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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.
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      Obsession isn’t pretty.

      Neither is craving.

      With an endless daily drive in his gut to win a Super Bowl, Premier NFL defensive end, Bowen Sullivan, was used to the burn. 

      Yet even more powerful was the unyielding desire to grab his orthopedic surgeon’s medical assistant by the hair and drag her into his cave to kiss her until she promised to have his babies.

      Okay, he’d do more than kiss her. 

      He’d fucking get on his knees, spread her legs, and...

      His train of thought was interrupted by the question from the object of his affection/obsession.

      “Are you getting too hot?”

      “I’m fine.” He gritted his teeth, trying not to imagine what her body looked like under those light-blue scrubs, trying to will his cock to stay quiet, since he was wearing nothing but a pair of shorts.

      One would think he couldn’t be hot in this state of undress, but those people had never had an unholy combination of heating pads, TENS units, kinesiology tape, and acupuncture needles stuck in them at the same time.

      “Glazier doesn’t require you get all your alternative therapies at the same time,” she commented, marking his usual body diagram on her clipboard.

      “It’s faster this way, Roy,” he answered. The pads were for his shoulders post icing, the tape on his knees, the TENs on his ribs, and the needles in his ankle.

      Another part of him wanted to ask why they called her Roy. No last name. No first name. 

      Who named their daughter Roy?

      Worse, she acted like she didn’t even notice him. How could she ignore a shirtless, six-foot five defensive end composed of two hundred and eighty pounds of solid muscle with black tattoos covering his arms, legs, chest, and back.

      Her boss, the towering, bald Dr. Joel Glazier, came around. “How’s he doing? Any loss of muscle mass?”

      Roy consulted the clipboard. “Nope, he might have lost a tenth of a percentage of body fat based on his calipers and the displacement tub.”

      Glazier, who stood a good six foot five inches, almost as tall as Bowen, screwed up his face. “Are you eating the omega-3s like I told you to? Cartilage and ligaments do not grow back. We can only strengthen what we have.”

      “Yes, I eat so much fucking salmon I’m almost a bear. Sorry about that, Roy.” This humiliation was unending. A notoriously hard swearing football player to the point Coach Stefengold had officially cancelled all media inquiries to Bowen. Yet he apologized for the word ‘fuck’?

      “You hear that, Roy? Write it down. He’s a bear. My surgery on his shoulder was a success.”

      “Yes, sir. Patient experiences delusions of carnivora.”

      This was one reason why Bowen couldn’t get enough of Roy. Even at her practically five-foot nothing height, she was funny, sarcastic, and unfazed by the male posturing around her.

      “Be thankful you didn’t end up with a repair and a burn rehab like I do plastics. They replace your skin with codfish on those. Patient experiences delusions of… what genus do we call fishes?”

      “Gadus is cod. Salmon are salmonidae,” she answered without consulting her phone.

      “Can always count on you, Roy. Have you looked over the surgical schedule for tomorrow? Make sure the radiographs, MRIs, and old fluoroscopy studies are at their assigned room beforehand. Tech Lincoln had better be on my team. I’ll take it out on you if she isn’t.”

      Bowen bristled at the last part. Roy twirled her clipboard in her hand. “I’ll be ready, hepe, as requested.” 

      Glazier didn’t miss Bowen’s reaction and pulled out a few acupuncture needles from his ankle. “Seriously, this shit isn’t necessary. Motrin and ice probably help more. Remember, preseason is over. We’re in the hunt. You got to treat your body like a fine-tuned machine. Write that down. He’s a machine.”  

      “Yes, sir. Machine. Do you want it in phonics? Mash-een?” Roy’s eyes were twinkling.

      “I should staple you to my next patient,” Glazier growled.

      She laughed and said, “Good luck. I’ll check on our third-string quarterback. We never know when we’ll need him.”

      “Tell him he needs to jerk off less. Write him a script. ‘Throw more, jerk off less.’” Glazier said.

      “Why do you talk to her that way?” Bowen said after Roy moved to the other side of the trainers’ room.

      “Talk to her like what?”

      “Like a dick.” Bowen could out menace the center across from him, but trussed up turkey style wasn’t cutting it with Glazier.

      Glazier pinned him with a stare. “Time you understood the score, Sullivan. If she wants to work here, I’m going to treat her the same way I treat any of the fucking guys. Gentleness or sweetness does her no favors in this world.”

      “But... she’s still a lady. Shouldn’t we be better than that?”

