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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!)

      

      Dr. Lillian Hernandez is about to meet a mysterious sexy man who wants to fulfill her darkest desires - and doesn’t mind being tied up while she punishes him. Prepare for a hot naughty romance with the steam + plot you need from MetroGen Heat!

      

      (Warning from Carina – the MetroGen Heat series is full of steam, twists and turns, sometimes to the point of jaw-dropping cliffhangers to be continued in the future. )

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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      Or scan this QR code explore all of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books!
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      There’s plenty of sexiness in Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books, but NOTHING is hotter than the MetroGen Heat series. You’ll find the naughtiest scenes, more kinks, and hot sexy guys to teach out ladies everything they need to know in the bedroom.

      I’ll even sometimes remember to include plot and a cliffhanger or two.

      

      (These books can be read as standalones, though their characters do cross paths since they all occur in Carina Alyce’s MetroGen Universe of romances.)

      

      Guarded brings all the dirty heat at the notorious MetroGen Hospital Halloween party where one good girl pediatrician is going to meet a man promises pleasure in the bedroom - but is more than he seems.

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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        I know what I need to do.

        Keep my distance.

        That’s what the department says. Don’t get too close to your contact.

        Business and pleasure don’t mix.

        Focus on the job.

        But why is she the ONLY thing I see…
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      CLEVELAND POLICE DEPARTMENT

      
        
          	
        Isadora Reyes – Police Chief
      

      	
        Charlene ‘Charlie’ Layton – Sergeant Second Precinct
      

      	
        Sean Murphy – narcotics task force Fourth Precinct
      

      	
        Andre ‘Stevens’ Stephanopoulos – Detective Second Precinct
      

      	
        Elias Kormos– Sergeant Second Precinct
      

      

      

      METROGEN HOSPITAL ER

      
        
          	
        Dr. Constantine Gallo – Division Chief of General Pediatrics
      

      	
        Dr. Lillian Hernandez – first-year attending
      

      	
        Dr. Clarissa Morgan – second-year resident
      

      	
        Dr. Elisheva Molla – third-year resident
      

      	
        Dr. Ryan Yates – ER attending
      

      	
        Dr. Manika Gupta-Carver – Chief of Emergency Medicine
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      ADJECTIVE

      1. A medical condition with an uncertain prognosis tending toward unstable.

      VERB (PAST TENSE)

      2. Having tensed up the muscle to protect oneself from pain

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      Judging by the bloodstain on the woman’s neck, she shouldn’t have been able to speak. Equally so, her naturally pale skin would have made the medical examiner cringe.

      “Let’s go over this one more time,” she said, her lips bloodless and pale except for the smear of blood trickling down her chin.

      “Sorry,” Sean Gene Murphy said to his partner from the Second Precinct. “It’s a little bit odd to see you out of uniform.”

      Charlene ‘Charlie’ Layton shrugged, because she looked like death warmed over with her hair spray painted white, doing her best imitation of a vampire corpse.

      Technically, a sexy vampire corpse, because there were a lot of boobs showing, also white.

      “You should see me on the weekends,” she joked. “I think your outfit is a bit easier.”

      “Lucky me, since they threw this together. It’s not often I get called in and told to shave all my body hair off.” Sean had gone full Kojak on his head… and his arms, and his chest, and his balls.

      Acting as his new case officer, she snorted, “Otherwise you’d be pretty distinctive, and you might be getting pretty close to the target. Now you’ll blend better.”

      That was true. They blended perfectly well into the crowd eating bagels at Panera. The annual MetroGen Hospital Halloween party was starting shortly at Throckmorton’s Corner two blocks away. According to Charlie, the party was secret-doctor password exclusive and had a reputation for free-flowing drinks and free loving.

      “I’ll be fine for a night.” Sean adjusted his mask.

      “Let’s review one more time. We’re going to leave here, pass Firehouse 15, and get to Throckies. I’ll vouch for you and set up checking ID’s and taking photos up front.”

