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            ARE YOU READY TO FALL IN LOVE WITH SEXY ROCKSTARS?

          

        

      

    

    
      Do you love rockstars in leather and steamy scenes? How about if they’re ex military with hard bodies and hot tattoos? What if the sex scenes are naughty-kinky, especially when she offers him his virginity?

      Then this book is for you! One virgin gets her wish – one night with the lead singer of the hottest band on the planet.

      

      BTW, there is also a story! Think addictive plot twists, dirty scenes, and drama. It pairs perfectly with the rest of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books - which are like Grey’s Anatomy + steam!

      

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

      If you need more MetroGen sexiness, grab your deal below!

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

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

      

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

      

      Jetstream introduces good girl cop Savi James to the temptations of fame and lust in the arms of Jett, the lead singer of Valkyrie StormFlyght, the hottest death metal band on the planet!

      

      
        
        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 JETT AND SAVI ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        Opposites attract isn’t bad.

        Sometimes two very unalike artists can mix to make amazing sounds.

        Trust me. You can be two things at the same time, and it can truly be worth it.

        Not sure yet, Angel of Mine?

        Then listen to KISS ‘Forever’ and remember it was written by Michael Bolton.

        Really. The man tried out to be the lead singer in Black Sabbath way before anyone heard him sing ‘How Am I Supposed To Live Without You.’
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      VALKYRIE STORMFLYGHT

      
        
          	
        Jett “Jetstream” – lead singer/lead guitar
      

      	
        Gael “Gailforce” – rhythm guitar
      

      	
        Kaine “Hurricane” – bass guitar
      

      	
        Winston “Whirlwind” – keyboard
      

      	
        Ty “Typhoon” – drums
      

      

      

      CLEVELAND POLICE DEPARTMENT

      
        
          	
        Isadora Reyes – Police Chief
      

      	
        Charlene ‘Charlie’ Layton – Sergeant Second Precinct
      

      	
        Savi ‘Savannah’ James – Patrol Second Precinct
      

      	
        Elias Kormos – Sergeant Second Precinct
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      NOUN

      
        
          	
        The method of force administered by needless injector systems formerly used for mass vaccination to penetrate the skin without an injection.
      

      	
        A brand of cardiac catheter used in interventional cardiology
      

      	
        A narrow band of strong wind in the upper atmosphere
      

      

      

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      Jett ‘Carson’ Arce, lead singer of Valkyrie StormFlyght, didn’t know he was five minutes away from meeting the woman of his dreams… and death.

      Instead, he paced in the wings of the stage waiting for Poizon Palace to finish their set.

      Why had he allowed his manager to convince them to extend their tour by three more months? They’d toured the world for the last year, hitting Europe, Australia, New Zealand, the Middle East, and even few tours in Africa before coming to the US. 

      He was due for a break. Some freaking studio time.

      And some goddamn sleep.

      Jett checked his appearance and makeup one more time in the reflection of a mirror standing by the curtains. A black stripe covered his eyes and white paint obscured the rest of his face, exactly like the other guys in the band. The black leather pants with their metal rivets were equally standard. His tats across his back and chest were real, souvenirs of his past fifteen years of adventures.

      From Cleveland to the sandbox to five years of playing in shitty smokey dive bars and then, finally, right before he turned thirty, hitting it big.

      “You okay? We’ve only got two more of these,” his rhythm guitarist Gael said, his hair spray-painted black like Jett’s. Gael had to go black or his red hair would be obvious.

      “Can’t fucking wait,” Jett coughed, wondering where the hell his inhaler was. When had he seen it last? Which tour bus could it have been on?

      Or maybe he’d left it a few hotel rooms back. Indianapolis? Springfield?

      Whatever. There were 80,000 fans at Progressive Field for the All American All Anger tour. He’d be fine.

      He listened to the strains of Poizon Palace’s cover of Led Zeppelin’s “Black Dog.” They weren’t half bad, though it was fairly certain their drummer was higher than a kite.

