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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!)

      

      So, if you need sexy secret hospital romance where the hot med student performs post-call strip shows  – Fusion is exactly what you need NOW!

      

      (Note for Carina - You’ll be much happier if you start Michael’s and Angela’s story in their first book, High Risk: A Steamy Secret Lovers Medical Romance.)

      

      
        
        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 ANGELA AND MICHAEL ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        Today’s most important decision.

        Technically not the most important decision of the day considering I’m a cardiologist.

        Today’s most important personal decision.

        Which menu item tells my new super-secret-med student-not-boyfriend I care enough but not too much?

        Does a cookie imply commitment?

        Or will the half sandwich with soup let him know I don’t want him to starve to death at the MetroGen cafeteria.

        I swear the Well’s Criteria for Pulmonary Embolism Rule-outs is less confusing.
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      While the long-awaited alliance between the fire department and MetroGeneral Hospital is in full swing, it’s business as  for the medical students and doctors.

      In High Risk, Medical student Michael Harper thought he’d found the perfect match in the blushing Angela Perkins. He should have read the fine print since she was Dr. Angela Perkins . As their attraction outweighs the whims of the hospital, they’re going to have to get sneaky in Fusion.

      

      (PS – if you were looking for the forbidden fire chief-firefighter romance that happens at the exact same time, you should start with Smolder!)

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      CLEVELAND COLLEGE OF MEDICINE

      
        
          	
        Michael Harper – third-year medical student
      

      	
        Nora Borenstein – third-year medical student
      

      	
        Raj Patel – third-year medical student
      

      

      

      METROGEN HOSPITAL

      
        
          	
        Dr. Angela Perkins – first-year interventional cardiology fellow
      

      	
        Dr. Bradley Pegg – first-year interventional cardiology fellow
      

      	
        Dr. Elizabeth Kandal – general surgery attending
      

      	
        Dr. Kayla Varma – pulmonary critical care attending
      

      	
        Dr. Stella Magi – ENT attending
      

      	
        Dr. Judah Weiss – second-year general surgery resident
      

      

      

      FIREHOUSE 15

      
        
          	
        Jacen Williams – Captain
      

      	
        Aiden Clarke – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Luna Rodriguez – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Kevin Jones – Firefighter
      

      	
        Erin ??? – Firefighter, lives next door to Angela
      

      	
        Dr. Jacob Carver – Probationary Firefighter?
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      NOUN

      The joining of two objects into one.  Specifically, blending the two individual slightly different images from each eye into a single perception or joining of two bones into one union.

      

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      Nothing says ‘I didn’t have inappropriate sex last night’ like meeting some girlfriends for a cup of coffee at the MetroGen coffee cart and not being able to stop smiling.

      “Did you find some fun after yesterday?” Elizabeth asked.

      “What? No. No fun,” Angela said quickly, smoothing out her dress. She straightened her long white lab coat. No need to remember her terrible, horrible, no-good-very-bad call day had been topped off by discovering the man she’d been dating was secretly a medical student yesterday morning.

      Which was then made wonderful by welcoming him into her bed last night.

      “Got help flipping your mattress?” Stella scrunched up her face with a sip of her coffee. “Coffee’s awful today.”

      “Seems fine to me.” Angela took a big drink. For once, she’d picked pick decaf today, which meant she was drinking the old grounds because nobody drank the decaf, especially not in the hospital.

      “I don’t remember the last time I had a post-call nap that good,” Eliza said.

      “Yes. It was the best sleep I’ve had in months.” Technically, that wasn’t a falsehood. She and Michael Harper had sex four times. Twice before they fell asleep, and twice in the middle of the night. He’d packed up and left for his place before dawn. Unlike Angela, who snuggled back under the covers in a post-call-post-sex haze.

      “I know who didn’t get any sleep last night,” Elizabeth turned to her sister Kayla. “Why do you make him come to our house? He has his own penthouse apartment by downtown in his own skyscraper.”

      Kayla studied her coffee rather than meet her sister’s eyes. “If I spend the night at his place, he’ll think I’m ready to move in. He’s always asking if I want to drop off my toothbrush.”

