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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!)

      

      The brother’s best friend/little sister romance between Dr. Roan Marin and Dr. Clarissa Morgan will have new complications with fake dating, gas-lighting, and so much heat!

      

      (Warning from Carina – Did you read the first two books of Dirty Dirty Doctor Daddy action in Disciplined and Untamed? Totally recommend you grab the whole story of Clarissa and Roan heat STAT!)

      
        
        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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            ABOUT METROGEN HEAT
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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.)

      

      The Dirty Daddy books are part of the MetroGen Heat series - focused on one couple, grumpy anesthesia chief Roan Marin and good girl pediatric resident Clarissa Morgan.

      

      Disciplined brings you to Dr. Clarissa Morgan who finds a way to lose her V-card in dirty epic fashion to the sexy stranger at a bar. Except he’s closer than she ever imagined.

      

      Untamed continues the heat of Clarissa’s and Roan’s love affair where Roan’s loyalty to his best friend is tested by his passion for her, the little sister.

      

      Coverage brings in more complications for Clarissa and Roan as fake-dating, threats, and break-ups push their relationship in directions they never imagined.

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH ROAN AND CLARISSA ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        When you’ve fallen hard, you stop caring about the consequences. Good dirt on top of bad, until you fool yourself that you’ve done nothing wrong.

        But you can’t hide forever, and, never forget, that to collect the sweetest honey, you may have to endure a lot of bee stings. Hope you aren’t allergic…
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      METROGENERAL HOSPITAL RESIDENTS

      
        
          	
        Dr. Clarissa Morgan – second-year pediatrics resident
      

      	
        Dr. Simone Karnes – second-year internal medicine resident
      

      	
        Dr. Willow Shaw – psychiatry intern
      

      	
        Dr. Zac Newport – second-year ER resident
      

      	
        Dr. Avigayle Molla – third-year pediatrics resident
      

      

      

      METROGENERAL HOSPITAL ATTENDINGS

      
        
          	
        Dr. Jules ‘Roan’ Marin – Chief of Anesthesia
      

      	
        Dr. Lillian Hernandez – attending pediatrician
      

      	
        Dr. Alexander Casserty – attending neurosurgeon
      

      	
        Dr. Andrew Crozier – attending anesthesiologist
      

      	
        Dr. Constantine Gallo –Division Head of General Pediatrics, assistant residency program director
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      NOUN

      1. Protection provided against risks, often referring to insurance.

      

      2. Medical doctors providing call/in-house services to a hospital or geographic area.

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      WHEN YOU'RE IN HELL, JUST KEEP GOING.
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      Ask any priest, rabbi, minister, or pastor, and they will probably say lying is a sin. Consult Dante's Inferno, and liars got banished to the eighth ring of hell. Technically, even the ninth commandment mentioned not bearing false witness against one's neighbor. However, it was unlikely any of those characters had ever been in Roan’s predicament where their ex-Navy SEAL best friend almost walked in on him having sex with aforementioned best friend’s little sister.

      Said very adult little sister was currently hiding (mostly naked) in Roan’s study because the sixth commandment explicitly forbade murder.

      Tristan, aka Tank, Saint-Claire knew a hundred ways to kill someone with his bare hands and probably another thousand more using regular household items.

      Dr. Roan Marin had been in tight situations before, but not many were closer than trying to throw Tank off the trail of why there was a pink mitten stuck on Roan's jacket.

      Walking past the kitchen counter to the sliding glass backdoor, Tank picked up the offending pink mitten.

      “Where is she?”

      “Not here.” Roan excused the lie, as Clarissa wasn’t technically in the kitchen with them at that particular moment. Though her shadow was looming plenty large, and he'd need to play it beyond cool. Tank's chosen post-Navy retirement job was bounty hunting, and when he got the scent of his prey, he was relentless.

      Fortunately, Roan was the MetroGen Hospital Chief of Anesthesia and made it a career of keeping his cool while surgeries went haywire.

      “Then why is this mitten wet?” Tank clearly wasn't buying what Roan was selling. Which meant he'd better sell harder.

      “She forgot it here, and I was going to return it to her next time I see her at the hospital.”

      A great not lie. Thousands of people worked at MetroGen Hospital. Not just second-year pediatric residents who were related to Tank.

      “Huh,” Tank said, peering out the door to the back yard. “Were you playing in the snow? Are those snow cocks?”

      Clarissa had tried to build Snow White and the Seven Dwarves, only to end up giving off a phallic Stonehenge vibe.

