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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 need forbidden grumpy boss hot romance between the Fire Chief and one of his lady firefighters full of naughtiness, drama, and danger – you need to read Hazardous!

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      Or scan this QR code explore all of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books!
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      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH ERIN AND NOAH ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        Ahhh, domestic bliss.

        Sure, he doesn’t see clutter, but hot man and hot times in the hot tub are worth a little extra cleaning.

        Too bad we can’t tell my friends.

        Or family.

        Or pretty much anyone.

        Still, the domestic bliss bubble is pretty damn good.
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      Fire Chief Noah Baker has dedicated his life to bringing his fire department into the twenty-first century. He’s been with the department for over two decades and sacrificed his friends and family for the good of the city

      The price seems worth it because he’s forged an alliance between MetroGen Hospital and the Fire Department that should last for years to come.

      Until firefighter Erin Hudgens turns his world upside-down in Smolder. He’s succumbed to temptation at last, and they made the gamble to secretly move in together in Charged.

      Now, their growing love will be called into question by forces outside of their control in Hazardous.

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      CUYAHOGA COMBINED FIRE DEPARTMENT CHAIN OF COMMAND

      
        
          	
        Fire Chief Noah Baker
      

      	
        Assistant Chiefs – Eric Cordova and Maurice Tammaro
      

      	
        Division Chiefs – Alan Hastings, Robert Vega, Bryon Munnis, Timothy Vickery
      

      	
        Section Chiefs – East Carl Walsh and West Hector Mondragon
      

      	
        CCFD Spokeswoman – Hannah Fitzpatrick
      

      

      

      FIREHOUSE 15 A-SHIFT UNDER BATTALION 2 CHIEF LESLIE MCCLUNIS

      
        
          	
        Jacen Williams – Captain
      

      	
        Aiden Clarke – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Luna Rodriguez – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Vanessa Knight – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Kevin Jones – Firefighter
      

      	
        Theo Jefferson – Firefighter
      

      	
        Erin Hudgens – Firefighter
      

      	
        Dr. Jacob Carver – Probationary Firefighter
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        Michael Harper – medical student
      

      	
        Dr. Angela Something-Or-Other – doctor and Erin’s neighbor
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      Some girls are pink girls. Pink bedroom. Pink blanket. Pink dress. Pink birthday cake. Pink kitty. Pink, pink, pink, pink, pink.

      Firefighter Erin Hudgens had never been a pink girl. She'd always been the girl with the basketball, the girl climbing a tree.

      It was a good thing that her boyfriend of six months understood that and got her purple boxing gloves. He also was earnestly attempting to teach her to box.

      “You're left-handed. Remember, Orthodox stance is right foot forward, left foot a little bit back, still shoulder-width apart. Right fist up to block and left fist cocked for power.” Blonde and blue-eyed Noah Baker flashed his smile and nodded encouragingly, holding the side of the heavy bag.

      Erin assumed the stance as instructed. She was about five-foot nine, and Noah was six-two, so she'd have a pretty good reach. She winked conspiratorially. “Did you say 'cocked'?”

      He ducked in and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. “I meant your fist.”

      “A girl can dream,” she said. They'd been living together for almost three weeks, having committed to each other on New Year's Eve, and Erin had made the big, crazy step to move in with him.

      He lived in a three-bedroom house on the West Side of Cleveland, with a huge, finished basement, which included this mancave-gym. Her rowhouse was hanging out all by its lonesome, available for crashing after shift if needed.

      “Right jab is ‘one.’ Left cross is ‘two.’ The big hooks are ‘right three’ and ‘left four.’ Uppercuts are ‘right five’ and ‘left six.’” Noah demonstrated the punches by shadowboxing in his red gloves. “Always pivot from the hips.”

      Erin refrained from cracking another joke about hip action.

      “One, two, three, four… No. More hip.” He counted off again, using various combinations of one through four. “One, three, four. Good.”

      She punched the heavy bag a couple times and said, “Why is it never five or six?”

      “Upper cuts are less useful without an actual person. A solid left hook is pretty discouraging for anyone you might encounter.”

      “Should I try it on you?” Erin raised her fists.

      He laughed. “You can.”

      “You going to let me beat you up with my big purple gloves?”

      “I've been boxing for twenty years. You've been boxing for twenty minutes.”

      She pretended to hit him. “This is what you do in your spare time? Beat the bag?”

