hands. One of them, the guy who had pulled his dick out the other night, lifted his shirt to reveal a pistol tucked into his waistband. A chill ran through me.
“That’s him alright,” one confirmed. “I’m looking forward to this.”
 
 
Chapter Six
 
Emily
 
I hit the pillow with a smile on my face. What with the criminals I saw walking in and out of the courthouse, the lawyers included, and my attack the other night, and the way the guys at the gym had yelled at me, I was beginning to think there were no good men left in this world.
But then I had met Blake. He was a real life superhero. I had to work out what his story was. He came out of nowhere and saved me from being raped. He had knocked out three armed men. Blake had said that he was trained but I didn’t know what that meant. Was he a bouncer? A bodyguard? A soldier?
One thing was for sure, he was so damn dreamy. Okay, so he was a little rough around the edges, what with the tattoos and the muscles and the blunt way he talked, but he was a gentleman through and through. Blake was a dying breed. Even if he hadn’t saved me, I felt like I could have trusted him with anything anyway.
I felt warm inside knowing that tomorrow evening I would have him training me. Would he have to touch me? He seemed awkward about doing that but I still hoped that he would. I had seen some of the guys in the gym grappling on the floor with each other. Would we have to do that? Just the thought of having that heavy sexy man on top of me made me stir between the legs.
He probably has no interest in me, I thought. That’s why he is so awkward about touching and eye contact. Maybe he has a girlfriend or a fiancée or a wife. Maybe she’s jealous and controlling and that’s why he’s distant around me. Or maybe he’s gay. No, he couldn’t be gay. My gaydar was pretty good. I’d had a lot of gay friends growing up and Blake was nothing like them. It was no use speculating though. He definitely seemed to be off the market.
A girl can dream though, I thought, slipping my hand under my pyjama bottoms and reaching for my pussy. It was already slick with come. Truth be told, I had been a little frustrated all day. I imagined I felt like Gwen Stacey if she had been allowed to have coffee with Spiderman after he rescued her. Not that you could compare Blake to Spiderman.
My clit was slippery. I ran my fingers delicately over it in little circles. Then I thought about what it would feel like if it was Blake’s hand on my pussy and not mine. That made me increase the pressure. I pressed down firmly and picked up the pace, increasing my sticky arousal. He would definitely be rough about things. He definitely wasn’t a gentleman in the sack. I bet he was a wild animal.
I grew more and more excited thinking about how he was going to pin me down in the gym. They say you can tell if a guy is any good in bed by how he dances. I’m sure it’s the same with fighting and grappling. Running my fingers in faster circles, I reached my hand up to my breasts and squeezed them hard, imagining that it was Blake gripping them as he entered me.
I kept rubbing myself and my legs tensed up. I was approaching orgasm. It was going to be so delicious as I imagined Blake thrusting deep inside me. But then my eyes filled with the shadowy figures of the three men who had assaulted me. My mind was consumed with them. It felt as if I was back in that alley, down on my knees again. I pulled my hand off of myself and opened my eyes wide. Damn it, I thought.
I suddenly became frightened that I was in my flat all alone. Living by myself was not a new thing for me but I felt vulnerable, which had never been the case before the attack. I got up and switched the lights on. That made me feel slightly better. Molly, my black tabby cat, strolled by and nuzzled against my leg. Thank God for her, I thought. I didn’t feel so alone. I picked her up and cuddled her close, walking to the kitchen to make myself a drink.
I dumped a bunch of green tea leaves through a strainer and poured some boiling water over them. It was my new thing. With the stress of law school and the hours the firm expected me to keep, I needed something to calm my nerves. Green tea tasted like swamp water but it did the job. I sat down at the kitchen table and pulled a copy of the previous day’s newspaper towards me. I took a deep relaxing sip of tea and flicked through the pages.
An article caught my eye in the middle of the paper. It caught my eye because it had a picture of a man who looked remarkably like Blake. Well, it looked like a bald version of Blake. It couldn’t be him, could it? The guy in the photo was wearing soldier uniform. The photo looked like a mug shot or passport photo. I inspected the photo closely. It was a remarkable likeness but surely it wasn’t him. Underneath the photo, the tag line said: ‘Matthew Harvey: The Missing Hero’. The title of the article was: ‘Another Accolade for AWOL Hero’.
 
‘Yet another member of the US Armed Forces has come forward to tell of Afghanistan hero, Matthew Harvey’s heroic exploits. The soldier, who wishes to remain anonymous, has provided a video that depicts an extraordinary feat by the, currently still missing, American hero. It is shaky footage but we can see clearly enough from these stills that Matthew Harvey saved 20 Afghan children from a burning building. The school was the target of a suicide bomb in an extremely volatile district of Southern Afghanistan last year. Matthew Harvey entered the building, despite gunmen opening fire on the soldiers, and pulled the children from the chaos.’
 
The article didn’t do much to alleviate my tension. It was impressive to read about this hero but it just made me even more convinced that the world was a violent and terrible place. I took a long sip of tea and closed the newspaper.
I stroked Molly, who was purring in contentment on my lap, and began to think about Blake again. My curiosity about that man was unsurpassed by any other person I had ever met. I couldn’t wait to learn more about him.
The next morning, I got dressed as usual and put on my suit for the courthouse. But I did something different. I grabbed a small sports bag and stuffed my high heels in there, a pair of tracksuit pants, a t-shirt, and a sweater. I threw some comfortable sneakers on my feet and began the commute to work.
The ghetto didn’t look so bad in the early morning. You could almost forget that it was a ghetto. Aside from the windows with bars on them, graffiti, and rows of closed down stores, the place looked quite normal. There were a few bums and a few people wandering aimlessly but there were also quite a few people going about their business and heading to work. I didn’t feel so vulnerable in the morning. Also it helped that I had donned a pair of comfortable sneakers. They definitely gave me the freedom and confidence to know that I could run fast if I needed to.
I climbed the steps to the courthouse, moving past criminals in ill-fitted suits and lawyers, not that there was usually much difference between the two. A couple of policemen were standing around, chatting with coffee cups and morning bagels in their hands. They said hello to me. I was starting to see some familiar faces and get to know the people of the courthouse.
I waited in the lobby for Daniel Sanders, the dickhead lawyer I was shadowing. He walked passed me in a hurry without even looking at me. He just clicked his fingers and motioned for me to follow. I hated that guy. He thought he was a bigwig but he was just an ambulance chaser.
The day went by just as it normally does. I drank too much coffee, tried to stay awake, made some notes, and watched as the revolving door of the courthouse churned out scumbag after scumbag to receive their sentence. The day ended early at five o’clock because Sanders’s client received his verdict. He was found guilty and convicted of Assault with a Deadly Weapon. Sanders managed to get his client a reduced sentence. The guy was only going to spend two years in the slammer.
I went into the women’s toilets and changed out of my suit and into my comfortable clothes. Heading out onto the street in those clothes made me feel a lot safer. I felt like I was less of a rich-girl-looking target. I still got some stares and cat calls but nothing more aggressive than you would get anywhere.
I stood outside the Wolf Brothers’ MMA gym and took a deep breath. It’s okay, I told myself. Blake will be in there. I walked in and went to the desk where the guy from the day before was drinking a protein shake and watching an MMA fight on a small TV. I approached the desk and drummed my fingers nervously on the counter. I craned my neck around and did a quick scan of the gym. It was bustling, full of young guys lifting weights and sparring, but I didn’t see Blake anywhere.
“Excuse me,” I said. “Where is Blake?”
“Blake didn’t come in today.”
“He didn’t? Why?”
“I dunno.”
I wasn’t sure what to do. I was in the heart of a sweaty lions’ den, surrounded by a pack of animals, and my savior was not there. I could just walk out. He could have just forgotten and will come in the next day. He couldn't have forgotten, I thought. Maybe something bad happened. I started walking towards the door but the guy behind the counter called out.
“Don’t you wanna train?” He asked.
“But Blake’s not here.”
“It’s okay,” he said. “There are other trainers. You’re a beginner, right?”
I nodded. It looked like I was going to have to train without my hunky hero. I felt my stomach sink.
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
Blake
 