      “Because toothbrush is the sign of commitment?” Angela asked. “Aren’t you supposed to replace one every three months or something?” The way Michael had performed last night, she would let him have a toothbrush if he was willing to come over regularly. “It’s a toothbrush, not a ring.”

      “Every other month is good.” Stella dropped her coffee in a hallway trashcan. “What? I’m a dentist, too.”

      “It’s a toothbrush. It’s not permanent. Even when your stuff is there, I can tell you, it’s not permanent,” Angela said. She couldn’t help but play with her hair. For once, she’d left it down rather than tied up in a severe knot.

      “Interesting,” Elizabeth said with curiously. Angela realized she’d never told Stella or Elizabeth much about Pravash. “What do you mean ‘when your stuff is there?’”

      “I was engaged. It didn’t work out because I was moving away for my fellowship, and he might have told me I was too boring to marry.” Her ex had also told her she was boring in bed.

      “Boring? Because you save lives or because he was blind to a body like yours?” Stella pointed to Angela’s rather generous assets hidden by her loose-fitting clothes.

      “He compared sex to spending time with a Golden Girl. I should have abandoned my career to be his full-time wife,” Angela shrugged, still not tasting the coffee. It was possible Michael-sex had pumped her endorphins up so high she was impervious to disgusting coffee.

      “This is a hepatology conference conversation,” Elizabeth said. In doctor slang, hepatology stood for the liver, which meant going to a bar. “Anybody on call tonight? No. Good.”

      “It is time we showed Angie Throcky’s,” Stella said. “I’ve heard the drinks aren’t watered down too much. I can’t personally attest to that.”

      “Okay, say 1900?” Kayla suggested.

      “No problem. I’m gonna let Scott babysit Olivia,” Elizabeth said.

      “He’s going to babysit? On a school night?” Angela was surprised.

      “He loves babysitting. He orders pizza for his sister. It’s the only night they get pizza.”

      “Except the nights when the three of us are on call. They get pizza then too,” Kayla, always logical, reminded her.

      “Wait till you have a fourteen-year-old and a seven-year-old.” Elizabeth whined.

      “I don’t see that happening—not me or Stella,” Kayla said firmly.

      “You sure Dr. Steadman hasn’t stuck a ring the size of a boulder on your finger while you sleep?” Stella said archly.

      “Hmm, we’ve run out of hallway,” Kayla said. “I believe you two are due for post-op clinics, and Angela has a cardiology consult with me. Right now.”

      “Yes, yes, I do,” Angela said. “Which I need to go to now… in the elevator. With you. Now,” Angela added as Kayla was frantically making motions with her hands toward the elevator. “Alone.”

      They ditched their friends on the first floor, and Kayla punched the button for the fourth floor ICU and another sequence to prevent them from getting interrupted. Most elevators don’t have overrides like this, but hospitals did.

      “Why do we need to be alone? I’m on echo. Pegg’s doing consults,” Angela said in reference to the asshole of the other cardiology fellow.

      “Because Steadman’s waiting for me in the ICU, so I need a buffer. Also, you have hickeys on your neck.”

      Angela’s hand automatically felt around the neckline of her large black dress. Hadn’t Michael been careful, or had she encouraged him to not be careful?

      Kayla crossed her arms over her scrubs and hit ‘hold’ on the elevator. “The correct answer is ‘I don’t have hickeys because I didn’t have sex. Also, I didn’t just lie to all of my closest girlfriends about getting sleep.’”

      “I did sleep great.” Angela was trapped. “After the great sex, okay? There.” She reminded herself that her dress was a large knit turtleneck to keep her warm during an Ohio October and mask her curvy figure underneath.

      “Was it Accountant Guy? I don’t even know his name.”

      “Yes, it was Accountant Guy.” Angela would not be divulging his name. Kayla actually paid attention to the names of the medical students.

      Kayla still wanted an explanation. “I thought you weren’t a pathological liar. I also believe my friend Angela usually would have told me if she was going on a date with him since I helped her pick out her clothes twice.”

