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Emily 

Men are my curse; I am a curse to them, too

When they don’t love me, I become their bitch.

When I love them, they are taken away from me.

I long for my own romance, my own happiness

But I become scared knowing that it’ll be taken away

Marcus Ruiz wanted me to believe he’s different.

Will I be his bitch, or will he be gone from me?

Curious about how Scarlet’s mother became the infamous bad, blue, and curvy bitch of Hood River? This is her story.

Finding a new life in Phuket, Thailand, Emily worked hard to regain her dignity for Scarlet's sake. But an accusation of her being a slut got publicized on national TV and caught the attention of Marcus Ruiz, an exiled Mafia lord. He wanted her as his slave; she saw him as another curse.

Will Emily remain cursed and become a slave to a man again? Or will Marcus be the man who’ll help find Emily’s happiness back in Hood River?

Finding Emily is the eighth book The Bad Blue Curvy Romances, a series of standalone HEA romances between the blue-collar workers and the beautiful and feisty but curvy women of Hood River. 

DISCLAIMER: Though this standalone story is sweet and romantic, it contains a few scenes of dubious consent, humiliation, and forced sex. If you are not interested in these types of erotic scenes, then this book might not be for you. But beware. The romance could be the fantasy you yearn for. So, don't miss out!

The book is intended for mature audiences. 
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Marcus

My body trembled as I came hard inside a high-end escort. It had been a while since I had an ecstatic climax with an escort. But as I gazed at the fairly beautiful Thai model, the pleasure surging in my nerves plummeted and became tiny waves of nothing. It’s not her. I fucked the model while thinking about the blue-eyed, blonde woman. She hadn’t left my head since I saw her on TV. She drove me nuts!

I didn't want to fuck another woman because of her, but she made my lust and cock so wild that I had to get my release. I needed to have her soon.

The young Thai model snuggled on my chest with a satisfied smile. “Mr. Ruiz, you’re so good.” She seduced me for another round. I looked at her face and tried to imagine the blonde woman, but my head had cleared. She was not that woman.

I pushed the model away and grabbed my Rolex. Fuck it! It was close to dinner, but my assistant had not reported anything about that woman. I wanted her in my penthouse hotel room before dinner and in my bed after. Should I fire him?

An email appeared on my phone before I lost my temper at my assistant. The subsiding heat inside me surged back when I saw the picture of the woman. Finally! My assistant had sent me info about the blonde woman. Emily Hammington Wright. That was her name, but she had adopted a Thai name. My lips twitched a bit after knowing her age. She was about forty-two but had the face and the curves of someone younger than her age. A daughter. Scarlet. They didn’t look alike at all. Her kid must have had the looks of her dead husband. A widow. I didn’t like women who had been used by other men! I wanted them to be my trash before other men could have them. But I can make an exception.

A slut! I almost burst into anger when I read the rest of the information. Emily Wright was notorious for being a mistress to different men. Because of her, a man killed his wife and committed suicide in Hood River. To avoid mockery from the people of the small city, she abandoned her daughter and went away. She found another man and coaxed him into bringing her to Thailand under a work visa. But Emily left him after getting a permanent residence. She left the man after he lost his business.

She is one heartless woman! A little older and too experienced for my taste, but I’d love to punish this woman. I despised people who destroyed other people’s lives. My father warned me for having that kind of heart, but I’d rather become part of their lives than destroy them. 

It's the reason I built my own legal empire and did not rely on the underground businesses our clan managed. Innocent people who strive to live should have a chance to a peaceful and happy life or at least a life they want. My clan didn't like that idea, so they kicked me out despite being the sole heir to the previous boss. But I see it as a better opportunity. I could operate legal businesses without a hassle. But I still had the dark side in me. I still wanted to punish people who harmed others.

And Emily Wright needed to be punished! She’s a woman who treats men as trash; I’ll make her my trash.

My anger pumped the lust I had for that woman. I looked at the bed and found the model getting ready to change. I threw my phone to the couch, grabbed the model back to the bed, and positioned her like a dog. "Mr. Ruiz," she giggled. I slapped her butt until she cried and intensified it with a forceful entry on her nether hole. This is how I would punish that woman. I would fill the room with her howls and cries until she surrendered. I would be the punishment she will want to run away from but can never.
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Emily

“Stop taking other women’s husbands,” the policewoman told me while I signed my release paper.

I shoved the reporter who kept pushing her recorder on my face and walked away. The other people in the small Thai police station in Phuket whispered as I passed them. They thought that I could not understand them, but I had been in Thailand for four years. I knew the language but couldn’t speak it well.

A man-stealer. From then and now, even halfway across the world, I was known as that. The title was like a curse, just as men were to me. Yes. Men were nothing but a curse to me. I wouldn't be on this side of the world if they weren't.

A young woman carrying a little girl passed in front of me after I stepped out of the station. It might be because she was petite that I found her too young to be a mother. But she reminded me of who I was twenty-five years ago – a teenage mother.

I became dizzy as a punching pain hit my head. My horrid past always returned to me every time I saw a teenage mother. Part of me wondered about their reasons for having a child at a very young age. A bigger part of me feared that something worse had happened to them, which resulted in an unwanted child – like my daughter, Scarlet.

“Are you okay?” A tuk-tuk driver asked when I almost fell to the ground.

I nodded and walked away. My nerves calmed after filling my thoughts of my daughter, Scarlet. She’d be twenty-five years old soon. I searched for her through Facebook, but I was ashamed to message her. It was the only social media account she had, so I didn’t know much about her life since I left her. Sally Gonzalo is her only friend, but she was not into social media, either. I wrote to my mother when Scarlet was young. She told me that I should leave my daughter alone after all the troubles I caused. 

After countless letters, my mother stopped replying to any of them. I planned to go home and take Scarlet, but my life was still a mess even when I was halfway across the world. My curse haunted me everywhere I went. Scarlet was better off living in Hood River than living with a crazy and cursed mother like me.

“Emily Wright?”

I looked at the man who met me outside of prison. A lawyer? My case was too minor for the American embassy to send a lawyer. Shit. I didn’t need the embassy to take notice of me now. When I came to Phuket after running away from my last partner, I told the people that I was not a foreigner but a half-Thai and adopted a Thai name. I didn’t want my old partner, Tyrone Wells, to find me. I’d been living as a permanent resident for five years now and didn’t want it revoked.

“You have the wrong person,” I imitated the Thai accent.

The man took out his calling card. I refused to take it from him, but he placed it in my hand. My eyebrows rose after finding that he wasn’t from the embassy
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Marcus
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