Fuck.
I winced and tried to open my eyes. They were sore and felt bruised. Everything felt sore. My head was pounding. It hurt when I breathed. It felt like shards of glass were in my lungs every time I inhaled. My ribs felt like a punching bag. My jaw was heavy and ached like hell.
Where the fuck am I?
Blue walls. Beeping monitors. I’m in a hard bed. Tubes were going into my hand, arm, and a few other places. I was in hospital. There was nobody in the room. Just me. I growled hard as I tried to crane my neck to look out the door. Just as I did so, I caught the eye of a nurse scurrying by. She did a double take and rushed into the room. She plastered a smile on her face and hit a button on her walkie-talkie.
“Mr Harvey is awake,” she said. “Hello, Matthew!”
I groaned. She approached the bed and put her arm on mine. With the pounding in my head, like a bongo drum, I couldn’t keep focus on her face. I could tell she was young and inexperienced though.
“How are you feeling?”
My mouth was dry. I tried to move my mouth in order to say something but my jaw hurt too much and nothing but a raspy croak came out.
“It’s okay,” she said. “Don’t try to speak if it’s too difficult. Your doctor will be here in a moment to explain everything that happened.”
Sure enough, an older and more experienced looking doctor entered the room. He patted the nurse on the back and approached the bed. He put his face close to mine and examined me with a look of relief on his face.
“Mr Harvey,” he said. “I’m Dr Harris. Allow me to explain what happened.”
I tried desperately to remember myself before the doctor began explaining. A few images shot through my head but they were kind of hazy. I remembered taking Emily to the bus stop. I remembered turning around and seeing seven guys with bats and pipes. They wanted to hurt me.
What else? I remembered turning and running as fast as I could. I ran down the middle of the street and managed to gain some distance from the gang. I also remembered being struck in the back of the head. One of the gang members had launched a baseball bat and it had hit me. I crashed to the ground. I had got up almost immediately and tried to start running again. But they had been upon me and unleashed a barrage of kicks and strikes. I was sure I had knocked one of them out in the fray but I don’t remember anything after that. It all turned to black.
“You were the victim of a gang beating,” he said. “Luckily the beating took place around the corner from a police station. A group of officers saw the attack commence and managed to halt it soon after it began. You have taken quite a beating but there will be no permanent damage. You suffered a concussion and have been unresponsive for one day. Do you remember any of this?”
I took a deep breath and tried to respond but it still felt like my lungs were filled with shattered glass. I decided that I wouldn’t respond. Instead I just shook my head. I noticed that the young nurse was looking at me strangely. She had this little smile on her face and seemed to be stuck in a daydream.
“I’m sorry to cut in,” she said. “But I just want to say that I have read all about you in the papers and I think you’re such a hero. You should be really proud.”
“Okay nurse,” the doctor said. “That’s another thing, Mr Harvey. Your appearance here has caused quite a stir. We have some officers here who will explain some things to you shortly, once your condition improves. You will also need legal representation. But we will discuss that later. For now, you need to rest.”
Oh, fuck, I thought. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
The doctor and the nurse left the room. I saw them stand outside the door and talk to two police officers. One of the officers looked in the room at me and nodded as the doctor spoke to him.
It looks like I will be needing legal representation after all.
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
Emily
 
A few days passed. I went to the gym at the end of each day. But Blake was not there. I felt almost heartbroken. I had so looked forward to seeing the hunky tattooed hero again. Did he just change his mind? I never could take rejection well but this especially hurt.
I had been assigned an instructor who was teaching me strikes. He was shocked that I knew literally nothing. We had to start from the very beginning. When he first asked me to make a fist he just shook his head and muttered something under his breath. Apparently you’re not supposed to tuck your thumb inside your fist when you want to throw a punch.
My trainer split his attention between me and five guys who were all much more advanced than me. It seemed as though the trainer was definitely giving his time to the others and seemed to have a lot of disdain for me. He would teach me a punch and then tell me to practice on my own for five, ten, sometimes fifteen minutes, while he went away and concentrated on helping the other guys. I didn’t care though. I just needed the instructions and then I was content practicing on my own. I didn’t need some hood rat breathing down my neck in disappointment while I struck a boxing bag.
After we nailed the basic strikes and punches, the trainer went on to explain what Krav Maga was. He said that we need to focus on some basic stuff that will also be the most helpful in a dangerous situation. He explained that Krav Maga was the Israeli martial art and would help me to defend myself against ‘big bad motherfuckers’ as he put it. He also called Krav Maga the ‘dirty fighter’s choice’ and said that it was essential for women to know.
I was practicing open-palmed strikes against a punching bag when I heard a commotion near the front of the gym. A few men had begun to saunter away from their training. I looked over and there was Blake. Jesus Christ, I thought. He looks like shit. My heart hammered furiously against my chest. I couldn’t believe what I saw.
Blake limped into the reception area. He was battered and bruised. It looked like he had been jumped. His gorgeous face was covered in purple bumps. One of his eyes especially had swollen quite aggressively. There were cuts on his lips, the bridge of his nose, and around his eyes. I didn’t know what to do. I barely knew this man and yet I felt the urge to run over and throw my arms around him. I wanted to hold his face and inspect his wounds. I wanted to patch him up. But instead, I stood next to the punching bag, letting the shock wash over me, as I watched the young men in the gym go over to him.
“Yo, Blake, man,” the owner said. “What the fuck happened to you?”
The men in the gym may have treated me badly but it touched my heart to see how they treated Blake. I could see that he was like a father to those men. He was the daddy lion. Even to the big bad Wolf Brothers who, despite Blake’s tall size, towered over him, Blake was a leader. Blake smiled grimly as the young men clustered around him, raised their eyebrows, and put their hands on him.
“Badminton accident.” He growled.
Was that supposed to be a joke? A few of the guys sniggered but a few of them remained silent. I couldn’t imagine that some of them knew what badminton even was. Blake lurched forwards and rested his arm on the counter. It was clear that his right leg had received a serious injury.
“Just kidding,” he croaked. “I got jumped.”
There was uproar amongst the young men. Now every guy in the gym had stopped what they were doing and gathered around him. The air was filled with shouts and curses. Guys looked at each other in shock, shaking their heads. Some guys pounded a fist into their palms.
“Who were they?” The owner asked, placing a hand on Blake’s shoulder.
“Some gang,” Blake said. “I don’t know who they are.”
“We’re gonna find them,” one young man said. “And we’re gonna fucking kill them.”
An angry cheer went up. Every man in the gym was resolute. Blood had to be spilled for the crime of assaulting their leader. Timidly, with my heart in my throat, I padded across the gym towards Blake. I stood behind the crowd of guys. Blake noticed me and lifted his eyes in greeting. The guys huddled around moved and made way for me to come through.
“You definitely look like you need legal representation now.” I said.
“As a matter of fact,” he said. “I do. But not because of this.”
“Then for what?”
“We’ll talk,” he said. “But somewhere private.”
I nodded and moved away, allowing the brewing mob to get itself worked up. Blake moved himself over to a couch, wincing through the pain. He was clutching his ribs. I could almost feel that my own ribs were bruised just by looking at him. He was still gorgeous but it made my heart heave to think that someone would want to hurt Blake that badly.
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
Blake
 