      “It was a spur-of-the-moment thing. Complete spur of the moment.” There were many things from that visit that were spur-of-the-moment. Like the thing they did with the ice cream at 2 a.m. Michael turned out to be quite inventive.

      “I can’t believe you did something spur-of-the-moment. Especially with him, who you thought you would never see again.” Kayla led her out the door through the maze of the ICU and toward her office. “Does he know you’re a doctor? Are you going to see him again?”

      “We cleared all that up, and I might see him again,” Angela excused herself for stretching the truth.

      “’Might see him again?’ Fine, right. Oh God. Did I transform into Stella?” Kayla said. Stella was always overly interested in everyone’s sex and dating lives. Kayla was not prepared to experience the same.

      “It was one guy, one time. Not three,” Angela said.

      “Yeah, not sure how Stella thinks they aren’t gonna start talking to each other. MetroGen is big, but not that big.”

      “See. Keeping it close to the vest is better. Doesn’t mess with your career.” They passed the glass doors of the ICU and into Kayla’s office. Angela chose not to point out how Kayla never called Steadman by his first name and had peeked around the corner to make sure he wasn’t in sight.

      “Exactly.” Kayla sat down and handed Angela a chart.

      “Wait, you tricked me to coming up here and you need me to see a patient? I’m reading echos downstairs. Call Pegg.” Angela took the chart.

      “I’ll call him, and he’ll show up, eventually. I don’t want to bother the cards team in the Cardiac-ICU, and since you were here, can you review this med regimen? I’d rather get it done now than wait for him. You’ll give me you full attention at least. Assuming your head isn’t in the clouds from good sex.”

      “It was sex, Kayla. My brain works fine.” Angela started skimming the chart.

      “Good. You’re still a first-year fellow and, I do agree on your pre-existing condition of awesomeness, even awesome docks have to make sure they don’t let any personal stuff get in the way,” Kayla warned.

      “I get it. I have a career with goals. Whatever I do with Accountant Guy will be on my terms.”

      “You want me to keep it on the DL for now?” Kayla used the slang for ‘down low’ which sounded a little odd coming from someone as dignified as Kayla.

      “Could you? I love your family, but Stella and Elizabeth can be⁠—”

      “Less than discrete.” Kayla nodded. “Especially once the booze starts flowing for Elizabeth. Don’t want it to be bar talk at Throcky’s today.”

      “Exactly,” Angela agreed and wondered if this applied to Kayla’s relationship with Steadman.
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      “Look what the cat dragged in,” Michael teased Raj Patel who arrived in scrubs to family practice clinic. He’d been a little preoccupied yesterday and had forgotten that Raj had call last night on the pediatric delivery team. Raj loved delivery call.

      Raj glared at him tiredly. “Oh, you think you’re funny now.”

      “What happened?” Nora asked curiously.

      “They made me hold the babies,” Raj whined. “The gooey slimy babies. Those bundles of joy. Five families wanted photos taken with each member of their delivery team.”

      Michael started cracking up. “Give up internal med and go into peds. That’s great.”

      “I want my patients to talk and tell me their problems. Instead, I had patients crying, staring, and then people cooing at them. That is not a patient. That is a puppy.”

      “Tell me you didn’t say that to any of the parents,” Michael hoped.

      “I did not. I thought it very loudly in my head,” Raj stated.

      “You’re in a good mood,” Nora observed, “Unlike Mr. Doesn’t Like Babies here. Have a good night?”

      “Pretty good. “

      For a couple of seconds, he pretended to check his notes, and he was back at Angela’s apartment.
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        * * *

      

      After the first two rounds, Michael fell asleep in her bed and woke up when his stomach rumbled. He’d been nervous enough to have forgotten to eat dinner.

      Angela shifted slightly in bed. She was just so fine. As she instinctively burrowed against him, he was tempted to wake her up for round three. Deliberately disrupting her sleep was not the polite thing to do, because she actually was essential to MetroGen. She must have plenty of horrible call nights and needed her sleep.