      Unlike Sean, Charlie was going as herself, the local police sergeant responsible for the other police assigned to the event. Her officers wouldn’t know who Sean was, though.

      “Then when you locate the target, you’ll communicate with me in person or via text. I am to stay near the east jungle juice station,” Sean confirmed.

      “Once you acquire the target, you are to use any means necessary to get her cooperation and confidence.”

      “Yes, I will attempt to form a personal connection to elicit emotional intimacy.” Sean recited his orders in a monotone. He’d been authorized to go as far as he had to, including physical contact, to get the crucial information.

      “I know you’ve been with the narcotic division for a year and took your undercover training,” Charlie said, “but for the love of God, don’t put your dick in her.”

      “I know,” he said, annoyed that she needed to remind him. Part of the reason they’d chosen him was because he was single and he had a unique, particular set of skills which set him apart from the rest of his squad and made him suited for this.

      “Emotional intimacy cuts both ways. This is only for the night, and you can probably get what you want in other ways.”

      “You don’t have to worry. I’m not interested in anything emotional,” Sean reassured her. His brother had been shredded last year by his ex, and Sean had no interest in imitation.

      “Remember to ask her questions about herself. Listen to the answers, don’t volunteer information about yourself.”

      “Should she ask about me, make it about her. If she mentions an interest, provide an interest adjacent to hers and inquire more about her interest,” Sean recited.

      “Thank God you listened when I taught my class,” Charlie said. She’d been a guest in the undercover class about the art of seduction of men and women, since Charlie was unabashedly willing to play for both teams. Charlie had worked undercover on the vice squad and the white-collar unit when then needed someone of her talents.  “It’s redundant, but they sprang this on us with less than six hours to plan, and you’ll be on your own for most of it.”

      Sean tapped on the photocopy of the target. “Yes, once I locate her, I’ll convince her to leave with me.”

      “Once you leave Throckies, it’s up to you. Her place is probably your best option, even though we don’t have the man or woman power tonight to shadow you.” Police resources would be stretched thin over Halloween. They’d already heard the fire trucks from Firehouse 15 next door leave twice during the hour they’d been sitting here.

      “I can handle it.”

      “Just remember, you are the nicest, best listener ever. Macho doesn’t encourage opening up.”

      “I understand.” Sean didn’t bother to argue. He had ten years of experience as a police officer, working from beat cop to the narcotics division. He didn’t need a dick measuring contest with anyone and he would go with the flow, follow her lead if that’s what it took.

      “Eat more bagels.” Charlie added two more bagels to his plate.

      “If I have a carb coma, it’s your fault.” Sean dutifully ate his fourth and fifth bagel. He’d be hitting the gym after this because now that he was approaching his mid-thirties, he didn’t want to lose his edge.

      Besides, depending on what he learned tonight, carbs might be the least of his problems.
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      Debauchery.

      There was pretty much only one word to describe the Throckmorton’s Corner annual Halloween party, and debauchery was it.

      This was probably as good of a reason as any to explain away why she was wearing lingerie on the outside as a naughty nun.

      “Want to dance, sister?” asked a drunk Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle.

      “I’m okay. Bar.”

      “Let me buy you something.”

      “I’m good,” Dr. Lillian Hernandez told the turtle and squeezed away back through the crowd.

      Then she kicked herself. She was supposed to be letting guys buy her drinks at the invite doctor’s only MetroGen Halloween party. Her day at the office had been bad enough, so when on of her pediatric resident friends and her two roommates said ‘Let’s go as Sister Act,’ she had stupidly agreed.

      After they convinced her to wear a mask, a habit, and her underwear on the outside, they’d promptly ditched her to go dance.

      Dancing would have been more fun if her boobs weren’t threatening to climb out of her top. Tan, big boobs, and a generous ass. What had her father said about her mother? “Pick a Puerto Rican girl, fifty percent thicker and cleans fifty percent better.”

      See how well that worked out? She was still single.

      She caught sight of second-year resident Clarissa Morgan making out with a masked military something or other. He was wearing camo pants with a gun, and Clarissa seemed to be having a great time.