The days passed slowly in hospital. I had recovered quickly but I needed to mask that fact. The police officers were passing my room like vultures. They just couldn’t wait for me to perk up so that they could slap some cuffs on me and cart me off to a hearing.
So, I kept my eyes shut. I didn’t open them fully until it was midnight and I could breathe without pain. I slipped on a pair of pants and my jacket. I peered out of my room and saw just one officer sitting next to a vending machine. He had his cap pulled low over his face and he was snoring like a bear in hibernation. I had to take my chance.
I opened the door gently and padded out into the corridor. I passed the officer swiftly and jogged down the stairs. I had learned some subtle body language tricks to avoid attracting attention from the army. One trick was to keep your body and head rigid whilst moving swiftly. Done correctly, you could walk past almost anyone without arousing suspicion.
I made my way past the prattling nurses at reception and burst out into the piercing New York air. It was icy and bracing. The cold air reminded me that I was alive. I had taken a beaten and would have been left for dead but I had survived. Nothing could kill me.
As I made my escape, thoughts of my desertion ran through my mind. I had gone a week without more than an hour or two of sleep each night. I hadn’t showered and I was starving. I had come close to being caught a couple of times as I managed to get myself smuggled over the border into Pakistan.
I jogged a small distance away from the hospital and came to a standstill when I saw a taxi. I reached into my pocket to confirm that my attackers hadn’t had enough time to rob me and I hailed the cab. In ten minutes I was back in my crummy neighborhood and opening the door to my apartment. I went to my bedroom and collapsed onto my bed, groaning in pain. My ribs were bruised like hell.
My first instinct was to grab a bag, stuff it with clothes and essentials, and flee again. There was no way I was going to prison. I left the army because it became a prison. Worse than that, it became a hell. The things I saw and the things we had to do had turned my mind into a torture room. I had no freedom out there. I’d be damned if I was going to lose my freedom again.
I quickly subdued the impulse to flee. I couldn’t keep running. Constantly needing to escape and stay hidden was its own kind of prison. I was constantly in the paper. Staying anonymous would prove to be more and more difficult as time went on. I needed to face up to the consequences. I needed to fight. I needed Emily.
I went to my dresser and picked up the card she had given me. I grabbed the phone and began dialing but couldn’t finish typing in the string of numbers. It was late. I couldn’t call her. I didn’t even know where to begin. I put the phone and the card back down and slumped into bed. I didn’t sleep one wink.
In the morning, I went for a brisk walk around the neighborhood before the sun came up. I walked as fast as I could with my injuries, wincing through the pain. As I walked, exhaling frosty air like a spirit, I thought about my plan of action. I would let them cuff me and take me. But first I needed to talk to Emily. She had extended her services to me and there was a glint in her eye that told me she would make a good lawyer. I needed to tell her everything before I got taken away. I needed to discuss what was going to happen before my freedom was taken. Once I had discussed everything with her, I would begin the fight.
As I walked around the neighborhood, I half hoped that I would run into one of the guys who had attacked me. Even with my bashes and bruises I would take them apart. But there was no one. Just a few drunks stumbling and snoozing in alleyways. And me alone with my thoughts.
In the late afternoon, I went to the gym. The guys all crowded around me like I knew they would. They showed their support. They were dogs but they were my dogs. In the sea of angry faces I saw Emily, the soft saving grace. She made her way through the crowd with compassion and concern on her face and offered her support.
I didn’t know where to begin with her. I barely knew the woman but I knew that she was something special. I wasn’t sure if there was even a chance of anything happening between us but I still felt hesitant to tell her my story. What would she think of me when she learned that I was a deserter? I knew the way people could react to that sort of thing. People who thought themselves patriotic yet had never been in the midst of war were usually so quick to judge my type. I knew that people would be quick to point their fingers and look down their noses. It didn’t matter that they had never seen the smear of blood on the dusty ground after a car explosion.
“Blake,” Terrell said. “We are gonna go looking for them.”
“That’s nice of you,” I said. “But it’s not necessary.”
“Oh, it’s necessary.”
Terrell nodded and cracked his knuckles. He and his brother were packing heat. If they went looking for the thugs, they would go with a Glock and commit murder. I couldn’t be responsible for that. It wasn’t their fight.
I told the guys that I couldn’t stay and signalled for Emily to follow me out of the door. I caught the sight of a few raised eyebrows. No doubt they were curious. They wanted to know how this dainty little chick who had burst into tears so easily was going to help me. We left the gym and pounded the pavement. I tried to hide my limp, gritting my teeth through the pain.
“So, who did this to you?” She asked.
Emily was looking up at me with wide baby eyes. Truth be told, her expression made me want to burst into laughter. Her face was so fraught with seriousness. I didn’t laugh though. I kept a stoic look on my face.
“Some crack heads, I think. They wanted my wallet.”
“Why didn’t you give it to them?”
“Stubborn I guess.”
Emily sighed. She couldn’t take her eyes off of me. I wanted to reach out and touch her. Just squeeze her arm a little and tell her I was alright. But I still didn’t know how to do that and make it look natural.
“Where are we going?”
“My place,” I said. “Is that okay?”
“Sure.”
There was silence between us. I wondered if she felt comfortable coming over to my place. Perhaps she would have rather gone somewhere more public but I didn’t want to get busted before I had told her everything and had her confirmed as my lawyer.
“And your legal trouble has nothing to do with all this?”
“Correct,” I said. “Something else entirely. Something big.”
There was silence again. After a few minutes more we reached my front door. I turned the key in the lock and budged the door open with my good arm. I started to go inside but noticed that Emily was not following behind me. She hadn’t even climbed the stairs. She was just standing there, staring at me. I knew she was uncomfortable coming into my place.
“You know,” she said. “I was really worried when you didn’t turn up the other day. I was afraid that something like this had happened. Please promise me that you will be more careful from now on.”
Her words warmed my heart. I knew in that moment that she would not judge me for my desertion. I nodded and threw her a smile. A real smile. She climbed up the stairs and came inside.
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
Emily
 