      He searched around for his pants and found them discarded in the hallway. Taussig perked up when she saw him. She successfully identified that he was not Angela before going back to sleep.

      Michael checked the refrigerator to find orange juice and almost nothing. Angela was either eating hospital food or was never home long enough to cook. The freezer did have a container of untouched vanilla ice cream. There was chocolate sauce in the fridge, too. Next, he tried rummaging through her cupboards for something that wasn’t dessert. Her pantry contained two packages of ramen and a trove of bottled water.

      Jackpot. Roasted almonds behind the bottled water.

      Hopefully, she wouldn’t find this super creepy. There were no dishes in the sink, so he found a spoon and ice cream scoop. All he needed was a bowl—found—and now for the feast.

      Once he served all that up, a noise made him turn around. He reconsidered his previous thoughts. Ice cream was nice, but Angela was the feast.

      “Hungry?” She wore a long, red T-shirt that barely covered the tops of her thighs. Her straight blonde hair, which his hands had so recently touched, was tousled. Michael had seen some very expensive lingerie, yet her stretched out T-shirt, practically transparent against the plump red tips of her breasts, was hotter than anything else he could dream up.

      “Sorry.” He popped the spoon out of his mouth. “I didn’t eat after clinic yesterday. Doesn’t look like you ate either.” He indicated her almost empty refrigerator.

      “There’s a Panera on the walk between here and the hospital. I pick up a full meal every two days and split it in half when I’m home. Guess you didn’t go through my trash.”

      “Sorry,” he repeated. “I didn’t want to wake you to find food.”

      “It’s okay. I don’t think you robbed me yet, and I know where you live. Or where you work at least.” She stood next to him, evaluating the nutritional content of his selection. “Least you’re getting some healthy fats from those almonds. Sorry about the limited choices.”

      He took another spoonful. “I like the vanilla. It’s my favorite flavor.”

      “It is?” she asked.

      “Yeah. Some people like chocolate. Some people like vanilla. I think that vanilla can mix really well with the right type of chocolate.”

      Now that made Angela blink. She didn’t appear to believe she was hearing him right.

      Maybe he needed to be a more explicit. He got another spoonful, this one vanilla ice cream topped with chocolate sauce. “Now that you know what I like.” He offered her the spoon. She leaned forward, her hair brushing against his arm and took the proffered sweet.

      “I—” she said. “I bought do the ice cream because it was the cheapest. There was a sale. I may prefer chocolate, but it matters most if it is sweet.”

      She had a tiny bit of chocolate stuck in the corner of her mouth. Of course, the right thing to do was to tell her. The better thing to do was to lick it off. Angela purred when he did it, stretching under his hands that started playing with her T-shirt.

      “I could use more sweet.” Michael licked the left side of her neck, causing her to shiver with the cold-warm combination. It was enough to make both of them pant. “Could you use some, too?”

      The kiss she gave him was answer enough. Within seconds, he lifted her onto the table and continued to taste her mouth. Angela braced herself on her hands to meet him, measure for measure.

      “How much do you like this shirt?” he rasped against her bared shoulder.

      “This shirt?

      “I’m about to rip it apart if you don’t stop me. In three, two, one…” Seizing both edges of the collar with his hand, he rent it open, freeing her heavy breasts. He took a couple of moments to admire them before grabbing the spoon again. This time the ice cream didn’t go in either of their mouths, it went down her chest and either side coming to rest on the peaks of each nipple.

      When he bent forward to lick it, she placed her hands on his shoulders, urging him closer.

      “Fuck,” she swore softly. His mouth was fastened on one tip, alternating between small bites and suction. She gripped his shoulders tighter, arching back to offer him more access.

      “So sweet,” he mumbled, moving to the other side. His cock also agreed about how delicious her chest was and all he could imagine right now joining with her again. Then he remembered, “Shit, condoms.”

      “Bedroom,” Angela murmured, still reaching for him.

