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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!)

      

      So if you love a tattooed grumpy deputy getting naughty between the sheets with a visiting big city girl when she’s stranded in his small town, you NEED to read this book.

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

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Complete series]
          
        

      

      Or scan this QR code explore all of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books!

      
        
          
            [image: Spotify playlist]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      VOLATILE

      A STEAMY GRUMPY SUNSHINE SMALL TOWN MEDICAL ROMANCE

      
        METROGEN AFTER HOURS

      

    

    
      
        CARINA ALYCE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Carina Alyce]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        PLAYLIST

      

      
        About MetroGen After Hours

      

      
        Cast of Characters

      

    

    
      
        
          Part I

        

        
          
            Week 1

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Week 2

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

        

      

      
        
          Part II

        

        
          
            Week 3

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Week 4

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

        

      

      
        
          Part III

        

        
          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Week 7

          

          
            Chapter 24

          

          
            Week 15

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 25

          

          
            Several Years Later

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Chapter 26

          

          
            READERS GUIDE

          

          
            DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

          

          
            Sneak Peek

          

          
            The Diary of the Chaplain at MetroGen

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            Also by Carina Alyce

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        About Carina Alyce

      

      
        Need more MetroGen STAT

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To Maricel, Leah, and Cheryl who taught me to make lumpia and gave Jennifer her soul.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PLAYLIST

          

          BRANDON’S COUNTRY ROADS DRIVING PLAYLIST

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: Spotify playlist]
          
        

      

      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH JEN AND BRANDON ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        I’m driving so the rules are that I get to pick the music.
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      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!

      

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

      

      (By the way, the hospital Chaplain keeps tabs on all the drama at MetroGen. He writes it in code - sort of - to protects the innocent and guilty innocent deficient.)
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      ADJECTIVE

      A tendency of a substance to evaporate or explode violently with great speed and minimal warning.
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        Summer is supposed to be a fun time. The rumor mill has plenty to talk about with the engagement of Dr. EF to Dr. SK. Good thing his wife moved out of town. The ER is shorthanded for nurses this week, I think it has something to do with the bad week they had with those dead girls.
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      Karma had decided Jennifer Bayani, nurse and part-time assistant to the Assistant Fire Marshal, needed to pay for her sins.

      There could be no other explanation for why, while driving on these back roads, her GPS went blank, and she had zero bars on her cell phone.

      Crud, crud, crud. The GPS had gone from its helpful little voice advising her to ‘turn here’ to a black screen and red searching for signal message. Why did it insist on ‘searching for signal’?

      “This isn’t happening. How am I supposed to find the hospital?” Jennifer tossed the printout with the hospital’s phone number and her stupid cell phone back into the front passenger seat.

      Fabulous. Without a signal, she couldn’t call the hospital to find out how to get there, either. Now ninety minutes outside of Cleveland, her drive around the back roads of who knew where had been interrupted by geese, cow, and horse crossings thus far.

      This didn’t include trying to stay awake after working the past two weeks on the night shift, but before she could contemplate needing a nap alongside her other problems, a high pitch noise behind her called for her attention.

      This particular noise included flashing lights and a patrol car.

      Jen tried to find a safe spot to pull off. The  route she was on was only a two-lane road with a speed limit of sixty. Every once in a while, another car whizzed by.

      By then, the patrol car had settled directly behind her. In her rearview mirror, she saw the officer point to the side several times.

      Finally, after at least a half mile, she saw an empty field with a driveway. She had to make a sharp turn to pull off into that driveway before she parked.

      This day only got better. She checked her reflection in the mirror and confirmed her dark hair was still neatly tied back and braided. Her navy-blue scrubs were immaculate, and her makeup was appropriately understated.

      At least she would look nothing like her life had suddenly spun out of control in the last forty-eight hours, and she was running on fumes.

      The officer parked behind her, leaving his lights on, and approached from the side. She rolled down her window, and he said, “Good morning, ma’am. Do you know why I pulled you over?”

      “I was speeding?” Jennifer guessed, since she probably had alternately sped.

