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            ARE YOU READY FOR SEXY FIREFIGHTERS, DIRTY DOCTORS, AND HOT COPS?

          

        

      

    

    
      Do you wish Grey’s Anatomy and Chicago Fire were available all year-round and could be read whenever you wanted?

      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 fast talking big sister trying to find her missing brother at Ground Zero with the help of a sexy hitchhiker,  you NEED to read this book.

      

      (This book features a retelling of events at Ground Zero right after 9/11 and has been known to make readers cry. So if this isn’t your style, try out the MetroGen Scandals series with plot sans the crying instead.)

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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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 ABBY AND HANK ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        This is not a good day.

        At least the music is good.

        Unless you happen to be a hook-handed psycho who escaped from the penitentiary.

        I know what you did last summer…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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.

      

      Roulette happens during Burn Card at the Vegas B4 Vows Bachelorette party when superfans ER doctor Ryan Yates and NICU nurse Kyra Washington find they have perfect chemistry and make a bet on their future - that they can live together without sex.

      

      Sentinel introduces grumpy Firefighter Rafe Falcon to single sunshiny mom Ava Remley. She might be the antidote for his bad mood, except she has a secret that might destroy the fire department and MetroGen.

      

      Tempted pushes Lieutenant Fabian Santos to face the one that got away - Cassie Odon from Vegas B4 Vows. He’s waited long enough and nothing will keep him from coming for her - not hell or high water.

      

      Sampled spins its own steamy tale on the other side of Tempted with Firefighter Royce Murphy from Firehouse 19 as he bumps into college student Vandy Patel. She could learn to loosen up, and a night of skinny-dipping with sex on the beach is just the beginning.

      

      Matched moves onto the medical students of MetroGen where Nora Borenstein has met her match in the mysterious and handsome Barak Perez. Unfortunately, he might be a lying international super-spy assassin which could be a problem for the woman with the perfect memory.

      

      Wrapped Up leads our previous After Hours couples on a hot holiday adventure bringing you up to speed on who’s still together, who didn’t make it, and who’s gonna pop the question.

      

      Enamored brings the ladies of MetroGen After Hours and Scandals together for the perfect drunk brunch with wedding planning? Because when the drinks start flowing, so do the stories. . .

      

      Unwrapped continues the adventures into the following Christmas as the drama ratchets up for the Wedding of the Decade set against the best bridal shower ever.

      

      Live Wire falls back to the past in the first prequel, starring Lieutenant Matt Soto as he faces peril in his love life and at his firehouse. An avowed bachelor, he finds himself falling hard for Izzy Reyes, a beautiful undercover police officer who he used to call his friend.

      

      Wildcat picks up Firefighter Leslie McClunis’s story, connecting the past to the present. She prefers a ‘love’em and leave’em’ dating style - until she meets Trevor Hampton. The city’s star NFL player isn’t interested in being discarded after one night, and he’s coming back for more.

      

      Embers revisits 9/11 when Hank Finster finds himself at Ground Zero with Abby Baker who is hunting for her missing firefighter brother. Can they find light or love in the darkness?

      

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

      

      (And by the way, the MetroGen Chaplain has hitched a ride out to NYC . . .)

      

      
        
        Find out how the Fire Chief FELL in the MetroGen Scandals series.

      

        

      
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      SEPTEMBER 11TH

      
        
          	
        Abby Baker – admissions counselor University of Wisconsin
      

      	
        Hank Finster – construction worker
      

      	
        Leslie McClunis – Lieutenant Cleveland FD
      

      	
        Mateo Soto – Captain Cleveland FD
      

      	
        Rafe Falcon – Firefighter Cleveland FD
      

      	
        Noah Baker – Firefighter Cleveland FD
      

      	
        Russell Taggert  – Lieutenant FDNY
      

      	
        Wills? – Noah’s friend
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      PLURAL NOUN

      Glowing or smoldering fragments of a fire which have potential to reignite under appropriate circumstances – i.e. with the application of additional components from the fire tetrahedron.

      

      
        
        – NIOSH Fire Investigator, 3rd edition
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      It was neither a dark nor stormy night when Abigail Baker pulled off to the side of I-80 for the unlucky person hitchhiking on a stretch of highway outside of Vistula, Indiana.

      Her mother always told her people who pick up hitchhikers end up as the faces on milk cartons. Abby had always laughed and told Mom she never should have watched those Urban Legend movies. Technically, her mom had cowered behind the door to the kitchen while Abby got to chaperon her brother and his date on the couch.

