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            ARE YOU READY FOR SEXY FIREFIGHTERS, DIRTY DOCTORS, AND HOT COPS?

          

        

      

    

    
      Do you wish Grey’s Anatomy and Chicago Fire had more sex scenes – like a lot more? Maybe a hundred times more?

      Me too! I took all your favorite TV fire/police/medical drama tropes and gave you the addictive plot twists, sexy times, and drama you are dying for. (I’m a real doctor so it’s more legit!)

      

      So if you want the drool-worthy playboy firefighter who got away to plough you - while you’re dressed in your most stripperific outfit - this friends-to lovers scorcher will make your FANTASY come true.

      

      PS – this is a standalone HFN prequel in the MetroGen After Hours series. Chronologically, this first book in the ENTIRE MetroGen Universe and plants the seeds for the future..
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      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH MATT AND IZZY ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        If I ever told you I wanted to be your friend, I was lying.

        I have never in a million years wanted to be your friend.

        Not for a second. Not for a moment.

        We can’t really be friends because I want what I want, and I ALWAYS will.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY ON METROGEN AFTER HOURS

          

        

      

    

    
      Carina Alyce’s MetroGen Downtown books encompass the Medical, Fire, and Police heroes of Cuyahoga County and their complicated love lives with the steam and the drama of your favorite TV shows. Everyone needs a hot protective hero falling for a strong woman with goals.

      

      MetroGen After Hours gives you all the HEA in standalones connected in the bigger MetroGen universe. Opposites attract and grumpy sunshine galore!

      

      Volatile starts you out when nurse/part-time arson investigator Jennifer Bayani gets exiled to small town USA where she’s following up on a set of suspicious fires. Getting cuffed by Deputy Brandon Smythe, tattooed and so surly hot, is not one of her goals.

      

      Burn Card follows grumpy Fire Captain James Haskell on what is supposed to be a weekend of firefighter business in Las Vegas. Things change when he crashes into the Vegas B4 Vows Bachelorette party and his secret crush - his next-door neighbor, Caroline Peters.

      

      Roulette happens during Burn Card at the Vegas B4 Vows Bachelorette party when superfans ER doctor Ryan Yates and NICU nurse Kyra Washington find they have perfect chemistry and make a bet on their future - that they can live together without sex.

      

      Sentinel introduces grumpy Firefighter Rafe Falcon to single sunshiny mom Ava Remley. She might be the antidote for his bad mood, except she has a secret that might destroy the fire department and MetroGen.

      

      Tempted pushes Lieutenant Fabian Santos to face the one that got away - Cassie Odon from Vegas B4 Vows. He’s waited long enough and nothing will keep him from coming for her - not hell or high water.

      

      Sampled spins its own steamy tale on the other side of Tempted with Firefighter Royce Murphy from Firehouse 19 as he bumps into college student Vandy Patel. She could learn to loosen up, and a night of skinny-dipping with sex on the beach is just the beginning.

      

      Matched moves onto the medical students of MetroGen where Nora Borenstein has met her match in the mysterious and handsome Barak Perez. Unfortunately, he might be a lying international super-spy assassin which could be a problem for the woman with the perfect memory.

      

      Wrapped Up leads our previous After Hours couples on a hot holiday adventure bringing you up to speed on who’s still together, who didn’t make it, and who’s gonna pop the question.

      

      Enamored brings the ladies of MetroGen After Hours and Scandals together for the perfect drunk brunch with wedding planning? Because when the drinks start flowing, so do the stories. . .

      

      Unwrapped continues the adventures into the following Christmas as the drama ratchets up for the Wedding of the Decade set against the best bridal shower ever.

      

      Live Wire falls back to the past in the first prequel, starring Lieutenant Matt Soto as he faces peril in his love life and at his firehouse. An avowed bachelor, he finds himself falling hard for Izzy Reyes, a beautiful undercover police officer who he used to call his friend.

      

      Get ready because there’s steam, secrets, lies, and betrayals ahead. . .

      

      (And by the way, MetroGen hospital is looking for a new chaplain. One of the candidates is REALLY into his journal.)

      

      
        
        Find out how the Fire Chief FELL in the MetroGen Scandals series.

      

        

      
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      FIREHOUSE 15 A-SHIFT UNDER CLEVELAND FIRE CHIEF LAYNE

      
        
          	
        Eric Cordova – Captain
      

      	
        Matt ‘Mateo’ Soto – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Carl Walsh – Firefighter
      

      	
        Jim Conley – Firefighter
      

      	
        Leslie McClunis – Firefighter
      

      

      

      SECOND PRECINCT CLEVELAND POLICE

      
        
          	
        Izzy ‘Isadora’ Reyes – officer
      

      	
        Tanner Bishop – officer
      

      	
        Franklin Murphy – officer
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LIVE WIRE

          

        

      

    

    
      NOUN

      
        
          	
        An electrical wire which still has voltage current flowing through it.
      

      	
        An unpredictable, alert, and potentially aggressive member of your crew.
      

