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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 workplace hot romance between a doctor and her hot medical student - full of naughtiness, drama, and danger - you need to read Compromised!

      

      (Note for Carina - If you missed out reading the earlier books in the series starting with High Risk: A Steamy Secret Lovers Medical Romance - you’ll get a ‘previously on MetroGen Scandals’. Otherwise, it’s worth reading the whole series first!)

      

      
        
        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 ANGELA AND MICHAEL ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        I’m living the dream.

        We’re together – at last.

        Nothing will break us apart.

        Hell or high water, she’s mine, and I’ll do anything to keep her.

        I just hope I’m worthy.

        And that she says ‘I do.’
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      While the long-awaited alliance between the fire department and MetroGeneral Hospital is in full swing, it’s business as  for the medical students and doctors.

      In High Risk, Medical student Michael Harper thought he’d found the perfect match in the blushing Angela Perkins. He should have read the fine print since she was Dr. Angela Perkins. As their attraction outweighs the whims of the hospital, they met in secret during Fusion only to break up when they clashed over a pregnant patient with an inoperable heart condition. The patient brought them back together as their feelings could not be denied through Impulsive.

      Now they face an uncertain future, questioning how long they can keep their secret, especially when the Fire Chief’s secret love affair collides epically with their own in Compromised.

      

      (PS – if you were looking for the forbidden fire chief-firefighter romance that happens at the exact same time, you should start with Smolder!)

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      CLEVELAND COLLEGE OF MEDICINE

      
        
          	
        Michael Harper – third-year medical student
      

      	
        Nora Borenstein – third-year medical student
      

      	
        Raj Patel – third-year medical student
      

      

      

      METROGEN HOSPITAL

      
        
          	
        Dr. Angela Perkins – first-year interventional cardiology fellow
      

      	
        Dr. Bradley Pegg – first-year interventional cardiology fellow
      

      	
        Dr. Elizabeth Kandal – general surgery attending
      

      	
        Dr. Kayla Varma – pulmonary critical care attending
      

      	
        Dr. Stella Magi – ENT attending
      

      	
        Dr. Judah Weiss – second-year general surgery resident
      

      	
        Dr. Shira Feldsher – chief of OB/GYN
      

      

      

      CUYAHOGA COMBINED FIRE DEPARTMENT

      
        
          	
        Noah Baker –  Fire Chief of CCFD
      

      	
        Erin Hudgens – Firefighter at Firehouse 15, lives next door to Angela
      

      	
        Leslie McClunis – Chief of Battalion 2
      

      	
        Jacen Williams – Captain of Firehouse 15
      

      	
        Kevin Jones – Firefighter at Firehouse 15
      

      	
        Mateo Soto – retired Captain of Firehouse 15
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      ADJECTIVE

      To have been weakened or impaired in a way that increases the risk of disease or death

      

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      Kayla was down in the MetroGen cafeteria waiting for Angela to meet her for lunch when she noticed Kevin, her firefighter flirtation, in line.

      It was ‘Italian’ day, so besides the usual hamburgers and fries, there were more pasta dishes than usual.

      Unsurprisingly, three women were standing around Kevin, engaged in eager chit-chat. He didn’t seem too unhappy about being involved in their animated conversation.

      Internally, she fumed, while acknowledging any feelings of betrayal were ridiculous. She was dating Steadman. Stupid brief flirtations with hot firefighters should have been a blip on her radar.

      To prove her point, she got in line behind him and plastered on a pleasant smile.

      “Thanks, ladies. I’m sure I’ll take you up on that later,” Kevin was saying and then noticed her. “Hey, Kayla.”

      “Hi, aren’t you far from home?” she asked.

      “It’s only four blocks, and one of my teammates had emergency surgery last night,” he explained.

      “Oh, no. I’m sorry.” Kayla felt worse now. “Is she or he okay?”

      “We think she’s gonna be fine. It was pretty bad because of a messed up appendix they took out last night.”

      “Concussion lady?” Kayla guessed.

      “Not this time. Erin. You met her after we climbed in the gasoline tanker.”

      “I do remember. Tall, right?” Kayla skipped mentioning the jokes he’d made about Erin’s sex bruises. Anything related to Kevin and sex needed to be ignored. They hadn’t spoken since February because Kayla felt guilty. He didn’t seem upset about it though.

