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      From award-winning author E.M. Shue comes another installment in her hot and steamy BDSM series, Tattoos & Sin.

      Lorelei has always been attracted to the older and quiet Karston, her brother’s coworker at Eastport Emergency Services. She’s watched him from a distance, keeping her feelings hidden. Then a chance encounter with him one night leaves her breathless and wanting more. 

      Karston can’t believe he made the mistake of dominating his coworker’s little sister. What’s worse is one taste wasn’t enough. He craves more. But he doesn’t do relationships. He’s done that and has the divorce decree to prove it.

      When Lorelei sees Karston with another woman, she misinterprets the situation. She rushes from Eastport, taking with her more than just a broken heart. Karston realizes too late that he wants a relationship with Lorelei. He’ll do anything to find her. But another obstacle lies in his path. Lorelei has attracted the attention of the wrong person. Can Karston protect her, or will he lose everything he never knew he wanted?

      

      Join Consent for Suspense:

      https://bit.ly/EMConsentforSuspense
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      Smooth jazz plays throughout the bar as I make drinks. The martini is set on the tray, followed by the old-fashioned and then the whiskey sour. I spin the last bottle as I set it down and push the tray to the edge for the server. Each drink has the perfect chill without being watered down. Just what my boss wants.

      “Brit, drinks up,” I holler at the waitress, who is busy flirting with a guy.

      “Brandy, neat,” a deep, scratchy voice says from behind me. “Top shelf,” he adds.

      I reach for the bottle, grab a glass, and pour two fingers into the rocks glass. With a napkin in hand, I turn to face the man.

      The price catches in my throat as I take him in. My gaze roams from his tattooed fingers, up the back of his strong hands, to his exposed arms, which are also inked. The sleeves of his T-shirt strain around his muscled arms. I’ve had a crush on Karston since I first met him, but he works with my brother and has never looked at me that way. Plus, he’s older than me and probably thinks I’m nothing but a kid. That’s what he used to call me. I’m twenty-fucking-five, and I’ve helped my brother raise his three boys.

      I’m a woman.

      There is something different about him tonight, though. His normally perfectly coiffed dark hair with splashes of gray is tussled, as if he’s been dragging his hands through it a lot. Or maybe someone else has been putting their hands through it. Is he seeing someone? I’ve heard for years that he plays at the club my brother is a member of. It’s another reason I’m not sure I’m good enough for him.

      Oh, I’m sexy in my own right. I’m average height, have a nice rack, long legs, and I don’t lack for attention. But I’ve never played like they do. I’ve read about it, and I’ve wanted to, but my brother isn’t the person to talk to about it, and I don’t know any women who go there.

      It's a very strict private club. Like Fight Club, you don’t talk about it.

      Are all sex clubs like that? I’ll have to talk to my best friend, Wryan, about it when she gets back from her book promotion tour. She has hinted that she wants to learn more about the club too, but her brother and mine are best friends. It’s how we became friends. They were always together, and we ended up tagging along whenever we could.

      Karston is six feet of toned muscle, sex on a stick. His icy blue eyes sometimes feel like they’re looking right through me. But he’s got arms that I want wrapped around me and lips that I bet are soft when they slide against mine. I’m okay with him being older than me. He could teach me things, and I’ve always liked older men.

      When Karston talks to me, he has an accent that I’ve been told is Texan, but he won’t confirm or deny it. He won’t talk about his past. It’s a mystery I want to unravel someday. I want to be the person he opens up to. I want to be his confidant.

      As I hand him the glass, our fingers brush together, making my body hum. A tingle runs up my arm. I feel like I’m on fire, in a good way. Desire pools in my lower body. My stomach rolls slightly. We are close enough that when he looks at me, I feel his dark gaze like a caress. His eyes flare for a moment, but then it’s gone. He nods slightly before he downs the contents of the glass and slides it back to me.

      “Again.” He doesn’t say please or anything more.

      I reach for the bottle I left on the counter and spin it in my palm before tipping it to refill his glass. I slide the drink toward him this time. He throws back the brandy and slides the empty glass my way again, nodding for another refill. I fill it with the same amount as the two before. This time when he takes the glass, I don’t see the desperation in his stare. Instead, I see a calmness the alcohol has given him. He slowly raises the drink to his lips and takes a sip.

      “Why do women think it’s okay to manipulate men?” His voice is gruffer than normal, sending a tingle up my spine. I can imagine him speaking in that voice, his words low and close in my ear, as his hips power into me.

      “Not all women play games.” I turn away from him to check in with the other patrons sitting at the bar. By the time I return to Karston, his glass is empty. I felt his eyes on me the whole time I worked.