When Blake said that we were going to talk at his place, my heart almost leapt right out of my chest. He may have been battered and bruised but he was still the most handsome man I had ever met. He was still my hero. I didn’t have the slightest idea what he had done in order to need a lawyer but in that moment I would have represented him in spite of anything. If he had told me he had just robbed a bank, I would have helped him.
“Can I get you a drink?” He asked.
We went into his kitchen. It was small but tidy and ordered. Its simplicity held the flavor of Blake’s masculinity. He pulled open the fridge, which was practically empty, and grabbed himself a beer. He wrenched the cap off and glugged down half the bottle. The way that he gasped and the way his eyes turned bloodshot, I got the sense that he didn’t drink much. I also got the sense that he needed the drink desperately.
“Green tea?” I asked.
He cocked his gorgeous bushy eyebrow. He was so sexy when he did that but it made me feel foolish. Of course he wouldn’t have any green tea. I shrugged and looked down.
“Water is fine.”
“How about regular tea?” He asked.
“Yeah, that would be good. Thank you.”
He reached up to a cupboard, wincing through the pain, tensing his thick biceps which bulged with muscles and tribal inkings. He pulled out a box of teabags but I changed my mind. My stomach was swirling so much with nerves that I needed something more than tea in order to make it through the evening. I needed a beer.
“Actually, sorry,” I said. “Can I have a beer too?”
“Sure thing.”
The fridge flew open again and he pulled the cap off a brew, handing it to me as the liquid frothed forth. I put my mouth around the tip to take the flow of beer and stop it from dropping on his floor. He smiled in amusement. Again, it looked like a real smile, just like he had smiled before we came in. Without saying anything, Blake walked out of the kitchen. He expected me to follow. He went into a living area and sat down on a couch. I sat in the armchair opposite him. Although I desperately wanted to be closer to him, I felt that he needed a lot of personal space so I kept my distance.
There was silence between us. It’s hard to explain but there was something weird about the silences between Blake and me. They were awkward, that’s for sure. But they were also strangely comfortable at the same time. It’s as if there was a river of tension flowing beneath our feet. I guess Blake was just an intense guy. In order to fill the awkward silence, I opened my mouth and blurted out the first thing that came to mind. I am always honest when I do that, which is rarely a good thing.
“I was looking forward to grappling with you.”
I blushed as Blake cocked his head to the side and looked deep into my eyes. He looked confused.
“You like being thrown about on a mat?”
The image of a sweaty muscular Blake, with his shirt off, exposing his tattooed torso, filled my mind. I thought about him on top of me, pinning me into submission, grinding his crotch into my ass.
“No,” I said. “Just I was looking forward to training with you.”
“I see.”
“I was disappointed when you didn’t show up.”
“But you stayed?”
“Yeah,” I said. “I didn’t learn any grapples. One of the trainers taught me some strikes and punches.”
“Oh, yeah?” Blake huffed, puffing out his chest. “Show me what you learned.”
“Don’t you wanna talk about the legal stuff?”
“Of course I do,” he said. “But I’m also curious to see what the guy taught you.”
“Okay,” I felt my cheeks color even more. “You want me to stand up and do it?”
“Yes.”
I took a big swig of beer. I wasn’t used to drinking. All the other lawyers at college would drink every night. I was the only one that I knew who didn’t. I put the beer down on the table and stood up. I felt the alcohol hit me and go straight to my head. I decided to take another quick swig and then I clenched my hands into fists.
“Ah, see,” he said. “Already a mistake.”
“What do you mean?”
Blake stood up and came in front of me. He truly was a hulking mass of man goodness. What I wouldn’t do to have him lie on top of me even for just a second. He grabbed my fists roughly and pulled my thumb out, forcibly wrapping it around my fingers.
“Never keep your thumb in your fist,” he said. “That’s a good way to break it.”
“Damn it,” I said. “I knew that. They told me.”
“Okay, come on then. Punch.”
Blake held out his meaty hands, taking a wide stance. He locked his eyes on mine. It was difficult to meet his piercing gaze but also impossible to pull away. I was like a moth to a flame. The beer was really going to my head now and I had no hesitation in throwing a punch into his palm. I giggled like a schoolgirl as my fist made a slapping sound against his hand. His hand didn’t budge.
“Come on,” he said. “Try again.”
I threw another punch. It was pathetic. I knew it. He knew it. Blake nodded at me to throw another one so I did. And then another. And another. I caught a whiff of his shower gel. It smelled like musky citrus. How could I punch someone who smelled so good?
“Throw from your hips,” he instructed. “They told you that, right?”
“Yes.”
“Here, like this. I don't think they showed you well enough.”
Blake walked around and positioned himself behind me. He pushed his body up against mine and wrapped his arms around me, taking hold of one of my wrists and one of my fists. I could feel his hot breath on the back of my neck. It made my hairs, and nipples, stand up. I ached for him to put his mouth around the nape of my neck, however roughly he wanted, and take me from behind.
“Relax and move with my body.” He said.
Blake moved slowly. He threw his hips against mine and controlled where my hands went. Then he repeated the motion, picking up the pace. He did this a couple more times and then, to my disappointment, took his hands off of me and stepped away. He went back in front of me and watched as I reenacted his movement.
“Excellent,” he said. “Much better.”
“Thank you.”
I smiled and threw more punches, repeating the same movement over and over again. Blake folded his arms, exposing a delicious bulge in his biceps and a thick set of veins running through them. He nodded and smiled. Then he lifted his hands up once again and implored me to hit them.
I felt bold, empowered by the new movement Blake had taught me, and threw a punch as hard as I could, pushing through my heels and my hips. My aim was off. I swung too wildly and missed his palm completely. My knuckles collided against Blake’s temple, just above his eyebrow, where a cut was healing. He barely moved but my punch burst the cut open and blood poured forth.
“Oh my God!” I screamed. “I’m so sorry!”
I rushed forward. Blake raised his hand to his face and dabbed where the cut was fresh. He drew his fingers back and looked at the blood. His expression didn’t change. He didn’t seem to care. But I was positively hysterical. I cupped his face and looked at the cut. Then I took him by the hand and led him away from the living room.
“Where is your bathroom?”
“Emily,” he said. “It’s fine.”
“It’s not fine,” I said. “I’m so sorry.”
I opened a door next to the kitchen and found the bathroom myself. I dragged Blake over to the side of the bath and pushed into his heavy shoulders, forcing him to take a seat. I went underneath his sink and rooted around in his cabinet for cleansing lotions and cotton wool. Luckily he had some. I knew that he would, being a fighter. I soaked a piece of cotton wool in sterilizer.
“This is gonna sting.” I said.
“I know.”
I winced myself, feeling his pain, as I applied the pad to the open cut. Blake’s expression remained the same. His threshold for pain was clearly ridiculously high. I sighed and dabbed up the blood with precision. Blake was looking down between his feet, not making eye contact, consumed in thought. Then he lifted those deep sexy eyes of his and met my gaze. There was a sea of endless melancholy in his eyes. I had to know what caused it. Everything was still. Looking into his gorgeous face, I felt like I was stranded on a raft on an ocean of calm. All I could hear was the thumping of my heart in my ears. My throat went dry. I had to kiss him.
“Thank you.” He whispered in a gravelly voice.
I bit my lower lip and continued to stare into his eyes. He reached for my hand and pulled it away from his cut. He threw the red pad into the toilet and flushed. The cut was still glistening and red but the bleeding had stopped. Blake walked out without saying anything again, expecting me to follow.
Back in the living room, I decided to take a seat next to him. I craved his lips. I needed to have them on mine. I needed him to make a move. There was silence again between us. I shot him a look with the biggest widest eyes I could possibly imagine and twirled a lock of my hair. He turned his head slowly to me and breathed deeply. My heart accelerated at a thousand miles an hour when I heard what he said next.
“You wanna learn to grapple?”
My eyes flicked from each of his eyes, trying to work him out. His eyes did the same. He was drinking me in, gazing at my lips. I felt my nipples stiffen. A tingle ran through my pussy. Blake was incredibly still. Aside from his heavy breathing, and his darting eyes, he didn’t move. He was like a panther surveying his prey.
Before I knew what was happening, Blake had pressed his forehead against mine. Our noses bumped and rubbed. His hands went up into my hair. My hands went up into his hair and roamed around his gorgeous face. I stroked his sandpaper stubble. My hands were trembling like crazy. Then he kissed me.
His lips were soft and plump but also kind of rough. His fingers gripped my hair and his mouth opened. His tongue pushed into my mouth without invitation. I let him in without resistance. His tongue was warm and silky and danced so eloquently against mine. He kissed like a man who knew what he was doing. I was surprised given his rough and awkward manner. He also kissed like a man who was dying of thirst. It was as if he had not kissed a woman in years. Despite that, he certainly wasn’t rusty. He was acting on primal animal instinct.
He pulled my hair hard from behind, yanking my head back and pulling my lips from him. It hurt. But it also turned me on like never before. He looked deep into my eyes, owning me. He was an animal claiming his mate. But there was also something more in his gaze. There was a yearning. A need for love.
Blake eased his grip and put his mouth on my neck, making me jolt. He nibbled and sucked his way up my neck towards my earlobe. He took my earlobe into his mouth and worked it into a slick frenzy with his tongue. His hot rugged breath in my ear made me wet. I knew I was gushing down there. I could feel my clit throbbing.