      Valkyrie StormFlyght took a different tack. No drinking before a show was ever permissible, and only a small amount was allowed after shows, ideally in private.

      Which didn’t even cover their regular drug testing. No hard drugs, no weed, and no smoking.

      EVER.

      The average garage band would have never stood for it. However, since the five of them had been drug-tested regularly since they were eighteen, it was no big deal now.

      They were blood brothers, to live or die for each other. Their pact made when they were facing death a decade ago stood the test of time.

      “Did you take your meds?” Winston, their keyboard player, asked. His hair had been spray-painted white, per his usual.

      “I’m fine,” Jett lied.

      His chest was tight, same as it had been in Indianapolis. He was their leader. No weakness.

      “Don’t worry about him. You worry about yourself. Did you kick that girl out of the tour bus?” Their bass guitarist Kaine jabbed Winston in the ribs.

      “Eventually,” Winston protested. “She signed her NDA,”

      Their benefactor kept them on a tight leash, but he couldn’t fully control their main weakness.

      Women.

      As a precaution, every single hook-up had to sign an NDA. They could appear to be the epitome of rich, arrogant, asshole rock stars who rarely gave interviews. Except their label held the strings.

      There would be no trashed hotel rooms. No drug binges. No baby mommas.

      They would be the dark heavy metal band, committed to their craft, their characters, their personas.

      “No one wants you, and remember, I’m the only one willing to give you a chance. All it will cost is a few years.”

      They’d signed in blood for five years. Three fucking years gone, two more to go.

      In the end, Jett would have more money than he’d ever dreamed. He and his buddies weren’t scraping by near homeless anymore. They were living in an LA mansion rent free with a freaking wing of their own.

      None of them had a girlfriend or wife, but if they had, they could have raised three families in each wing.

      “All right, one more show. We got this. This is our town!” Ty, the drummer, pounded on his best friend Winston’s shoulder.

      The five of them bunched together in a huddle, as was their tradition. It meant more tonight because Ty wasn’t lying. They’d all grown up in this neck of the woods, so Jett could push through this last show.

      “StormFlyght, ready?” The words caught in Jett’s throat.

      He’d be fine.

      One last show.

      “Bo-yah!” his band responded, the same way they had for decades—tackling a mission or a show.

      “We’re winding down for the finale,” a woman, probably one of the venue directors, in a headset at the side of the stage said. “Make sure security is in place so no one rushes the stage for the main event.”

      Jett glanced around, instinctively scanning the crowd for danger. Old habits died hard, and his makeup and costume made him a target. Without it, fans passed him on the street without a glance, but here, he was Jesus.

      An angry, arrogant, pissed off Jesus.

      Valkyrie StormFlyght was the lighting rod of heavy metal anger, the spear of the righteous and the damned to their city of steel and stone.

      “Can they finish already?” Kaine grumbled. If anyone encompassed the anger of the group, it was Kaine.

      Hilariously, the label had assigned him to play the ‘nice one’ and Jett to play the ‘asshole.’

      “Any guesses on the finale?” Ty said, the most level-headed and least impatient one in the group.

      “I’ll spot you two touchdowns in Madden that they go with thunder-cracks,” Winston bet back.

      “No. They’ll smash the guitars,” Gael predicted. Wilder than the others, he’d been asking to smash his guitar for the past few months. Their sponsor had nixed it already since rhythm guitar was far more integral to the actual music than Jett’s lead guitar matching his vocals.

      “Dramatic fade to fog as the curtain falls,” Ty guessed.

      “If they kill a live chicken on stage, we’re out. Someone else can follow them,” Gael said. “We don’t condone animal violence.”

      The whole group rolled their eyes. Gael had decided to go vegan about six months ago and was annoying the hell out of the rest of the group.