      

      

      

      
        
        – NIOSH Fire Investigator, 3rd edition
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            THE DIARY OF THE NOT CHAPLAIN YET

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Happy graduation day, or just happy new job day. I’m officially ordained, and I got a letter from MetroGen hospital inviting me to an interview for their open position as chaplain. Browns Town, here I come.
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      Whoever thought this was a good idea needed to be shot.

      Cleveland Fire Lieutenant Mateo ‘Matt’ Soto ordered a Guinness at Throckmorton’s Corner and watched the combined ranks of two shifts welcome their newest additions to the firehouse.

      There were three shifts, which meant two new guys on B and C-shifts.

      And one red-headed chick on A-shift.

      Just what they needed.

      Said chick bellied up to the bar and a glass of something clear was placed in front of her.

      “Having water?” Matt suggested to Ms. Leslie McClunis, his A-shift’s newbie. She’d been sick yesterday and spent the majority of her first shift in and out of the bathroom.

      “If it’s clear, it’s vodka.”

      The girl weighed a hundred pounds of nothing. Her tight little green sundress showed she was devoid of curves. “I’d hate for you to feel like you did yesterday.”

      Her hazel eyes flashed. “I’m sure you would, lieutenant.”

      “Something you want to say?” Matt lit a cigarette.

      “Nothing.” She attempted to make a cutting comeback. She had quite the mouth, they’d learned in the past twenty-four hours.

      He blew smoke in her direction. “Doll, I’m really sorry your first day was rough, but that’s firefighting.”

      Those eyes rolled. “You think I’m a fucking Forrest Gump or something? Just because I don’t know which asshole from the firehouse spiked my food and slashed my tires doesn’t make me stupid.”

      “It’s called an initiation. Got to earn your place.” Matt took another drag from the cigarette.

      “What did they do to you on your first day?” she challenged.

      He thought back to those days, now almost two decades ago. “They put my clothes in the walk-in freezer. After they sprayed them down with the hose a few times.”

      “I’m sure that did terrible things to your balls,” the redhead said archly.

      Matt blinked because while it wouldn’t have been a surprising comment coming from another man, it was a shock coming from someone as delicate appearing as her. “It was cold. Always happens to the newbies. It’ll get better.”

      “This bullshit didn’t happen when I was at 13.” From what Matt understood, they had paired the two female rookies together for a year under the tutelage of fellow Puerto Rican, Captain Hector Mondragon.

      “Firehouse 13 isn’t as busy as 15,” he answered shortly.

      “Which is exactly why I applied for the spot at 15. You think I can’t take it because I don’t have a dick?”

      Matt restrained himself from asking how she liked to take it. The two women in a different firehouse hadn’t seemed real last year. Until two days ago, the women had been unicorns. Now most of the conversations his guys had were whether the ladies were nymphomaniacs or lesbians.

      It was tough to tell with Leslie McClunis. Her hair was cut far shorter than the current in styles for Matt’s taste. It wasn’t exactly what he’d call butch, but her macho and aggressive attitude gave him quite the mix of signals.

      Of course, certain members of his shift were more determined to settle the question. Jim Conley, their old ‘newbie,’ came by to invite her over. “Come have a drink with us.”

      To her credit, she did try to smile—more of a grimace. Matt hoped she wouldn’t take the offer at face value, since he suspected Conley had been behind the laxatives in her lunch. As lieutenant, his job was to not interfere beyond making sure they didn’t hurt her. She’d have to learn this stuff on her own—starting by being careful now.

      And she’d have to be made of even sterner stuff if she expected to make it at 15. Mistakes during firefighting could mean death.

      Still, he couldn’t help how his eyes lingered on the way she moved. She practically floated, which was probably an optical illusion from the beer. He had to admit she had a cute little ass, if he were into skinny girls.

      Which he was not.

      His mother would have given him a very loud talking to if he brought a gringa home—especially if she had the vocabulary of a sailor. That was why he kept his liaisons brief with the numerous MetroGen nurses, who were happy to ride a firefighter home after their day shift ended.

      He was on a third cigarette, a second beer, and chatting up his first nurse of the evening when he heard more trouble.

      “You damn lesi dyke!” Conley shouted at McClunis.

      “Then I definitely ate out more pussy than you ever will.” McClunis dumped a pitcher of beer on his head.

      The rest of the firefighters, including the other newbie, crowded around the scene. The only person who appeared slightly upset was Carl Walsh, but as an unranked member, he was in no position to stand up for McClunis.

      Matt set down his cigarette and walked over, hoping he could deescalate before the scene degraded into a brawl.

      Conley flipped the table and took a few menacing steps toward McClunis, who backed up... and found her escape blocked by other firefighter bodies.

      Fabulous, Throckies was the closest bar to Firehouse 15, and getting his team banished would crush his love life and piss him off.

      Before Matt got there to break things up, someone else from one of the back corners shoved their way through the wall of people.

      “I think that’s enough,” the blonde woman said. She was wearing a skimpy white tank top, heels, and a short blue skirt. Two solidly built guys backed her up on either side.