      I’m dressed in my uniform consisting of a tiny black miniskirt that barely covers my ass. The matching sleeveless vest cinches my already small waist and lifts my B cup breasts, putting them on display, like a bustier. I’ve insisted that the bartenders should have a different attire than the waitresses, but the owner doesn’t care. He banks on our sex appeal. I’m wearing high, closed-toe black pumps that add height to my five-foot-five frame, making my long legs look even longer.

      Karston’s eyes remain on me throughout the night. He doesn’t talk to me, except to order more brandy whenever he finishes a tumbler. I start giving him glasses of water to counteract some of the alcohol, and he orders food from the kitchen. But other than that, he doesn’t say much to me, and I don’t say much to him either. I don’t want to think about the woman playing games with him.

      The night progresses, and the usual attention I receive from men is absent. At one point, I look over and see Karston giving a man the evil eye. I ignore it, thinking he’s just acting like my big brother.

      I close out the tabs after last call is announced. Karston is still sitting in the same spot, watching me. I grab my rag and move toward him.

      “Would you like me to call you a cab?” I offer, knowing he’s had too much to drink to drive himself.

      “No, you can give me a ride.” His voice slides across my skin like a caress, and I can’t hold in the shiver. It’s not a question, but an order—and I feel it all the way to my toes.

      “Yes, sir.” I keep my eyes downcast and finish my closing procedures.

      The cleaning service will be in shortly. I’ve already counted my till and dropped it into the ground safe. When I retrieve my large Hermes satchel, I smile to myself. It was a Christmas gift from my parents. They’re in Italy right now. Since they retired, traveling is all they do. They come home for holidays and the boys’ birthdays, but they sold the big house we grew up in and now just have a two-bedroom condo in town.

      “Come on.” I still haven’t looked him in the eye. Something holds me back from truly meeting his gaze.

      I feel his hand at the base of my spine as he guides me through the bar, and a warm flush works up my body. He’s never touched me like this before. Everything I’ve ever wanted is happening right now, and I don’t know what to do. I don’t question him because he’s giving the orders. From what I’ve read about Dom/sub relationships, this is how it works. The Dom orders his slave around, telling her what to do and how to do it. My whole life is about taking care of others, and right here, in this moment, I like that someone is taking care of me.

      “Here.” He hands me his keys. “My truck,” he says as we exit out into the darkened parking lot. I look over and see my white compact SUV parked in the employee parking.

      “Lore, you okay?” Jarrett asks from behind us.

      As I turn to face him, a grumble comes from Karston. He pushes me behind his large body, and I look around him to smile at Jarrett. I’m about to answer when Karston does it for me.

      “She’s fine. Don’t worry about her. I take care of what’s mine.” He turns around and twists me to face his truck. His body covers all of mine so that Jarrett can’t see me.

      His?

      “Karston?” I start, but he raises a hand to my throat and presses ever so slightly.

      “We’ll talk as soon as we are at my place. Do you know where I live?” he asks, and I nod. “Words. I always want words from you.”

      I look up and meet his gaze, and I feel like he can see everything. I want to lower my eyes, conceal my thoughts, but instead, I open myself to him. I need him to know I’m not in this for one night.

      “I do. I dropped Trevor off there once.” My voice is husky.

      “Good,” he says, and ushers me forward.

      When we reach his lifted F250, I click the button to disarm and unlock the doors. Karston opens the door and lifts me up into the driver’s seat. He adjusts the seat and peddles so that I can drive. I’m just sitting there in shock, staring back at him, not sure what is happening. I like that he’s taking care of me. It’s not something that happens for me often. I take care of others. I moved in with my brother to help him raise his three boys after his baby mama left him high and dry. I’m always taking care of everyone else.

      “I’ll bring you to your car later,” he says as he closes the door.

      I adjust the mirrors and wait for him to get in. He pulls up on the handle to lift his big body into the cab. I can smell the brandy he drank, but I also can smell his intoxicating scent of leather and spices. After he buckles his seat belt, he leans back and doesn’t say anything else.

      I start the truck, and we head off toward his house. I drive my brother’s truck once in a while, so this isn’t any different.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Karston

      

      

      
      I watch her out of my peripheral vision. My body is demanding that I take her right here and now, but I need her in the space I created for her. I’m not sure how she’s going to react to what I want from her, but I’ll do anything to have her. For a long time now, all I’ve wanted is to possess her, but the timing is so wrong. I want to control every part of her life. She needs me. She needs a firm hand.

      Lorelei is fourteen years younger than me, but I couldn’t care less. She’s mouthwateringly sexy in an uncomplicated way. She doesn’t have to wear sexy clothes or makeup to be breathtaking. She just is. She has these dimples in her cheeks that I want to kiss and tongue. Her slim build and B cup breasts that will fit perfectly into my large palms call to me. I can’t wait to see my inked skin against her supple, unmarred ivory swells. I love her long legs and want them wrapped
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