      Lillian wrinkled her nose. Too bad she couldn’t be that uninhibited. She lacked the skills and the will to grab some random guy and stick her tongue down his throat.

      Because she’d been good for her whole life.

      Other friends partied through college. She’d been studying or babysitting or teaching Sunday school. Most guys she dated didn’t even believe she was a doctor because she was ‘too nice.’

      Yep, Freaking Rainbow Brite.

      Screw that, she was getting a drink. It wasn’t open bar, but there was some type of jungle juice flowing freely in the back corners.

      Sorry, kids, the friendly, happy pediatrician is closed for the night. She’s going to go get drunk off her stupid, too-nice ass.

      If she could get anywhere near the drinks. There was a big crowd around the free drinks, and she couldn’t find a way to maneuver through it. She did bounce off the wall of bodies, trip on her heels, and land on her butt though.

      “Are you okay?” A guy reached down and helped her to her feet.

      She craned her eyes up and stared at the guy who was channeling Antonio Banderas in the Mask of Zorro.

      “Fine.”

      His black shirt hung mostly open and showed the outline of thick muscle beneath.

      Really nice, warm muscle.

      “You sure?” He had a red plastic cup in his head. “Were you trying to get a drink?”

      She nodded.

      “I can go get you one.” 

      “Give me yours,” she said without thinking. She was not going to let some random guy go grab her a drink of an unknown random substance.

      “Sure. I can get another one,” he said and handed her the cup.

      That made her hesitate. She was interested in dirty dancing and possible kisses, but not getting roofied. “You try it first.”

      “A little bossy, I like that.” He took a big gulp.

      She held out a hand. “Cup.”

      He smiled and handed it to her with a flourish. “I can’t resist a lady’s command.”

      “Nun,” she said.

      “None what?”

      “I’m a nun.” She drank the cup down, stifling any desire to gag. Whoever had made the jungle juice hadn’t spared the booze.

      “You’re a sexy nun. You can smack me with a ruler any day.”

      “Which part?” The cup was almost empty, hitting her equally empty stomach.

      He smacked his lips and wiggled his eyebrows under the mask. “Anywhere you want, sister.”

      She finished the cup. “How about another, and then we can dance?”

      He winked at her, “Be still my beating alcoholic heart.”

      “Then get me another drink now.”

      Lillian could definitely attest being this aggressive with a guy was not her MO. The best term for her would be indecisive, but it was a certain thrill to order around this guy. Fortunately, he seemed amused rather than ticked off.

      Or he’d disappear into the crowd and pretend he hadn’t met her.

      Not this guy, because he was back with two red cups. He drank out of both of them and then knelt on the floor in front of her.

      This definitely didn’t happen to her.

      “Pick your poison.” He offered the cups, and his smile indicated a lot more behind those words.

      “They’re the same.”

      “What if I said one of them contains iocane powder?”

      “Then you’re not Zorro.” It dawned on her he was the Man in Black from the Princess Bride. Her bad. “Unless you have immunity.”

      He shook his head, “I promise I’m not immune.”

      She took the cup on the left and drank the entire contents. It was easier the second time. “Farm boy, let’s go dance.”

      “As you wish.”

      She tossed her empty cup in the trash. “Drink it, and let’s go.”

      He downed the cup and waited for her to take his hand to the dance floor. The music kicked up, but he didn’t start moving.

      “Well?” she tried to shout over the music.

      “You’re in charge,” he said.

      He was being serious. Rather than force her to experience the tentacle porn octopus feeling of some random dude on the dance floor touching her, he was going to politely wait.

      Ignoring whatever else was happening on the dance floor, which included a mosh pit and a Princess Leia climbing on top of a blue Power Ranger, Lillian stepped up to him. She positioned his hands on her waist and put her arms around his neck. Alcohol was making her brave. “Only touch what I tell you to.”

      They started moving to the music and the alcohol was definitely hitting her, because she couldn’t stop imagining what it was like to kiss him.

      His mouth was too far away, so instead she got on her tiptoes and licked his neck.