      Despite the unnatural shade of her hair, Matt recognized her easily. A body like hers was one he’d never forget, even though he’d never touched her.

      A pity Conley did not. “You stay out of this, bitch.”

      “You hear that, boys? He called me a perra. I am very upset.”

      Conley paused since he had not expected her response.

      She fluffed her fake blonde hair, a full head taller than McClunis, and stuck out her six times more curves. “What shall I do?”

      How fucking dense was Conley? Just because the woman looked like a wet dream didn’t mean she wasn’t armed and dangerous.

      And he wasn’t referring to her full lips and killer rack. . .

      Matt squeezed his way through the bodies to confront his firefighter. “This is Officer Izzy Reyes from the Second Precinct.”
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      “Who wants a nice, friendly drink with us? All friendly like.” Isadora ‘Izzy’ Reyes actually smiled, while McClunis had been unable to form the same with her lips earlier.

      Matt crossed his arms over his chest. “We would love a drink, officer.”

      “I’ll buy drinks for everyone, including our boys in blue,” McClunis volunteered.

      “Apologize to both ladies,” one of the police officers said, “before Reyes drills two holes in your ass.”

      “Two rounds of drinks.” McClunis upped the ante.

      Unsurprisingly, the entire bar cheered, and the two other police officers escorted McClunis to buy the beer.

      “Thanks,” Matt said to Izzy as the crowd dispersed. “I was getting there.”

      “Yeah, sure you were.”

      Matt dared sneak a longer look at Izzy’s clothing. Now, unlike McClunis, this was a woman built for sin.

      She also happened to be one of his few female friends. They’d grown up in the same neighborhood, gone to the same school several years apart. She’d tagged along with her older brothers, picking herself off the ground.

      Of course, he hadn’t realized quite how tough she was until she entered the police academy and came out as one of Cleveland’s Finest. 

      She had to be tough, especially after the asshole she married served her with divorce papers at her cousin’s funeral. Matt had been there, watching her fight to keep from crying in public. He’d wanted to protect her, comfort her . . . but it had never been his place. . . 

      Even if he’d thought about it.

      A lot.

      Not the time or place.

      “I was. She’s new to the firehouse, and she’s gonna have to get a thick skin. She is our first woman,” Matt explained.

      “Yes, I know. Women. Such bitches,” Izzy said, stone-faced. A few nurses joined the firefighters now the fight was over, which would sweeten tempers.

      “Will I get bitched at if I buy you a drink for your trouble?” Matt beckoned her to the bar. His previous nurse had attached herself to one of the firefighters from B-shift.

      Whatever. He could find someone else.

      Izzy had been off-limits to him and would remain so.

      He understood. A woman like her deserved more than him.

      “Tequila.” She accompanied her request with a wink.

      He waved for the bartender and checked back on his team. McClunis and the officers carried six pitchers of beer back to the tables. One of the police officers pulled out a chair for McClunis and was sitting closer than was necessary. She didn’t appear to notice and was talking animatedly to Carl and a few other guys from B-shift, who had opted to sit nearby at their table. “Do I need to worry about this?”

      “That another fight’s going to break out or he’s gonna see if the carpet matches the drapes?” Izzy asked. 

      A definite cherry on top, as Matt couldn’t say he liked that possibility. He’d be super pissed if McClunis soured their relationship with the local PD. “Can it be both?”

      “It’ll be no different from when any of my other ladies hook up with one of your guys. Or when they bang a nurse,” Izzy reminded him, since the firemen of 15, including himself, were not always discreet about their liaisons with MetroGen or Cleveland PD.

      MetroGen and the Second Precinct were still speaking to them. “You win.”

      “Women don’t ruin everything. Guys bring plenty down on themselves.” She finished her shot. “So, you got this year’s newbies at the firehouse. How is that going?”

      “I think you pretty much saw,” Matt said.

      “Lots of passion?”

      “Very true.” He ordered another beer and took a slow drag of his cigarette. Captain Cordova had not been pleased to discover Firehouse 15’s vacancy had been filled by a woman. Like Matt, the existence of two women within Cleveland Fire had been tolerable in the abstract to his captain. It became less exciting when it was staring him in the face.

      Though Hector Mondragon wasn’t known to go easy on anyone. Still, Matt couldn’t look at the tiny Leslie McClunis and not think Hector had been overly generous in her evaluations. Even if she was ready for the job, the social disruption of a woman being in what had been a men’s only space was a struggle Matt did not relish.

      “It will fade. They’ll get used to her. If the police can, so can firefighters.”

      “I don’t know,” Matt said. He took another long drag, willing it to calm his nerves. As lieutenant, his job was to build team cohesiveness, and they couldn’t even make it through an evening at a bar.

      “I do know. It’ll take time. Do you know what they called me during my first three years on the beat?”

      “No.” 

      “Spic chick.’”

      Matt gagged on his cigarette. “That’s the only thing they could come up with?”

      She stole his cigarette and took a hit. “Which is why Isadora became Izzy. What did they call you?”