      The five of them used to meet for steak and beers weekly for a game of Madden 2001 on their N64. Gael took the fun out of it by protesting and making them eat tofu burgers. He’d tried getting their outfits changed to pleather and kept attending PETA protests in the band’s name, including to the point of starting Twitter wars with Hollywood starlets wearing fur.

      Fortunately, their contract insisted on real leather pants, which was a constant source of frustration for him.

      The bandmates were wrong, however. Poizon Palace ended their set with a bombardment worth of smoke bombs and pyrotechnics.

      Just freaking fabulous.

      “Turn on the damn fans! No smoke is in the contract!” shouted the director.

      The other guys started through. They’d done this a thousand times. Jett told himself he could take a little more smoke.

      On most days, he could have. His asthma was usually better during the summer, except he hadn’t taken his controller for a couple months. Who knew where it actually was?

      But now, as he followed the guys on to the stage, whichever genius had turned on the fans had them aimed directly at him.

      He got a stinking lungful, and his chest seized up, unable to take one more ounce of abuse.

      The air went in, but he couldn’t breathe it out. Jett punched his chest, trying to force an exhalation from the outside.

      It was useless.

      The curtains were down, the stage was dark, and those fools from Poizon Palace were prancing away unaware of what they had done.

      Even if he’d been able to make any noise, no one would have heard him over the din of the crowd. They’d waited six months to see their heroes, Valkyrie StormFlyght, and were cheering their hearts out.

      His vision turned gray.

      No air.

      Jett must have fallen, yet unseen hands dragged back to the wings of the stage. Then his rescuer came into view.

      No damn way.

      He was being rescued by an angel who had stolen his breath.

      She was staring down at him, enormous brown eyes focused on him, her ruby red lips parting. Her beautiful figure was partially hidden by the mesh black T-shirt with its golden writing across the chest. Little tendrils of hair escaped from her messy bun, coiling and caressing the slight sheen of sweat on her neck. 

      “Are you okay?” Undoubtedly, she was a sight for sore eyes, especially because the Angel had to shout over the cacophony of electronic guitars.

      He shook his head, trying to figure out where an angel had come from. Her face weaving back and forth in front of him.

      “Can you breathe?” she said.

      His vision swam, and he weakly raised a hand.

      “Do you copy? I need a medic on the stage, right now!” She keyed the radio on her shoulder.

      Did angels have radios?

      The angel ripped open the first aid kit by the column holding the AED. “Look, we’ve got two epi pens and narcan. Hold still because this might hurt. Help is on its way. You’re going to be okay.”

      Jett didn’t have the strength to speak, and he was dimly aware of his angel jamming the two syringes into his upper leg before the world went dark.
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      “Are these people necessary?” Jett’s new pulmonologist Dr. Kayla Varma at MetroGen asked three days later.

      She was referring to his four bandmates, who were in full makeup, their makeup artist, their manager, and their lawyer.

      “You said he would get discharged today. Public appearances require him to appear as part of the band,” the lawyer said. “It’s part of his contract.”

      “Valkyrie StormFlyght has a specific reputation to uphold,” the manager Jerika agreed.

      Their lawyer Mr. Bloom had more to say. “I trust his medical record is receiving additional security and protection.”

      “Yes, he’s checked in under an alias, which is neither his real name nor his stage name,” Dr. Varma said.

      “Are you able to confirm his drug and alcohol testing were negative?” the lawyer pressed.

      “Regardless of his contractual obligations, his medical information is private,” Dr. Varma said.

      “Someone—probably from your hospital—leaked that he had received a dose of narcan. The press has gone absolutely wild. Our band is on the cover of People today, and not for their singing.” The manager paced around the room, and Jett tried not to roll his eyes. The band tolerated this shit because they were making huge amounts of money. His doctor certainly had a different standard.

