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      Do you wish Grey’s Anatomy and Chicago Fire had more sex scenes – like a lot more? Maybe a hundred times more?

      Me too! I took all your favorite TV fire/police/medical drama tropes and gave you the addictive plot twists, sexy times, and drama you are dying for. (I’m a real doctor so it’s more legit!)

      

      Dr. Roan Marin just found out the best way to liven up a boring Christmas party is to find out you slept with your best friend’s little sister, and you’re dying to do it again…

      

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

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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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.)

      

      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.

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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        What you see is what you get. It’s not my fault neither of us can move on. I’m tired of fighting this, and since we can’t walk away, can’t we go forward together?

        PS - the bedroom is that way.
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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. Val Carlisle – chief OB-GYN resident
      

      

      

      METROGENERAL HOSPITAL ATTENDINGS

      
        
          	
        Dr. Jules ‘Roan’ Marin – Chief of Anesthesia
      

      	
        Dr. Shira Feldsher – Chief of OB/GYN
      

      	
        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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      ADJECTIVE

      1. to be left in its original state

      

      2. uncivilized, wild, uncontrollable

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      As a not-so-good Catholic boy, Dr. Jules ‘Roan’ Marin had tried to read Dante's Inferno on deployment.

      Not only was his translation poorly translated from Italian, but reading it was hell on its own. Still, he had learned enough that hell didn't sound like a fun place. The tortures included being transformed into a tree and ripped apart by harpies for eternity.

      Still, it sounded better than Christmas dinner at his best friend Tank's house.

      They were seated at the massive dining room table, containing about fifty Saint-Claire relatives. Roan had been placed right near the head of the table, between Tank's disapproving stepmother and his thoroughly pissed-off bestie.

      “You can't use the fish fork on steak, Tristan,” Janice Saint-Claire said to her tattooed ex-Navy SEAL stepson. This was her latest barbed comment. Tank’s father, the senior Tristan, was busy entertaining other relatives, rather than noticing his son was about to blow his top.

      “I don't care. I've eaten scorpions with a pair of chopsticks.” Tank's eyes bulged, and he waved the offending fish fork as if he was going to snap the offending utensil in half. At six-foot-three, the fork would lose.

      Roan tried to kick his friend under the table, having promised to be the best buffer in history, even though there had been a small mix-up where they'd thought he was Tank's girlfriend.

      Auto-correct on Tank’s texts had changed ‘Marin’ to ‘Marian.’

      Even that wasn’t the most dangerous brewing disaster.

      “You can have my fish,” Tank's younger sister Clarissa Morgan jumped in, pushing her untouched plate toward her half-brother. “They've been serving Santa Claus salmon for the past week at the hospital. I can't stand to see another ketchup smiley face.”

      Janice sniffed. “Santa Claus salmon with ketchup. How highbrow.”

      “I'd give them an A for effort. They tried to draw hats, too.” Clarissa turned toward the end of the table. “I think Stan, Tris, and Trey are going to do the same with the punch and the holly.”

      Sure enough, four little boys had escaped from the table with glasses in hand and were headed toward the intricate display on a side table.

      “Oh, my goodness. Tristans, stop that at once!” The honorable Mrs. Saint Claire was off in a flash, and Clarissa had successfully redirected the attention away from the forks.

      “Thanks, guppy,” Tank—aka Tristan—thanked his sister, who grinned.

      A wave of an unidentifiable emotion swept over Roan. Anytime she smiled, she was the picture of brown-haired sweetness and just the perfect pediatrician. Between her rosy cheeks and green sweater dress, with its own picture of Santa Claus, he’d have imagined her as pure as Snow White.

      “Did they actually serve Santa salmon at the Children’s Hospital?” Tank took a bite out of the salmon.

      Clarissa's brow wrinkled. “Tristan, there is no Children’s Hospital. It got absorbed by MetroGen ten years ago.”

      “Oh...” Tank made the obvious connection. “You and Roan work at the same hospital. Have you two⁠—”

      “Pediatrics and anesthesia don't cross paths often,” Clarissa non-answered. “Especially since I'm a resident. He's an attending.”

      “A professor and the chief, right?” Tank asked. “You're a big shot to my little sister.”

      “Sort of.” Roan stabbed at his steak, wishing he had a bigger knife or for Dante’s harpies to appear and finish him off.

      Alas, the harpies were on the seventh ring of hell. Roan belonged in the frigid frozen ninth ring, the furthest depths of hell, reserved for betrayers.