It occurred to me that it had been a while since I had been with a man. There had been a few of the standard drunken fumbles at the beginning of law school. But once I stopped drinking, the flow of men dried up. And good riddance, I thought. I never did seem able to attract a quality man. So I focused on my law career. But now I had Blake biting my neck and gripping me with passion.
I felt myself overcome with lust. It had been so long. I couldn’t control myself. I planted kisses all over Blake’s beautiful face. He winced as my lips hit a couple of his bruises. I couldn’t help it though. I had to cover every inch of his face with my lips.
Blake grabbed my arms and pushed me back into the couch. Then he was on top of me. That same look pierced me to my core. He put his lips back on mine, tasting my tongue and grinding his crotch between my legs. I couldn’t believe it was happening. I now knew the source of the awkward silence. Sexual tension. I needed him inside me.
“Take this off.” I whispered, pulling at his shirt.
Blake narrowed his eyes and smirked. It was a sad kind of smirk. The kind of smirk that made me want to take him in my arms and look after him. But only after he had pounded me first. He pulled off his shirt and threw it across the room. He was built like a fighter. I couldn’t stop my jaw from falling wide open. My eyes bulged out. He was a powerhouse of muscle with pecs bigger than my breasts and shoulders I desperately wanted to run my tongue across. His stomach boasted a thick set of abdominal muscles but also looked as tough as a brick wall. It looked as though I might break my hand if I tried to punch his stomach. Amidst the tattoos, there were purple bruises up and down his ribcage.
“Why do you have so many tattoos?” I asked.
He cocked his head like it was a stupid question. I guess it was a stupid question. He must have the tattoos because he liked them.
“I dunno.” He shrugged.
“Do you have a favorite?”
“I like them all,” he smiled. “But this one is good.”
He ran his fingers across his meaty pecs, drawing a trail across a string of numbers inked into his tanned flesh. The numbers didn’t seem to have any meaning. They were etched into his skin alongside tribal swirls, patterns, and symbols.
“Why?”
“Perhaps that’s a story for another time.”
With that, Blake’s firm lips were pressed back against mine. He kissed with added force as if he was trying to shake something from his mind. His hands roamed up my body. I reciprocated, feeling my clit throb even more as I clutched his pecs and massaged his shoulders. I ran my hands along his neck and down his back. I couldn’t believe the size of him. He dwarfed me.
“Take yours off.” He growled.
He didn’t allow me any time to follow his order. He grabbed my sweaty gym t-shirt and pulled it up over my head, discarding it on the floor alongside his. Then he reached around and unhooked my bra with one swift motion. My breasts were free and uncovered but not for long. His mouth moved down and wrapped around one of my breasts. He cupped my breast hard and ran his warm tongue all over my nipple. I looked down and appreciated the show, watching his deft tongue coat my nipple with saliva.
Blake looked up into my eyes as he consumed my breasts. He pushed them both together and ran his tongue across both nipples. He squeezed them hard and forced them even closer together. He was able to take both nipples into his mouth at the same time. He kept eye contact as he sucked my nipples into greater stiffness. I felt my cheeks color a deep red and my stomach felt warm with excitement. Blake dragged his wet tongue up my chest, up my neck, and reached my ear with heavy breath.
“You are beautiful,” he whispered. “I wanted you from the moment I saw you.”
“Really?” I gasped.
He moved away from my ear, looked me in the eyes, and nodded. He looked like an incredibly sexy, muscular puppy dog. With one quick motion, he pulled my pants and panties down at the same time. I felt self-conscious being naked in front of such a hot man so my first instinct was to cover my vagina. Blake ignored this and stood up, pulling his jeans and underwear to the floor, and joining me in my nakedness.
When I saw his cock, I was consumed with the desire to take it and just assault it with my mouth. I wanted to take him deep into my mouth and gag on it. It was so long and thick and so deliciously tanned. His hair was dark and trimmed neatly. I couldn’t believe how long his swinging cock was. It was filling up with blood as Blake got more and more aroused but it’s size was impressive long before it became stiff. I took a deep breath and rolled off the sofa before Blake could move. I kneeled in front of the hunk of muscle and took his pulsing manhood in my hand.
I gripped his cock hard and it swelled with appreciation. I had no idea how that thing was ever going to fit inside me. Looking up into his gorgeous eyes, I wrapped my mouth around the stiff head of his cock. It barely fit in my mouth. I ran my hands all over his granite hard thighs and firm abs as I tasted him. He ran his hands through my hair, stroking my head surprisingly gently.
“Fuck,” he growled. “That feels good.”
I pumped his shaft and attempted to take as much of him into my mouth as possible. His length and girth was much too big to accomplish a good job. I gagged almost immediately and had to pull his cock out of my mouth, dragging a long line of saliva and come that landed on my breasts.
“I wanna taste you.” He said.
He kneeled down and pushed me onto my back so that I was lying on the floor. He went between my legs, pushing my thighs violently apart and holding my ankles into the floor. It’s a good job I’m flexible, I thought. I shivered and jolted as I felt his tongue hit my clit. He pushed two fingers firmly inside me. Although I was wet, his fingers were much too big for me and my pussy put up some resistance. When they were finally in, my pussy clenched around his fingers as he lapped wildly at my clit. He slammed his fingers into my g-spot, lifting my buttocks off of the ground.
“Oh, fuck!” I screamed.
I clawed his carpet and bunched it up into my fists. My toes curled and clicked as he licked my clit into a raw numb nub. Within seconds the dam had exploded. I tried to apologize and warn him to stop but ecstasy washed over me and I was lost in pleasure. I gushed all over his hand and face, quivering like a nervous mess on his floor. He came up to my lips and kissed me. I could taste my salty juices all over him.
“You are fucking sexy.” He said.
He went between my legs and slapped his throbbing cock against my clit. I jerked. My clit was way too sensitive. Blake held my thighs apart and then gripped hold of my hips. He was holding me in place, controlling me as he wished. He lifted a hand up to my breasts and groped each one in a hard manly circle, tweaking my nipples before moving down and rubbing firm circles over my clit.
“Ready?” He asked.
I nodded frantically. I was craving his cock. I needed Blake deep inside me.
“It’s been a long time,” he warned. “I’m gonna fuck you really hard.”
I gulped and nodded. There was a pause. Blake just stared into my eyes. I stared back. I mentally braced myself. I was about to find out how his monster of a manhood would fit inside me. With a groan of intense pleasure, Blake pushed inside me.
His cock filled me up in an instant. He went in slow but firmly and slid all the way in. The tip of his cock crashed against the top of my pussy. It hurt. It was a strange kind of pain. The kind of pain that was also coupled with ungodly pleasure. Blake paused when he had filled me up and stretched me out completely. He looked at me, silently asking if I was okay. He knew his cock was huge. I nodded frantically, gasping for air. I couldn’t find any words to describe how good it felt. Even if I could find the words, I didn’t have the air in my lungs to speak them. It took a lot of energy taking a monster cock like his. Just having Blake still inside me threatened to push me over the brink into orgasm.
Blake pulled his cock almost all the way out of me, leaving his swollen tip inside. Then, holding me tight, pushing me into the ground so that I couldn’t squirm away, he slammed into me. I let out a scream. He pulled his cock out and slammed again. His pelvis collided against my clit, making a wet slapping sound that drove me crazy with lust. I wrapped my hands around his sculpted buttocks, imploring him to keep crashing into me, fucking me harder and harder.
He lifted my legs up over his shoulders, sending me into new realms of pleasure. With every stroke of his magnificent cock, my legs trembled and danced. My whole body convulsed. My nipples were so hard and stiff that I was sure they would break off. Blake ran his hands over them, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. He licked his hand and ran firm pressurized circles over my clit, biceps bulging, as he pounded my pussy into submission. My cunt clenched around his shaft and began to spasm. My eyes filled with tears and I gasped, coming around his cock.
“Your pussy feels fucking amazing.” He purred.
“Your cock…” I gasped. “Feels… Amazing.”
“Turn around.” He commanded.
Once again, Blake didn’t give me a chance to follow his order on my own accord. He turned me around and lifted my buttocks up into the air, slapping them hard. I felt his tongue hit my pussy as he coated it in a fresh batch of saliva. He ran his thumb over my tight asshole, pleasing himself, then bunched up my hair in his fist. He pulled my face alongside his and ran his tongue across the nape of my neck. Shivers crawled all over my body. And then he slid inside me.
Holding me in place, he pounded my pussy hard from behind. He gripped my breasts and fondled my nipples. Then he reached down and pinched my pussy lips together, increasing the pleasure. He tugged my pussy, commanding me to come, and slapped my buttocks, pushing deep inside me. I let out another scream and clenched my teeth together. I gasped and submitted myself to the shivers and shakes that took over my body. Blake’s cock was doing magical things to me. I had never came that hard before. I gushed all over him again.
“Come inside me,” I found myself saying. “It’s safe.”
Blake turned me around and pushed me back into the floor. His tongue pushed deep into my mouth and he breathed heavily as his cock swelled. I found myself coming once again. Then he unleashed a thick warm stream of come deep inside me. He let out an animalistic growl and collapsed on top of me.
“Wow,” I gasped. “That certainly was a good lesson.”
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
Blake
 