      “Bedroom,” he agreed. They took the ice cream with them. For the next thirty minutes, they had very sticky, very sweet, very dirty sex in her bed. Michael used the ice cream to excellent effect on her chest and between her legs. He sucked on her with her enthusiastic encouragement, leaving her tender in a few interesting places. Angela gave as good as she got with her mouth on his cock.

      Then, of course, they had to retire to the shower to clean up.
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        * * *

      

      “Earth to Michael,” Nora’s voice broke into his sex reverie. “Clinic.”

      “Yes, absolutely.” He agreed. They had a whole morning of family med patients to get through before lunch.
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      At the first-floor hospital cafeteria, the med student team had unexpected visitors. A general surgery resident and the familiar blunt ortho resident, Jon Navarro, sat at their table. Nora already had her kosher lunch set out while Michael and Raj went through the line for burgers, fries, and ‘salad.’

      “Hi, I’m Judah Weiss, second-year Gen Surg,” the small, light-brown-haired man introduced himself. “This is Jon Navarro, fifth-year Ortho.”

      “Jon gave us our hospital tour,” Michael said and remembered the last time he’d seen Weiss. “I saw you in the ER during the mass casualty incident.”

      “I was doing general surgery inpatient. There were some wicked crush injuries. Not that I get to do much except watch Dr. Kandal,” Weiss said.

      “That’s not true,” Navarro said, “You got to hold her retractor, Killer. I’m got to do the real work on the firefighter’s leg.” He plopped down by Michael.

      Raj, who was never one to miss increasing his personal knowledge, asked, “Killer?’”

      “It’s my nickname. During my fourth-year sub-I, I dropped a scalpel into the body cavity and severed an artery. Kandal named me ‘Killer.’” The ‘sub-I’ Weiss mentioned stood for a fourth-year rotation that gave the student a chance to act like an intern—or whatever passed for someone who wasn’t allowed to write their own orders.

      Nora said, “You didn’t tell me about that.”

      Judah shrugged, “I like it better than my old one, ‘18-gauge.’ She used that one first when she found out I did a live transfusion in the ER during third year.”

      “18-gauge. Ouch,” Raj said because an 18-gauge was a pretty large-bore needle when most blood draws are smaller needles like a 22-gauge.

      “She did let you pick which nickname you wanted—Killer, O-neg, or 18-gauge.” Jon rubbed Judah’s shoulder. Nora looked at their linked hands. “How long have you two been together—I mean—your mom won’t say…”

      “I wish my mom would stop telling the entire synagogue my business. Yes, I’m gay. It sucks for her.”

      Nora blushed, “You still live with her, so I thought she’d⁠—”

      “I do, but she pretends Jon doesn’t exist. I don’t see why she’s upset, really. She’s desperate for me to date anyone. You’d think Jon would be a plus.”

      “How do you and Nora know each other?” Raj asked, excited to get a kernel of knowledge about Nora who avoided sharing her personal life.

      “Hebrew school,” Nora and Judah said simultaneously.

      She shrugged. “Even though Judah’s a few years ahead of me, we saw each other around. Our parents even considered matching us.”

      “The two of you?” Raj almost spit out a mouthful of his grilled chicken.

      “It was never an option, don’t worry,” Judah said. “Nora here stayed religious. I didn’t. I was a social reject who was way too much into World of Warcraft to be interested in studying Torah all the time.”

      “Not everyone studies Torah all that time,” Nora said. “People do get other jobs.”

      “It wasn’t the life of me then and now even less.” Judith smiled shyly at Jon. “Especially now.”

      “We’ve been together a year,” Jon decided to answer. “My parents have known I wasn’t into girls for pretty much forever. They were more upset he was Jewish since we were Catholic, but they came around.”

      Raj was doing a calculation in his head. “So, you met last year when he was an intern, not when he was a med student…”

      Judah flushed. “We met when a med student, but I had a girlfriend at the time. Or at least I was seeing a girl.”

      “Your mom pushed you?” Nora asked, full of sympathy.

      “Gotta give her credit for trying. When he rotated through surgery, I could tell he was interested in other extracurriculars. But since dating med students is a no-no once you have an MD after your name, I waited till he got his MD.”