      “No, ma’am.” The officer took off his sunglasses, revealing eyes even darker than Jennifer’s, light skin, and a smile. “You were weaving in and out of your lane. Driving somewhat eccentrically. I was concerned for your safety and those around you.”

      Also a reasonable explanation. “I’m sorry, sir, my GPS and my cell phone quit.”

      He chuckled. “Cuyahoga County, right? The plates.” He waved a hand at her car.

      “Yeah.”

      “Where were you headed?”

      “Geauga Regional Hospital. I’m a nurse from MetroGen ER.”

      “Ah, must be one of their traveling nurses,” he commented. “License and registration?”

      “Absolutely.” She fished through the glove compartment to find her registration under a fire safety magazine. Her license was easier to find in her purse. “Here you go, officer.”

      “Deputy.” He smiled and her eyes caught his. She scrambled to put the requested items into his hand, which connected to his tattooed forearm.

      There was a shiver of awareness because Deputy Whoever was darn cute. He filled out his black uniform quite trimly, and, even though his face was shaded by his wide-brimmed hat, she got the sense he was giving her a similar once over.

      “Well, it’s a pleasure to meet you Mrs. Jennifer Bayani.”

      “Miss,” she volunteered, a grin forming behind her lips. Perhaps today would not be totally terrible.

      “Bayani. Interesting name.”

      “It’s Filipino, as you would expect.”

      He tilted his head. Goodness gracious, did he have dimples? Tattoos and dimples? “Why would I expect that?”

      “Because Filipino nurses own the ER,” she said. She fit right in with the rest of the MetroGen ER, and her sister was a nurse. The most unique thing about her was the four years she’d been a firefighter and her part-time job in the fire marshal’s office.

      “Not in Geauga County,” he said. “But if you want to own me, can’t say I’d complain… when I’m not working, of course. What do you think I should do now?”

      “Let me off with a warning. And meet me later for a drink, maybe?” She batted her eyes and was too slap-happy-tired to recognize that she was flirting outrageously with the hot deputy.

      He let out a low chuckle of good humor. “Aww shucks. What have we here? A proposition by a lovely lady for me to abandon my moral framework.” He clicked his tongue and shook his head. “For shame.”

      Their eyes held briefly, and, for all they were playing, Jennifer would not have been sad to meet the deputy for a drink.

      “Oh, darn it, you don’t have bars in this county to let the deputy get dirty after hours?” 

      “The deputy was going to let you off with a warning, cuz I’m not going to ticket everybody who is a bit lost. Besides, if the deputy decided to take leave of his senses, I wouldn’t ask for a drink to forget the ticket. I’d ask for a quickie in the back of your car.” He winked at her and mock turned to her back seat.

      “I don’t have a seat big enough,” Jennifer quipped as she was driving a 2005 Saturn S-class.

      He didn’t respond for a second, and she peeked backward. “You okay, Deputy?”

      “Ma’am,” his tone was now completely different. “Please step out of your vehicle and keep your hands where I can see them.”

      She got out. This was an unusual way to flirt; she could play along. “Are you off of work already?”

      “Put your hands on your head.” He patted her down in an official, businesslike way.

      “I think it’s a little early for this,” Jennifer said with amusement.

      “Place your hands behind your back.” When she obeyed, he actually cuffed her.

      This didn’t seem like a game. “Umm, I definitely don’t do this before the first date.”

      “Miss Bayani, please follow me to my patrol vehicle, and we’ll be having a long discussion at the Geauga County Safety Center.”

      “What’s going on? I didn’t do anything.”

      “You didn’t? Can you explain to me why you have a bomb in the back of your vehicle?”

      She glanced back and saw he’d understated the situation. Her half dozen demonstration incendiary devices were clearly visible in her backseat as their securing tarp had slid off them after her less than stellar driving performance. .

      “Those aren’t actual bombs. They’re for educational purposes. I’m an assistant to the Assistant Cleveland Fire Marshal.”

      “Right. We can settle this down at the Safety Center.”