      “Yep, that’s her.” He pointed to the three plates of pasta on his tray. “You should have the Carb Coma Ziti. It’s amazing.”

      “You’ve had it before?”

      “Tons of times. Our captain became the Flour Police last year, and I’d come here to get my carbs. I can only handle so much baked fish and cheese quiches.”

      Kayla ordered a serving of her own. “I thought guys would love no carbs and only meat.”

      “If the guy ate meat.” He waited for her to follow him into the payment line.

      “I don’t eat red meat. I’m Hindu,” she said.

      “See, another thing we have in common. Watch any good Dr. Who lately?” They moved up to the front of the line.

      “Not too much. I’ve been busy.” Kayla figured this was the best opportunity she’d get to clear the air about their conversation weeks ago. “About the video chat, I shouldn’t have called you.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ve got this,” Kevin said and paid for her lunch.

      “I could have paid. I’m a doctor. I can certainly afford it.”

      Kevin stiffened in front of her.

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to imply…” Kayla realized what a snob she’d sounded like.

      “I got the message.” Kevin stepped past the counter. “Working stiffs can’t afford to buy lunch for ladies who are out of their league. Might make me go bankrupt.”

      “It’s not about money. This is my hospital. I’m taken, and I can’t let people think it’s okay for you to buy my lunch.”

      “Ah, what would people think? That your boyfriend is such a control freak you can’t even allow a nice guy to buy you lunch because it’s polite?” he growled and glanced down at his wrist, which didn’t have a watch on it. “Oh, ran out of time. Another group of firefighters are going to be here soon to pay their respects to Erin. Have a nice day.”

      He turned the other way and left the cafeteria.

      Kayla wandered toward an empty table and sat down, blinking back tears.

      Once again, she had no cause to cry. They weren’t dating, and every one of her interactions with him bordered on cheating. They’d never gone far physically, but it was definitely an emotional affair.

      This was what she’d wanted. To clear the air and put a wall between them.

      His job or his finances weren’t the problem. The problem was he was fun and looking for fun. She had never been fun and couldn’t afford to be fun. Fun people didn’t care about others, like her dad. 

      Bio-dad had discarded countless women regardless of the consequences. He didn’t care how many marriages or families he destroyed. 

      Kayla was different. She couldn’t do the same to Steadman and his daughter.

      Yet why did she feel so shitty?

      Angela found her at the table. “Hey, sorry, I’m late.”

      Kayla spent a second taking in her bestie’s appearance. “Where’s your lunch? And what happened to your hair?”

      Angela had spent the last weeks embracing her new makeover. She’d mastered keeping her hair in a tight bun, which was undone, and strands of hair escaped down her shoulders. She was also quite flushed.

      “Oh, I got it caught on a procedure gown. I answered a page and wasn’t as careful as I should have been.” Angela plopped down, her eyes almost unfocused.

      “You should eat something. Maybe your blood sugar is low. This is called ‘Carb Coma Ziti,’”

      “I’ll try some.” Angela took a forkful and chewed it. “Are you okay?”

      “For a terrible person? Yes, guilty as charged,” Kayla said.

      “A terribly guilty person. What happened?” Angela asked.

      “The usual. Became my father. Cheated on Steadman,” Kayla admitted.

      Angela swallowed. “You slept with someone else?”

      “No?”

      “Kissed someone else?”

      “Not exactly.”

      “As the hospital’s newest romance counselor, I am less familiar with the term ‘not exactly.’”

      Kayla dropped her voice. “Back in January, he put his thumb in my mouth and I… didn’t stop it.”

      “And?” Angela gave her a chance to reveal more.

      “Then we had a video chat after Valentine’s Day,” Kayla told her.

      Angela whispered, “Naked?”

      “No.”

      “Oh,” Angela sat back.

      “It was hotter,” Kayla told her confidant. “It was the kinkiest, sexiest, dirty thing I’ve ever done. And God help me, I liked it.”

      Angela didn’t say anything, so Kayla went on. “I’ve never understood the high of drugs until now. The worst part is I feel bad for liking doing a bad thing. Not because I’m worried it will hurt Steadman, even though I know I should be worried about that.”

      “Hmm.” Angela took another scoop of the Carb Coma Ziti. “This is okay. Bland. Edible. Which makes it better than about seventy-five percent of the food in the cafeteria.”

      “Are you being serious? This is your whole answer. Weren’t you listening?”