      That had an effect because he jerked, and his hands grabbed her ass, pulling her closer to him. Then he paused, frozen still.

      “I’m sorry,” he mouthed and took his hands back.

      It took her a second to understand his meaning. He hadn’t asked permission to touch her butt, therefore he moved his hands.

      Without thinking, she smacked one of his hands. “Bad.”

      “Oh, Sister,” he leaned forward, his mouth near her ear but not touching, “I have been bad. You ought to punish me.”

      The music played on, forgotten, because she stretched up to bite his lip.

      The Man in Black swung her into his arms for a kiss.

      If there was a tidal wave made of hormones, Lillian was drowning. Or the alcohol went wild. Tough to tell. Either way, the world dissolved.

      He tasted good, like the jungle juice and whatever it was that made kissing a guy magic.

      They weren’t dancing anymore, and his hands ran up and down her back. Her body did its thing where it went pliable and molded itself to his harder, firmer body. And the Man in Black had an erection.

      More heat swept through her, reminding her of how tight her bra felt. She pulled back and glanced around them. No one seemed to care what they were doing on the dance floor.

      In fact, her measly kiss was nothing compared to what Princess Leia and the blue Power Ranger were doing. It was a miracle they still had their clothes on.

      Lucky them.

      The thought focused her. She wanted to have that, even if it was just for the night.

      “Come home with me,” she dragged his head to her level and whispered in his ear.

      “Okay,” he answered. “Pull the trigger.”

      Her own boldness surprised her, as did his agreement. Then again, what guy said no to random no-strings stranger sex? In the past, she had been the one to say ‘no.’

      “Come.” She grabbed his hand and walked off the dance floor. While her intention was to head outside for an Uber, she changed her mind. “Get me another drink.”

      He might have been at ease with this, but she would require additional liquid courage. She was taking a stranger home for the first time. She didn’t want to worry about what she said, whether her butt was too big or her waist wasn’t skinny enough, or that she had stretch marks on her dark skin since adolescence when she’d grown too quickly.

      “As you wish.”

      Minutes later, he came back with a fresh cup. She noticed it was only half full. “Where is the rest of it?”

      “I drank it.”

      “You drank it?”

      “There is enough alcohol in this to give Fezzik, Inigo, and Miracle Max a hangover.” He batted his eyes coquettishly. “Of course, I didn’t listen well. You might have to hit me a little harder with the ruler. I’ve been bad.”
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      They took an Uber to her apartment.

      She let him into her eat-in kitchen and living room. Her place was a two-bedroom, one and a half bath right where the bad side of Cleveland met the good. Gentrification had nibbled away at the edges, resulting in new buildings such as this one.

      “I like your apartment," he said.

      Lily hung up her keys and tried to cover her nervousness. “It’s cheap, and as a first-year attending, I have loans.” She’d been passed over for chief resident and had settled on working in the division of General Pediatrics. Even though she’d written more papers than any other resident and was bilingual, she wasn’t leadership material.

      “You’re an attending?”

      “Yeah, I graduated last year.” Something chilling occurred to her. “Are you a med student?”

      He laughed. “No.”

      “What do you do for the hospital then?”

      “Nothing, I work in City planning and Urban development.”

      “Why were you at our party?”

      He closed the distance and mimed her shape with his gloved hands before getting on his knees in front of her. “Because of gorgeous strong women with goals.”

      “Oh.” The light reflected off his eyes, making them seem purple and all-encompassing. She found she was shivering on the inside.

      “I like women who know what they want. Women who aren’t going to pretend.”

      She snorted. Definitely not someone who worked for the hospital. “Everybody lies. Everybody's pretending.”

      “You don't have to pretend with me.” He pointed to her shoes. “Do you want these off?”

      “Yes.” After he removed his gloves, she listed to one side. His large hand grasped her ankle and unbuckled the heel on the left and then the right.

      “Oh, thank God. This is why I don't wear heels to work.” If she had red lines from trying to dance for less than two hours, her heels were not up to the task of her twelve hour days in the hospital.