      As Jennifer headed to his car, she resolved to roll with the punches. Bad luck could always be fought with a good attitude.

      Besides, if she was going to be there for a while getting her story checked out, she might as well take a nap.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DIARY OF THE CHAPLAIN AT METROGEN

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I’ve never had this many nurses at chapel for a weekday. The night shift is totally shitfaced upset—thank God I didn’t bring any wine to these sessions. Three teenagers got airlifted from Geauga County, and all three died. What the hell is going on out there? I hope someone, somewhere does something about whatever they’re smoking…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      WEDNESDAY - 24 HOURS EARLIER

      Jennifer walked up to the tasteful condo and gritted her teeth, suppressing a yawn. She hated asking favors, but she needed one now. She knocked on the door.

      There was the sound of footsteps running toward the door, but they were lighter than she anticipated.

      The door swung open, and a small child around the age of three wearing a chocolate-covered pink princess costume greeted her. “Who are you? Who are you? You’re a stranger.”

      “I’m here to see your mom,” Jennifer volunteered. “Your mom, Leslie.”

      “Mommy! Daddy. There’s a stranger at the door.” The child took off again in a flurry of flounces and chocolate.

      “Hold your horses,” another voice yelled, which sounded just like Jennifer’s friend Leslie McClunis.

      They’d been friends for a decade, united in solidarity, despite dealing with the machismo of the fire department in completely different ways.

      Leslie, a former prima ballerina, played the game by being meaner, tougher, and cockier than the other guys in the firehouse. Not even her marriage to a man had ever successfully quashed the rumor that she was a lesbian.

      Jennifer had taken the opposite tactic in her role of the empathizer—calmer and more polite and in general obviously feminine despite working in a man’s world. As a teammate, she’d soften Leslie’s bark but never failed to back up Leslie when they needed some bite.

      Right now, Jennifer could use that bite on her side from the meanest, most ball crushing version of Lieutenant Leslie McClunis.

      Or not, because Leslie came around the corner from the kitchen in a pink dress partially obscured by a fire engine-themed apron embroidered with the words, ‘Mommy puts out.’ She pointed to the apron bearing its own chocolate stains. “Jennifer? Sorry about this. Iris decided we’re making cupcakes.”

      Closing the door behind her, Jennifer followed Leslie deeper into the condo. It never ceased to amaze her the interesting variety of furniture. Some furniture was built for the tiny five-foot tall Leslie and then there were other pieces built extra-large, dwarfing everything around it.

      “Look who’s here. It’s Jennifer.”

      She was talking to her husband who was sitting at a child-size table with an entire tea party set and a Play-Doh cupcake in front of him.

      “Jennifer, great to see you.” Trevor McClunis unfolded from the table, and Jennifer gasped.

      It wasn’t the fact that he was six foot five and weighed in over two-twenty-five, towering over Jennifer’s five foot seven inches. It wasn’t the bulging muscles which Leslie had told Jennifer all about when they worked together. It was because he was wearing a pink T-shirt that said ‘girl dad.’ He was dusted in glitter sparkling off his umber skin, and he wore a very sparkly gold crown.

      Yes, this former NFL defensive end known for crushing quarterbacks and winning a Super Bowl with the Baltimore Ravens had gone native—full girl dad.

      “Daddy. You’re not done with your tea. I need you to give tea to the baby,” the chocolate covered moppet whined.

      With all the pink, Jennifer had missed seeing the nine-month-old in the baby bouncer. The little boy happily chewed on a pink teacup.

      “Oh, honey, I drank the tea,” Trevor reassured his daughter.

      “If you don’t drink your tea, you have to go on time out,” little Iris insisted.

      Leslie stepped up on the child-size chair and kissed her husband on the cheek. “Don’t worry, hun. Iris, I’ll play tea party while Daddy checks on the cupcakes.”

      “She needs to play tea party too.” Iris meant Jennifer.

      Jennifer nodded, almost forgetting her problems for a moment. “I am happy to play tea party as long as I can talk to your mommy.”