I didn’t want to roll off of Emily just yet. I put my arms around her and drew her in close to me. Her naked body was perfect. The way that she smiled and the way that her eyes glistened as she looked up at me was perfect. I just wanted to protect her. I felt bad that I had to get her to help me. I wanted the moment to last forever. I didn’t want to just get dressed and resume being two individuals like it had never happened. Emily broke the silence with the one question I didn’t want to hear.
“So, why do you need my help?” She asked.
I sighed. It would be an impressive feat if I was able to decide where to begin. I broke my gaze away from her eyes and looked up at the ceiling. Perhaps this is best discussed while dressed, I thought.
“My name is not Blake.”
That’s as good a place as any to start. I was used to taking my time whenever I needed to say anything. The army had drilled that into me. But now, lying naked next to the beautiful soul that is Emily, I decided that I just needed to talk. It would all come out and she could make sense of it herself.
“My name is Matthew Harvey,” I said. “I’m an ex-soldier. I deserted my group and fled from Afghanistan almost a year ago.”
Emily pulled away from me and sat up. She grabbed her clothes and held them up to her body, sheltering herself. I did the same, grabbing my boxers and holding them over my cock. I joined her and sat up. Emily wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were darting all over the place.
“When I got beat up the other day, the police stepped in. That’s good because I didn’t die. It’s bad because they identified who I was and have been guarding me in the hospital. I escaped last night with the intention of leaving again. But then I remembered your offer and decided to stay and fight. I intend on giving myself up but I need a lawyer first. And a damn good one too.”
Emily nodded. She still wasn’t looking at me. I knew I would scare her away. I took a deep breath and accepted the silence. Suddenly, Emily looked up and scrutinized my face, staring deeply. A light bulb went off in her head.
“You’re in the papers,” she said. “I read about you.”
“That’s right.”
“Although I didn’t know it was you then. I thought it looked like you but there was a different name so I told myself it couldn’t be you.”
“Well that’s me.”
“They’re saying you’re a hero,” she said. “Did you really save a group of children from a terrorist attack?”
I nodded, thinking about all the unsung heroes. So many men gave their limbs or their lives for the same reasons as me and yet they received no parade. They received no recognition. I didn’t want the coverage. I wasn’t anything special.
“Why did you run away?” She asked.
“If you saw the things I saw,” I said. “You wouldn’t have to ask.”
There was a pause. My face must have broadcasted my thoughts because Emily reached out and held my hand. She nodded.
“They’re gonna try you for desertion,” she said. “Right?”
“Right.”
“Well, I’m gonna get you off.”
“You think you can do it?”
“Yes,” her eyes were resolute, flashing with determination. “We’re gonna win this.”
My heart sped up. I brought Emily in for a hug, feeling emboldened. I like this girl, I thought. I really like this girl.
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The Curvy Nurse and the Billionaire Doctor
 