      Though, to be honest, Abby had not researched the statistics on the number of hitchhikers with hook-hands. Her best estimate was that her odds of meeting one before lunch during a small rainstorm in Indiana were low.

      As far as she was concerned, the world had ended yesterday. It was okay to abandon her common sense. Might as well live with it.

      The man wasn't wearing a giant hat and black trench-coat signaling evil intentions either. He was a random guy soaked to the bone in a flannel shirt, thoroughly disheveled and clearly disheartened. The man was sticking out his thumb, and Abby wondered how many people had passed him by.

      “Need a lift?” Abby asked, rolling down her window.

      “Yes, anywhere.” He approached her door slowly. She got the vague impression of dark eyes and dark hair, but the rain made it more difficult.  Unlike on Urban Legend, he had two real flesh-and-blood hands without even a single psycho murderer hook.

      “I'm headed to Cleveland. You going in that direction?”

      “I'll go anywhere that’s not here.” A few cars whizzed past them, uninterested in stopping at the shoulder of I-80.

      “You didn’t just escape from an asylum, did you?”

      “Does Michigan count as an asylum?” he said.

      “Only to Ohio State fans. You can get in as long as you promise first you that won't rape or murder me." Abby considered that potentially binding.

      Rather than sound exacerbated, he simply said, “I promise not to rape and murder you. Okay?”

      “Get in.” She closed the passenger side window and unlocked the doors. He didn’t hesitate before climbing in.

      “Thank you so much… Miss? Ma’am? Mrs.?”

      “Abby works,” she said, since at thirty-four she was no ‘miss’ and, being single, was no ‘Mrs.’

      “I’m Henry Finster. You can call me ‘Hank.’ Everybody else does,” the man, now to be referred to as ‘Hank’ and not ‘possible hook-hand murderer,’ said.

      Abby examined the not-hook-hand-murderer to get a sense of what exactly she’d picked up. Hank wore a waterlogged pair of jeans and a flannel shirt which was plastered to his chest. He was a relatively muscular White guy, and she had no clue what color his hair was. Brown? Black? It was hard to tell with it wet and water running down his goatee. His not-hook-hands were calloused and much tanner than Abby's.

      Then again, almost everyone was tanner than Abby. Living in Wisconsin and having pale skin and blue eyes made her a skin cancer bullseye. Unfortunately, her T-shirt reading ‘Will die of melanoma’ was in the wash.

      Though this week, odds were better than usual that something else would definitely kill her.

      “Strap in. If you reach into the back, I might have a blanket.” Abby put her Ford Escort into gear.

      “Sorry about that. The next time we stop, maybe I can buy dry clothes.” He took the wool blanket from the bag, leaving her black duffel undisturbed.

      “No offense to you, random not-murderer named Hank, but I’m on a tight schedule. I filled up at the last town thirty miles back. This full tank should make it to Cleveland. I can drop you off at the next sign of civilization.”

      “How far is that?” he asked, pulling the blanket over his chest.

      She turned the heat on. “Depends on what you mean by 'civilization.' Bus stop might be Toledo, but then I’d have to get off the freeway. Or so it says on my map.”

      He glanced down at her MapQuest pages laying on the center console. “I’m good with Cleveland.”

      “Good choice,” Abby popped the clutch, skipped fourth gear, and moved into fifth.

      “You drive a stick shift?” Hank stated the obvious.

      “Yep. I’m going to assume you’re not about to make a dick joke, dude who promised he wasn’t a murderer.” Abby wondered if she needed to find a weapon. Did a pair of old chopsticks in the door compartment count?

      “It wasn’t. But now I sound like a jerk if I say I don’t know many girls that drive stick.”

      “I know manual transmission is a losing battle, but on the plus side, nobody ever tries to borrow my car. Seventy percent of guys don’t know how to drive stick either.” She glanced over at him. “Same as the number of guys who think only with their stick.”

      “I’m great with stick,” Hank said. “Wait. I’m not a creep. Let me explain what happened here.”

      “You have ninety seconds before I dump you back on the side of the road.”

      “Ninety seconds?”

      “Yes; it will get you two more miles.” Abby tapped the digital clock.

      “I’m not a creep. I was talking about vehicles.”

      “Vehicles? Now you have sixty seconds.”

      “I work in construction and demolitions. I get to drive heavy machinery, which are stick shift. I’m not lying.”

      “Demolitions? Like blowing stuff up?” Abby said doubtfully.

      “Yes, I’m a member of the National Demolitions Association and have taken OSHA courses in hazardous materials removal. I have a heavy equipment operator certification in Michigan and Indiana. I can show you my certification cards.”