      “Yeah, she gave me shit about being from Florida and never touching snow. I was... building that to send her a photo with the mitten on it.” Roan invented rapidly, telling enough truth to cover the half-truths. Clarissa had taught him to make snow angels and extolled the virtues of Frosty the Snowman. He'd also learned she was into photography, so it would be conceivable he could snap a photo for her.

      “Creative dick pics. Weird yet kinky.” Tank dropped the telltale mitten on the floor next to Roan's black winter coat. “Does this mean she's kinky as fuck? How's the pussy?”

      Another question the authors of the 'lying is a sin' group had not considered. What reality did they live in if he was supposed to answer Tank truthfully about how his little sister was between the sheets?

      There was no diplomatic or safe way to explain the Clarissa-Roan sexual dynamic. They had a solid dirty daddy-innocent virgin dom-sub vibe in their regular games. Clarissa was into being ordered to serve and service him. She did it with such enthusiasm and inventiveness, Roan was near obsessed with keeping her under him.

      Telling Tank that Roan'd unknowingly taken her virginity last June would not be comforting. Especially since he had de-virginized each and every one of her holes in that single night.

      Yeah, bestie, I taught your sister anal after I pounded her sweet, sweet pussy. Never had one better in my life, and you have no idea how phenomenal it feels to take her bareback.

      A road leading directly to homicide.

      “It's solid.”

      An understatement less likely to get him struck by a bolt of lightning.

      “Bullshit. Our intelligence operation needs a definition of 'solid.' It's forgivably okay cause she's hotter than hell? Pretty good making it worthwhile, but you'll train her up? Or damn near perfect since she's just as good as that nasty kinky chick last summer who ghosted on you?”

      Again, also Tank's sister.

      When Roan had met her at a bar in June, he'd thought she was the woman he'd been talking to online. After Clarissa had left in the morning, the messages on his phone told him she was not. Roan had arranged to meet again in person a week later for coffee and brought Tank along to be a low-key wingman in case she was batshit crazy. Clarissa had seen them through the door and... it had taken them another six months to get their identities and shared hospital drama sorted out.

      “Comparable.”

      Not a lie.

      “Damn, you fucking dirty dog. So, she's a perfect fit for your cock? Twice in one year? Making me proud.” Tank slapped him on the shoulder. “Not only did you dodge a bullet with your online hook-up you missed, you fell right into new quality snatch.”

      Tank was exaggerating slightly about what Roan had told him about the night in June. Roan wasn't the sex chatty Tank was when it came to getting laid. He'd been much more vague while they’d waited at the coffee shop.

      Today would not be the day that was changing, either.

      “So, you stopped by because you collected a bounty and wanted beer for breakfast?” Roan picked up his cup of coffee for a casual sip.

      “What does she do at the hospital?” Tank slurped his coffee between questions. “Picking up the janitorial staff? Invite a cafeteria lady to try your sausage?”

      With a long-suffering sigh, Roan handed him a napkin. “She's a doctor. About the beer, I know a place that serves booze with breakfast.”

      “No. No. No. No. No. I'm locked on this doctor lady of yours. She's been at your place, and you're planning on returning her mitten. And she's dynamite in bed.” Tank set his coffee mug down to spread his arms wide. “This has ‘whipped’ written all over it. Why haven't I heard about her?”

      “Doctor means being on call, and some of us have jobs that don't involve chasing people down and naming their own hours.”

      “Wrong, Roan. When the pussy's this good, I'll need serious intel. Set up a meeting, you, me, and her,” Tank finished the cup of coffee and set it down decisively.

      “That won't be necessary,” Roan said in a clipped tone.

      “Why not?”

      So many answers to that one.

      Because she's your sister.

      “Because this is a new relationship, and you're a total asshole. I don't want to scare her off,” Roan said, secure in this measure of truth at least.

      Certainly, nothing would scare Clarissa off more than watching her brother decapitate Roan with a dull butter knife in the kitchen. Tank wouldn't even need the knife. At six-three and two hundred pounds of muscle, he was scary strong when pissed off.

      “I am a bad motherfucker. Bad enough that I collected my bounty for 40Gs, and I’m flying out to Oregon today for a hush-hush federal warrant.” Tank praised himself before continuing, “You aren't off the hook, though. We're gonna talk more about this lady. Need the details.”

      Another Tank way of saying he had plans to do a background check on her for felonies, parking tickets, and other bad behaviors, along with social media profiles.

      Unnecessary and inevitably awkward.

      “Give me a minute to change out of sweatpants.” Roan walked sedately past the closed door of his study to his bedroom, shutting the door firmly behind him.

      He needed to hide any evidence of his visitor STAT because Tank had spent ten years hunting insurgents in Iraq and Afghanistan. Tossing Clarissa's belongings in the closet would be a dead giveaway.

