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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!)

      

      Did anyone warn you about drinking too much in Vegas? Or that you might end up naked and married to your hot grumpy firefighting next-door-neighbor? If that sounds like fun, keep READING! Plot twists and flashback surprise reveals galore!

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/SteamyHEA
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      Or scan this QR code explore all of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books!
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      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH CAROLINE AND JAMES ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        Are you ready to celebrate Amy’s last weekend of freedom?

        Of course you are! Booze, boys, and bars. This weekend will be unforgettable.

        Oh, has anyone remembered to hire the firefighter strippers? I’m sure Vegas has a trope. They have everything.

        Including quickie weddings.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY ON METROGEN AFTER HOURS

          

        

      

    

    
      Carina Alyce’s MetroGen Downtown books encompass the Medical, Fire, and Police heroes of Cuyahoga County and their complicated love lives with the steam and the drama of your favorite TV shows. Everyone needs a hot protective hero falling for a strong woman with goals.

      

      MetroGen After Hours gives you all the HEA in standalones connected in the bigger MetroGen universe. Opposites attract and grumpy sunshine galore!

      

      Volatile starts you out when nurse/part-time arson investigator Jennifer Bayani gets exiled to small town USA where she’s following up on a set of suspicious fires. Getting cuffed by Deputy Brandon Smythe, tattooed and so surly hot, is not one of her goals.

      

      Burn Card follows grumpy Fire Captain James Haskell on what is supposed to be a weekend of firefighter business in Las Vegas. Things change when he crashes into the Vegas B4 Vows Bachelorette party and his secret crush - his next-door neighbor, Caroline Peters.

      

      Get ready because there’s steam, secrets, lies, and betrayals ahead. . .

      

      (And by the way, the MetroGen Chaplain seems to be taking advantage of the Labor Day weekend in Vegas flight/hotel deal. Bet he’s going to have a great time!)

      METROGEN AFTER HOURS

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/SteamyHEA
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      CLEVELAND FIRE DEPARTMENT

      
        
          	
        Fire Chief Noah Baker
      

      	
        Lieutenant Jared Pickford – Firehouse 4
      

      	
        Captain James Haskell – Firehouse 5
      

      	
        Lieutenant Bruce Hall – Firehouse 5
      

      	
        Lieutenant Ricardo Gonzales – Firehouse 7
      

      	
        Lieutenant Antony Obi – Firehouse 1
      

      	
        Lieutenant Fabian Santos – Firehouse 10
      

      

      

      AMY TANNER’S VEGAS B4 VOWS BACHELORETTE PARTY

      
        
          	
        Amy Tanner – bride
      

      	
        Monique Rhodes – maid of honor
      

      	
        Kyra Washington – bridesmaid
      

      	
        Cassie Odon – bridesmaid
      

      	
        Caroline Peters – bridesmaid
      

      	
        Larissa Samuels – bridesmaid
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      NOUN

      A card discarded at the start of a poker game to deter card marking. Typically, the card is never shown to the players, thus making it impossible to know which card is hidden.

      
        
        – Casino Insider by David Kuznetsov
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            SUNDAY MORNING, LABOR DAY WEEKEND

          

        

      

    

    
      THE VENETIAN, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DIARY OF THE CHAPLAIN AT METROGEN

          

        

      

    

    
      SUNDAY LABOR DAY

      
        
        What a weekend! Very few people go to Las Vegas and don’t lose their shirts. In my case, I made a total killing at that chapel. I bet I can buy a hundred new shirts with my tips! Who knew being an Elvis impersonator would rake in that much money? I wonder what the drive-thru chapels make.

        Next time I visit, I might even try to gamble.
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      The best explanation fire captain James Haskell could come up with for his current predicament was aliens.

      Yes, aliens must have taken him in the middle of the night and brought him back. He might have landed on the set of Quantum Leap, and he’d woken up in someone else's body.

      Or he was dead again.

      The point was, he lacked a reasonable explanation for why he was hungover in an unfamiliar hotel room and wearing a ring on his left hand.

      Someone was in the hotel shower because the water was on. That someone was singing 'Poker Face' by Lady Gaga with a foreign accent.

      Did he mention he was naked? More importantly, he was shirtless, which was verboten around other people.

      James examined the ring on his finger. Plastic? He squeezed it experimentally, deciding it was more solid than plastic.

      Could he have been kidnapped? Drugged?

      He turned on the bedside light and moaned. The light hurt.

      Stumbling out of bed, he searched the hotel room. Where the hell were his clothes? He couldn't even find his socks. He rubbed his face, feeling stubble, and then tried his hair.

      Damn, his hair felt rough—the type of thing that happened if he took a shower without oil. He was clearly NOT in his room, because he needed a serious co-wash. Apparently kidnapping aliens did not understand that without oil, his Black hair became super dry.

      A raven-haired woman peeked out of the bathroom. "Baby, I have the conditioner if you want to use it."

      She stepped out holding the conditioner in her left hand, which wore a wedding band. The woman was tall, and equally naked as he. His gaze traveled up her pale skin to her light gray eyes, taking in the multiple hickeys and bruises on her chest and legs.