      “You’re telling me you can drive bulldozers and build bombs?” Abby asked. “Right, hold up your hands.”

      “My hands?” He complied.

      “You don't have creepy murder fingernail spikes but convince me you're unthreatening. Tell me two things to convince me!”

      “Why is driving a bulldozer threatening?” Hank sounded a little panicked now.

      “Have you seen Maximum Overdrive?” She cited the Stephen King movie where an alien possesses a Mack Truck and a bulldozer to attack people.

      “Okay, okay. I play the guitar, and I knit.”

      “Bullshit. Is knitting a normal skill needed to build bombs?”

      “I don’t build bombs! I set up controlled explosions by… well, I guess I do build bombs. Legally!”

      “Right. Since I’m an expert knitter, prove to me you know how to knit.”

      “How am I supposed to do that? I don’t exactly carry knitting needles everywhere. If I did, you’d believe it’s part of my ‘murder-you’ kit.”

      “Very true, though I don’t remember hearing a lot of knitting related murders in this part of the country. Talk about knitting.”

      “Ahh… unlike most people, I prefer using light worsted weight yarn rather than regular worsted weight yarn. I started with acrylics but would rather use mohair over wool because it’s warmer.”

      “Can’t argue with that. I don't actually know how to knit.”

      “Then how do you know I was telling the truth?”

      “It’s my job.”

      “Police negotiator?” Hank asked.

      “Admissions counselor for University of Wisconsin-Madison with a degree in psychology. Teenagers tell me bullshit lies about what they put on their resumes. I can ask you to describe your favorite season in twelve different languages.”

      “I’m impressed. Twelve?”

      “Ilarawan ang iyong paboritong panahon sa limang pangungusap. Tagalog,” Abby preened behind the wheel. “Wanna lie about your language skills?”

      “No, ma’am,” Hank said. “Or Abby?”

      “Abby works. I was mostly messing with you about the hook-hand murderer thing. Mostly. It’s been a crappy week,” she said. “How did you end up on the side of the road, Hank who knits?”

      “Funny story about a crappy week. Yesterday, my crew was finishing a roof, and it got… unfocused. I figured we weren’t gonna get anything done this week, so I sent them home. My foreman Jerry and I had a line about a demo on a barn next to a historical home. We drove down to check it out today.”

      “Did you bring dynamite?”

      “No. There’s permits and stuff for that, plus traveling with it across state lines,” Hank said. “Jerry was the driver in charge of the directions. I was the navigator.”

      “You got lost?”

      “We had a difference of opinion on a six-way stop. There was a problem with a cow path, and we had a small argument when we found the freeway again. Then, Jerry was driving back to Michigan as fast as he could with my cell phone.”

      “So you won’t be help as a navigator?”

      “I’m fine when the map is right. If I can read a blueprint, I can read a map, unless Jerry made it. ‘Turn southwest at the place where the red mill used to be’ is not a direction.” Hank didn’t sound all that upset.

      “He didn’t check on MapQuest?”

      “Jerry’s in his fifties and doesn’t use that newfangled Internet. He took the directions over the phone and wrote them down.”

      “Maybe he’s going to come back for you.”

      “Nah, he gunned it. I get it. This has been super crazy stressful, and everyone is on edge. You quizzed me on knitting while accusing me of planning your murder.”

      “It was for your own good,” Abby said, having zero regrets about that. Saying what was on her mind had never been an issue for her.

      “I’m sure Jerry felt the same way. He left me with my wallet and credit cards, though an umbrella would have been nice.”

      “We’re going to go a few exits that I can get on and off pretty fast. I can drop you there, and you can hitch your way to a bus stop.”

      “Nah, buses are harder to find than you think. And you’re already nicer than Jerry.”

      “It’s because I have boobs.”

      Hank started coughing. She glanced to make sure he hadn’t choked. “Sorry. You see, I absolutely did not notice that. Because that would get me kicked out of the car or attacked by a jealous husband.”

      “No husband. And if I did have one, he wouldn’t be jealous. It’s a small rack.”

      “I didn’t notice,” Hank mumbled.

      “Remember what I said about bullshit lying?”

      “This is the part where I stop talking. Anything I say can and will be used against me in the Court-of-Abby.”

      “Good plan,” she agreed. Now that she’d tortured him enough with her deliberately dizzying mix of murder explanations and sexual innuendo, she angled the vents toward him.

      The next twenty minutes passed in companionable silence. She saw him check the speedometer because she drove consistently about ten miles over the speed limit.

      “You're not worried you're going to get pulled over?” he asked.