      “Ah, because you forgot how you treated your old slam-pieces? I don’t recall your discerning taste. Get this straight about Roy. She can walk away any damn time she wants, without punishment. She chose to be here and can choose to leave at any time.”

      “She wants to be here?” Bowen’s gaze went right back to her. She was charming Mr. Third-String, so new that Bowen hadn’t bothered to learn his name.

      The burning was back.

      Jealousy.

      For a woman he wasn’t dating.

      Mr. Third-String sensed Bowen’s attention and flinched. Bowen gave him the glower he used before sacking the opposing teams quarterback.

      Bowen had already had choice words to the newbie.

      Stay the fuck away from her or spend the rest of the season in the hospital, might have been his exact words.

      His shifting attention  wasn’t lost on Glazier who stepped between Bowen and his line of sight to Roy.

      “How many concussions have you’ve had? Listen to me. She fought to be here. She wants to be here. She’s developing a thick skin, and she gets to work with fabulous athletes. Right now, she’s under my protection, so none of you assholes are going to be dumb enough to touch her. Which means you.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean, doc?”

      “Think I’m blind? Keep your damn eyeballs in your head and your soberly paws off of her. Don’t touch her. Don’t breathe on her.”

      “You have nothing to worry about. Trust me.” Bowen shifted into the heating pad.

      “Fat chance of that. Still, you’ve got a tough game tomorrow against the Seahawks. You’d better be thinking with your brains instead of your balls.”

      “I only have one brain,” Bowen said.

      “At least we can agree on that. Physical therapist will be in shortly for your stretches. Remember, keep your fucking hands off, boy. Don’t touch her.”

      “I won’t.”

      Bowen didn’t have the guts to admit that he had already touched Roy.

      And she’d made it clear he was never going to touch her again.
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      OVER THREE MONTHS AGO

      Cleveland Browns training camp had plenty of flexibility for friends and family, more than it did during the season.

      Training camp held a presumed rite of passage to have a few ‘personal’ friends stop by for a visit. More than one. Possibly rotating nightly.

      It was a win-win situation for everyone involved. She got the perks of a visitor badge to enter the closed training camp during the day, Bowen got the benefits later that night. 

      Unlike some of the less picky guys, Bowen didn’t have a billboard up declaring ‘Find me at luvsskankyhos.com.’ However, he was a single NFL player, and there was nothing wrong with taking what was offered.

      Besides, he was protection mandatory, didn’t do cheating, and never pursued any woman playing hard to get.

      If that was in her game plan, then she could get not gotten.

      Or at least that was what he’d been thinking about while waiting in the dark supply closet near the entrance to the fieldhouse. He’d smuggled the leggy blonde he’d met at the bar a Tier 1 entrance pass. She’d been DMing him all day.

      Nothing got him going after a day in the sun like the promise of a short pink sundress and long legs in tall heels.

      It wasn’t his problem that women flocked to him—one of football’s baddest boys. Nine years into his career, seventy tattoos, and zero personal media interviews since the draft. No one in the league hit harder or swore louder or gave the most sullen growls post loss than he did.

      This was who he showed in season. When it came to women, he was willing to change out of his practice uniform, shower, and dress almost like a civilized human being.

      Not exactly civilized, because nothing could hide the black ink on both forearms and on his hands.

      To be safe, he’d arranged to meet her in the supply closet one hall off the fieldhouse front entrance, away from the locker-room.

      Which meant the next part wasn’t exactly his fault.

      It started when the supply room door opened, and a soft feminine voice said, “Anyone in here?”

      “You’ve got to stay quiet.” He picked her up to swing the door closed.

      “But—”

      “Shh. Quiet.” She must have exaggerated on the heels since she was shorter than he’d expected. Not an issue when you’re six five and two-eighty, since boosting her up for a kiss was simple enough.

      The second their lips met, he got more than he was bargaining for. 

      Or a lot more, because an unexpected wave of heat crashed over him at the contact. She kissed him back, open mouthed, her tongue twirling with his.

      Following through, he braced her against the closest shelf, his hands scrambling under her shirt.

      Not a sundress, but the smooth skin beneath it was real enough. So was the edge of the sports bra, where her nipples were peaking at his touch.

      She moaned, and he broke the kiss long enough to lick her ear. “Shh, told you to be quiet. Or let me tease you till you’re much louder.”

      “Wait,” her protest was one part moan, one part purr. His cock thoroughly approved of that breathy sound as it anticipated the pleasure of the night.