      “Yes, it’s standard treatment for adults who are cyanotic. Statistically, there are far more opioid overdoses than asthmatics who skipped their medications for so long they have respiratory collapse. You do recognize his lungs were in such terrible shape we had to intubate him and admit him to the ICU.”

      “Is it standard to keep a patient no longer on oxygen support in the ICU?” Bloom asked.

      “He’s in the ICU still for his privacy, which you seem very concerned about,” Dr. Varma snapped.

      “When can Jett start singing again?” Jerika asked.

      Winston interrupted, “She means when can ‘Jett’ perform again.”

      The joker in the group, Gael, played a saved video on his phone of Jett performing. “This is what we mean by ‘singing.’”

      Jett felt a twinge of embarrassment at the way Dr. Varma’s expression changed when she realized what ‘singing’ meant in this context. The video was of him shouting, ‘grab your dicks, motherfuckers!’

      “Oh. Well, that type of singing…” she stumbled over the screech of Jett’s voice and screams of electric guitars. “It depends.”

      “Depends on what? We have a contract to stay in Cleveland until they perform their final concert.” Jerika added pressure. “How much time do you mean?”

      “I mean, I’m kicking all of you out. I will have a private discussion with my patient. Hallway, NOW!” Dr. Varma herded everyone out of the room before anyone could protest.

      She closed the door and leaned on it, probably swearing under her breath. Now composed, she straightened her scrubs and said, “Now, Mr. Jett⁠—"

      “You can call me Carson,” Jett volunteered, using his real name. He didn’t remember much of what had happened. The last thing he recalled was the brown-haired angel telling him he would be okay.

      “Okay, Carson. You’ve done a number on your lungs. There’s no way you can keep skipping your daily controller medicines. They must be taken every day, regardless of which city you’re in or what concert you’re at. I wasn’t joking. You almost died.”

      A cold weight settled in his chest. Good thing his angel had been there. “I was that close?”

      “You were. The narcan didn’t do much, but whoever gave you the epi saved your life. It kept you alive long enough to load you with albuterol and steroids to tap down the inflammation in your lungs. You need some time off and a recheck in a few weeks before you start… um… performing again.”

      “You mean screaming obscenities at the top of my lungs into a microphone and claiming it counts as ‘singing’?” he said wryly. Back when he and the guys had formed their band five years ago, this wasn’t what they’d imagined being their niche.

      “In your extraordinary circumstances, I would recommend at least two weeks of significant vocal rest. You can come to my office for a set of PFTs—pulmonary function tests. Do you exercise? Sports? Umm… dancing?” Varma guessed.

      “Our band doesn’t dance, though I jump up and down with the guitar sometimes.”

      “Other exercise?”

      “I jog and lift weights,” Jett said. Like the rest of the group, he lifted weights in their mobile weight room. He’d slacked lately on the jogging because of how breathless he’d been feeling.

      “Okay, if I discharge you, I will write in no uncertain terms that you are not to perform until I see you in my office. Between now and then, I want you to start walking every day at least fifteen minutes paired with light intensity weightlifting. You’re too young to get your lungs in this bad of shape.”

      Jett nodded. “More cardio.”

      “Is it necessary to remind you not to smoke? You’re to avoid both secondhand smoke and thirdhand smoke, which is smoky clothing and hair. In fact, avoid any place a human being might have actually smoked. No vaping, no huffing, no essential oils, no breathing fumes, no CBD oils. You get the idea?” Varma asked.

      “Yes. I promise.”

      “I don’t think you understand. I mean ever. For the rest of your life. You were intubated. You were actually minutes from dying at one point.”

      “Won’t be the first time.”

      She startled. “You’ve done this before?”

      “No, I was an Army Ranger in Afghanistan. The five of us were. So, I promise I’ve got it.” Despite his public reputation for being an asshole, it was nothing like who he was in real life.

      “Then I’ll put your discharge orders in.”

      “Can you tell the guys to come back in? Not the suits. Just the band?” Jett asked.