      Her innuendo was ignored because he was quite familiar with her regular attempts to sidetrack him. “I have the speed bag down here, too. Those rare times I get to my boxing gym, I’ll hit the ring or cross train in a mixed martial arts class.”

      “I think mixed martial arts class sounds cooler than punching stuff.”

      “Punching is part of mixed martial arts. The people who are great do Jiu-Jitsu and Judo gyms for grappling. There's a bunch of places for that around here. My gym offers a separate grappling class here and there.”

      “Grappling? Can I try?” She snaked a leg under his, pretending to off-balance him.

      “You must be hell on a basketball court.” He tackled her onto the mats and they rolled twice, a mixture of panting and laughing.

      “I can get into this sport.” She leaned her head up from the mat and caught his lips with hers. Kissing Noah was eternally amazing. It never failed to make Erin's blood boil. Anytime she was around him, she fought the desire to get naked on the nearest surface. 

      He moaned, as it became clear boxing gloves were not conducive to ripping clothes off. The wrist needed to be unwound to find fingers. 

      “Erin, you're killing me.” He nipped the warm bronze skin of her collarbone peeking through the neck of her Firehouse 15 crew T-shirt. 

      “It's a good way to go.” She playfully bit him back, leaving teeth marks on his worn Firehouse 33 shirt. She squirmed her hips against his. “Can we try the grappling? Naked grappling? You know you want to.”

      “I do.” His lips found hers again.

      “I like naked grappling,” she volunteered. Her first time in his house, months ago, she’d devirginized every room in the house. She wasn’t above doing the same to each panel of his exercise mats. 

      “I meant teach you some grappling,” he replied with difficulty.

      “Does the difficulty go up with the gloves on?” She wasn’t referring to grappling. Erin shoved her left glove under his shirt, which let her unabashedly feast her eyes on his six-pack. Noah Baker was completely her type, tall, blonde, lean, and cut beyond belief. His dark blonde chest hair pointed past the ‘fuck-me’ muscles on his hip. 

      He rolled away. “I've got a good idea.”

      “Yes, I bet you do.” She brushed her hip against his workout shorts.

      He went rigid, and she loved having this effect on him. Most of the time, he was restrained, almost standoffish… until they touched. Noah knelt and instructed. “Get behind me. Right behind me.”

      “New technique?” Erin was skeptical. She’d been back on twenty-four-hour shifts for the first few weeks in January. Sleeping at the firehouse once every three nights decreased the number of times she was sleeping in her new bed.

      “It's the grappling technique.” She faked a disappointed pout, and he gave her another quick kiss on the lips. “One technique… and then I’ll give it to you good and hard on the mats.”

      “Deal,” she said. “It’s creepy that you can read my mind like a Jedi.”

      “Focus, young padawan. A Jedi does not suffer the needs of the body. I want you to put one hand behind my neck, like you're putting me in a headlock. Slide the other under my chin.”

      Humoring him, as this technique was between her and firefighter heaven, was the path of least resistance. “Left hand around your neck like this?” Erin’s elbow was under his chin and her chest pressed against his solid shoulders.

      “Right there,” he said. “Now, take your other arm and press it into my neck from behind. This it called the ‘rear naked choke.’ Your right arm pushes me forward as your left arm puts pressure on both my carotid arteries and I start to pass⁠—”

      His voice cut off when Erin applied the requested pressure. His hands scrambled ineffectively at her arm, still stuck in his gloves. Noah tapped her arm twice, and she released him. “Does that mean you gave up?”

      “That’s ‘tapping out.’ Good job,” he sounded raspy. “Good job on the choke.”

      “You going to try that on me?”

      “I am not choking out my girlfriend. That's not a kink I do.”

      “How about a kink we do?” She held up her gloves, and he used his teeth to untie the wrist strap. She tossed the gloves across the room toward the TV, her fingers itching for him.

      “You going to help me?” Noah held up his gloves.

      “Oh, I’ll be helping. Take your own gloves off.”
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      She eased his shorts and underwear down his slim hips. Noah practically bit himself in his haste to remove his gloves. The gloves didn’t fully cover the old scrapes and scars up his arms to the elbow from twenty years in the fire department.

      Erin dropped onto her knees and gave an experiment suck on the moisture forming on his hard dick. “Glad you didn't wear a cup for this.”