 
Summary
 
12,000 words of sexy doctor goodness.  Quick steamy romance. Female point of view. No cliffhanger. Standalone with a happy ending. Part of the ‘I Want You So Bad Series’.Warning: 18+ Adults only!
 
“We need to be very thorough. I’m warning you, some parts of the exam are quite intimate.”
 
Curvy nurse Emily doesn’t get out much. She’s too unhappy with her body. Emily spends her time pursuing a medical career but it’s not the dream she imagined. To alleviate the frustration, she starts to fantasize about the hunky head doctor at her hospital.
 
“I’ll pay you a nice salary, don’t worry. $1000 a night seems fair.”
 
Dr Julian made his billions as the best heart surgeon in the world. He’s cool, handsome, and warm. He’s also manlier than any guy Emily has ever met. She knows that he would never be interested in her.
 
That is, until he starts to pay close attention to her. She stumbles upon his peculiar secret. Dr Julian wants to combine business and pleasure. Emily might just be the woman to turn his wild fantasies into a steamy reality.
 
“I’ll be your patient,
doctor.”
 
Don’t eat an apple a day – you don’t want to keep this doctor away!
 
Chapter 1
 
I watched as his big manly hands stirred the coffee.
I was lost to the world again. Dr Julian was taking me away from reality and sending me into a schoolgirl daydream. He was talking to another nurse who was clutching a clipboard and nodding frantically. He gave orders with a gentle smile and his strong forearm tensed slightly with every stir of his coffee. I drifted off as I imagined running my hand up and down his hard biceps.
“Emily,” a voice startled me. “Paging Doctor Daydream.”
The stern head nurse, Jill, waved her hand in front of me. I readjusted my focus to her sour face, suddenly frustrated that I couldn’t drool over Dr Julian anymore. I sighed. Will he ever notice me? No, I guess not. I may be a big lady but I’m practically invisible to gorgeous men like him.
“Yes, Jill?” I asked, with my best attempt at a smile.
“Go do your rounds already,” she said. “And take these bedpans with you.”
What was I doing here? It was a thought that had been running through my head for a while now. This is not what I expected from nursing. I felt like a maid. Although a maid would probably get paid more. Not only that, but it was dangerously dull. I was at risk of overdosing from boredom. Oh, well. Just suck it up. I could still watch Dr Julian delicately stir coffee with that hunky arm of his.
Jill thrust the bedpans into my arms. Still in a haze, with the flourescent lights stinging my eyes, I turned quickly on my heels. I spun around too fast and collided with an empty gurney. Oh damn. I flew over the bed like the world’s worst pole vaulter. Bedpans flew up into the air and crashed to the floor with a resounding clatter. I hit the floor with a thud. Luckily my big ass provided a cushion.
Everyone was looking at me. Doctor Julian was looking at me. Great. Now he noticed me. I flushed a deep red and scurried to collect the bedpans. This is your life, Emily.
“Here, let me help you with those.” A deep voice said above me.
“No, no,” I said. “Thank you but -”.
My words halted to a stop as I gazed up at Doctor Julian. He set his clipboard down and moved close to me, allowing me to properly study his face. I was immediately sucked into his eyes. They were bourbon orbs of fire, exuding warmth and softening his rugged face. His jaw bristled with dark stubble which matched the jet black colour of his swept back hair.
The years had been kind to him but I guessed he was in his late thirties. He possessed an air of old-school masculinity that I had never seen in any other guy. His muscles tugged at the fabric of his white jacket. It looked as if he had years of competitive sporting experience and knew how to build stuff out of wood.
Oh, I’d let him give me a doctor’s exam any day, I thought as a tingle ran through my midsection.
“Come on, Emily,” he said. “I’ll take these up with you.”
How did he know my name? I was about to ask but stopped myself. I could have slapped myself for being so stupid. Of course, it was on my name tag. Stop looking into things too deeply. He’s only being polite.
“One of those days?” He asked.
“One of those years.” I said.
“Well, stick with it, Emily,” he said with a chuckle. “I can tell you are a good nurse. You’ve got good eyes.”
With that he turned and left, leaving me in a puddle of nervous lady hormones. Actually one of the bedpans was dripping. Brilliant.
 
