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  Trigger Warnings


Listen, we all know that we are bad bitches who love to read about the darker side of romance. But mental health is important, especially in a book that is heavy on emotional damage. 
If I missed one, PLEASE email me at vicravenauthor@gmail.com so I can add it to this list.
Take care of your brain, it's the only one you get, and fixing it is expensive.
Full List of Trigger Warnings for Wild Obsidian: Bruise
	Cheating (not between MMC and FMC)

	Master/Slave relationship

	Impact play

	Sexual violence/ assault (off page)












  
  Dedication 





Who knew bruises could be so sexy








  
  Also by


The story continues in:



Wild Obsidian: Recover



If you’re ready for more darkness, more healing,
 and more of the characters you love, tap below.





Wild Obsidian: Recover (coming soon)




Only If I Stay

The Final Letter


Check out the Wild Obsidian Universe


Wild Obsidian: Menage



Wild Obsidian: Taken



Wild Obsidian: Knife



Wild Obsidian: Run



Wild Obsidian: Ritual



Wild Obsidian: Overload



Wild Obsidian: Temptation
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  Chapter 1

Jesse


As I unlock the door to my apartment, I am hit with another wave of anxiety. I barely made it out of my captain's office when I felt like the walls were closing in on me. At first, I thought I had been called into his office because I was in trouble, or maybe the subject had gotten off the hook.
But that wasn't why. 
The captain called me into his office and told me that he was giving me two weeks. This case had been brutal for everyone and we had done everything by the book. We caught the subject red handed and there was no way he would be able to get out of this one. 
But this case hit harder than any other case I had been on in my six years on the department. 
When I told the captain that I was fine, I didn't need a break, he just stared at me. 
"This job takes every last shred of our humanity and leaves nothing left," he took a deep breath. "I am fifteen years sober. Before this job, I wasn't a heavy drinker. After five years in, I was drinking on the job."
I looked at him with surprise. "But I'm not drinking."
"That's not my point. You have no outlet and it's going to be what gets you either killed or sidelined from this job."
"I'm fine," I try to defend myself. "I'm steady."
"How many panic attacks have you had in the last three days?" He raises his eyebrow at me when I don't answer. "My point has been made. You have two weeks off starting Monday. I want you to turn in your phone and radio. You are not relieved from duty, this is not discipline. This is an old man trying to keep you from going down the same path that I did." 
"What am I supposed to do with myself for two weeks?" 
"I can't answer that, Jesse, but maybe start with visiting your folks for a couple days. See where that lands you."
I handed over my radio and department phone, feeling like the devices on his desk were part of my very soul. Despite the fact that he said it wasn’t discipline, I had left his office feeling like a failure, like I couldn't hack the job. 
I walked out of his office in a panicked fog, but I held myself together through sheer force of will. 
When I got into to my department-issued Durango, I let my head drop against the steering wheel. I am trying to figure out what I was going to do with myself for the next two weeks. My personal phone rang, my mom’s picture lighting up the screen. I huffed a laugh.
“How do you know, Mom?” I ask leaning back against the headrest. 
“Because you’re my baby, I always know when you need me.” My mom has always been a pain in the ass, but at the end of the day, she’s probably my best friend. “What’s going on?”
“I got sidelined,” I murmur into the phone.
“Are you okay?” She asks and I hear her calling out for my dad to get the car started. “I can be to your apartment in forty-five minutes if your dad actually moves his ass.” 
I hear my dad in the background asking if I’m okay and who he has to fuck up. I can’t help the smile that takes my face. I may not agree with my parent’s lifestyle but one thing is for damn sure, they will move heaven and earth for me. 
“No, I planned to come down to see you. I’ve got two weeks off and my captain thinks that I need a break.”
“Sit down, James, she’s coming to us.” I hear my dad griping in the background. “Baby, I’m so glad that you’re coming down. I’ve missed you.”