      “Why don't you sit on your couch and I'll make you feel better.”

      “The condoms are in my bedroom,” she blurted out.

      “I meant rub your feet. We’re early for condoms.”

      He wanted to rub her feet? “Too early for condoms but not your foot fetish?”

      The Man in Black stayed on his knees. “I don't have a foot fetish.”

      “Then why?”

      “Haven't you ever let anyone pamper you? Take care of your needs?”

      “You want to take care of my needs.” Her hearing must have failed. He’d said ‘no’ to sex but was going to take care of her.

      “You only have to ask, and I'll obey.”

      “You're kidding. You're going to let me tell you what to do?”

      “Is that so odd? To have a man listen to you and want to please you?” The light flashed off his eyes again.

      She opened and closed her mouth. The Man in Black with his purple eyes—a shade of purple which didn’t occur in nature—had an excellent point. “I need another drink. Get it for me.”

      “Do you want me to crawl?”

      Omg, he would crawl for her. “The regular way will be fine. Meet me on the couch.”

      “What do you want to drink?” he asked.

      “No idea. Surprise me.” She flopped down on the couch and waited for him.

      He came back with a full glass of red wine and a wooden spoon. He knelt again in front of her, presenting both objects. “For you.

      She took both. “What's this?”

      “A spoon.”

      She couldn't help it; she poked him in the shoulder. “I know it's a spoon. Why did you bring me a spoon?”

      “I didn't see a ruler to discipline me, so I brought a spoon.”

      She licked her lips. “You want me to punish you?”

      He began to rub her left foot, starting on the red lines from her shoe. “When I saw you, I thought you were hot and angry. Like no one listens to you. Like there was stuff you had to get out. So I want to help you feel better.”

      She took a sip of the wine and laid back against the pillows. He could massage his heart out on her arches any day. “It was a crappy day.”

      “How crappy?” He’d switched to her other foot.

      “Very crappy. A piece of shit day. I had to admit a four-day-old for heroin withdrawal. The mom had used through pregnancy, and the baby wouldn’t stop crying. Two parents told me mandatory infant vaccinations were a government ploy to implant tracking microchips in babies. Then some asshole showed up at my office to shout at me and I had to call security.”

      “It does sound bad. Did you punch him?”

      “Are you kidding? Punch him.”

      “Fine, did you want to punch him?”

      “Yes, that chico was all up in my face. Yelling at me. ‘Donde esta mis ninos, perra gorda. Where are my children, bitch? Tell me now you... You’ll be sorry.’” She edited out the Spanish word for fat.

      “Are you okay? Did he hurt you?” He kept rubbing her feet, moving up to her calf.

      “I’m fine. Security escorted that nebuloso boricua out the door,” she said. There was no great English translation for that. Shady native Puerto Rican didn’t have the same ring to it.

      “But it doesn’t fix what he said or did.” The Man in Black didn’t seem to care if he understood it all or not.

      She shook her head. “This won’t be the first or last time a custody battle gets ugly. We have a procedure for this.”

      “Electronic monitoring bracelet for jerks like him.” He paused from the massage.

      She used the spoon to whack him on the arm. “Back to work.”

      “Sorry. Not electronic monitoring bracelet. What do they do instead?”

      “Like I told him, he can get his ID scanned and fill out a release of information request just like everybody else.” She gripped the spoon till her knuckles turned white.

      “Sounds like there's more than that, you just tensed up.”

      Hot tears formed behind her eyes. “He called me, Chunga Mule.”  Growing up, she’d been called worse as a mixed kid with a Puerto Rican mom and Black dad. She didn’t fit into a neat category since she spoke Spanish like a native. Still, it never stopped hurting, especially when it came from someone from her community who did it with laser aimed insults.

      “I don’t know what those mean.”

      “A mule is a drug mule. A Chunga is… a Latina acting Black.” She took the mask and nun’s habit off, letting him see her face and hair for the first time.