      “You sure? Because I can give you a fast one here.” He traced a forefinger downward, encountering a drawstring and pants of the same fabric as the top. 

      She helpfully rode his hand. No matter what outfit she picked, he could feel the heat of her need.

      “Wait,” she repeated, grabbing his wandering wrist.

      “Okay, too fast. Got it. We can have dinner instead.” Bowen kissed her neck again, removing his hand. “If you want it in bed, it’ll be worth it. You can touch every tattoo you want.”

      He could already tell this woman was going to be worth the visitor badge and every minute he spent with her. In fact, from the way his body responded to her, they might even make it though the entire training camp.

      “No. Put me down,” she said. “Whoever you are.”

      “What?” He was shocked enough to actually drop her. 

      There was a thud, and he could hear her fumbling around.

      Somehow, she found a light switch and illuminated the room in a dim, single, overhead light.

      A short, black-haired woman was scowling at him and looked nothing like the blonde Charity he’d been expecting. This woman wore greenish scrubs, no heels, not a speck of makeup. Not that she needed it, because her tan skin was highlighted by the overly red mouth of a woman who had just been thoroughly kissed.

      “You’re not allowed to be in here,” he said. She wasn’t wearing a badge.

      “I’m not allowed?”

      “You don’t have a visitor’s badge.”

      “You don’t have one either,” she retorted, trying to straighten her clothes. 

      His orange polo and jeans were nowhere near as wrinkled as hers. The perks of being the kisser and not the kissee, he supposed. “I don’t need one. What are you doing in here?”

      She pointed at the wall behind him. “It’s a supply closet. This is where they keep the extra gloves.”

      “Oh. Good point. I’m sorry about the...” He ought to apologize for kissing her. Even if the kiss was great. Better than great. Cum in your pants to do it again great. “My mistake.”

      “Yeah, your mistake. I don’t have a visitors badge because I’m not a visitor. I’m working with Joel Glazier as his assistant this season.”

      “Wow. Then I’m Bowen. Bowen Sullivan. I play for the Browns.” He stuck out a hand to shake.

      Their eyes held over his hand, the whorls of his tattoos peeking through his polo and reaching his wrist. The same hand had just moments earlier been working its way into her panties... scrubs.

      “I guessed. Your face is actually on the billboard outside. And painted on the wall. There’d be something wrong with me if I didn’t know who you were. You were the runner-up for Defensive MVP last season. Fifteen sacks. Plus, you’re one of the team captains.”

      “Yeah, that. It’s what I do.” She must have believed he was a total idiot. He took his hand back and rubbed the back of his neck. “Again, sorry. I don’t usually...”

      “Kiss-tackle people? Probably won’t work well on Lamar Jackson,” she named the Raven’s current quarterback, proving she had more than a modicum of knowledge about football.

      “Once again, sorry. I’d like to move past this awkward weirdness.” 

      “It’s fine. Let me get the gloves, and we can forget about it.” She tried to step past him to the shelf, and her leg brushed his, sending electricity right to his still hard dick.

      Unable to resist, Bowen took a half step toward her, his lips above hers. “Then again, you sure you want to forget about it?”

      “I need to.” Her voice went all breathy again, and he wanted to swallow her air.

      Yeah, not his usual MO—feeling horny and weird possessive of Glazier’s new medical assistant.

      “I don’t want to. It was a hell of a kiss. Hit harder than the whole O-line from the Jets.” Bowen lined their bodies up again and waited for her to make the next move.

      She didn’t disappoint because she reached her arms up around his neck, almost on her tiptoes. “Not a shock. They’re awful. I hit harder than they do.”

      That decided him. He was absolutely on board with Dr. Glazier’s change in strategy this season. Usually he had a ton of jock dude residents and a scared lady scribe trailing after him. This year, he’d hired a woman who could stand on her own as his medical assistant.

      Fucking brilliant.

      “Exactly.” He lifted her smaller, lighter body again for a second taste.

      Her soft mouth was manna from heaven.

      Or it started that way. He let the wave grow between them, consuming his thoughts. The things he would do to her tonight. She could wiggle out of those awful scrubs and wiggle her sweet ass all over his cock.

      But the supply closet was not the time or place for this. 

      His cock, now grumbling with frustration inside his jeans, was less than pleased when he set her down. Bowen reminded it of delayed gratification. A few hours wouldn’t hurt, and he could control himself that long.  