“I missed you too, Mama,” and I did, it had been over a year since I had last been home. “I’ve got to head home and get packed, then I’ll be heading down. I’ll probably get there around eight thirty or so.”
“Take your time, Baby. I’ll make sure I’ve got the stew on.” 
We say our good byes and I hang up. Feeling better already, I start my car and head towards my apartment. I don’t have to do much when I get home, just grab some clothes and toiletries and clean out the fridge. I plan to spend the entire two weeks in Franklin with my parents.
I finish loading my custom sixty six Mustang Fast Back when my phone rings again. I grimace when I see it’s Daniel. 
“No, I don’t want to get back together. No, I don’t love you. No, I don’t want to have sex with you.” I snarl out rapid fire. This asshole has been relentless.
“Jesse, if you would just listen to me, you would know that it was a mistake,” he whines into the phone.
“Daniel, you fucked my neighbor,” I growl into the phone. “That’s not a mistake.”
“I was lonely, Jesse. You’re always gone, leaving in the middle of the night to handle another case.” He whines again. How did I ever think that this needy whining was attractive?
“You knew when we got together that I am a detective. Leave me alone, Daniel or I’ll be forced to file harassment charges.” I hang up on him and start my car, the familiar rumble of the engine soothing a small portion of my soul. 
I pull out of my parking spot and start towards Franklin, the only place that's ever really felt like home. As the miles disappeared under my tires, I thought back to why I left in the first place. 
When I was eighteen and graduated high school, I ran out of here like my ass was on fire. 
I had gotten a full ride to UNC and I was going to take full advantage of getting out of that tiny town. There was too much to see, too much to do to be stuck in a small town. 
But it wasn’t long before I realized that I missed the small town life. I liked knowing everyone and everyone knowing me. But I couldn’t give up my scholarships, so I kept at it until I finally graduated. 
I got a job at the department immediately after graduation and started as a beat cop. I was lucky, I got picked up by the Special Victims Unit shortly after a case where a child had been sexually assaulted. 
The captain, the same one that just put me on leave today, saw how I handled the case and the child and pulled me off the beat. For the last five years, I have been working as an SVU detective and I loved every second of it. 
Except the late nights, early mornings and the completely wrecked nervous system. But none of that compared to haunted eyes of children who had been brutalized. The women who would never feel safe again. The men that would forever question if they were good enough.
Give me a crackhead with a gun in a back alley any day over the silent despair of the abused. 
But I will gladly be the voice of the silenced if it means that one child, woman or man gets the justice they deserve. Even if it means I run myself into the ground.
I pull into the drive of my childhood home, right at eight thirty. 
I park next to my dad’s fully restored seventy three Porsche 911 and cut the engine. The smell of oil and gas welcome me home. I climb out of my Mustang and get my bags out of the trunk. 
Duke comes trotting out of the garage, slow and steady, tail giving one lazy wag like even that takes too much effort these days. 
“Hey, ole man,” I murmur, bending down to scratch behind his greying ears. His fur is coarse and warm beneath my fingers, familiar in a way nothing else has been lately. “Where’s Daddy?” 
He huffs, turns in a stiff little circle, and starts back toward the garage with all the determination of a hundred-pound senior citizen who thinks he’s still in charge. I roll my eyes but follow him anyway. I would have totally missed the giant man working directly in front of me without Duke’s guidance. 
“You really think I’d never find him without you?” I ask the dog’s swaying backside. He pauses long enough to glance over his shoulder, ears perked like well, yeah, then continues his slow march.
I walk into the garage and find my dad tinkering on a new project car. “Is this Mama’s Bel Air?”
I set my bags





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
2
e
eSS
EAD LT bt
L AL LT et
Soas )

CHAIN OF

Rec e fro

nm

Mmed from

\VILD OBSDIAN: [SRUISE

VIC RAVEN






OEBPS/images/6e43dd9b-0f8a-4f6d-8f0b-b8f66b89457c.jpeg
Will she allow herself to be saved?
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