      “It was my answer.” Angela put her fork down. “Natura non constristatur. Nature does not lie. It’s not because you are your father. I doubt your father ever felt the slightest remorse for any of his actions. The problem is you and Steadman don’t have chemistry and never will.”

      “He’s rich and successful. He’ll give me anything I want. What is wrong with me?”

      “Nothing. He’s not what you want. He’s this ziti. Him being available and better than seventy-five percent of what else is out there isn’t enough. The heart wants what it wants, and you can’t convince it otherwise.”

      “I bet this is the first time anyone compared Daniel Steadman to ziti,” Kayla said.

      “Are you still seeing the other guy?”

      “No. It was never serious, and it’s already over.” Kayla opted not to give more details. Like it was definitely over as of five minutes ago.

      Or that it was with Kevin. Angela had seen Kayla and Kevin flirting in Kayla’s office, and it had led to an argument. Besides, it’d shock poor Angela if Kayla revealed her newfound thumb sucking kink was discovered over an open bleeding wound in the ER.

      “Have you told your actual boyfriend about this?”

      “No. I was wondering if I could not tell him.”

      “Do I need to get Eliza to help stage an intervention for you?” Angela said. “You can’t not tell him. He deserves better. You deserve better. Lying?”

      “It’s not lying. It’s omission,” Kayla tried to explain.

      “It’s cheating. Like ‘break up because of cheating’ cheating.”

      “He won’t care.”

      “Why not?” Angela sounded flabbergasted.

      “You’re right. Our relationship isn’t about passion. On paper, I’m perfect for him. We’ve been together for three years, and he won’t throw it away, especially because of his daughter,” Kayla said.

      Angela took a slow breath. “Yet I’ve never heard you talk about her. Which is weird because you are a great aunt to Eliza’s kids.”

      “I try not to intrude on their time. When he’s with her, she should be the center of his universe.”

      It was true. Sure, her aunt and uncle had loved her, but Kayla never could shake the feeling of being abandoned by both of her biological parents.

      “Bio-dad really did a number on you,” Angela said.

      “It’s pathetic. I’m a freaking grownup living in his shadow. Then I obsess about messing up Daniel’s custody arrangement by breaking up with him. I can’t be that person. Please understand.” Kayla wasn’t sure what part of her life she was trying to justify here.

      “I can’t understand how you feel because it’s not me. Who am I to tell you to get over it already?”

      “Stella has told me several times. Loudly. A hundred times.”

      “As you said, you’re a grownup, and it’s your life. You don’t need my blessing or my approval. You will have my friendship, no matter what you do.”

      “Thanks, Angela. It means a lot to me,” Kayla said. “Getting railed on won’t make it any better.”

      “I do suggest you tell Steadman and stay away from the other guy. You haven’t crossed too many lines yet.”

      “Right. Right. I know. I’ll tell him soon,” Kayla promised, hoping it wasn’t a lie.

      Angela’s pager went off. “Sorry. I have to go. Electrophysiology calls.”

      Kayla waited for her to leave and sent Daniel a text. She ignored the temptation to send him an “I cheated on you” text message. This should be in person.

      
        
          
            
              
        K: We need to talk.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Stead: I have an hour right now if you want to talk to me.

      

      

      

      

      

      She had space in her schedule this afternoon to catch up on charting that could be pushed back to go see Daniel.

      
        
          
            
              
        K: I can fit you in. Where are you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Stead: The Office.

      

      

      

      

      

      Kayla grimaced and briefly reconsidered her text message plan. ‘The Office’ wasn’t in MetroGen proper. The Steadman Metro building was downtown to the north and had some of the worst traffic in the city.

      No, she would do the right thing.
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      She used an Uber to get there. The driver seemed impressed when he dropped her off in front of the twenty-story building. They named Steadman Metro exactly for what it was, the administrative offices of MetroGeneral Hospital and Steadman Medical Publishing Incorporated.

      “You going to need a ride back?” the guy asked, guessing if she had business there, she could afford a nice tip.

      “I don’t know,” she said. In the event she and Daniel didn’t break up, he’d insist on having his driver take her back. “Thanks though.”

      She went into the extremely posh lobby. In addition to the overly perky rotating front door staff, it housed a five-star restaurant, multiple conference rooms, a social hall, an art gallery, and a medical museum. 