      “I will. By the way, we’d appreciate it if you left sooner, not later. Your fans have the hospital under siege. They’re quite concerned about you,” she warned him on her way out.

      Jett went to the ICU window to check firsthand. She hadn’t been exaggerating. An entire crowd of death metal fans had camped out near the hospital front entrance. They surrounded the tour bus, and the police had set up barriers and had multiple officers working crowd control.

      The guys came back into the room, relief evident on their faces despite the makeup.

      “Don’t you ever fucking scare us again like that,” Kaine said, giving him the one-armed man-hug.

      “Each and every one of us will carry an albuterol inhaler on us from now on. I’ll hide three of them in my drums,” Ty promised.

      “Whatever it takes to save your stupid non-drug using ass,” Gael said.

      “Don’t remind me. Hopefully, someone explained it to the boss,” Jett groaned. “He’s gonna be pissed when he finds out I can’t sing for at least two more weeks.”

      The guys exchanged glances, recognizing the boss would hold them here in town until they finished the last concert on their tour. Vacation started when the boss said it did.

      Such was the nature of the beast.

      “He’ll accept it once he gets the medical record,” Gael reassured him, having skated this same thin ice in the past. “Tell me, do you remember anything?”

      Jett closed his eyes. The whole experience had been surreal, other than the girl. Most of his memories returned to her. Sometimes she was far away and sometimes she was close. “No bright light. The girl who saved me… her, I see. An angel.”

      “If I die, that’s how I want to go. Getting mouth to mouth from a chick,” Winston agreed.

      “She gave me mouth to mouth?” Jett asked.

      “Yep, and CPR chest compressions. Then she rode with you in the ambulance,” Winston said.

      “We know anything else about her?” Jett walked back to the window, realizing this relative silence would shatter the moment he went outside. Once he had his makeup and leather jacket on, he’d be fighting his way to the tour bus, facing questions about his health and non-existent drug use.

      Nothing would convince his fans otherwise unless they saw his total asshole persona, thus proving he was fine.

      “Nope. On the good side, she hasn’t been found to give an interview about the narcan.” Kaine stood with him by the window.

      “She saved me.”

      “Which goes to prove I’ve always been right. Heaven is a girl,” Winston said, certainly meaning something less ethereal than Jett did at the moment.

      “Which is well and good. But can we get your makeup done and leave?” Kaine asked.

      “I see her…” Jet said, surprising himself and his bandmates.

      “Sure, you do. Right. You had a near death experience, and you see her everywhere. Great. You need to get the makeup on.” Kaine tried to move him away from the glass.

      “No, I mean I actually see her RIGHT NOW.” Jett pressed his hand on the window, not believing he could see his angel this very second. “She’s one of the cops doing crowd control around the tour bus.”

      “You can’t be sure. I’m not sure I’d recognize my own brother four stories up,” Gael said, since his younger brother was actually a Cleveland cop.

      “No. I’m not wrong. It’s her.” Even at this distance, he recognized her brown wavy hair and the way she moved. It didn’t make sense, but he was certain. It was her.

      “Well, great. Mystery solved. The angel is a cop. Okay. Time to leave. Makeup,” Kaine grumbled.

      The makeup was contractually obligated for every public appearance as Valkyrie StormFlyght. Their artist could get it on him in five minutes, and then they’d get it off once he was in the hotel again. Or the tour bus. The makeup was so constant they kept a makeup removal kit everywhere, when they should have been doing the same with albuterol.

      Jett shook his head. He’d never find her if he tried to go into the crowd. “No way. Getting mobbed isn’t going to help me talk to her. I need to.”

      Kaine crossed his arms over his chest. “Are you kidding? The crowd isn’t going anywhere until we leave. Which means the five of us have to walk out of here.”

      “Actually, it doesn’t have to be all five of us. It needs to be five people in the right makeup. Jett’s instructions were already ‘no comment.’” Ty said.
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