      “Sounds good to me,” Leslie immediately sat down on her chair, and Jennifer followed suit while Trevor backed off toward the oven.

      “What brought you here today? You didn’t call.”

      “No.” Jennifer took a deep breath. She might as well say it out loud. “I think I just got fired from the Fire Marshal’s office.”

      “Hang on.” Leslie put her hands over Iris’s ears. “How the fuck did you get fired from the Fire Marshal’s office?”

      When Jennifer had broken her leg, she’d opted to take a desk job at the Fire Marshal’s office while she got her nursing degree. She still worked there part time to keep her foot in the door, unable to let go of a career she’d worked so hard to enter.

      “I punched someone… and I broke his nose,” Jennifer admitted.

      “You? ‘Ms. never gets mad, always a polite lady’ you?” Leslie removed her hands.

      “Punching is bad,” Iris said. “Unless someone attacks you first and then you have permission to beat them up. Unless they’re your little brother.”

      Trevor snorted. “Iris, why don’t you come help me make more tea? Or lemonade.”

      “Is that what happened? You got attacked?” Leslie asked, bouncing the baby with her foot. “Tell me you punched Cordova.”

      “No, it was that crony of his, Jack Conley. He’s on temporary assignment at the Fire Marshal’s office.”

      “Asshole probably deserved it. I mean that bad guy.”

      “Yeah. He got on my case because he found me doing an unauthorized arson investigation.”

      “An unauthorized arson investigation? How?” Happy wife and homemaker Leslie instantly transformed into the lieutenant of the Cleveland Fire Department.

      “I was finishing my night shift, and there was another dead burned teenager out of Geauga County.”

      “Another one?”

      “Yeah, there’s been three burned dead girls that I know about. All of them came from Geauga County in the past two weeks. All of them died.”

      “Arson?”

      “I don’t know. Either they’re doing something dangerous, or possibly—yeah. But why always at night? Why teenage girls?”

      “So naturally you went to our files to see if we’d had anything similar.” Leslie’s tone was thoughtful.

      “Exactly.”

      “So how did this end up with you punching Conley?” Her friend didn’t sound like she was the slightest bit sad Jennifer had punched Jack Conley.

      “We had words.”

      “Words made you break his nose?”

      “I think it had something to do with him grabbing my arm and telling me that ‘only a flip like me would care about some crispy critters who were outside of our jurisdiction.’”

      “I suppose that would do it. How did it feel?”

      Jennifer flexed her right hand. “It hurts.”

      “You’re the only firefighter I ever knew who cared about what happened to her nails.”

      “I’m the only other female firefighter you know, and I like my nails. Besides, I didn’t break them when I punched him.”

      “Don’t be coy. You know that wasn’t what I was asking. How did it feel to punch the rat-faced bast… bad guy?” Leslie peeked at her daughter, whose ears Trevor had already covered. “Didn’t it feel better? I highly recommend it.”

      “Yes, for about ten seconds before we had to call our union rep and fill out an incident report. I drove him to my hospital while he threatened to have Cordova fire me.”

      Leslie shook her head. “He won’t. I’ll handle that.”

      “Which doesn’t solve anything. We still have three teenagers who burned to death. Somebody else’s problem.”

      “You feel strongly about this?” Leslie asked. This was one of the places where she and Jennifer had always differed. Jennifer never got as much of a thrill out of a fire as she did the one-on-one medical scenes.

      “Yes. I can’t… I can’t turn my back on this. Not if I’m the only one who cares to stop it.”

      A few seconds passed while Leslie visibly pondered the issue. “I’ve got it. When is your next ER shift?”

      “Umm, mid next week. I was on for a solid two weeks of nights.”

      “I think I can save your job and get the arson investigation started. I’ll need you to trade some ER shifts and free up a few weeks.” Leslie got up and headed to a different room. “You hang out here for a second. You can drink my lemonade.”

      As Leslie left, Iris hopefully brought over two cups of lemonade. Or what was mostly lemon juice, which Jennifer was tense enough to drink without comment.