      Once she got through security, she skipped floors two through six, the offices of Steadman Medical Apparel and Associated. If you wanted scrubs, T-shirts, aprons, sheets, towels, cooking gear, or sports equipment bearing the ‘Steadman Medical, Steadfast for Life’ motto, this was where the magic happened.

      Floors seven through twelve was Steadman Publishing, now expanded into undergrad physics, chemistry, biology, botany, nursing, allied health professionals, medical students, post-doctoral, and resident education. 

      MetroGen held Floors thirteen through sixteen for medical billing, records, and administration. The hospital board and trustee offices were on seventeen. Daniel’s Home Office was on the eighteenth floor, sharing one half with a massive meeting/social space to hold the local Cleveland Society events she avoided at all costs. The nineteenth and twentieth floors were the Steadman’s private apartments, personal gym, pool, and helipad—in the event he had to fly to the hospital. 

      A whole wing was dedicated to Jenna. Her own suite, which had a playground, indoor tree house, and movie theater.

      Of course, the nineteenth floor also held his mother’s apartment so she could visit whenever she wanted. Like right after she had sex with Kayla’s bio-dad… on the first night Kayla had drunkenly hooked up with Daniel.

      Might as well keep it in the family.

      “Hello. Welcome to the Steadman Metro Building. How can I help you today?” the overly blonde receptionist asked.

      “I have an appointment on the eighteenth floor,” Kayla said.

      The receptionist crinkled her eyebrows, implying Kayla wasn’t up to snuff. “I’ll have to see some ID before letting you into the restricted area.”

      Kayla opened her messenger bag and riffled around to find her special ‘family’ ID. Daniel had told her the card was encoded to be hackproof by anything less than the Aurora supercomputer they were using to research nuclear fusion, subatomic particles, and blackholes. 

      As if the Aurora had anything on HAL from 2001: A Space Odyssey. 

      Humming Daisy Daisy, Kayla handed over the titanium edged card. The building’s giantness and sterileness was so unfeeling. It drove her crazy, and she wouldn’t have been shocked to be told one day she’d need to have a retinal and voice scan.

      Kayla, what do you think you're doing…

      The voice was in her head, because the receptionist was now the color of paper after she scanned the card. “I’m—I’m sorry, Dr. Varma.”

      “It’s fine. Don’t worry. I won’t say anything.” Kayla tucked the card back in her bag. Stella had pointed out more than once that Kayla wouldn’t have awkward receptionist conversations if she visited Daniel at his penthouse more often. Then again, no pool on the roof or hot plastic surgeon possessing a publishing company would make Kayla comfortable presenting ID to see her boyfriend.

      She went past the public elevators and waved her card at the private VIP section to open a door to another empty hallway and the private elevators. It took her waving the card three times in front of the special keypad to get access to the eighteenth floor.

      At least the office reception staff recognized her. “Dr. Varma, so pleasant to see you. Dr. Steadman is in his office.”

      They didn’t need to comment on how long it had been since she’d come up here. Months possibly.

      She went through the glazed glass doors into his office, steeling her resolve.

      Daniel was sitting behind his huge white desk and six computer monitors. Some tracked stocks, some showed patient images, and one in the back endlessly scrolled through pictures of Jenna destroying Legos. Her Danskos were muted on the white tile floors of this room, equally sterile as the rest of the building.

      He glanced up, “Hey. What’s going on?”

      She stayed standing. “Daniel, can we go somewhere else? Not here.”

      On the wall behind him was a stylized portrait of various generations of Steadman’s who worked their way from Alabama to Tuskegee to Princeton. The faces could unnerve visitors, each one fixed permanently in their direction.

      “Somewhere else?” He smiled, a new thought occurring to him. “Bedroom? In the middle of the day? This is new.”

      “No. This isn’t what I’m here for. We have to talk. Now. And I want it to not feel like an operating room.”

      “Oh.” Comprehension dawned. “Umm. Follow me.”

      He took his own supercharged ID and took her to a different door on the side of the office. They went through three more doors, and he used a code to get into the last one.

      They were in a room the size of a broom closet containing two very beat up recliners. The walls and ceiling were papered with hundreds of child drawings. He threw his suit jacket on the floor and flopped down on one of the chairs.

      “What is this place?” Kayla tried to take it all in.

      “It’s my hiding place. Sometimes Jenna comes in here to visit her pictures and talk to the dogs.” He pointed at a very beat up pound puppy smashed into the arm of his chair. “Her dog is on your chair.”