      “Pedro.” He took it back. “Hector Mondragon was the one who came up with it. Though I can’t say ‘Matt’ is a step up.”

      “See, everybody will take their lumps and get back to the job.” She traced her finger across her collarbone, and his eyes followed the movement.

      Had she done that on purpose?

      It had to be the stress. Izzy had been off-limits for so long, he must have been imagining it. He was horny and stressed out from the unwelcome hormonal mix of a woman added to his firehouse.

      The troublesome wildcat herself walked up to the bar right next to them and ordered three vodka shots. “I’m on my way out, but I figured I’d get one for the road with the fearless leaders of police and fire.”

      “Cheers.” 

      They clicked their glasses and downed their shots. Leslie walked out with nary a stagger, despite Matt’s count of her consumption of five drinks in under an hour. “I hope she gets home okay.”

      “Actually, I think she’ll have help.” Izzy jerked her head at the two police officers mingling and sharing beers with the firefighters. One of the police officers brought over a new pitcher, poured a round, and appeared to be on his way out.

      Matt ordered another beer, understanding Izzy’s meaning. “You think the two of them, even though they just met?”

      His objection sounded ridiculous because he’d picked up his share of women at this very bar.

      She rolled her eyes and referred to McClunis as cinnamon. “Double standard for the canelo? Or have you mended your ways since I saw you last?”

      “Not a bit.” He had never lied to Izzy and wasn’t about to start now.

      “I didn’t think so.”

      He took a meandering examination of her outfit and makeup. It was much louder than he remembered her wearing in the past, but since the last time he’d seen her was at her aunt’s funeral last month, Her black-on-black ensemble that day in no way resembled her neon blue eyeliner and heavy mascara.

      “I have to ask. The outfit, and the hair. I remember your hair being less bright. And your makeup…”

      “Less like a stoplight? I’d hope not at the cemetery,” she joked and sipped her tequila. Izzy’s mom had died young, and the aunt had been the matriarch.

      “You used to be over in the Fourth Precinct, right?” While he wasn’t sad to see her, the Second Precinct handled the hospital area. “You got transferred here?”

      “Just here for the summer. Another officer is on maternity leave, which is why I’m in this lovely get-up.”

      “It’s very attractive.” Matt deliberately took a long look below her collarbone to where her breasts were on excellent display.

      Just because he was in the friend-zone, he was still a man.

      “I’m a streetwalker.” She pointed to her boobs. “Pushup bras are amazing, aren’t they?”

      “No opinion here, though I expect they got you plenty of attention.” Matt hadn’t expected her to encourage him to ogle them. Izzy had always been out of his reach, and his blood heated looking at her. Rather than let himself cross a line, he lit a new cigarette.

      He needed to remember she wasn’t his usual pick up, and friends could tease each other.

      “You would not believe the number of men who seem to like it.”

      “So is this what hookers these days wear?” Those puppies were begging him to touch them.

      Which he would not do.

      Even if she asked nicely.

      But if she started begging. . .
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      Izzy’s next words brought him back to reality. Her outfit wasn’t for his eyes. It was a mathematical equation designed by the police department to attract horndogs.

      “Unfortunately, despite my very helpful push-up bra, my ratio of lining up leads has been pretty low. I’m not doing a good job getting invited out for the evening. I must be doing something wrong.”

      “Well, I’ve never paid for my passion, but give me your sultriest ‘come-hither’ smolder.”

      She pursed her lips and gave him a grin that made McClunis seem cuddly. “How’s this?”

      “Your sexy face is ‘I swallowed a lemon, and it’s pressing on my aorta.’”

      “That’s anatomically impossible.”

      “It must be if this is the best you’ve got.”

      Izzy dropped it, rolling her eyes. “I’m hopeless at this. I don’t smolder. In fact, according to the ex-husband, I was a frigid bitch in bed.”

      “Spoken like a man with no fucking clue how to please a woman. Here, try not to force it.” He set his cigarette down and leaned into her. “Imagine a man’s hands on you, touching you, savoring you.”

      “I don’t think I can.”

      He gently caressed her elbow up to her collarbone. His fingertips felt her heart race and her body soften. “Relax. Think about needing, wanting, enjoying.”

      No doubt about it. He was crossing their line, here and now.

      It didn’t count. It was for the good of the city. For science.

      She closed her eyes at the touch of his hand and slowed her breathing. Under his careful ministrations, her lips lost their tense appearance, allowing them to plump and flush.

      Those lips needed his mouth this second. Then her body needed to be stripped naked, pleasured, and . . .

      Matt paused because the urge to kiss her was near overwhelming. Kissing her was out of the question. She hadn’t come into the bar for this, and he wasn’t going to lose a friendship over this temporary temptation.

      Horny as he might be, he could grab a nurse to use for the night.

      So he did the right thing and withdrew. “Much better. Go to that part of your brain and those Johns’ll get the right idea.”

      Izzy opened her eyes and fixed them on his face. “If only someone else would get the right idea.”