      “I’d like to see you again. Tonight. Tell me your name, pretty girl.” He slipped his thumb between her partially open lips before slipping down the front of her scrub top. 

      She bit her lip, torn at his proposal. “You can call me Roy⁠—”

      The door opened up beside them, and Roy leapt away from him.

      “Hey, Bowie! Thought I’d missed you!” Charity tottered in on her six inch heels, sundress riding up her thighs.

      “Hey, Charity,” he mumbled.

      “Chasity,” she corrected him and gave him a wraparound hug. 

      And aimed to plant a kiss on his mouth.

      He tried to jerk back, not fast enough. She missed his mouth, leaving a streak of lipstick across his cheek.

      “Well, that’s my cue to leave,” Roy announced, her face a different shade of purple red. “Thanks for showing me where the gloves were, ‘Bowie.’”

      With the dignity of a queen, she closed the door, and within less than an hour, Bowen realized he was good and truly fucked.

      Because he didn’t get fucked.

      Not by Chasity. Not by the next girl he chatted up. Or the one after that.

      Three months later, he couldn’t muster an ounce of interest in anyone except Roy.

      Fuck.
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      “Roy, if you can’t stop shivering, I’m sending you inside,” Glazier told her on the Browns sideline during the fourth quarter.

      “I’m fine,” she insisted through chattering teeth. Her Cleveland Browns branded raincoat was meant for a much larger man. The relentless downpour of this late October game was made worse by the freezing wind blowing off Lake Erie.

      The rain hadn’t slacked for the past ninety minutes. The wrath of the heavens had opened up midway through the first quarter, just in time to let the Browns go up 7-3 over the Seahawks.

      Since then, it had been a defensive punching match. Bowen and the rest of the defensive line in the battle of their lifetime against the Seahawks league leading offense and the elements.

      Passing into the torrent was nigh impossible now. The quarterback could only catch brief glimpses of his receivers, and the ball was highly likely to be blown off course. The Seahawks had attempted a field goal, which had comically been carried horizontally into the sidelines.

      At least that’s what the instant replay showed.

      The electric eye of the camera wasn’t limited by wind or rain. The lucky spectators at home certainly had a better idea of what was going on in the game than the die-hard fans huddled in the east end zone of the Dawg Pound.The medical team wasn’t much better off.

      Fortunately for the defense, even though they were doing the majority of the work, the offense was limited to mostly hand-offs. They’d get a rare first down, but progress past mid-field was rare.

      Bowen was largely responsible for the lack of progress. He never faltered to line up on the right side and shoot across the soaked grass to the quarterback. Thus far, he had four quarterback sacks and two fumble recoveries. His innate physical gifts and quick hands were worth the millions the owners paid him.

      Not that she thought about his hands or his muscles or his tattoos.

      Or his kiss.

      No. Not only that, but she was also NOT worrying about his bruises or the cuts she’d taped up on his arm since he wasn’t wearing sleeves. Her heart wasn’t in her throat every time he got buried under a pile of helmeted football players.

      Instead, she imagined going home to a hot bath and a cup of tea. With less than a minute to play, her fantasy wasn’t that far from being a reality.

      Minus the two hours she, Glazier, and Jon Navarro, the fifth-year resident who’d joined them tonight, would spend checking the team for injuries.

      Could she mention again that Bowen wasn’t wearing sleeves? Gloves, yes, sleeves, no.

      The Seahawks were on their own thirty when they decided to attempt a reverse hand-off. The quarterback handed the ball to the running back, who handed it to the tight end...

      Who couldn’t keep hold of it, and it popped out of his hands, shooting toward midfield.

      Now almost the same color as the muck in the center of the field, the ball had a life of its own. In the mad scramble that followed, every player on both teams tried to capture it. Worse than a greased pig, it was dropped, kicked, slid, and Lord knew what else.

      The refs couldn’t stop the play because the loose ball remained live until someone had definitive possession. If the defense got it, they could run with it. If anyone except the tight end on offense picked it up, the play ended.

      The remaining fans in the crowd were shouting one part encouragement and two parts confusion to the on-field mess. The clock continued ticking down, and the bench and the medical team followed the scrum down the sideline.

      Somehow, near the defense’s thirty-yard line, the tight end got his hands on the ball, limping hard on his right leg. Two of the other Seahawks’ offensive lineman took up flanking positions as blockers. The usual safeties tasked with guarding downfield from the pass found themselves vastly outweighed by the huge, slower offensive linemen. Their lack of speed was less of a disadvantage because the safeties bounced off the blockers, unable to slow the hobbled tight end—now with a clear path to the end-zone.