      Because he was the worst type.

      Nothing said betrayal like fucking your best friend's sister.

      Multiple times.

      And wanting to do it again in a second.

      Even as she lied her cute little ass off.

      “He didn't even know who I was until tonight,” Clarissa said, still so innocently.

      One could argue her statement wasn’t a lie.

      Roan had met Clarissa at a hotel bar after leaving the infamous MetroGen June Resident and Fellow Mixer. He'd thought she was the online hook-up he'd arranged; she'd thought he was a random guy to ride for the night.

      She’d ghosted on him for their next date, and he’d never expected to see her again—until they met in the OR in November, and he’d realized he’d also hooked up with her at the MetroGen Halloween party.

      Yet even after their confrontation, and when he’d found her drugged by an assailant in the MetroGen nursery, she’d failed to mention Tank was her brother.

      “Oh, so this is the first time you've met? Great. I should ask him to keep an eye on you,” Tank said, chewing loudly with his mouth full of fish.

      Clarissa laughed, an adorable sound. “Don’t ask the impossible. There are a thousand doctors at MetroGen, and peds avoids the ORs like the plague.”

      “True. Roan here's spent a ton of time with hardcore surgeons. You're too gentle to be hardcore.”

      “Peds can be hardcore.”

      “Aww, so sweet, guppy, that you think giving lollipops and shots makes you hardcore. How about getting shot with a bullet?” Tank poked his chest, reminding her he’d taken two to the chest in Afghanistan.

      “Weird how you have to bring that up EVERY time. Besides, pediatricians don't give shots. The nurses do it for us.” Clarissa wasn't above hitting back, it seemed. “I intubate infants with breathing tubes the size of a coffee stirrer.”

      Tank glanced over at Roan for confirmation. “Is she shitting me?”

      “Your sister saves newborn babies with a coffee stirrer.” Roan added a quick qualifier, “Not that I've seen her do it.”

      There was a flash of pain in her eyes, and Roan remembered the only time he'd shared an OR with her in November. She had not been saving a baby then. The baby had been too early to survive, and Clarissa had been powerless to stop the inevitable.

      He certainly hadn't helped her feel better because he'd confronted her in the Labor and Delivery call rooms, realizing she'd blocked his number after their first night together.

      “Hmm,” Tank said. “I guess saving babies is hardcore. You thinking of doing that for a job?”

      “No,” Clarissa said.

      “Really? You love babies. You’re adorable when you hold them, guppy,” Tank pressed her on the issue.

      “No. I am not going into neonatology,” Clarissa clarified, a hint of frost in her tone.

      Before Tank could put his foot in his mouth again, Roan redirected them to Janice trying to chase the four boys around. “How many Tristans are there?”

      “Six,” Tank grumbled.

      “Seven. Uncle Saul has a newborn. Every firstborn boy is named Tristan. Dad is Tristan, and he has five younger brothers,” Clarissa explained.

      Interesting how Tank had never mentioned this despite their two-decade friendship. He’d mentioned his parents married young against his father’s family’s wishes. The marriage hadn’t lasted, and Tank had lived with his mother until her death, around his fifteenth birthday. Tank had struggled to return to his father with his new stepmother and half-sister.

      He’d enlisted shortly after high school and worked his way up the ranks to Petty Officer First Class in his twenty years of service. Even though this was a solid rank and he got a full pension, he was working as a bounty hunter to make ends meet. It was clear his father didn’t approve, particularly since the family was in no way struggling financially.

      “Yep, each one of them hoping their son will be the heir to the family fortune.” Tank kept scowling.

      Roan turned his head back to Clarissa. Over Halloween, he’d dropped her off at Doctor Row, the resident and fellow budget housing. She’d mentioned she had roommates, which meant her family wasn’t helping her either.

      “It’s his money. If neither of us are working in the family business, why should we get the benefits?” Clarissa said.

      Her older brother grunted, poking the salmon. “Human decency? I’m fighting for the country, and you’re saving babies. Worth more than corporate financial management any day. You shouldn’t be worried about paying off med school debt because you didn’t toe the line.”

      “I happen to like my roommates. Simone and Willow are like the siblings I never had.” Clarissa used the salad fork to scoop up a piece of lettuce from her other plate. “Besides, as Dad says about the golden rule…”

      “He who has the gold makes the rules. Yes. The Wizard of Id said it first.” Tank shoveled more salmon into his maw and chewed it with his mouth open. “At least I don’t pretend I belong here. Glad you’re still being a good girl for step-mommy and daddy.”