      “What?” He grabbed his beer and took a swig, trying not to choke. Here he’d been trying to behave himself, and she had a very different agenda.

      “Yes, you, dummy.” She scooted closer to him, keeping her needy expression. “Can you stop thinking about your firehouse’s problems and which nurse you want to bang and focus on me?”

      “Fuck.” His mind was spinning like she’d flipped his firetruck over. “Izzy, I’m flattered and all, but I can’t. You aren’t my type.”

      “Why not? I’ve seen who you’ve dated. You don’t have a type unless your requirement is single, legal, and female,” Izzy pointed out.

      “You weren’t single.”

      “We were separated for three years, and I’ve been divorced for two.”

      “You had family stuff. Your cousin’s funeral and then your aunt’s.” Her cousin Benicio had gotten mixed up in the Ñetas gang a few years back, and his grandmother—Izzy’s aunt—and family matriarch, had gone to her grave in grief over him last month.

      “As we say on the force, shit happens. And it’s been so long since I’ve had a good orgasm, I’m not sure the parts work anymore.”

      “I’m sure they work.” Matt was wavering now. He didn’t have female friends for exactly this reason; he kept sleeping with them. Izzy was the only one because he’d always kept her in the ‘unavailable’ category. Married, just divorced, or mourning was something he wouldn’t touch.

      Liar. His traitorous mind whispered. He liked Izzy too much. A man who had her couldn’t simply walk away after a single night.

      If he had her, he’d either keep her or lose her forever.

      “I need is a lesson. Want to teach me?” She grinned like this is the sort of thing she suggested every day.

      “Izzy. We’re friends. Friends don’t ask friends for bedroom lessons.”

      She tilted her body, drawing attention to her off-limits curves of hers. “Maybe they should. You’re a firefighter. Think of it as your civic duty to help the police.”

      “I can’t. . .” he forced the words out even though he’d consider the same thing moments earlier.

      Sensing his indecision, she pressed her case. “You’re making excuses. If you do what I believe you can, I’ll have no problema faking desire, guapo.”

      She couldn’t know it, but she was actually more attractive now that she was getting worked up. Her color was brighter and her accent came out between her Spanglish.

      “Why today?” he had to ask. They could have gone down this road long ago, but never had. After her cousin’s funeral, she’d been wrecked, and that was when he’d decided to be the good guy for once.

      “Because I’m tired of waiting. I’m tired of waiting for you to see me. I’m a rookie here. Teach me,” she panted into his ear.

      He folded. Sometimes a man can’t say ‘no’ to temptation.

      “I’ll teach you more than you can imagine.” He pressed his forehead into hers and sealed his fate. He hoped she was ready for what she unleashed because he wasn’t ready, either. “We’re leaving.”

      “We are?”

      “Si, quierida.” He kissed the side of her wrist, nipping at her pulse.

      She stumbled to her feet. “Where are we going?”

      “Your place. Just like I do with everyone else.”

      She caught her breath and pulled her hand back. Her lips were flushed as if she finally comprehended the signals her own body sent her.

      His groin went from half-hard to throbbing at the very idea of teaching her tonight. Carnal need was something he was familiar with, but this added a whole new dimension.

      “Mateo . . . Matt. I don’t. . .” She sounded surprised like she’d never imagine he’d agree.

      He forced himself to remember this was not his usual hookup. “Isadora, I’ll follow your lead. Nothing has to happen. We can stay friends.”

      “Or maybe do this once. For the night,” she suggested tremulously.

      He gritted his teeth. Of course, she expected it to be only tonight. His reputation proceeded him. She had no idea he never left with anyone he actually cared about.

      “Sure. One night of lessons.” She could believe this was what friends did together. He was a guy who naturally imagined every woman he met naked, and what guy wouldn’t say ‘yes’ to her offer?

      He watched her find some bravado, reclaiming the confidence she’d had before they’d entered this new game.

      “My place sounds good. My kitchen is very nice. It was just remodeled with my alimony money.”

      Matt allowed his eyes to take a long look down the length of her body, communicating his full interest and giving her one last chance to back away. “I’d love to see your . . . kitchen.”

      “My place it is,” she decided after a long pause.

      They closed their tab and caught a taxi outside the bar. The ride to her place on the West Side was quiet.

      He took those moments to examine her lovely body with fresh eyes and open admiration. If they were only going to have one night together, he’d make it one she never forgot.

      She noticed and shivered.

      To calm her, he set his hand on her arm and walked his fingers down the inside of her wrist. The large calluses on his left hand carefully caressed the smaller ones on her right hand. Hers were probably from her cuffs and night stick. His were from gloves and hoses, drilling every day.

      “Don’t worry. I won’t jump you in the backseat, even if you ask.” He kissed her cheek.

      She draped her body on his and gave a throaty chuckle, sounding more like her usual self. “I’d have to arrest you.”

      He fiddled with the strap of her tank top. “Oh, you might have to after what I’m going to do to you. Nothing but sin . . .”
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      After a tension filled taxi ride, they arrived at her duplex to find the stairs to her second-floor unit. Izzy’s mind was racing.