      He licked his lips, not the slightest bit turned off by her dark brown skin and newly freed black curls. “It sounds like a drink that you’re gonna chug. I’d chug you.” He teasingly reached up her thigh, and she hit him again with the spoon.

      “Very funny. It’s not a drink, and coming from him, it just shows we can be our own worst enemies.”

      “Only you had to stand there and take it.”

      “What else was I going to do? Prove him right by yelling at him?” Screaming and shouting women of any race never get taken seriously. White women were shrill bitches. Black women were mad Black women. Latina women were simply hysterical as expected.

      Then again, being quiet didn’t make her feel better. She drank the rest of her wine in one slurp and set down the glass.

      He stood up. “Come here.”

      She moved into the center of the living room and was thankful she’d left the cup.

      The Man in Black took off his shirt, and he definitely hadn’t skipped arms day. Or abs day. Or pec day. Maybe he did sword fight like crazy in his free time because she could bounce a Rodent of Unusual Size off his abs.

      “Make a fist,” he said.

      “A fist.” She tossed the spoon on the couch and did her best.

      “No, not like that. The thumb goes on the outside.”

      “I have a fist.”

      “Are you left or right-handed?” He seemed to be examining her position.

      “Right.

      He reached out and adjusted her body so her right leg was stepped back. His hands lingered on her shoulders, and she reminded him, “I didn’t give you permission to touch me.”

      “Then I’ll need a punishment. Punch me.”

      “Punch you? Where?” She couldn’t believe this was happening. The Man in Black was giving her a boxing lesson in her living room with her in her lacy slip and him shirtless?

      “I’d prefer not my face, but anywhere you want.”

      “But why am I punching you?”

      “Cuz you’re angry. Somebody treated you like crap, and you weren’t allowed to retaliate. He’s not here, but I am. You can hit me.”

      “I can’t.”

      “Try this.” He got a pillow off her couch. “Hit this with your left hand. If you don’t move your feet much, it’s called a jab.”

      She tried it out, and he nodded. “Good. Those are little soft warning punches, you can throw them fast. If you punch with your right and put your hips into it, that’s your right cross.”

      The words were barely out of his mouth when she tried it. He hadn’t been ready so the pillow went flying.

      “Oops. Sorry.”

      “Because you could have hit me?” He shook his head. “So what? That wasn’t even a good punch.”

      “It worked.”

      “Not well enough. The sisters at my Catholic school hit a lot harder, though none of them were as sexy as you.” He got behind her and lined up with his chest against her back. He set his hands on her hips. “When you punch, you drive with your power from here.”

      Her body liked him right there, thank you very much, even if he hadn’t asked her for permission. “Drive from here?”

      “Yes, throw your punch at chest level, and I’ll guide you.” His fingers tangled in the silk of her slip.

      She punched the air, and his body followed hers. His erection poked against her lower back and top of her butt.

      “See, good job. Did you feel the power?” he asked, his lips right behind her ear. Each word resonated against her skin, and his hands slid forward to cup her breasts.

      Lily arched back, letting him roll her nipples through the layers of slip and bra. She ground her butt against his erection. “That’s not teaching me how to punch. You’re being bad… disobedient.”

      He went still and took a deep breath before moving to stand in front of her. “Then I throw myself at your mercy. Hit me if you want.”

      “Are you being serious?” He could have gotten her naked but skipped it to get punishment.

      “Dead serious.” With his erection straining against the fabric of his black pants, he stretched his arms into a T. “See something you want?”

      Her hormones were yelling ‘cock.’ However, Lily was finally understanding this little game. He wanted her to be mean to him; he liked her ordering him around and didn’t need her to be nice or polite.

      “Maybe punching isn't what you need. Take the spoon. Hit me."

      "You really want me to?" She knew she had to sound eager, but it was something she’d never done to anyone.

      “Hit me. I was bad. Hit me.”

      “Hitting doesn’t solve anything, and all day long I try to tell parents not to hit their kids."