* * *
 
I ran into the bathroom to splash some water on my face. I needed to wake up. Doctor Julian had spoken to me. He told me that I had good eyes. I looked at my eyes in the mirror. Did he really think that? They looked just like normal eyes but a bit more tired. And they were surrounded by chubby cheeks. Ugh. I always hated my body. Clothes never look good on me. Even expensive ones. And this nurse uniform definitely doesn’t look good on me. It clings to my body in all the wrong places.
I went to tend to my patients. I was primarily working in the ward that dealt with kidney failure. There weren’t a lot of laughs there. All of the patients were hooked up to machines. I hadn’t managed to foster a relationship with pretty much any of them. I guess I had spent too much of my childhood watching medical dramas. I had expected the hospital to be like a social club for sick people. I had expected laughing and joking and blossoming friendships in spite of the debilitating illness everywhere.
Actually, there was one patient who I enjoyed speaking with. She had been on the ward for a month. Her name was Sandra. She was an eighty-five year old woman who was permanently hooked up to a dialysis machine. Despite her condition, she was always cheerful and made me feel appreciated. It was her who made my schoolgirl obsession over Doctor Julian even deeper.
“Emily, honey,” she said. “You do know who you were just flirting with, don’t you?”
“Flirting?” I asked. “No, we weren’t flirting. He was just being nice.”
“I saw the way he was looking at you. I’m sure he likes you.”
“Oh, I wish,” I said, plumping her pillow. “He must be married.”
“He’s not.” She said.
“And how do you know that?”
“I have my sources, dear.”
Sandra reached for a magazine on her bedside table. She threw it down at the foot of her bed. It was the latest issue of Forbes. Dr Julian was on the cover. He had a serious look on his face with the slightest hint of a smile. He was wearing a well-fitted blazer and a white linen shirt open at the collar. In big bold letters the magazine proclaimed Billionaire Miracle Man.
“If you don’t grab him, I will.” Sandra said with a wink.
“You kidder,” I said. “Can I look at this?”
“Be my guest.”
I flipped through the article. My hands were sweaty and my heart was beating faster. Had I really just spoken to this guy? Was Doctor Julian really a billionaire? If so, what was he doing working here?
The article was comprehensive. It detailed how the hunky doctor had made his billions as one of the best heart surgeons in the world. His other accomplishments were intimidating. He had established ten major charities and invested in five major businesses, which all had a charitable angle. As well as being sex on legs, this guy was a goddamn saint. There was no way in hell he would ever be interested in me.
“Keeping up to date with current affairs, nurse?” A gravelly voice asked.
I looked up from the magazine. Doctor Julian was standing in the doorway smiling. And there I was completely absorbed in the magazine that had his face on the cover. My cheeks burned hot. The doctor gave me a naughty little wink and went on his way. Oh jeez. Maybe the sexy doctor would need to operate on me because I was going to have a heart attack.
 
 
Chapter 2
 
My lunchbreak, which was actually closer to dinner, was spent as it always was. I ate yogurt with granola, sipped a diet Coke, and tinkered with my latest medical paper. It didn’t matter how much diet food I ate, I never seemed to be able to shift my weight. This thought always distracted me from the important task of refining my research paper. Well, I guess it wasn’t that it important. Writing the papers gave me an excuse not to talk to people.
As I looked away from my work and fantasized about the snack machine, I caught the scent of citrus bodywash waft up my nostrils. Someone was leaning over me from behind. Please don’t be him. I turned and saw Doctor Julian above me. Seriously? What was happening today? Why was the hot doctor I loved to salivate over suddenly taking so much interest in me? I guess I had the incident in the morning to thank. My mother always said that every cloud has a silver lining. My silver lining was made up of bedpans.
“What’s the thesis?” He purred.
“Um, huh?” I said, eloquently. “What?”
“The paper you’re working on,” he said. “What is it about?”
“Ah, it’s a metastudy,” I said. “Urinalysis in athletes.”
“Sexy.” He crooned.
“Um, excuse me?” I said, feeling my cheeks burn.
“The subject matter. Quite exciting stuff.”
Of course he wasn’t calling me sexy. I needed to calm down. My heartbeat was going too fast. Maybe he could tell just by looking at me. After all, it was his area of expertise. I turned to get a better look at him.  His mouth slowly matched the smile in his eyes. His grin sent waves of aching pleasure through me.
I was intoxicated by his gaze. It was a look that I wasn’t used to seeing. Of course, I’d seen handsome men in movies give this look to the lead actress. But I was no lead actress. It was a look that said I’m going to pick you up, slam you into the wall, kiss you, and ravage you. I felt like a little girl swooning over a popstar.
I told myself to get grip. Guys this gorgeous can have their pick of any woman on earth. He was not looking at me in a flirtatious way at all. He was just being polite and I was doing some hardcore wishing.
“Wait a minute,” he said. “You’re Emily Evans? The Emily Evans?”
“What do you mean the Emily Evans?” I giggled. “And yes, that’s me.”
“I’ve read your papers,” he said. “All of them. I’m a huge fan.”
“Come on. Seriously?”
“Yes. Seriously. You have one of the most sophisticated styles of medical writing I have seen in a long time. I love your arguments and the subject matter is always so interesting.”
“Oh, wow,” I didn’t know what to say. “I never imagined anyone actually read my papers.”
“How old are you?” He interrogated. “I imagined Emily Evans was in her fifties.”
“I’ve just turned twenty-one.”
“I don’t believe it for one second,” he said. “We’ve got lots to discuss.”
“We do?”
“Yes. And I could use your help.”
“Help with what?”
“What does your evening schedule look like for the rest of the week?”
“I clock off at nine.”
“Okay, great,” he said. “Come see me in my office when you finish. I want to book you out for this week. I’ll pay you a nice salary, don’t worry. $1000 a night seems fair.”
He gave me a dazzling smile. I couldn’t respond. He had incapacitated me with those dazzling eyes. I just nodded slightly and watched him stride away, feeling terribly confused.
 
* * *
 
As the day wore on, I became more and more angry about Doctor Julian’s display of arrogance. He’ll book me out, will he? Don’t worry? He’ll pay me a nice salary? Who did he think he is? What did he think I am? His words were innocent on the surface but the meaning behind them was deeply offensive. He just assumed that I would have no evening plans for a whole week. He assumed I needed his money. He also assumed that I didn’t get tired or I might actually value my time for rest. I was going to give him a piece of my mind.
When it came time to leave, I put my sweater over my uniform, trying to hide my curves, and stormed up to his office. I’ll show him, I thought. He’s obviously so used to getting exactly what he wants, when he wants. All he has to do is flaunt his money and he gets it. Well not this time. I didn’t care how rich he was. He needed to buy some manners.
I knocked aggressively on his office door and didn’t wait for a response. I went straight in. I put my hands on my hips and got ready to tell him exactly what I thought. He was on the phone. He didn’t even lift his eyes to look at me. He just put a finger up to signal that I should wait. That made me even madder.
 
The Curvy Nurse and the Billionaire Doctor is available on Amazon now.
 
http://www.ameliafox.com/newsletter/
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