      Was that his wife? Had he done that to her? Him? Not possible. His sex drive had been on its lowest ebb ever for months. Whoever had banged her had done a very thorough job.

      Unbidden, his cock stirred, and he felt a rush of hormones. For some reason, his dick believed it had participated in this activity.

      "You want me to wash your back?" The woman smiled.

      No way. . . she wanted to . . . he hadn't let anyone . . .

      She sauntered toward him and put her arms around him. His body liked that tremendously. "Jamie, are you okay?"

      His jaw dropped as the smoke cleared, and he could see the fire. No one called him 'Jamie' except one person.

      He’d married Caroline Peters, his next-door neighbor?!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FRIDAY MORNING (48 HOURS EARLIER)

          

        

      

    

    
      THE VENETIAN, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DIARY OF THE CHAPLAIN AT METROGEN

          

        

      

    

    
      FRIDAY

      
        
        You would not believe the holiday package being offered to go to Vegas. Hell yeah, I jumped on that. I suspect half the hospital took advantage. We haven't had that much to celebrate this past year between the hospital merger and the Memorial Day disaster and the Perfect Season.

        Vegas is the bomb. (Am I too old to say that? Is it out of style?) People call it Sin City, but it's about the human condition. Highest of highs, lowest of lows, boom or bust. All in or folding… I should probably not be in charge of using these terms, actually. I don't really gamble. I’ve heard gambling involves letting the cards or dice fall where they may or something like that.

        Either way, I can’t wait to fill in for my buddy at the Chapel of Love. He needed a vacation from Vegas!
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      The new management had a sense of humor, James observed as he signed into the conference at the Las Vegas Venetian.

      Take this Firefighter Worldwide Conference. At room check-in, Cleveland Fire attendees received a goodie bag from the Fire Chief. The bag contained a request for one write up of a lecture they attended and a string of condoms with a note:

      
        
        Do not increase our health premiums by getting the clap. Do not decrease your pension by getting a divorce.

      

      

      The Department had had a rough time recently. The state had merged the Cleveland and Cuyahoga County departments into one early this past year. The closure of twenty firehouses for ‘redundancies’ in the county had sown plenty of bad blood, and then a high-profile Memorial Day incident had led to Chief Pegg's forced retirement.

      Rather than promoting an assistant chief, they’d appointed a dark horse candidate, Noah Baker, who promised to turn everything around. He had been the Battalion Chief of 5 and was thirty-six, two years younger than James. Not only was he young, but he’d only been a battalion chief for two years and jumped the ranks of section, division, and assistant chief in one bound.

      In his first official act, Baker fired Bat Chief Jack Conley for incompetence and promoted Greer Michaels from the suburbs in his place.

      This morning, Chief Baker was grumpy. “Whose brilliant idea was it to hold this conference in Vegas during Labor Day weekend? They serve beer, Red Bull, and water in the back.”

      “What idiot paid for our officers to attend?” the redheaded chief, Leslie McClunis, answered. The Cleveland delegation of chiefs, identifiable in their white shirts, had a table near check-in and were taking attendance by their ‘Cleveland only’ coffee and bagel station.

      James hid his smile behind a cup of black java. Bruce Hall, his lieutenant from 5, had opted to share a room with another lieutenant, Jared, instead of James. It gave James two goodie bags, and James had decided to do a second write-up in case the lieutenants partied too hard. Despite being a captain for six years, this was his first conference.

      It was actually because of Chief Baker. His email three weeks ago had stated any officer who hadn’t attended a past conference would be given a room at the Venetian with their conference and airfare covered up to three hundred and fifty dollars. The only price was a write up of one lecture they attended to be delivered directly to a chief.

      The only problem with this popular plan was the Cleveland chiefs needed to herd their hundred and fifty officers into continuing education classes rather than letting them enjoy a holiday boondoggle. He suspected that was why the chiefs were here. Their presence, ideally, would deter public drunkenness.

      Pity the other departments hadn't put in the same effort.

      “It’s the Devil’s playground. Where is Cunningham? He hasn’t shown up,” said the eldest chief in the group, Alan Hastings, as he scanned the crowd. It was difficult to find anyone since there were six thousand attendees and almost everyone wore navy blue t-shirts and leather boots. Firefighters were big on uniforms, code of conducts, staying up for twenty-four-hour shifts, and day drinking.

      The day drinking aspect was going strong. Lots of the attendees he saw stagger by gave off the vibe of too much hair off the dog that had bitten them. Security was going to have a great time with this. The combination of booze, testosterone, and a relative lack of women would make tempers short. It wouldn't take much to escalate minor scuffles.

      McClunis flipped through a packet. “His lecture starts in ten minutes.”

      “Where is he?” Hastings asked again.

      Further down the hall, two men started shouting at each other about who tried to enter the ballroom first.

      McClunis narrated her text. “‘Where the fuck are you, asshole?’”

      James was glad he was hiding behind the coffee cart. Especially since security hotfooted it to the sound of the fight.