      First, he swiped their phones off the nightstands, muting hers before turning it off. He tossed it into her pink overnight bag and carried it into the attached master bath. With the water on to mask any noises, he placed the bag under the further side of the double sink.

      After peeing and washing his hands, he swung the bedroom door partway open and rifled through his dresser for jeans and a sweater. A man could pee by his lonesome, but shutting his best friend out of his bedroom after they'd shared a tent together would have been suspicious.

      It didn’t mean he was required to share everything. In fact, giving Tank mission parameters would be best, as otherwise the train would start driving off the tracks.

      Roan sent two quick text messages, having a vague idea of the two recipients’ availability. And to his surprise, they texted back affirmatives immediately.

      “You get zero intel until you’ve earned it by behaving your shitty self,” Roan informed him. “You’re the DD, and we’re meeting a few of my hospital friends at the Northstar Cafe.”

      “Wait, this might be an even bigger surprise. You made friends?” Tank scoffed from the hallway.

      “Yeah, even an antisocial incel like me.” Roan shoved his billfold into his pocket, heading to the door where his coat and boots were waiting. “If you stick to the stated objectives, I’ll answer two questions about her after brunch.”

      “Three,” Tank tried to bargain.

      “Depends on the questions. Nothing that will make me plead the fifth. Also, while we’re with my friends, you can’t mention her or my relationship in ANY way. Not a word,” Roan gave him the warning now. Outside of the administrative heads that had reviewed his and Clarissa’s disclosure of relationship forms, he had been relatively discreet thus far.

      “Do I look like a chick?” Tank was grabbing his own coat. “Though, not a single word?”

      “Not a syllable, a groan, a reference, or any type of communication, including Arabic, Kurdish, Farsi, Pashto, Spanish, Pig Latin, and even freaking ASL. Get your ass to the car.” Roan named the languages Tank had a working knowledge of, even if a rather significant amount of his vocabulary included ‘Open the damn door,’ and ‘shut the fuck up.’

      “Really? Why?” Tank was obviously becoming more mystified with each minute.

      “I’ll explain in the car.” Roan ushered him out the front door. “That’s your mission, should you choose to accept it.”

      Tank shrugged. “Or this message self-destructs in five seconds? Fine. I’m in.”
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      Tank pushed back his glass of Klingon blood wine to quizzically regard the man sitting across from him. “Allow me to review the sequence of events. You started sleeping with 'Ella' in September. Except right before she slept with you, she also slept with Satan from Orthopedic surgery, and the Man-Whore-Redhead from the ER.”

      Neurosurgeon Alex Casserty hung his head, Roan’s fellow anesthesia attending, Andrew Crozier, who had asked to be called Drew, elbowed him on the shoulder. “Pretty much how I heard it.”

      The two doctors were the friends Roan had texted to meet up at the Sci-fi themed North Star Cafe. Per Roan’s plan, the combination of quirky Sci-fi décor and Casserty’s messy love pyramid-square-dodecahedron had successfully occupied Tank’s attention for the past hour.

      “Right...” Tank had gotten out a pen, drawing a tree with names on a napkin adorned with a combination of the logo from Star Trek, the Galactic Rebellion, and Battlestar Galactica. “In January, you found out you are one of the possible three fathers of the pregnancy. Which is confirmed to exist?”

      “Confirmed.” Crozier answered for the neurosurgeon again. “Ultrasound proof by OB in the presence of the MetroGen ER and a mere fifty witnesses.”

      “Since the baby is real, and, the dates check out, any of you could be the father,” Tank used the voice Roan recognized as his ‘are you sticking to this story before I break down your door’ voice.

      “They do for me,” Alex said. The ‘Ella’ up for discussion was ENT Dr. Stella Magi.

      “Thus assuming they do for the other two?” Tank guessed and took another long swallow. “You hate the Ortho Satan the most because he had sex with Ella again after you were ‘on a break’?”

      Alex turned a shade of red. “It was cheating.”

      Across the table, Crozier rolled his eyes. He too had heard this entire ‘cheating’ debacle recounted, gossiped, speculated, and repeated regularly over and over for the past three months from their positions behind the anesthesia curtain.

      Whether or not Ross and Rachel from Friends were on a break had nothing on the MetroGen surgical staff.

      “But Ella thought you were broken up?” Tank said, adding another note to the timeline. “Pre-Thanksgiving?”

      “We weren't broken up. If we were, it was only fifteen minutes later,” Alex took a swig of his own Bloodwine. He and Crozier had arrived in separate Ubers and weren’t on call, thus not restrained from imbibing.