      A blur emerged from the rainy darkness, barreling toward the tight end. It was Bowen, his jersey so dirty he was only recognizable by his arm tattoos. Faster and only slightly smaller than the lineman, he used his momentum to shrug off their blocks and tackle the tight end at the five yard line.

      The Seahawks coach immediately called a timeout. The tight end stood up unsteadily, and, to her great concern, Bowen was slow to rise. She desperately wanted to check him over, but was more than aware nothing short of an amputation would keep Bowen out of the game.

      The two teams both met for their huddle as the play clock ticked down. With the game clock reading three seconds, the Seahawks had enough time for a single play. They were inside the red zone and had to score a touchdown. A field goal, more practical this close, wouldn’t get the win.

      It came down to this one play in this one remaining chance.

      Bowen and the defense would have to force a stop here and now with a goal-line stand.

      The two teams lined up, and she wiped off her face, trying to understand what she saw on the field.

      This wasn’t right. The Browns weren’t in the correct formation.

      Like many NLF teams, the Browns played 4-3 defense, with Bowen usually on the end to the quarterback’s left. Instead, they were lined up in a 5-2 Blitz pattern with Bowen in the middle of the line.

      The Blitz made sense. A pass would be foolhardy in this weather when the Seahawks had a short five yards to reach the end-zone.

      It didn’t explain why Bowen was in the position of the nose tackle.

      She didn’t have time to ask anyone because the Seahawks’ center snapped the ball to the quarterback. Ball in hand, the quarterback dropped back into the pocket.

      Except Bowen was a foot away. Unbelievably, he’d leapt over the offensive line.

      It shouldn’t have been possible. That type of trick play was rarer than a kicker recovering his own kick. Technically, it was possible to jump over the offensive line—except you had to start one full yard away, clear the offensive line without touching them. On a good day, it required perfect timing, unnatural reflexes, and a standing vertical-horizontal jump that would have made an Olympian jealous.

      No way in hell should anyone be trying it in the pouring rain.

      And the quarterback was facing away from Bowen. . .

      She realized Bowen had hurdled the gap between the center and the left guard, trusting the mud to slow them down from standing up. He was on the BLIND left side of the quarterback.

      Seattle’s QB couldn’t see the Bowen-train coming, as he was mid handoff to the tight end.

      Bowen launched his body toward them, a streak of orangish grime in the rain. Airborne, he crashed into both the tight end and the quarterback. The three went down in a heap, Bowen’s angle carrying him past them to land almost in a handstand to a roll that landed him on his back.

      The whistle blew, the refs signaling the end of the game and the Browns’ victory.

      She barely noticed because the quarterback didn’t get up. The tight end didn’t get up.

      Bowen didn’t get up.
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      “Now. Now,” Glazier shouted, and she didn’t need to be told to grab the medical tackle box. “Roy, take d-end, Sullivan. Navarro, you’ve got the tight end, Krinsmith. I’ve got the quarterback, Winslow.”

      Like a well-oiled machine, they sprinted across the field to their respective players. Everyone on the Cleveland medic team knew the routine—Glazier had drilled them enough on it.

      Always establish airway, breathing, and circulation first before moving to the secondary survey. They’d go head to toe with pupillary and neuromuscular exams.

      The first three were easily covered since, as she snapped off the visor from his helmet, Bowen’s lips were pink from unlabored breathing. She shone a penlight in his eyes, visible despite the turf sprinkled on his face. “Pupil equal and reactive.”

      The whites of his eyes darted around. “Roy. Arm. Neck.”

      His right arm was raised over his head, most of it hidden under his shoulder pad. The replay above her head didn’t show a landing on his neck either. Still, hits like that could result in neck fractures and spinal cord injuries, which could become permanent.

      “Don’t move anything. We’re putting you in a collar.” She used her hands to hold his neck in place. It would take three more assistants to remove his helmet and secure the cervical collar. “Cut off his pads.”

      When they got the pads off, the problem with his right arm was clear. She almost bit her tongue.

      This was bad. Very bad.

      His right arm was extended above his head in a way that resembled raising your hand in class.

      There was only one very specific orthopedic injury matching this description. It couldn’t be fixed until they cleared his neck and confirmed he didn’t have any fractures.