      Kayla took it as an invitation to sit down, too. She fiddled with the new pink stuffed dog. “I don’t know how to say this.” She decided the blunt approach was best. “I cheated on you.”

      Daniel’s blue eyes didn’t reveal anything. “How?”

      “I met a guy. We’ve flirted a few times.”

      He kept his face blank. “Physical?”

      “We never kissed. But I wanted to. I didn’t, though.”

      “I did not expect this from you.”

      “I’m sorry, and I regret it. Is this going to cause problems for Jenna’s custody arrangement?” The pictures on the wall were accusing her.

      “Only if we break up. You signed onto the current custody agreement as my permanent partner.”

      Fabulous. She was the selfish, terrible asshole who cheated on the single dad. Almost three years ago, she had signed out of guilt for possibly ruining the separation clauses in his ongoing divorce case.

      “There’s no way to change it?”

      He snorted. “It’s pretty ironclad about who we are allowed to introduce to Jenna. As are the NDAs.”

      Kayla had blurred out the many NDA’s she’d signed during the divorce. He wasn’t lying, because neither party was allowed to introduce Jenna to a significant other who was not intended to be a permanent member of Jenna’s life. The other was also required to be of specific good moral character and limited speech related to the other parent.

      Steadman had intended to prevent his ex, Jessica, from parading a group of unsuitable candidates in front of their daughter.

      Jessica ended up remarrying and having full custody, as Kayla had jeopardized his access to his daughter in a single drunken night.

      “Don’t you think this proves my unsuitable character?”

      “Was any of this in public where people could see you and talk about it?” Daniel asked.

      “No. Never. Always closed doors.”

      “So you went nowhere with him. Never kissed him. Never were seen with him in public. Did you imagine it?” Daniel seemed more amused by her admissions.

      “No. It was real, and it wasn’t honest. It’s also over. I told him I was taken.”

      “Then I don’t see an issue,” Daniel said, dismissing the entire affair

      “Why not? Am I really meeting you needs? Are you meeting mine? How many months have we been doing this? Being an exclusive booty call is NOT a relationship.” Kayla set the pink dog down, lest she mistakenly rip it limb from limb, thus ruining another part of Jenna’s life.

      “You consider us a booty call?” he asked.

      “What else can we call it? I have to show ID to see you outside of the hospital if it’s not at my house.”

      “It’s not your house. It’s Kandal’s house.”

      “Like this is your house? It’s the house your mom built. And your grandparents!” she shot back. “Hell, your mom lives one floor up and has sex with my dad.”

      “We agreed to never talk about them again,” he said. “They make their own choices.”

      “I can’t be making you happy. Are you happy?”

      “I wasn’t unhappy,” he said. “I thought we understood each other.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I view it as respecting each other’s space,” he said.  

      “Don’t you want more than this?”

      “I’ve done the ‘more than this’ relationship. The hurt. The betrayal. You think the other person should be the other half of you? Believe me, it’s not worth it. The other person can destroy you. Is that what you want?”

      “Are those my only two choices?” Kayla asked.

      “There’s the option of being equals. Each person has their own life, not dependent on the other for their sole source of happiness. Companionship, sex, trust without the pain. You get to be you, I get to be me, and we provide a stable family unit for Jenna’s custody.”

      Kayla thought about that one. Her father had caused an unending amount of pain to other people. He never cared if the women were married or about the trail of destruction he left in his wake. The daughters he fathered whom he never met were simply collateral damage.

      “So you don’t care about me and the other guy?” she quickly reassured him.

      “I can’t exactly say I’m pleased to hear about it, but thank you for being honest.” He carefully phrased his response. “If you say it’s over, I’ll trust you.”

      “You aren’t going to ask more?”

      “Do you want me to ask more?”

      Kayla shook her head. Daniel had a few very specific trigger points. His ex-wife, Jacob Carver, and almost anything to do with the fire department.

      Worse, when Daniel was upset about something, it was a scorched earth policy from start to finish. Kevin didn’t deserve to pay for Kayla’s lack of self-restraint.

      “It’s best we put it behind us,” Kayla said, realizing she decided to stay. The apple cart wasn’t getting flipped over.

      Daniel relaxed slightly into his chair. “Frankly, you’re hot, I’m more shocked no one hit on you before this.”

      “It won’t happen again.”