      “Who can cover his spot?” Baker asked. “I’m manning the table for two more hours and then going to five lectures.”

      “I have High-rise Standard Operating Procedures Updates, Diversifying the Firehouse, Expanding the Role of Paramedics, and Recruiting and Retaining Women back-to-back,” McClunis said.

      Hastings wasn't in a better position. “I'm doing six hours of Budgeting, Operations, and Equipment Procurement.”

      “Sounds fascinating,” McClunis said, and her phone pinged. “It’s Cunningham. ‘I’m going to be an hour late. I forgot which leg to put the condom on and woke up in bed with a hooker. Don’t tell my wife.’”

      “Leslie,” Baker warned.

      “It’s your second month. If he screws this up for you, I’m gonna castrate him.”

      “She has a point. The other chiefs are already at their lectures. Not drunk. I hope they aren't from Cleveland.” Hastings jerked his head toward the sound of security separating the fighters.

      “Nope, guys from Seattle and LA fighting over a red-shirt rookie from Seattle. It's neither of the two women from my battalion,” McClunis confirmed after checking the hallway.

      “Yes, your women are wonderful. Can either of them attend the FEMA lecture?” Baker asked.

      Hastings shook his head. “I already reassigned them other lectures. We’ve had more absences than I anticipated.”

      “I can go,” Baker sounded reluctant.

      “No, you can’t. You show your pretty blue eyes to our new members from the suburbs and build some goodwill,” McClunis disagreed. “I’ll skip the High-rise lecture.”

      “That is unnecessary.” James stepped out from behind the towering coffee carafe. “Your battalion is high-rise. I'll cover the FEMA lecture.”

      The Chief stiffened, and McClunis practically imposed herself in front of him. She read his navy shirt with its yellow letters, identifying him as a captain in Cleveland FD. “Sober?”

      “It’s coffee, not beer. I don’t drink much.” James saluted her with his disposable cup.

      “Yes, I know.” Chief Baker gave him a measured glance, undoubtedly thinking of the last big scene they’d shared when Baker was Bat Chief of 5. “We wouldn't want to impose.”

      “Chief McClunis can lend me her notes,” James offered.

      “Deal,” she said. “Though my notes might be longer than the lecture.”

      “I look forward to reading them,” James said.

      “You're up then,” Baker said. “Forms?”

      Hastings handed James an extremely detailed pre-print of the intended lecture. This was much more than the PowerPoint. The pre-print named the lecturer, listed their background, and generated five questions to be answered by the end of the lecture. James was impressed with the unprecedented detail if they did this for every lecture and assigned a chief to each one.

      Fast work in the few weeks they’d had to plan.

      “You have five minutes. Thank you, Captain Haskell,” Baker said.

      Taking that for the dismissal it was, James balanced his bagel and coffee on his newly acquired pre-print and headed down to the wide hallway to the appropriate ballroom.

      James sent a group text to his cadre of lieutenants. He’d mentored four guys who had been promoted in the last two years. They’d agreed to meet up at lectures together, though based on their texts from last night, they might not be up for an eight am lecture.

      As with every conference ever, the lecturer got on the podium and started his PowerPoint. James knew the lecturer, Jacen Williams, who had been captain of Firehouse 33. They’d seen each other on occasion, though they were in different battalions.

      Perhaps ‘knew’ was too strong a word. During Williams’s tenure at 33, James had found the man to be dour and intensely protocol driven. Frankly, intense was too mild a word to encompass the man’s unfriendly and angry continence.

      According to the rumor mill, Williams had once been the life of the party, until the death of his wife led to a distinct personality change. It was odd three years later to see how little Williams had changed and how different James had become. Some days, James didn’t recognize himself, but he hoped he wasn’t nearly as unfriendly as Williams had become.

      Still, the man absolutely commanded his information. He went through the organizational framework of FEMA, the steps in disaster assessment, and basics of local coordination. It was very detailed, and James took notes with a focus on expanding the five assigned questions.

      To guarantee he took no chances, he snapped photos of his work at the end and emailed it to himself. While the chances he would be out drinking were zero, James didn’t want to take a risk. The Chief appreciated this type of meticulous work and might reward it.

      These past two years had been disappointing personally and professionally. It would be more than prudent to take this opportunity to score points with the new boss. While it wouldn’t solve his lack of success in the romance sphere, it was something.

      Especially since James’s last major contact with Baker had been back when James was dead.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            18 MONTHS EARLIER

          

        

      

    

    
      METROGEN HOSPITAL, CLEVELAND, OHIO

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DIARY OF THE CHAPLAIN AT METROGEN

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        They called me down to the ER to perform last rites on a firefighter. That's never good, and they must have been desperate, or they’d have waited for a real priest who can do the entire ceremony. And in the middle of all of the CPR, Dr. JS got his heartbeat back.

        They didn't do that big punch in the chest thing to restart the heart, though it looks so cool on TV. Mr. Dr. C likes to try it, but Mrs. Dr. G-C, the chief, is not on board.

        If anyone collapses during one of my Sunday morning services though, I'm going to try it.
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