      Until then, he would be in unbearable pain.

      “What’s wrong? Roy. Tell me,” he called out.

      She leaned back over him. “Can you wiggle your feet? How do they feel?”

      “They feel wet. Roy, my arm. What’s wrong with it? It fucking hurts. Shit. Shoot. Sorry. Swearing.” Only Bowen would worry about foul language in front of her while his arm was out of its socket.

      “Your shoulder is out. I’m confirming with Glazier, but we’ll be headed to MetroGen to get some studies and put it back in. Everything is fine,” she tried to sound upbeat.

      “Are you coming with me? I want you to ride with me. Not Navarro. You’re cuter. I’ll clean up my language.”

      “Gotta talk to Glazier first.” The man was an incorrigible flirt, even in horrible pain. She resembled a drowned rat more than a human right now. “Get him an exposure blanket. We don’t need him to catch hypothermia, too.”

      Three ambulances were rolling onto the field as a muted celebration occurred on the Browns sidelines. She moved to Glazier, who had a temporary posterior long leg splint on the extremely pale quarterback. “What happened?”

      “Tib-fib fracture from this damn mud. Likely ORIF for Winslow.” Glazier referred to the surgical procedure of open reduction and internal fixation—putting a rod in to make the shattered bone line back up.

      It was the bread and butter of orthopedic surgery and devastating for the person on the receiving end. The quarterback’s season was over, no question about it.

      “The tight end, Krinsmith?”

      Even without an x-ray, Glazier could diagnose almost any bony injury with his eyes alone. “He’s got a forearm fracture, minimally displaced. I expect a standard reduction. Sullivan?”

      “Suspected inferior right shoulder dislocation. He’s in a C-collar though.”

      “Gotta fucking hurt with the collar’s pressure on his shoulder. Get it back in STAT. “Glazier twisted up his mouth. “Unless you want me to trade off. You could go with Krinsmith, and Navarro can take Sullivan.”

      “Sullivan wants me to go with him.”

      Glazier smirked, noting she hadn’t said what she wanted. “I’ll bet he does. Don’t forget your place in this, Roy. Any idea which ER doc is on tonight for conscious sedation?”

      “Dr. Ourisman is covering traumas.” She’d checked the schedule beforehand. Glazier was automatically the orthopedic surgeon for any NFL players, even though he wasn’t actually on call.

      “Fuck. Wish it was Yates. Think we can convince their Chief to call him in?”

      She scanned the bleachers behind the Browns end-zone and grinned. “I’m pretty sure he and his wife are here. They’re massive Browns fans, and she works for Cleveland Fire, right?”

      “Glad you keep up on this stupid shit. He has a wife?”

      “Kyra... do you know his first name?” she guessed. Glazier, despite being the best there was at what he did, was immune to awareness of social niceties like these and depended on her to supply them.

      “No.”

      “It’s Ryan. They’ll come if you ask.” She’d long ago figured out Glazier treated his over-prepared underlings much better than his under-prepared ones.

      Glazier picked up his radio to issue commands, waving her back to her assignment. “I need a loudspeaker announcement to have Dr. Ryan and Kyra Yates report to the Browns sideline. Patch me through to MetroGen. We’re going to need ER rooms for three patients and an OR open for me. I expect rooms assigned to Glazier, Navarro, Yates, and Reynosa-Romualdo.”

      She re-joined the  rest of the medical team, readying the backboard for Bowen. “Glazier wants us to go to the MetroGen ER. We’ll secure his arm in this position. I thought I asked for an exposure blanket.”

      The blanket appeared in her hands since she’d used the same tone Glazier did when one of his residents disappointed him.

      Bowen had a question. “How are the other two?”

      “You broke them only a little,” she admitted since it wasn’t going to be a secret and wasn’t revealing much information. “They’re going to be fine.”

      Not exactly a lie. They were both likely out for the rest of the season at a minimum. 

      “Good. I like going full Hulk smash, but I don’t actually want to smash them.” His voice mumbled as they shifted him onto the backboard and lifted him onto the gurney with the help of two male firefighters.

      “We’re making a run to MetroGen?” the one whose nametag read ‘Obi’ asked.

      “Exactly. Glazier’s getting an ER doctor to go with us. You guys got narcotics in there?” She picked up the emergency tackle box, following the gurney to the ambulance.