      “It’s called ‘having a disagreement.’ People can disagree and still be polite,” Clarissa said.

      “Fu—screw being polite. In the Navy, we call it ‘kissing ass.’” Tank smacked his lips loudly. “However, I can’t say I’m sad you’re still a good girl, guppy. Any guys I need to threaten?”

      Roan tried to kick him under the table at the same time Clarissa did. Their legs bumped before each of them hit both Tank’s shins.

      “Hey!” Tank couldn’t figure out which of them to blame. “Captain? Guppy.”

      “I don’t have sisters, but she’s an adult. Leave her alone,” Roan warned him, praying Tank believed he and Clarissa had never met.

      “She’s my sister. It’s my goddamn job to chase every creepy perv who comes sniffing around her away. Any bastard who touches her will have to answer to my fist.” Tank stuck out his tongue at her.

      “Then you’ll be happy to know I’m single. Still.” Clarissa went back to eating her salad. “Good girl forever.”

      A thrum of relief spread up Roan’s spine, and he tried to ignore it. He shouldn’t be happy she was single. As of the past four hours, Clarissa Morgan (why didn’t she and Tank share a last name?) had proven she was a hundred percent out of bounds.

      “Better be,” Tank said before they were interrupted by Janice returning to her seat.

      “Clarissa, can you take the Tristans somewhere? Anywhere. We’ll never make it through the mignardise if they break the dining room.”

      Tank made a face, likely because, if Roan’s memory served, the mignardise course was a second dessert course. Thus implying this meal may continue on indefinitely.

      “I'd be happy to, Mother,” Clarissa smiled pleasantly. Tank mouthed ‘kiss-ass’ at her as she got up from the table.
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      The main course was brought out by a horde of staff members, and Roan decided this was his best opportunity to confront Clarissa without the presence of her overprotective brother. He waited through the palate cleanser and the second main course. They were midway through serving the first dessert when he asked where the bathroom was.

      He retraced his steps back to the huge entryway and its grand staircase because he believed he’d glimpsed a Christmas tree earlier.

      One door over was a large sitting room with a massive twenty-foot-tall professionally decorated tree. Towers of presents covered it on all sides except one bizarrely shaped section labeled ‘White elephant.’

      Truthfully, he didn't give a crap about the white elephant because Clarissa Morgan was on her hands and knees playing Santa Claus and his reindeer.

      “Okay, Rudolph, we’ve got to warn the naughty girls,” Green-shirt Tristan instructed her.

      “I, Santa Claus, say no presents for them,” Santa hat-Tristan proclaimed.

      Red-shirt Tristan proved he had an excellent future ahead of him. “Just coal and spankings.”

      Roan’s effort not to swallow his tongue called the attention of the group in his direction. Clarissa rotated in a circle from her current position to face him.

      “Who’s that?” the final Tristan in suspenders asked.

      “It’s my Tristan’s best friend, Professor Marin,” she said and prompted Santa-Tristan, “I said I’d give you a ride for a carrot.”

      “Right! Here’s the carrot. Sorry it isn’t real.” He pretended to feed her a carrot and climbed onto her back.

      She made an odd neigh, which did NOT remind Roan of the night he’d banged her five or ten times. Nor did he have dirty thoughts as she began a slow crawl past the Christmas tree and Roan.

      “Boys, you can’t say only the girls have been bad. None of you did anything naughty this year?” Clarissa bounced the little kid on her back as the blood flowed away from Roan’s brain.

      “Sometimes. But we weren’t that bad.” Green-Tristan traded places with Santa-Tristan.

      This was worse than he'd imagined, because as the Tristans switched, Roan discovered his impression of her clothing was mistaken. She wasn't wearing a sweater dress. It was a sweater and skirt combo that rode up to give him a hint of skin on her back. He thanked God the cousins weren't even in kindergarten, because watching her ass sway under the tightly woven knit made his dick stir, not keeping with the chaste Christmas spirit.

      His inhalation led to her shooting him an amused glance, as if she were fully aware of the effect it was having on him.

      He gritted his teeth as the four Tristans continued their game. The boys’ conversation wasn’t doing him any favors.

      “Is it his turn? Mr. Marin? Can he have a ride?” Suspenders-Tristan suggested sans guile.

      “Nah, he’s too big for her,” Red shirt disagreed. “If he wants to play, she’d better ride him.”