      Hands freed, he wrapped his fingers in her curly hair hand and held on. Erin took the tip between her lips, maximizing suction for maximum pleasure. Noah leaned into her, but they were both aware she wasn’t going to finish him here. It was their little game where she’d test his control until she pushed him to the edge. Then, and only then, would he take control. 

      She slowly withdrew when he seemed almost comatose. Wearing a mischievous grin and still on her knees, she worked his boxer-briefs back up, setting their elastic right over his straining hard-on.

      Erin shrugged out of her sports bra and T-shirt. Noah liked her dark-tipped nipples just fine, but he was an ass man.  She winked as she wiggled her leggings and panties to the mat.

      Noah didn't need a second invitation, because he was immediately behind her, hands running down the smooth skin of her back. “I haven't even touched you.” His fingers parted her folds, lovingly rubbing her clit. “Damn, Cupcake, you're wet.”

      “I've been horny since you got home. You're lucky my boxing lesson lasted two minutes.”

      “I'm not sure I can last three minutes.” He pushed his fingers inside her, and she purred in the back of her throat. He repeated the motion, testing her response.

      “I bet you can. You're so good at delayed…” Erin gasped when he started a slow, maddening rhythm…”gratification. Feel free to gratify yourself. If I don’t come, you can lick me clean.”

      “Erin.” His words merged with her purr as he guided his cock inside her channel. He took a firm grip on her hips and began to move, increasing his pace to a gallop. “You feel too good. Hot.”

      It was definitely hot, because he could hit the points right where she needed it. The angle of his body penetrating her, fit her. Plus the satisfying perk of escaping a boxing lesson for a naughty naked grappling that ended with a bang.

      Noah bent forward, kissing he neck and letting her arch her back. Even better were the burning kisses he planted on her ear as he stroked her with that eager cock. He went further, placing his hands on top of hers, intertwining their fingers. 

      “So hot,” she agreed, her tension climbing. Sex with Noah hadn’t gotten old in six months, and she craved moments like this when they were one. Since getting off shift this morning, she’d needed the fix only he could provide. “Noah. You… just us.”

      Except his phone rang, and it wasn’t just them anymore.

      ‘Ring’ was too weak of a word for what his phone did. It emitted a high-pitched tone, intended to wake the dead. 

      Which was the point. 

      However, rational thought had no place in this moment. 

      “Don’t you dare stop.” She thrust backward, meeting his incoming thrust, not letting him slow. “You can call them back in a minute. Tell them you were in the bathroom.”

      “One minute. Yes. One minute,” his voice was thick. His arm reached around her chest to pinch her nipples as he drove into her harder.

      The phone didn’t stop, but neither did she. “You’re outside cleaning the garage.” She was passing coherent speech and moving into her ‘pre-orgasm’ babble. “You’re eating cake. You’re enjoying your cupcake. You’re full… your mouth was full so you couldn’t answer the phone. Oh, fuck!”

      “Exactly.” He bit her neck, pushing harder. “Let it go, Cupcake.”

      As if she needed permission to run her mouth, but since he’d told her he loved it, might as well let her words out. “Sorry, Dispatch. The fire chief can't come to the phone right now. He's busy... too busy right now. The fire chief is fucking his girlfriend. His willing and wet subordinate with his magical cock. Give it to me, Fire Chief!”

      The orgasm slingshot her upward with a scream. Noah plunged into her a few more times before she felt him spill inside of her.

      He collapsed, keeping his weight on his hands, breathing with her for about ten seconds. The phone shrieked, forcing her to reluctantly pull away. Like the wonderful boyfriend he was, he grabbed up her nearby clothes, passing her his shorts for cleaning purposes.

      Only then, pulling on his underwear, did he snag the phone from its spot by the stairs. His eyes did their small, almost imperceptible change from Noah to the Fire Chief as he read the text. “Storage unit fire. They’ve called in three battalions.”

      Erin skipped putting her leggings back on and retrieved his Firehouse 33 shirt. It was his favorite, but he wouldn't be wearing it tonight. The Fire Chief wore the black-and-white uniform of Cuyahoga Combined Fire Department; two thousand men and women sworn to risk their lives for the city of Cleveland and its surrounding suburbs.

      He dialed the number back and waited for an answer. “Fire Chief Baker. Yes. Yes. Boxing mitts in my gym.” No one ever imagined the fire chief had been in the gym—and his forbidden firefighting girlfriend. “Yes, I see. I'll meet you there.”

      Before he could speak, she’d gathered up their clothes and was climbing the stairs. 