      “We’re EMT basic. Not even our own IVs. No one dispatched the Rescue Alpha paramedics.” He mentioned the new fire department paramedic program. The rumor at MetroGen was that the members of Rescue Alpha were only women. “Just dudes here.”

      “Yates’ll put the IV in, maybe. Won’t be me,” she said, hoping he could do it. Most doctors didn’t put in IVs. Nurses and paramedics did—which she wasn’t.

      “Roy, are you there?” Bowen called.

      “Right here. Always.”
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      The ride over to MetroGen was bizarre.

      First, the pain made him feel like he was floating, and it took both firefighters and Roy to keep him from trying to sit up. 

      Then a blonde doctor in glasses, reportedly ‘Dr. Yates,’ stabbed his uninjured left arm with an IV and gave him something.

      So, then he was really floating.

      “Fuck. Whoa. This is better than the bender I went on two years ago with the Dallas Cowboys cheerleaders. Did you hear about that, Roy?”

      “Yes, it was in the paper. Also TikTok. And IG and X and Facebook.”

      “It was kind of boring most of the time. Which is why I set fire to the tent. Turned out to be a bad idea,” Bowen said, watching the light bounce off the ambulance ceiling.

      “It got you featured on Sports Illustrated Bad Boys edition,” Dr. Yates said from somewhere outside of Bowen’s line of sight.

      “They spent a few pages on my tattoos, too.” He thought of a question he hadn’t asked. “We won, right?”

      Roy’s face came into view, hair slicked back from the rain. “Yes. For the third time, you won. You also broke the quarterback and the tight end.”

      They hit a bump, and he swore a long blue streak. “GoddamnMotherFuckerAssholeBitch. My arm!”

      “Once you get the CT of your neck and head, I’ll give you more morphine. Good game, by the way,” Dr. Yates told him.

      “It was the bomb. We should win the Super Bowl, too,” Bowen decided. “If you fix my damn arm, right?”

      “I’m not fixing it. Dr. Reynosa-Romualdo will be doing that after the images,” Yates told him.

      Bowen felt the ambulance come to a stop. “We’re at MetroGen?”

      “Yeah, we’re going straight to CT.” Roy had a wet cloth in her hand and was trying to clean the grime off his face.

      “About damn time. Sorry about my language, Roy. It hurts like a bitch.”

      “Don’t worry. Dirty mouth, covered in dirt. It fits.” They were moving out of the ambulance, and he could hear her talking to another unseen person during their walk. “Yes, list Dr. Yates for conscious sedation and Dr. Reynosa-Romualdo for the shoulder dislocation reduction. Dr. Glazier will want no media, no interviews. He and the Browns and Seahawks will address the press later.”

      “The press can shove it,” Bowen agreed. “One of those ESPN talking head assholes told me I had a bad attitude and wasn’t a team player, so I didn’t deserve to be captain. Fuck him. I have ‘team’ tattooed on my ass. I just don’t want to give interviews.”

      “Sorry, he’s had morphine,” Roy explained.

      “I don’t want to talk to the fucking press right now.” He tried to sit up. The press got on his nerves. There was a reason he didn’t give them the time of day. “Roy, you’ll keep them away. Not in the mood.”

      “Not a worry. Yates, can you give him something to chill him out?” Roy asked.

      “Sure thing. Two milligrams of versed ought to do it. We can’t have him too out of it yet.”

      The next dose Yates gave him was freaking magic. The overhead lights moved, and he levitated through the x-ray or CT or whatever it was.

      His vision came back when they removed the C-collar, and Yates was back to consent him for conscious sedation and then a shoulder reduction. Bowen scrawled his name on the piece of paper presented to his left hand.

      “Is there anyone you want us to call? Family? Friends? Girlfriend?”

      “Hell no. Dad only calls when he wants cash. Mom doesn’t need cash since I set her up. And I don’t have a damn girlfriend. I need Roy.”

      “Oh, boyfriend. Right. Umm. Don’t worry. It’s confidential.”

      “No. Roy. The sexy brunette who came with me. Where the hell is she? I want her in here. She said she would be here. She HAS to be here.” He twisted around, searching for her without success.

      The nurse behind him who had been handling the paperwork said, “Wow, he burned off the versed and the morphine.”

      “He’s a professional athlete with plenty of adrenaline in his system,” Yates said.

      “‘He’ is named Bowen, I eat the offense for breakfast, the weenies in admin for lunch, and I want Roy back, now.” He didn’t appreciate her being missing or the arm held braced over his head. 