      Four small faces lined up behind Clarissa, looking expectantly at him. “Well?”

      “Well, what?” Roan tried not to snap at them, hell and hormones converging on him in every direction.

      “Give her a ride. It’s her turn. She did all of us.” Red shirt unhelpfully said.

      “Not this time,” Clarissa grinned, her expression challenging him to find a way to put together a single sentence not laden with innuendo.

      He narrowed his eyes. She was doing a great job of distracting him, and she HAD to know it. “Ms. Morgan, may I have a word?”

      “No.” She stayed on her knees.

      “No?” he repeated. She was going to pretend they didn't have a lot to sort out between them?

      Or she was having a great time jerking him around.

      “Correct. I gave you a word. It was 'no.' This reindeer needs another carrot.”

      “Ms. Morgan. I insist.” Roan took a few steps forward, making sure he was directly in front of her.

      “Her name isn't Ms. Morgan. It's Dr. Clarissa Morgan-Saint-Claire,” Green-Tristan said.

      “They call me Dr. Morgan at the hospital because there are too many letters to fit on my badge.” Clarissa mimed eating the imaginary carrot. “Do we have any candy canes for reindeer?”

      At least that confirmed Roan wasn't a total idiot for failing to notice she was his best friend's little sister. It didn't excuse her, particularly since she didn't seem as shocked as he did to discover the connection.

      Which led to more questions than answers. Had she known from the first night? What kind of game had she been playing?

      Roan gritted his teeth hard enough that he hoped he didn't snap a molar. “Dr. Morgan-Saint-Claire. I would appreciate a private medical consult. Unless you'd like me to invite your brother over here to tell him about our first meeting.”

      She nibbled on the edge of the real candy cane one of the Tristans had produced from somewhere. “Go ahead. It's your funeral.”

      He narrowed his eyes. Tank would beat the living shit out of him without a shred of regret—in public on Christmas. She had to be bluffing, and he was going to call her on it. “It’d be a pity if the Christmas tree got knocked over.”

      “No. He can't break the tree. What will Santa do with no tree? Protect the tree, elves!” Hat-Tristan cried. The Tristans instantly abandoned their reindeer to stand between him and the tree.

      Clarissa sighed at their panicked faces. “Fine. I'll talk to Professor Marin. Why don't you go grab three Christmas cookies each from the kitchen? Come back and guard the tree. Stay six feet away and don't touch any presents.”

      “Yay!” they chorused and ran off.
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      With their audience otherwise occupied with important business, Clarissa stood and led Roan down the hallway to a heavily paneled office. She sat down on the desk, ignoring the expensive leather chair. Pissed as Roan was, he couldn't keep his gaze from tracing its way up her legs to where the green hem ended slightly above her bare knee.

      No nylons or tights.

      Yet another reason for him to belong in the ninth ring.

      “What do you need to talk about?”

      Roan refocused on the problem at hand, deciding to end this farce, rather than get spun on his head every time he saw her. “The problem of you being Tank's little sister. Did you orchestrate this?”

      “Tristan invited you. I wanted to avoid this completely.”

      Her statement told him a lot. “So, you knew the whole time and never said anything to me at the hospital. Fabulous. You're totally innocent, aren't you? Not even slightly manipulative.”

      “Don't blame me! You believe I set up getting attacked by a drug dealer in the nursery? Or made that woman to go into labor for emergency surgery?”

      She did have good points. “Yet you still knew.”

      “Not at first. I was going to meet you in the coffee shop. Except Tristan was there, and I'm not into threesomes with my brother. I blocked you and thought I could move on.”

      “There was never going to be a threesome,” he hissed. “He was my backup in case my one-night stand turned out to be crazy.”

      “Ta-da. I proved you right.” She hopped off the desk, moving toward the door.

      “Crazy like a fox. Is that why you wouldn't talk to me when I made it clear I wanted us to...” Roan trailed off. They'd had two encounters over a six-month time period, and he'd never let it go. His attraction had never wavered, and it had driven him mad for her to block him out.

      “Because I didn't want to hookup again? Grow up, Buttercup.” She reached for the door.

      “Tank's my best friend. You should have told me.” He braced himself against the door.

      Her face was a storm cloud. “Why? He’s pretty much removed himself from the family, and I assumed he would keep it that way. He didn't even know what hospital I worked at! He's fifteen years older than me and wanders in and out of my life at his convenience. Why encourage him to shove his nose in my business where it doesn't belong? My personal life is MINE, not his.”