      “Sure. Except she and Ortho Satan were longstanding fuckbuddies. Ella had abandoned him to be with you and went back to him after what may or may not have been your breakup. Redhead Man-Whore is more of a fling?” Tank continued his quest to gain comprehension of why Ortho was more hated.

      Roan opted to cut in or else there was a good chance they’d never get past how angry Alex was with Glazier. “Yes, he does not like Ortho. ER guy less of an issue.”

      “Big hate him.” Casserty grimaced, finishing the last of his Bloodwine. “To the depths of my soul.”

      “Also, Ortho was his doctor for his leg,” Roan added, dropping his one remaining Alternative Time-Line Pancakes and Meteor Sausage onto Alex’s plate. A hungover neurosurgeon tomorrow would not be a net positive for MetroGen.

      “Ahh, more betrayal. Awesome. Not for you,” Tank amended and consulted his notes. “None of you know who the father is, and she's not talking to any of you?”

      “We get text messages from her ex-second-cousin-in-law,” Alex said.

      “Ex-second-cousin-in-law?” Tank started to laugh. “He or she? Any Game of Thrones sisterly bed-hopping?”

      “Don't worry about that detail. Eat.” Crozier helpfully followed Roan’s lead by pouring syrup on the pancakes.

      Good thing, too. Happy as Roan was to keep Tank distracted, explaining who was married/related to who could keep this going for days. Clarissa was still at his house, in his study, not getting the sisterly bed-hopping.

      “It gets worse,” Casserty said mournfully, eating another bite of the sausage and pancakes. “We’re having an ‘all-possibly-daddy’ meeting soon.”

      “Ménage à trois?” Tank chuckled, resulting in Casserty’s sour expression.

      “Hell, no.” Alex lifted his glass and determined it was, in fact, empty.

      “Besides, I think it's a reverse harem. Not a ménage à trois,” Crozier corrected them, and the other three guys gave him a 'look.' “Do you know what books our nurses are reading? They are very horny.”

      “Can't disagree with that. I mean, after this discussion and Roan with his…” Tank shut up because Roan stomped on Tank’s foot.

      Roan deflected by drinking a full Bloodwine of his own. He waved at their waitress. “Who feels man enough for a shooting star mimosa? Crozier, you in?”

      “Sure, I’ll take one, but, Captain, can you please just call me Drew?” Crozier laughed, shaking his head. “Watch this. Alex, do you want a Shooting Star Mimosa?”

      “Better not. Too tempting to drunk text St... er… Ella or Kandal. These pancakes are great, though. Can I have another order?” Alex said to the waitress as she came right back with two Shooting Stars.

      “My pleasure.” The woman, currently dressed in a Star Trek short skirt uniform, highlighting her tanned legs, was clearly checking Alex out. “Need anything else, doctors?”

      “We’re good.” Tank shook his head and waited till she left. “I’m not a doctor, and Casserty here doesn’t count as single.”

      “I’m single,” Drew said, admiring her departing figure. “She noticed we’re doctors.”

      “Yet only wanted Doctor Romance Disaster,” Tank disagreed. “Trust me, a woman who’s interested in Mr. Dark and Tortured is not a bird worth chasing.”

      “Really? My nurses say—” Drew started.

      Tank gestured with his fork, stabbing his own pancakes. “Nope. I’ve played that card, more than once. Tends to attract a pretty strange brand of crazy.”

      “How crazy? Key your car crazy? Stalk you crazy?” Crozier asked, interest piqued.

      “No. Those birds I can handle. Nesting birds are the worst. There you are, just wanting some sweet, nice girl pussy, and after you bang a few times, they want to ‘fix’ you. Do you have any idea how fucking obnoxious it is? When you tell them to get lost, they get more determined that they, and only they, can heal you. Fuck that. I like me the way I am.”

      Tank’s diatribe stopped their waitress in her tracks, returning with Alex’s pancakes... and an extra shooting star mimosa.

      “Sorry about that, ma’am. He was raised by wolves.” Roan stood and traded the goods for an extra forty dollars on her tray before getting back in his seat.

      “I was not. I’m everything the US Navy made me to be.” Tank beat his chest as Roan sat back down. “Don’t give up the ship!”

      Roan kicked him again under the table. “Since when do you go for nice girls?”

      “They’re more trouble than they’re worth,” Tank said, correcting himself when Roan shook his head. “Maybe because I have a three date limit.”

      “Three date limit?” Casserty roused from his unordered mimosa, perhaps wondering if he should have done the same with Stella Magi.

      “Yeah. It’s not a rule or a limit, per se, so much as a guideline. Never met a woman I could tolerate more than three dates.”

      Drew had doubts. “You’re a Navy SEAL and you can seal the deal in just
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