      He hung up the phone and followed her. “Sorry. They need me over there. With two battalion chiefs out, I can’t…”

      “It’s fine. You go do your chief thing. Stand outside the building and command us smoke-eaters.” She set out his uniform, white undershirt, white button-down uniform, top and black pants with belt. He’d be in his turnouts on the sidelines on a snowy night like this one.

      “No smoke-eaters. I’ll have the balls of anyone who goes in without a SCBA,” he grumbled, since firefighters were supposed to wear their air on any live scene. TV made it look like the models playing at firefighters never wore their masks. “What are you doing?”

      “Helping you dress. I’m can’t let you be late because you were banging the hell out of me.” Erin shook out his dress shirt and fed it over his arms. If sleeping with the fire chief was a ‘no-no,’ moving in with him was worse. 

      “But I’m not on call, and I promised ‘get to know you time’ and relationship action points.” Noah buttoned his shirt while referring to their living arrangement. Three months into dating, they’d moved in together, at Erin’s request, with the intent to ‘know’ each other. She had never been in a serious relationship before, while Noah had been divorced. Neither of them had used the L word, though Noah had used ‘forever’ when referring to her. They had plenty to work on, including balancing their jobs without getting fired.

      “We’ll have more time. That’s the point of living here. I’ll be here when you get home.”

      “I’m almost never here when you get home,” he said, sliding into his work boots. Erin’s shifts were typically twenty-four-hours starting at 0900. His mornings started early, which put him out the door before she got home most days. “I couldn’t even finish one boxing lesson.”

      “Because I didn’t let you,” she said and picked up his messenger bag, walking with him to the door. Her fire engine red Jeep was inside the garage with his truck, while his official CCFD SUV—called the Chief Car—was parked in the driveway. His turnouts and white chief helmet would be inside.

      With every step, he became less Noah and more Fire Chief. “I’ll see you tomorrow?”

      “Yep, I was post shift today, and I’ll be off the whole day tomorrow.” Erin passed him the vest he wore underneath his turnouts. Firefighter turnout gear was made to withstand heat, not provide it, and Noah would be directing, not fighting the fire. “Is Baby Yoda in your car?”

      He paused and smiled, Fire Chief on hold for a second. Erin had given him his own miniature Halligan pry tool for Christmas. The one in her Jeep she’d named ‘Yoda,’ so his was ‘Baby Yoda.’ “North Star for dinner?”

      “Yep, I want to try the Klingon bloodwine this time.” Erin gave him a quick kiss on his cheek and shoved him out the door. 

      “And at least one action point,” he reminded her.

      “That will take a lot of bloodwine. Stay safe,” she said.

      And he was gone.
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      Erin waited a few minutes for him to pull out into the snowy night before locking the door. It was unlikely he’d return tonight. Storage unit fires were no joke and would take hours. Battalion Chief Haskell was taking several weeks off for the birth of his second child, and Battalion Chief McClunis had been severely injured this past summer. She wasn’t yet well enough to attend overnight scenes—on account of her two broken legs, missing spleen, broken ribs, and all of that.

      With him gone, she thought about doing shooting drills in the living room and decided against it. Basketball versus giant wide screen TV was probably a bad idea. The massive TV probably cost more than her entire salary. She went past the open concept dining room into the kitchen for a glass of water, since sex was thirsty work.

      Cleaning was an option. For a man as organized as Noah, he sure liked to leave his clothes everywhere. Erin ended up redirecting his things into the appropriate hampers, though she was often part of the reason he was getting naked. 

      The bedroom was clean already. She’d done laundry today and spent an hour reading his Christmas present to her—Timothy Zahn’s entire Star Wars series, signed by the author himself. Erin didn’t want to think of how much effort it took to get almost thirty books signed, but they looked quite nice lined up on her bookshelf. Maybe next year he’d buy her Kevin J. Anderson’s books…

      Their shared bathroom had been reorganized recently too. Her large number of Black hair products hadn’t even caused a dent in storage once she’d corralled his many razors and three-in-one shampoo-conditioner-bodywash into its corner. He hadn’t exaggerated about how quickly his facial hair grew, but he kept forgetting to throw out his old razors. As a precaution, he kept an electric razor in his personal truck, two in his Chief Car, and a tiny battery powered one appeared in her Jeep’s glove compartment. 