      She pointed to the box mounted on her windshield. “Radar detector. And I'm pretty sure no cop in the country is going to stop me for long once he talks to me.”

      “Really? You’re a great talker, but⁠—”

      “They'll understand my hurry,” Abby said and inched the cruise control upward a few more miles per hour.

      “Most people are not in a hurry to get to Cleveland. What’s going on there?”

      Nothing I want to talk about, Abby’s brain said. However, she used her voice to say, “Why don’t we listen to music?”

      “I can run the radio.” Hank took getting shut down on his line of questioning with relative grace.

      “No, not the radio. I can’t… I don’t want to hear…”

      “Oh… makes sense. Got any CD’s?” Hank started to open the glove compartment. “Destiny's Child or Backstreet Boys?”

      “Destiny’s Child."

      “Independent Women. Can’t argue with that. They’re so good. I hope they stay together.” Hank popped her Survivor CD into the player.

      Nothing better to listen to on Wednesday September 12, 2001.
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      Hank Finster wasn’t sure what to think about his rescuer quite yet. She could flit from one topic to another in a dizzying rapid-fire fashion. A lot of it was to unbalance him, he was sure, but there was something else.

      Underneath that bright, shiny, snappy facade, there was an edge of tension and worry.

      Like now, for example. Abby had gotten off I-80 somewhere past Sandusky to use the bathroom. She sent him inside Kmart to buy some clothes while she bought ‘roadtrip snacks.’ He grabbed a pair of sweats and the cheapest sweater he could find. He needed an XL, not because he was a huge guy, but because his biceps wouldn’t fit otherwise. As a bonus, in his line of work, long sleeves were a major necessity when working around sharp pointy pieces of wood and steel.

      “Done already?” Abby said when he caught up to where she’d waited after the clerk checked her out.

      That wasn’t an error. The clerk was checking her out. Mid-afternoon Kmart was slow, and the cashier snuck frequent glances at her.

      He didn’t blame him for staring. Now that he could see her outside of the car, he realized she was a nice piece. By Hank's guess, she was an inch or two shorter than him, maybe five-eight in her ballet flats. Taller and lankier than fashion demanded, her legs went on for days, especially in black capris and a pink ruched tunic top. The most striking feature was her bright blue eyes.

      There was something almost penetrating about them. He'd almost missed the light gray streaks peppering her shoulder length golden blonde hair because her eyes drew everything back to her face.

      “Yep, I’ll buy and change,” Hank pulled out his credit card.

      She waved him off and patted the clerk on the shoulder. “I got it. Isn’t that right, Gio?”

      “Yes. Yes, it is.” Poor ‘Jonathan’ picked his jaw off the floor and hurried to ring up Hank. The poor kid would have let her rename him whatever she wanted.

      Hank took the clothes and hit the bathroom. He bundled his flannel and jeans in a bag. They were salvageable with a solid washing. He’d seen a lot worse. His boxers were still dry, same as his socks. Good thing too because it was too intimate for a stranger to buy him those.

      Jonathan was happily eating out of Abby’s hand when Hank came back out. The sudden temptation to place his hand on Abby’s back caught him by surprise. They’d met four hours ago, and she’d been more than clear that she was not interested.

      Neither was he, but the instinct was there all the same.

      “Bye, Gio!” Abby waved. “Keep working on those Italian classes. I can’t wait to see your application.”

      If the guidance counselor in high school had an ounce of Abby’s charisma, Hank would have enrolled in college and stayed for a PhD.

      Abby unloaded her cart into the backseat. She’d bought twenty beef jerky strips and more potato chips than were needed for a Super Bowl party. Fast metabolism was the way for some people.

      One of her purchases was a case of water. He picked it up and started to set it on the back seat.

      “Stop!” she yelled. He froze, and she pulled a black bag off the seat. It had almost blended into the upholstery. She clutched the bag tightly and made a visible effort to calm down. “Thank you.”

      He watched her carefully place the bag on top of the water and didn’t ask any questions. They got back in the car, and Abby took them back onto the freeway.

      When she got back on, she gunned it to eighty. True to her prediction, not one cop car tried to pull her over.

      “How far are we from Cleveland?” she asked.

      “I’d guess forty-five minutes, but you might get there faster.”

      She was tenser now, despite having found ten minutes to convince Jonathan/Gio to pursue higher education with minimal effort. By his guess, there was a problem with a family member. Hank didn’t personally have any family to speak of that counted, but he’d seen this enough in his own crew. A few of his guys got distracted after arguments with their wives, but others got more driven. She’d said there wasn’t a husband, and her tension didn’t give off a ‘boyfriend’ problem vibe.
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