      He walked directly up to her and placed his hand on her collarbone, following it down to her wrist and then the spoon. He brushed his lips against hers. "I think hitting solves an awful lot of things. Besides, I’m not a defenseless child. If I didn't want you to hit me, I wouldn't tell you to."

      "But I—I⁠—"

      "You don't want to do it? Just a little?" His voice was hypnotic, and he twisted her nipple through her bra and slip. “You want to. We tell you to use your words all day long. Let go.”

      She moaned close her eyes for a moment and then hit his hand hard with the spoon. “You didn't ask.”

      “True, but how'd that feel?” he asked.

      She found herself panting, “Too good. I can hit you anywhere I want and ask you to do anything I want?”

      “You can ask for anything you want, except I won't put my cock inside of you.”

      “Why not? You don't want to have sex?”

      He pumped his hips around his hand, clearly aroused, “Tonight is about you, not me. Tonight, you make the calls. It can be everything and anything.”

      “Anything?” She traced the spoon down to his crotch and gave it a solid jab. “I can have that?”

      “You can touch it. You can tease it. You can use it to torture me. You control my orgasms. You can tell me when to touch it and how.”

      “But no sex?”

      “Not since we’ve both been drinking.”

      “You just gave me more to drink.”

      “But since I won't be touching you without your permission, didn't seem like a bad idea to let you loosen up and say how you really feel.”

      “You should have told me.” She took the spoon and imagined it to be an extension of her arm. She hit him right on the side near his ribs, putting more force into it. “For knocking me down at the bar.”

      He didn’t flinch so she hit him again. “For drinking half of my drink.”

      He nodded encouragingly. “I've done more than that.”

      She slapped him across the ass cheeks. “You touched me on the dance floor without permission. Why did you do that?”

      “Because I wanted to. It felt good, and I hoped you’d punish me.” He was breathless.

      She hit his ass again. “Roll down your pants.”

      He obeyed, and she decided he was some kind of body builder or competitive swimmer for sure since he was hairless up to his black briefs. Then again, did hair matter much when his pale skin practically gleamed in the dim light of her living room?

      She walked in front of him and slapped his left thigh near where his briefs were stretched tight, leaving a red mark. “You touched my breasts. Are you sorry?”

      “I did, and I’m not sorry.” He grinned wickedly.

      “You should be.” She trailed the spoon directly across his hard-on and probed it gently. “Do you like that?”

      He kept his mouth shut.

      She jabbed him harder with the spoon. “I said, ‘do you like that?’”

      “Yes,” he hissed, his unnatural purple eyes slits.

      “Do you want me naked?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good boy.” She grabbed the edge of her slip.

      “No,” he said.

      “No?” Judging by the hunger on his face, that wasn't exactly what he meant.

      “Let me do it. You don't have to do anything.”

      “I don't?” She threw the spoon toward the kitchen, put one arm around him, and stroked his member through his underwear. “There's nothing you want me to do?”

      “I want to free you.” He reached inside her slip and unclasped her bra. Her breasts tumbled out, overfilling her slip. “I want you to hit me, pinch me, spank me… do whatever you need to do to get everything out. If I'm a very good boy, your whipping boy, I'll make you come so hard you don't remember your name.”

      “Oh fuck,” Lily moaned because he was teasing her nipples now, pinching them, treating them roughly. She let him pull down her top and expose both tips. He carried her to her couch, draped her back over it, and began to suckle on them.

      She arched back, reveling in his voice and dirty whispers between sucks. “Let me make you feel good. Let it all out.”

      “Oh my God.” His fingers found their way inside her panties, playing with the wetness that had been forming since the moment they met. She thrust against his hand and braced herself on his shoulders. That only encouraged him to suck harder. She dug her sensible fingernails into his shoulders and felt her clit throb like it was ready to burst. He must have known it too because he started to tease the nub harder and harder with his every stroke.

      Right before she came, he suddenly drew back, smirking.

      Bereft of his touch, she was flabbergasted, “Finish me!”

      “No. Not yet.” He sat on his heels.

      “Cabrón,” she called him an asshole in Spanish. This meant war. “Kitchen, now.”
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