      She wasn't wrong about Tank. Even after almost twenty years of friendship, Roan had met his family for the first time today.

      “I see. Fine. Got it. We can forget this ever happened. Fine.” He stepped away from the door, vowing to never go near her again. “You go ahead and find yet another one-night stand with some other sucker whose head you can screw with.”

      “I'd never had a one-night stand! You were the ONLY one,” she whisper-shouted, hand on the door handle.

      “Right. I bet you always say that after you—” Roan paused, her words echoing back and forth in his brain. He flashed back to their first encounter when she’d volunteered to play the part of virgin babysitter. Roan put his hand over hers, shocked to feel she was trembling. “Did you say ‘the only one’?”

      She'd turned bright crimson, ears, face, even her bare legs. “No. Never mind.”

      Off he went into the second ring of hell, suffering the whirlwind of constantly being spun in circles. Total mood whiplash.

      Deceptively calm, he took hold of her shoulders, positioning her right across from him. She wilted, almost collapsing into his hands, tears in her eyes. “Tell me what you meant.”

      “Forget it,” she whispered, not separating from him, even though he would have let her. Each of his cells vibrated with hyperawareness of their size difference and the waiting storm about to break over them. “Please.”

      He placed a hand under her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. The pulse in her carotid was racing, and he realized her entire attitude had been nothing except false bravado. “I want the truth.”

      “You can't handle the truth.” She tried to muster a defense, and Roan wondered if she had any idea she’d quoted A Few Good Men.

      She had nothing on Jack Nicholson. “I was your first one-night stand?”

      Clarissa bit her lip and stayed silent, her brown eyes trying to look anywhere except at him.

      Roan replayed their encounter from the first night and her selection for role-play. Virgin seduction by an older man. She'd hesitated sometimes during their first scenario, and he'd been impressed by her acting skills. His particular kink was training a less experienced partner, bending her to his will, pushing her past her sexual limits to please him. It had been mind-blowing to find a woman who really committed to the game.

      Unless it hadn't been a game, and she hadn't been pretending.

      His next thoughts went to a logical and almost impossible conclusion.

      “Were you a virgin?”

      She nodded slightly, and his world spun again; up was down, down was up.

      His blood burned, a powerful wave of lust and possessiveness. The fantasy was his reality, the pinnacle of ownership. He had trained a virgin. A sweet, delicious, eager virgin who had happily done his bidding—blowing him, spreading her lovely thighs for him, flipping over onto her stomach for him to…

      What the hell was he doing? What the hell had he DONE? Small wonder she'd made a mess of things afterward if he was her first and second experience.

      Third circle of Hell, flayed for gluttony, unable to stop giving in to temptation. His baser instincts told him he’d indulge his hunger for her again in a hot second.

      God. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      He was a monster.

      It was all fun and roleplaying games until you taught your best friend's little sister the joys of anal.

      He released her, standing a solid six feet away from her to regain any part of his composure. “I had no idea. Did I hurt you? I am beyond sorry.”

      “Stop. Don't tell me you're sorry.” She looked like she was on the verge of tears.

      “Soy una cabrón. I treated you like a jinetera,” Roan used a word that could most generously be translated to mean ‘trash’ after calling himself an asshole. “Shit. What I did to you. A virgin. Oh, hell. And Tank. God. I am sorry.”

      “Don’t apologize!” To his shock, she rolled her Santa Claus sweater over her head and threw it at him.

      Roan’s guilt meltdown collapsed as lust overwhelmed his senses. She wore a simple white bra edged with lace, the same type she’d worn in his hotel room. He could almost taste her skin again, hear her begging for more. To have been the only one to have ever touched her, taught her...

      He stumbled back and braced himself on the desk, lest he give into the temptation. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “Because I wanted it! If you had known, would you have given me what I was dying for my entire life?” she challenged him.

      “Of course it would have been different. I wouldn’t have…” he trailed off. He had used her body in rather inventive ways, multiple times. Not the gentle romantic treatment his best friend’s little sister deserved for her first time.

      “Exactly.” She stalked toward him, pressing her nearly bare skin against his button-down shirt. “I’d fantasized for years about getting it rough. Someone taking control from me and using me. A mean daddy.”

      She was turning the tables on him, rubbing her skirt on the front of his fly. His cock, which had been overly interested since the moment he’d seen her, was at full flag. It was impossible to ignore, and he could see her pupils dilated with arousal. “Fuck. Lissa.”