      On his days off, she would watch him meticulously shave the ensuing stubble before bed and in the morning. It was more hilarious since he didn’t have to. Fire chiefs rarely went into burning buildings and almost never had to worry about a good mask seal for their SCBA gear. Still, he felt shaving was necessary to serve as a good example for the rest of the Department.

      The protocol was clean-shaven, thus the Fire Chief was clean-shaven.

      His office might need a refresher, but she preferred to not go in there if she could avoid it. It was the one place in the house that was one hundred percent organized fire chief, though it needed dusting, particularly around his photo of Mr. Spock. Their shared love of Sci-Fi notwithstanding, Erin didn’t want to chance coming upon any secret confidential Department papers.

      Snooping in his papers meant trouble, when they hadn’t even figured out how to balance the job problem. It had led them to breaking up before moving into together. Noah had approved the closure of Erin’s home, Firehouse 15, before Battalion Chief McClunis and the rest of her officers talked him out of it.

      With no particular plan in mind, she took her basketball out of the front closet and went back to the basement mancave. She ought to move it downstairs permanently if their driveway stayed too snowy to shoot hoops.

      Besides, she could work on her form and keep the TV on for the news bulletins covering the fire.

      She laid on the mats and started short tosses with the basketball for her jump shot control. The city basketball tournament was starting in a few weeks, and former beauty queen and soccer player Lieutenant Vanessa Knight planned on winning.

      It would have been better if Vanessa had been good at basketball. She was competitive, good at defense, but couldn’t dribble, or shoot, or pass.

      Her phone rang, and she saw it was her best friend from Firehouse 15, Theo Jefferson. “Hey, Theo!”

      “Hey, buddy. What’re you doing?”

      “Laying on the floor practicing my jump shot.”

      “How? Your place is tiny?” Theo asked.

      Oops. As far as her teammates were aware, she lived in a rowhouse four blocks from their firehouse. Theo was aware of her breakup and recommitment to her boyfriend… whom the team knew as ‘Han Solo.’ She’d neglected to mention the moving in part on account of the fact they would want to meet him.

      “Oh, there’s space on my floor.” That wasn’t lying, because if she lived with Noah, it made it her floor. “What are you doing?”

      “The usual. Checking out Grindr. I’m thinking of updating my profile. Will I get more pity sex by saying ‘recently widowed, recently dumped, will take anything’?”

      “I’d say you’re casting too wide of a net, especially since you don’t do pity sex,” Erin said, tossing the ball again. Theo’s husband Leonard had died two years ago, and his most recent boyfriend had broken up with him over Thanksgiving. “How about ‘firefighter looking for lasting commitment and fun in bed’?”

      “Then I should go to a different app. EliteSingles? Or should I email the guys from Cleveland’s Sexiest Singles? One of them has to be gay, though I can’t confirm that, or their ability to count.”

      “It’s Cuyahoga’s Most Eligible Bachelors,” Erin idly corrected him. There were supposed to be ten sexy singles, but eleven were featured. The biggest problem was the most eligible bachelor was neither gay nor single…

      “Yeah, shouldn’t email Chief Baker. Might complicate my working relationship,” Theo mused. “Not that he’s not smoking sexy or anything.”

      “He’s pretty cute, if that’s your thing,” Erin non-commented. The Fire Chief had been the talk of the county since the magazine came out yesterday, eclipsing last week’s rockstar scandal. Everyone wanted a piece of the Fire Chief, though she had it on excellent authority only one person was getting any fire chief, though appearances were quite deceiving.

      “He’s crazy lean and hot. I bet he’s hung.”

      “He’s the Fire Chief,” Erin reminded him.

      “It doesn’t mean he can’t have a gigantic cock. They should have asked him during his interview,” Theo complained, having quite a man-crush on their boss. “Or maybe they can interview some of the women he goes out with and report back.”

      “I don’t see why you care about Chief Baker’s dating life?” Erin tried not to send the ball through the ceiling. Noah’s head of PR had roped him into the gig before they’d been exclusively dating. 

      “Excuse me, Ms. Having-the-Best-Sex-Ever-with-Han-Solo. Some of us are single and horny. Do you think either medical students Michael Harper or Raj Patel would be interested? Their profiles read straight.”

      “Maybe you should try to meet guys the old-fashioned way? The gym? Bars? Photography class? Coffee shop?” Erin restrained any testiness from her tone. She and Noah had deliberately not discussed the magazine today, though no one else could control themselves.