      “It might, though I’d prefer we discuss the situation before either of our names grace a gossip sheet. I’ve had enough tawdry drama to last a lifetime as it is,” Daniel said.

      “Then could we maybe be more of a couple? Less like a transaction?” she wondered.

      He sat up taller. “What do you mean?”

      “Part of why I don’t visit you is because I don’t like this castle.”

      “It’s not a castle.”

      “It has security. It’s a castle. Your castle. Like I said—showing ID and signing in to see you? It can’t have always been this way.”

      He nodded in a slow manner. “After the death, I guess I retreated. Put up more fences.”

      “Lots of fences keep everyone out. Don’t you think there’s a reason Jenna tries to be in this room and not your office? Your retreat is a closet.” Kayla would never criticize his parenting directly, though the broom closet should have been a big clue.

      “You make good points. Anything else?”

      “I like sci-fi. Not a little. A lot. Have you ever watched Dr. Who?”

      “Umm, does it involve a telephone booth?”

      “It’s a Tardis, which is an old police call box in Britain. It’s bigger on the inside than the outside.” Her statement made him confused, so she continued, “My point is, if you want companionship, you need to put effort into being my companion. Which means Dr. Who. And spending time outside of this castle.”

      “Anything else?” he sounded vaguely amused.

      “Be nicer to Stella. She’s family.”

      “Sort of,” he grumbled. She glared at him. “Okay, I’ll try. I’m not the one who had a wandering eye.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest. “Make up your mind. You want to stay together, or do you want to break up?”

      “Stay.”

      “Good. This was quite the productive meeting.” Kayla stood up and checked her watch. “My break’s over. Time to go back to MetroGen. I’ll find my own way back.”

      “One thing first. Don’t think about straying again.” He pulled her to him and gave her the hottest kiss they’d ever shared while sober. She ended up pressed against the door of the closet, her scrubs askew.

      When he released her, she stood there, shell-shocked. His stupid shirt wasn’t even wrinkled.

      “Glad we cleared it up. After you.”

      Kayla left Steadman Metro wondering who ended up with the upper hand in the end.
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      Awareness slowly returned to Michael. He stretched his arm out and found Angela lying cuddled against him.

      He kept his eyes closed. If this was a dream, he had no desire to wake up. He couldn’t count the number of times he’d been disappointed to be alone in his own bed.

      Still, he caressed the skin on her back, noting the lacy bra straps which usually weren’t part of his dreams. In his dreams, she was in her preferred utilitarian ones or, more often, she was naked. 

      To be sure, he opened his eyes. Angela was still there, though her hair really was brown. Also not typically part of his dreams.

      “Angel, is that you?”

      “Yes.” She snuggled closer, her bare leg rubbing up against his hard-on.

      Another regular part of his dream.

      Or his normal dose of morning disappointment.

      “I’m really here?” he said. “This is real?”

      “Yes, it’s real.” She kissed his ear, which did feel a lot like heaven. “Do you think it’s real or did you hit your head in the hyperbaric chamber?”

      “This has to be real,” he answered. “Not one of my dream Angelas has ever said hyperbaric chamber.”

      “Or you sleepwalked back to my house. I guess at least part of your brain is still working if you remembered how to get here.”

      Michael could have died right there and been fulfilled. “Are we back together?”

      She gave him a long, long open-mouthed kiss. He groaned against her lips, rolling her on top of him. “Yes, we’re together. And⁠—”

      “And it doesn’t matter. I love you.” He went back to giving her those months of kisses he’d been salivating over. Her mouth was just as hungry, and her hands rested on his bare chest.

      “I love you too.” She guided his hands to her breasts. “Please.”

      “Please what?” He teased her nipples through the lace, reveling in the way she squeaked.

      “Please be with me. Inside of me. I can’t wait.”

      He cupped her face. “Forgive me for last time.” They’d found each other in the midst of their sorrow, but he had shredded it to pieces. Rejected the beautiful thing she was. 

      “Make it up to me.”

      Michael kissed her mouth again and then down her neck. “Your dress today almost broke me.”

      “How?” Angela moved her head to give him more access.

      “Your body is one of the best-kept secrets at MetroGen. You trusted me and only me with it. But now…” He fiddled with the bra’s front clasp, his fingers catching on the texture of the material.

      “It was on display.”