      Like her mother had warned her sin and loose morals were contagious. Not only had she thrown in the towel way too early on her marriage, she’d pretended to be a hooker for one whole day and now she’s invited her own friend up to her apartment for sex. A longtime hot firefighter friend who would never give her a second glance was in her apartment strictly for the purposes of teaching her to have good sex.

      At least that’s what she thought was going to happen here. Unless she’d stumbled into a rom-com movie like While You Were Sleeping and was going to discover she had been in a coma for weeks. Otherwise, she’d asked Matt for sex lessons and was going to enter an unholy alliance. 

      Not Matt. It was for the night, and, no matter how cute he was, she knew her friend had a severe relationship allergy.

      “You going to set those keys down before you hurt yourself?” he asked her.

      “The keys?” she asked and noticed she had been jingling them without thinking.

      “Yes, they probably belong on your key hook.”

      “Okay. The keys go here.” She walked backwards to hang them up, trying to read his expression.

      She was not doing a good job, which was bad, since reading body language was pretty much a job requirement.

      “Izzy?” 

      “This is my new kitchen. These are my new granite countertops. I was thinking of getting the rest of the place redecorated.” She blindly pointed at her living room.

      “Isadora,” He used her full name this time. “I told you I’m not going to jump you.”

      “You aren’t?” So much for thinking he was here for sex. Her ex had told her she was terrible at sex, and now she was a failure at convincing her handsome firefighting friend to have sex with her. 

      He reached out and took her hand. “I will later, but first, can we get those shoes off you? You finally put down the keys without stabbing yourself; those shoes are a sprain waiting to happen.”

      In her nervousness, she’d forgotten about the platform high heels which were part of her cover. They added six inches of height and robbed her of any chance of running or walking, frankly. “I can take the shoes off.”

      “Hang on.” Before she could ask questions, he picked her up and carried her into the living room.

      He set her down on the couch, and their brief contact had given her quite an education. Not only had she not been touched by a man this closely for quite some time, she’s been unprepared for the solid wall of muscle under his polo shirt and jeans. “You picked me up. You’re very strong.”

      “I did.” He knelt and began to unbuckle her right shoe. “I am a firefighter.”

      “You don’t have to do that. I can.” She tried to bat his hands away, since she didn’t seem to be able to put a full sentence together.

      “Isadora.” He set one hand on her knee, which sent shivers up her skin. “I’m doing it because I want to. Think of yourself as my present, and I’m going to unwrap you.”

      “Oh.” She sat back on the upholstery and let him move to the left shoe.

      “I usually don’t take home women from my barrio,” he said conversationally about the Puerto Rican neighborhoods on the Near Westside.

      “You don’t?”

      “When I say ‘usually,’ I mean ′nunca.′ Never. Word would get back to my mom. She scares me.”

      Izzy couldn’t help her laugh. “She seems so sweet.”

      “She’s not above whacking me with her cane for my sins.” He sat next to her on the couch. “You smell good.”

      “It’s my shampoo,” Izzy wished she had something cooler to say. The other women he associated with must have entire beauty routines beyond ‘shampoo.’

      “I like it. You weren’t the present I was expecting tonight, but I’m very happy I found it.” He reached up and pulled a few pins from her hair. “I’ve been dying to get rid of this.”

      “It’s terrible, isn’t it?” She referred to the blonde monstrosity pinned to her head and helped him toss the wig to the floor.

      “I want to see Isadora, not the specially selected combination issued by the Cleveland Police Department.” This time, his lips brushed the skin on the back of her neck.

      “Mateo.” She used his full name, same as he had on her.

      He licked the left pulse point on her neck. “So many people underestimate this spot. They get laser focused on tits and ass.”

      “Those parts make sense.” She was a horrible fake-hooker if she couldn’t even say ‘tits’ and ‘ass’ out loud. 

      “No, it doesn’t.” He kissed her neck again. “This is intimate and sinful. You kiss a friend on the cheek. A lover you kiss here.” 

      “Lover? Not friends?” she moaned, vibrating.

      “I’m not here to be your friend. And I’d never ask a friend a question like this.”

      “Like what?”

      He peppered her collarbone with kisses before crossing to the other side. “Tell me, good girl, how wet are you right now?”

      She squeezed her thighs together because he wasn’t wrong. “You don’t have to do this.”

      “I don’t have to seduce you because you’re a sure thing? All the better reason to do so. I’m not sorry about my sins, and you could use some sin in your life.” He kept up those kisses on her neck, never kissing her mouth, never moving lower.

      “Aren’t you going to kiss me for real?” She twisted under his slow ministrations.

      “Oh, I will.” He gave her a male smile and toyed with the straps of her bra and tanktop like he had in the taxi. “Listen up, you’ll like this part. I’ll be tasting the lips of your pretty pussy first and making you come screaming my name.”

      His words made her squirm because the ache between her thighs increased. “You . . .”

      “You didn’t answer before. How wet are you?”

      She squeaked because he accompanied his question with a small bite to her neck. “Mateo!”