      Upon hearing the name he’d called her in the hotel, she stood on her tiptoes to whisper against his jaw. “Daddy Roan is the only one who’s ever made me feel good. The only one who’s ever been inside me.”

      Good intentions and loyalty be damned. He pulled her up for a kiss, giving in to the hunger that never stopped gnawing in his gut. She moaned into his mouth as he pulled her onto his lap, straddling him. He yanked her skirt up, seeking her core and the hot, wet heat waiting for him beneath her panties.

      Parting those delicate folds with two fingers, her accompanying keening confirmed his dirtiest desire. How could he have failed to notice before? “You were so tight the first time. You’re so tight now.”

      Fourth circle of hell for the hoarders, fighting for sole possession of what they deemed to be theirs.

      “Please, Daddy Roan.” She writhed on his hand, frantic for more. “I need it. I need to feel you inside of me. Take me however you want. Any hole. Anywhere.”

      “God, I need to stretch all those filthy spots again. Fill you with my cum.” Again, this visceral possessive need to claim and own her heightened, because he would be molding her, training her to please him and him alone.

      First, he’d pound that needy pussy good and hard. Then he’d flip her and rail her ass, pleasure and punishment for his naughty virgin no more until her screams woke the whole house.

      Which would bring Tank running for sure.

      “Damn it. Comemierda. Que fula!” Roan swore at his inability to retain any semblance of control, rolling away from her.

      Breasts heaving, hair mussed, she was still on the desk, blinking in confusion. Her voice was a soft near innocent whisper. “What? Daddy Roan?”

      “Don’t call me that,” he hissed, his cock betraying him at how much he enjoyed those words. She was spread open to him, body ready to be taken, prepped to be ravished.

      “Why? You like it. You want it too.” Clarissa unclipped her bra, challenging his tenuous control hanging on by its fingernails.

      “No. I don’t. I can’t. I won’t.” Roan couldn’t stop following the motion of her pink nipples, which needed to be in his mouth.

      She fiddled with her hair, making her breasts bounce more. “Odd. You had no problem banging me while pretending I was a virgin and made it clear you wanted more. I told you to get lost, and you persisted. Yet tonight you’re suddenly climbing on your moral high horse.”

      He tensed his shoulders, pissed at both of them, particularly since she’d hit a bullseye. “While I clearly have no morals, I won’t fucking stab my best friend in the back.”

      “Right. Because you haven’t already shoved the knife in months ago, and he’ll be understanding of the misunderstanding?” Her naked logic was far superior to his.

      “Because no guy should hear how his blood brother taught his guppy of a little sister how to suck cock,” he growled.

      “I’m twenty-five. I’m no guppy. I’m a grown up. It’s not my fault Tristan can’t see it. He should be thankful I found you at the bar.”

      She was the best and worst combination of what he needed. Half-wordly and cynical overlaid with young naivete.

      His perfect glass of poison. The cyanide he craved.

      “Goddamn it. No jodas tanto conmigo.” He told her to stop jerking him around.

      “Unless you want a different guy to have this?” She successfully guessed the context, waving her hand at the smooth distracting skin of her breasts.  “You loved what I gave you. I remember every second of how much you enjoyed me. When you ate me out, savoring it, edging me…”

      Everything she said was true. The idea of anyone else being with her, tasting her honey, filled him with fury.

      Yet he couldn’t have her.

      He had to leave before she broke him. Unable to come up with a better plan, he grabbed the forgotten sweater and threw it at her. “I’m out. Put your clothes back on.”

      She caught the sweater, a wave of hurt crossing her face. “This is how it’s going to be?”

      “This is how it has to be. There are too many complications.” Thank God she held the sweater in front of her chest.

      “It’s not complicated. You’re picking Tristan.” Her eyes were watering again.

      “He saved my life. There’s no happy ending here. About time you learned the cold, harsh reality of life, guppy.” It killed him to add the last part. Crushing her was the best course to keep her as far away from him forever. Hurt her to protect her.

      If he was going to burn in hell for his sins, there was no reason to bring her down with him.

      “I already learned that lesson.” She hit back, even as she wiped the moisture from her lashes. “Not the lessons I wanted from you, Daddy.”

      “Get dressed,” he ordered her. “We’ve been gone long enough.”

      “Fine.” She put the sweater on, sans bra. Santa Claus had two points right near his eyes.

      “Forget something?” Her bra was lying on the desk where she’d dropped it.

      “Nope.” She righted her skirt and flounced out the door without an ounce of hesitation.
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