      After about ten minutes, Leslie returned. She had a slight smile, but her eyes were serious. “Jen, do you really believe that these burnings are connected?”

      “I don’t know. They all happened to the same age girls, all on the night shift, in roughly the same area. It’s pretty rural, so who knows who’s following this.”

      “As of now, the person following this is you. Battalion Chief Mondragon is putting you on a one-month temporary assignment in Geauga County to perform arson education at their volunteer fire departments and evaluate the transfer center at Geauga Regional.”

      “Arson education? Transfer center?”

      “That’ll get you in the door at the hospital and their volunteer departments. You are officially the lead investigator on this suspected arson.”

      “Are you being serious? I’ve never been the lead on anything. Cordova acts like I lost my leg, not broke it.” Jennifer pointed to her shin where the scars were covered by her scrub pants.

      “Yet you let him,” Leslie said.

      “Leslie, we’ve been over this before. There’s nothing wrong with not wanting to wake up every morning and prove myself of being worthy to be a firefighter because I’m a woman every single stupid day.”

      “Then why bother working at the Fire Marshal’s office if you’re a glorified secretary and can do just fine as a nurse? Why’d you punch that asshole in the face if the toughness that made you a firefighter isn’t there anymore?” Leslie crossed her arms over her chest.

      Jennifer tried to glare back but was outclassed. “I hate it when you’re right.”

      “Very sad. Except I’m not sorry. I’ll drop off the arson education equipment tonight. You’d better take a nap. Tomorrow you’re headed to Geauga County.”

      “Just like that? No one cares I assaulted Conley?”

      “Well, Conley cares and so would Cordova, but if we suspended every guy who punched another guy at the firehouse, we’d lose half our firefighters. It’s best you get out of Dodge while you can and lie low in Geauga County.”

      Jennifer found herself agreeing. The least she could do was put on a happy face about this.

      And feel a tiny bit good that Conley wouldn’t be able to reach her with his stupid injured nose.
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      “I don’t see why you don’t believe me,” the beautiful, impossible woman said from the holding cell.

      “Why don’t I believe you?” Geauga County senior Sheriff Deputy Brandon Smythe said. “You’re wandering around with bombs in the back of your car and you expect me to believe that they’re for education? Also that there’s an arsonist running around who’s murdered three teenagers in the past two weeks.”

      “I didn’t say there was an arsonist. I said it was possible.”

      He’d interviewed Ms. Jennifer Bayani for about an hour before putting her in the holding cell. She gave him names and dates of three dead girls—all in high school, and insisted their deaths could be connected.

      “So why don’t you have anything from the Fire Marshal’s office. You had me call a Leslie McClunis and a battalion chief.”

      “The bat chief is in charge because the Fire Marshal’s office didn’t think it was a priority.”

      “Right.” As beautiful as this woman was, she must have been delusional. “But we couldn’t get a hold of the bat chief or Lieutenant McClunis.”

      “Yeah, sometimes stuff burns down. That’s what fire departments are for. Which includes preventing the fiery deaths of teenage girls,” she said quite calmly and yawned.

      “You seem quite nice but also quite the arguer,” Brandon said, unreasonably annoyed by her yawn. She’d said she’d been working the night shift, but she was in jail.

      “I’m not an arguer. You’re a terrible listener.”

      “Because your story is terrible and unbelievable,” he retorted.

      “If you would just look more closely at the back of my car, you’d see those devices were fake. They’re for demonstration.”

      “Oh, we’re getting a closer look with the bomb squad.”

      “You guys have a bomb squad in Geauga County?” she perked up.

      “No, the bomb squad is coming from Cleveland. They should be here in a few hours.” Fortunately, she’d pulled into an empty field, so he only had to spare one of the other twenty deputies to monitor her booby-trapped car and prevent any tampering. Per current protocol, he’d left everything in the car as nothing was to be touched in a suspicious package or vehicle without the bomb squad.

      “What is wrong with this place? You told me I couldn’t talk to the sheriff because he’s selling houses.”
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