      He licked the love bite. “Tell me now, or I’ll bite you again. If you insist on being bad, I might not finger you. I’ll let you sit with your pussy dripping and your clit swollen.”

      She was freaking vibrating. “I’m soaked, okay?”

      “Such honesty deserves a reward.” He rolled her tank top off and unsnapped her bra from behind. “Now here is something worth unwrapping. Jessica Rabbit has nothing on you.”

      She resisted the urge to grab her bra back and stayed still. Her body was on display for him in nothing but her tight skirt. “Does this earn the kiss?”

      “I told you I have a wet pussy to kiss, for starters. I’m liking the idea of kissing that eager mouth of yours when you give yourself to me for the first time.” His eyes were wide and near black, devouring her body. “You’ll feel so good when you cum on my cock.”

      Her body was seriously considering coming right now on the strength of his words and some neck kisses. “I did not know you were this dirty.”

      “Beautiful hermosa, you have no idea. I should suck one of those tits into my mouth and let you ride my hand. I’ll bring you off so fucking hard you won’t know up from down.” He scraped his five o’clock shadow on her shoulder. “Any questions?”

      “No,” she mumbled, waiting for his next lesson in passion.
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      It wasn’t long coming because Matt moved down her body, still avoiding her chest with everything except his eyes. “Such a good girl. Now hold still because I’ve been dying to know what Cleveland PD issues for underneath your skirt.”

      “It’s a blue thong from Victoria’s Secret,” she told him, realizing he was actually going to see how soaked those panties were.

      “I’ll verify the evidence on my own.” He hooked the fingers on the hem of her skirt and shoved upwards. “Damn. The PD is dirty dogs if they send you out in this scrap.”

      Izzy would have answered, but he dropped one hand to the wet front of her panties and fastened his mouth to one nipple.

      Two bolts of lighting coursed over her, and the lights practically went out because those minor touches sent her into orbit. She shuddered under his hand and screamed his name.

      Rather than let her down easily, he got that hand under her lacy panties and inserted a finger into her slick channel. And like he’d promised, she rode his hand all the way through her orgasm.

      “Now this is how sin feels,” he said from his position on her chest. His lips were inches from the nipple he’d been sucking, his breath making it strain toward him. 

      “I think you killed me.” Her body had enjoyed it immensely and had flopped back against the couch. 

      “I haven’t even got out my gun yet.” He climbed on top of her, still in his clothes, and jerked his hips against hers. Her panties were so wet they were practically transparent and the bulge behind his fly ground against her untouched clit. “Ever had three in a row?”

      “Three in one night or three ever?” It appeared he expected her to be capable of speech post-orgasm. “Or in a row? That’s impossible.”

      “I’m going to take that as a ‘no.’” He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his jeans, kicking them off. The outline of his boxers suggested quite the erection. “No one has ever given you what you really need. I’m going to fucking change that tonight.”

      He got on his knees between her legs and pulled off her thong. Before she could try to shield herself, he pushed both of her knees wide open, exposing her sex fully to him. “Mateo!”

      “Shhh.” He tensed his hands, testing if she’d try to close her legs against his gaze. She whimpered, wanting to hide her obvious need. His eyes flickered up to her face, storm clouds of darkness. “Do I need to tie you down?”

      He would do that? “No.”

      “Then be a good girl and let me eat you out the way you deserve.” Matt gave her clit an experimental lick.

      She thought she was done, but, damn it, the caress made her practically jump out of her skin. “Fuck!”

      “So responsive. So dirty. Now don’t you worry your pretty little head right now. You said it was impossible, so lay back and try not to come.” He lapped at her clit with slow strokes, making sure he played with the hood and the sides where the lips formed the ‘V.’ 

      Her body, which decided it listened to him and not her, revved up. “Mateo, you’re not playing fair.”

      He glanced up from his task; their eyes met. “Who said I gave a fuck about being fair?”

      With that, he set her legs on his broad shoulders and went back to the task with great relish.

      And she let him. Her friend was going down on her, eating her out, driving her relentlessly on the path of another orgasm. Now she knew nothing short of a tornado would stop him.

      Each swipe stole her breath, and she lifted her hips to follow his mouth when he paused to breathe. He didn’t return his mouth; he waited, inches from the clit he’d been pleasuring. She mewed in protest and tried to scoot closer.

      He tightened his grip, preventing her from moving. “Oh, good girl, you do like that, don’t you? Remember, I said ‘don’t come.’”

      “You told me I would come three times in a row.” Izzy tried to figure out how to get his mouth back to doing its magic on her clit again.

      “And you told me it was impossible, so I took your challenge. You aren’t in charge of your body right now. I am. So don’t come.”

      “Don’t come,” she repeated. This should have been a simple task, since she hadn’t had a single orgasm without the aid of batteries for years.

      “Bet you can’t stop it.” His grin was pure wicked, naughty evil. 

      “Holy mother-fucking God!” she screamed because he brought his mouth back down on her needy center. However, this time, he rubbed her taint and then pressed a finger into both of her holes. The combination overwhelmed her, and she lost the bet mid-scream.