      The door opened up, and he saw Roy reenter. “Hey, Roy.”

      She was in new green scrubs, and her hair was tied back in a neat, still wet ponytail. 

      “Why does he keep calling you Roy?” Yates said, adding more meds to Bowen’s IV. “He’s gonna take a lot of versed before the ketamine. Not very chill.”

      It had an immediate effect, making Bowen’s eyes heavy and the room swim. A sense of lightness enveloped him.

      “Because it’s my nickname. How are you feeling, Mr. Sullivan?”

      “Again. It’s Bowen. Not Sullivan,” he insisted, her form wavering in front of him. “Don’t call me that. The woman I’m in love with cannot call me by my last name.”

      “I’m pushing the morphine. You should feel it pretty quickly,” Dr. Yates said.

      “I feel great. Roy, I love you,” Bowen declared.

      “Very sweet. Yates, you have the ketamine ready?” Roy glanced past Bowen.

      “No. Roy. I really love you.” Bowen shifted toward her, his tongue running faster than his forty-yard dash. “I think about you ALL the time. I stopped dating everyone else. I didn’t even have sex with Chastity. Charity. Whatever her crappy name was.”

      “Touching. It’s fine, Bowen. Let’s focus on getting your arm fixed.”

      “You don’t understand.” He climbed out of the bed, dragging the IV pole with him, and put his good arm around Roy. “I only want to have sex with you. I’ve never gone three months without sex EVER.”

      He ignored the whispers for ‘security’ behind him and the oddly beeping monitors. He was shirtless, and Roy was right in his arms where she belonged.

      Roy waved her hands behind him, but kept her gaze on his face. “Bowen, you have to get back in the bed.”

      “I don’t want to. You’ll be far away, and I want to be close to you. Only you. I won’t hurt you. I can be scary, but I’ll never hurt you.”

      “I believe you. However, you’ve got one arm stuck over your head, and the arm you have around me has the IV in it. Which we need to get back the stuck arm back in.” She patted his good arm, and that warm feeling came over him.

      It didn’t matter what a jackass he was or how many quarterbacks he could sack. Her touch was a reward of its own.

      “You promise not to leave during the procedure?”

      “I promise. I’m definitely not going anywhere. Please get back in the bed.”

      “Sure you don’t want to join me? Might need a kiss for luck. It’s been confirmed I’m a very good kisser.” He leaned toward her, unable to resist his need to get more of her warmth. He wanted her hands back around his neck, her pressed against his chest.

      She did press a hand against his chest—to stop him. “Dr. Yates is standing right here. And there is a Cleveland Browns policy about this. We are not supposed to kiss the players, especially at work.”

      “Oh.” They did have an audience, and everything he wanted to do to her was for him alone. “I can wait till we’re not at work.”

      “Good plan. Into the bed.” She pushed him toward the bed, and he decided sitting back down was a good idea.

      “I still love you. And these drugs are amazing. You’ve got to try them.”

      “I can tell. I think he’s ready for the Ketamine now.”

      A strange wave rolled across Bowen’s eyes, forcing them down. The last thing he heard was from the nurse.

      “Time out best conscious sedation ever for Dr. Yates. Now for the reduction...”
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      There was no doubt about it. The toughest, meanest, most tattooed defensive back in the NFL was an absolute goofball post sedation.

      “Hey, we’re at the stadium. Roy, we work here.”

      “You work here. I’m closer to being a visitor. Thanks.” She added a tip from Bowen’s phone onto the Uber driver’s fee. Glazier was still in surgery, but had told her to get Bowen back to the stadium to collect his belongings and make sure he made it safely home.

      It was well after midnight, so the press was long gone from the stadium, and the coaches had already given their post-game statements to appease the media.

      They’d snuck out one of MetroGen’s side entrances to catch the Uber, with the loopy Bowen in a pair of scrub pants wrapped in multiple hospital blankets. They couldn’t get a scrub top over his arm in a sling, and she’d stolen Dr. Glazier’s backup scrub pants to fit Bowen. 

      The standard XXXXL scrubs were made for guys who weighed six hundred pounds and didn’t have an eight pack made of solid muscle.

      Glorious, lickable, warm, inked muscle. 

      Which she did not want to touch. Even if he spent the whole drive low-key trying to convince her otherwise. Really, he curled up against her shoulder, a giant tattooed snoring teddy bear. Any time she tried to slide away, he freaking snuggled closer.

      “Why are we here now? It’s dark.” He was
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