      “Then I’d have to talk to them in person. Do you think I stink of desperation?” Theo whined. 

      "Be careful not to take things too fast," Erin reminded him. Theo had pushed too hard in his last relationship.

      "I screwed it up with Drew. Next time, warn me I'm not ready for a real boyfriend until I can take my wedding ring off my neck." Theo wore his wedding ring on a chain, usually concealed by his clothing.

      "It's progress, since it's not on your finger. Besides, you can window shop whenever you want."

      "You aren’t shopping anymore though. Am I ever going to meet Han Solo? I feel like we're approaching a major best friend violation of trust."

      Erin snorted. "Do we need to name the ugly relationship stuff that went down at our firehouse?"

      "Are we that bad?"

      "Are you being serious? Name anyone on our shift who’s been successful.”

      "Jacob Carver is still married, for one."

      "Umm, not getting divorced is not the same as being successful. This is the guy who quit being a doctor at MetroGen and became a firefighter. His constant desire to run into dangerous situations without backup pushed his wife to having a nervous breakdown."

      "Don't forget the infertility issue, since he wasn't totally on board with having a baby that she really wants," Theo admitted, proving her point.

      "No joke. They had a screaming fight in the ER after we rescued him from the gasoline tank he climbed into."

      "He might not be our best example. How about Captain Soto? He and Chief Reyes, connecting in the golden years."

      "You picked the guy who retired a year ago and is dying. He's a lifelong bachelor who took her to one dance. Remember, he also deliberately sabotaged Aiden's career," Erin said.

      "That's because Aiden was dating Luna, his niece." Their lieutenants, Luna Rodriguez and Aiden Clarke, had dated for six months but broke up publicly during Captain Soto's retirement party. Their ex-captain had undercut Aiden's promotion for captain in favor of Luna. 

      "And then Luna dated Elias, the cop, to please Soto, which made Aiden and everyone else miserable. Not only did it contribute to Aiden's mental breakdown, but then she broke up with Elias because Soto was pushing them to get engaged. I vote down Soto for his manipulations as a good choice,” Erin recounted.

      "I guess we should leave Captain Williams out, then. His wife died several years ago, and he's a pretty bitter widower." Theo removed the captain from contention.

      Captain Williams had been Noah's best friend for decades, and Erin was only now hearing about how far back their history went. Still, not a fun fact she could share with Theo. "Though ‘Bitter Widower’ sounds kind of cool. Maybe you two can start a band called the Bitter Widowers."

      "Which is not a selling point to meet Han. However, there is nothing wrong with Vanessa's or Kevin's dating histories."

      "Other than their lack of ability to stick to one person. Vanessa hooked up with the lady lieutenant at Firehouse 13, and that didn't last."

      "It was a fling. It's not like she's cheating. Vanessa simply isn't interested in committing to a man or woman," Theo said. "And, even better, Kevin hasn't told us about any of his nameless hookups for a while. He's been busy supporting Aiden—which should count for something."

      "Yes, Kevin put his active dating life on hold because his best friend and roomie had a mental health crisis. This makes him a good friend, not a good boyfriend, and not 'introduce him to Han Solo' material."

      Theo sounded like he was counting off on his fingers the dating disasters. "Our track record is not so good. Two dead spouses, two extremely public breakups, and two different psychiatric breakdowns. Nevermind, Han is forbidden to meet us, as we are relationship measles."

      "I told you," Erin laughed.

      "Still, as your best friend, I have to tell you, I'd usually start to wonder if Han Solo were real. However, you come in with plenty of sex injuries and bruises in naughty places, so unless your solo game is really active…"

      "He is definitely real. And I want you to meet him, eventually. But we have to be ready—him and me. We've got to be completely solid before I invite him into the craziness of the people who risk their lives with me daily." Erin was glad to be able to tell the truth, even a kernel. 

      “Invite him to the basketball tournament! He can blend into the crowd and never actually meet any of us.”

      “The basketball tournament might open up new options for you.” Erin threw the ball again and noticed the remote control on the floor. Catching the ball, she pointed the remote at the TV. “Have you been watching the fire on the news?”

      “Yeah, what a crappy day to fight a fire. Can’t buildings pick fifty degrees with no wind? B-shift is getting hammered,” Theo said. “And holy shit!”

      Erin sat up quickly and watched the explosion in high def. The only comfort she found was that Noah was visible in the foreground and far away from the fire.
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