      “Twice now. So I think the next one, I’m going to feel you. Time for your kiss.”

      “Kiss?” she repeated as he stripped off the rest of his clothes, and she realized his intent. He promised to kiss her for the first time when he was inside of her.

      “I always keep my promises.”

      “Madre de Dios!” she gasped when he was naked. What she’d felt before hadn’t been a joke because he was muscles on muscles. He had the wide shoulders of spending way too much time lifting, matched with powerful pecs and a slim waist right above a sizable cock pointing from a patch of dark hair.

      The most striking thing, though, was the scars.

      “What happened?” She climbed off the couch and knelt in front of him.

      He pulled a condom out of his jeans pocket and fitted on the black latex. “Which one?”

      Though his erection was inches from her mouth, she petted the rough patch from his hip to his knee. “What’s this?”

      “Souvenir. Rookie year, garage roof collapsed and made the car next to me a convertible.”

      “Pobrecito.” She kissed the old scar rather than his cock, which swiveled to follow her.

      He waited because he almost certainly could guess her next question. She moved her lips to the circular burn mark on the right side of his chest. “What happened here?”

      “Alta voltaje. A live wire.”

      “Live wire?” She reached out and touched it. “How did it happen?”

      “It looked so innocent.” He grasped two handfuls of her breasts, pushing her back onto the couch. “The electric company hadn’t turned off the power when we entered the scene. The fire snapped the cable, and I was too close. I paid for my carelessness, and I still pay. Do you have any scars worth showing?”

      “I don’t think I can match yours. My only one is from when I got stabbed in the ass by a hooker.”

      “I’m going to have to kiss that later. But there’s something else I need to kiss first.”

      He climbed on top of her and brought his face close to hers. The heat of his body scalded her, and she could almost feel the throb of his blood from his heart to the thick rod laying on her stomach.

      Izzy did her best to hide it, but she tensed up. It had been two years, and a few botched sexual encounters, but the guilt still threatened. Regardless, she wasn’t going to waste this opportunity. “I’m ready.”

      “Are you?” His eyes were practically black.

      “Yes.” She nodded, telling herself this was her friend, this was Matt. He wasn’t here with an agenda.

      “I believe I said our first kiss would be when you gave yourself to me. You’re not there yet. So you’ll have to wait.” He licked the side of her neck, bringing back her shivers. And then he trailed his lips down to her breasts, which he had barely touched.

      Within a few minutes it was unclear what part of her was more needy, her nipples or empty pussy. As he nipped, sucked, and teased her tits, he’d whispered dirty things about sin and her taste, all the while his cock bobbed against her curls. Somehow, her hands ran up his sides and shoulders, and she began to beg.

      “Please. Por favor. Matt. Mateo,” she slid between languages, needing more from him.

      “That’s better.” He gripped her waist and rolled them sideways so he was lying on his back on the couch, and she was above him.

      She paused and reoriented herself. Why had he . . . she looked down at his body laying before her and understood. Her dirty, dirty friend was ready for her. There was only one thing left to do.

      “Take what you need, bad girl,” he urged her, his voice seducing her. “Give yourself to me, gorgeous. Sink your hot tight quim on me.”

      And damn it, that’s exactly what she did. She spread her legs wide and took him inside, inch by inch. Then their lips finally touched. She gasped as he stretched her, and he drank her sound down his mouth, devouring every molecule.

      “Oh fuck, Isadora,” he moaned, breaking the kiss. “Ride me just like that, baby. I’ll make you cum again so damn hard you’ll forget your name.”

      With his encouragement, she obeyed, sliding up and down. The more she moved, the more guttural and less coherent his words became, hinting, at last, he was as deep in as she. That, more than anything, pushed her to the edge. The crowning glory was when he fastened his mouth to one nipple and gave her the impossible, promised third orgasm.

      This time, he surged forward, still sucking on her tip. A deep growl vibrated through his chest and into hers, and she felt him tense in completion.

      She collapsed on his chest, noticing her skirt was shoved up past her waist. Silence hung in the air while she tried to figure out what to do next.

      Did they shake hands? Thank him for his service to the PD’s cause? Offer him cab fare? Schedule a future sex lesson with a final exam? Ask for a reference?

      “Izzy?” His voice brought her back from a potential downward spiral.

      “Yes, Matt?” She hoped she didn’t sound needy or confused or helpless after mind-blowing sex. Plus, she was mostly naked on top of him, who was actually totally naked.

      “As lovely as your kitchen and living room are, I think this is a fine time for me to evaluate the condition of your bedroom.”

      “My bedroom. You mean . . .” she tried to sit up, but he pulled her into another kiss.

      Like it had been hit by a hormonal sex whammy, her body instantly relaxed, and he said, “Of course. You thought you learned everything in one go? I have a lot to teach you.”

      “Whoa . . . err . . absolutely.”

      “Besides,” he gave her a cheeky grin, almost as if he was her friend again. “Don’t I have a scar to kiss?”
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