      “You’re embracing it instead of hiding it. Which meant that you were open to someone else who wasn’t me being with you.” He opened the clasp, exposing her pink nipples to him. He caught the tip of one between his thumb and forefinger. “Someone else could be doing this.”

      He watched her pupils dilate at his touch. She took his other hand and guided it to the other side. “No one else. Since you, there’s been no one else.”

      Michael breathed out, relief he certainly didn’t deserve flooding him. “And there never will be anyone else.”

      He started suckling at her pointed buds, pinching the other side between his fingers. This was the way she liked him to start, worshiping her breasts. He took his time, lavishing each side with equal attention. Not to be forgotten, he dropped a hand to help her out of her lacy panties, finding her slick and wet down there too.

      Soon, though, it wasn’t enough for her, and she was clawing at his shoulders. He readjusted her hips in such a way for her to sit with his erect penis bobbing against her hot moist slit. She mewed, and he lifted his hips up just enough to pass the head between her nether lips.

      They sighed together, him with desperation on needing to be deeper and her with the stretch of being barely entered. It was sensual torture to be sure, but the teasing was so very delicious, as long as they could handle it.

      He pulled back from her and caught her eyes. Her pupils were wide, her face taut with need. “Michael, I⁠—”

      He managed to lever up, deeper this time. Angela cried out, her nails scratching his back while she spasmed in a short orgasm.

      His woman ordered him, “More. Now.”

      Michael couldn’t help his grin. That one must have barely taken the edge off this tempest brewing for months.

      Three seconds later, he flipped her onto her back and plowed into her. She didn’t resist, loving it and begging deeper and harder. He set her legs over his shoulders, bending her almost in half and making her channel even tighter around his stiff cock. It was enough, because she screamed and came apart.

      He kept moving as her eyes refocused. He was barely hanging on, but her pleasure outweighed his. “Speak,” she commanded.

      She wanted him to talk too? He could barely put two thoughts together other than how good it felt to be inside of her. “What do you want?”

      “Tell me how it feels.” She was raspy and gasping.

      His cardiology angel was going to give him a heart attack. He kept up the rapid pace, and each word came out almost growled. “Crave you. Drowning without you. Can’t stop myself. Not then. Not now. Not ever.”

      The way he felt when he was in her, sampling her quivering core…

      He maneuvered a hand between them to flick her clit, using his thumb to circle it, right above where he was entering her. Her body tightened, and she called out, “Don’t stop. Please, more—don’t stop—I⁠—”

      She crested again, and this time Michael let himself go. He plunged into her, emptying every bit into her, giving in to the fire he’d die for with a shot of his own.

      When they were both spent, they lay tumbled together, a pile of limbs and bedsheets. He put his arms around her, moving to face her, synchronizing their breathing and the cadence of her heartbeat vibrating through his chest.

      Eventually, he had to say something. He lifted a strand of her newly brown hair. “You dyed it brown.”

      “Sort of. It’ll wash out in a few weeks. I wanted to try out being a smart brunette instead of a dumb blonde.”

      “Anyone who talks to you for over ten seconds would notice you aren’t dumb, no matter your hair color.”

      She giggled, “Says the man who believed I was a kindergarten teacher for a few months.”

      “Guilty as charged, though I was willfully blind. Maybe you were really into Latin. Romeo and Juliet fetish.”

      
        
        
        “Two households, both alike in dignity, In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. From forth the fatal loins of these two foes, A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life,”

      

      

      

      she quoted the opening of the play.

      “I’d like to skip the taking of our lives part, no matter in fair MetroGen where we lay our scene,” he gave her a peck on her cheek. “There is a ballet. Ever see it?”

      “No,” she admitted.

      “I’ll have to dance it for you sometime,” he said.

      She sat up, and he mirrored her movement. “You would?”

      “For you, absolutely.” He twirled her hair around his hand. “You should see the balcony scene. They’re young and in love, almost playful. Until the end.”

      “What happens at the end?” she asked.

      “She goes to leave, and he begs her to stay. She hesitates, and the music rises. He pulls her close and kisses her. It got real. There’s no going back.” Michael stared into her eyes. “I love you.”

      “I love you too. And we’re not going back.” Angela gazed back without any hesitation in her voice. “Amor vincit omnia. Love conquers all things.”

      He took her lips for another kiss. They had a million things still to say, but that could wait. They were back where they belonged, and they could figure it out later.

      They’d have forever.
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