      Michael couldn’t help asking a question, “So inter-department dating is okay? I don’t mean because you’re guys.”

      “Oh yeah,” Jon said, “Dating in between departments is not really a problem. Happens constantly. The attendings date each other, the residents and fellows date each other, the med students date each other.”

      “The med students who are dating in different classes have to make sure they get married before the older one’s internship starts,” Judah pointed out. “Then you can’t be on the same service.”

      “That sounds so simple,” Raj said.

      “Yeah, we filled out a piece of paper. Now we can’t be on the same case together or the same rotation. It’s not a big deal since Ortho and Gen Surg don’t overlap much.” Jon explained.

      “Then how is it you two are here today?” Raj always needed clarifications.

      “We’re in different post-op clinics. We tried to match our schedules so we have light months together.” Jon snagged Judah’s apple. “As much as I miss cutting, it is nice to have lunch.”

      “Instead of eating protein bars with cheese sticks,” Judah agreed. “He’s matching into fellowship soon, so he gets a lot more free time than I do.”

      “If you want really messy inter-department dating, you should see what a total disaster area things were down in Emergency Medicine,” Navarro said while shoving the apple into his mouth.

      Judah nodded. “Yep.”

      Raj seemed quite excited. “Were you there with what happened between the Carver’s in the ER? The original thing. Not the most recent stuff? I need to know.”

      “Do we need to know?” Nora suggested, less than thrilled with the direction of the conversation.

      “Yes,” Raj said, “I know you do the whole no gossip thing, but if you don’t know who works with who, you’re totally gonna step in it by mistake. That’s how come you need to be in the know.”

      “Or you could just act like an adult and be above it all,” Nora tried to get Michael on her side, “Right?”

      Now Michael was torn. He was an adult. He had adult experience, but he needed this information as well on any relationships that did or didn’t work in the hospital. “I’ve been down in the ER, and I worked with both Carvers. I felt like everybody else knew what was going on except me. It’s a weird spot.”

      “That must have been wild,” Jon said. His enthusiasm was now making Judah look uncomfortable. “It all started with a baby⁠—”

      “A baby?” Nora asked, unable to contain herself. She loved all things OB.

      “Yeah, it was the most insane thing. Judah was there.”

      “I didn’t do much. I was a third-year med student, and I was not allowed to even hold any sharp objects at the time.”

      “Okay, so Mr./Dr. Carver, the ER doc, who is married to the chief of ER Mrs./Dr. Gupta-Carver, shows up with a bunch of car accident victims and the firefighters. He was driving a pregnant ER attending, Steadman, to work and got blindsided by a drunk driver. He delivered the babies in the ambulance.”

      “Babies?” Raj asked eagerly.

      “That sounds terrible.” Nora said.

      “It was twins. Damnedest thing,” Navarro explained, “You see, he did a C-section in the ambulance because she was bleeding out from uterine abruption. If he’d waited, they’d have been doing a perimortem C-section.”

      “What’s a perimortem C-section?” Michael asked.

      “You do the C-section when the mom is dead. You have under five minutes to get the baby out,” Nora said.

      “Or the kid’s a vegetable. You’ve got to have balls to do it,” Navarro added.

      “Or be crazy,” Judah said.

      “Steadman was married to the plastics big-wig, Steadman. She lost half her blood volume because the accident ripped the placenta off the uterus. Only one of the babies made it,” Judah said. “I was the first live blood donor.”

      “As I heard it, OB rushed She-Steadman up to the OR, and the Carver’s get into it. They’re screaming at each other in the ER. She’s pissed because he hasn’t done a C-section since he spent a year doing medical missions in Africa. She’s yelling at him for being reckless and careless. That he could have killed Steadman and killed the babies. Then he yells back at her that he’s doing his job.”

      “She suspended him for months. Right there, her own husband,” Judah said.

      “He came back afterward,” Jon went on. “There were tons of rumors about him acting strangely and aggressively. Suddenly everyone hears he quit and joined the fire academy.”

      “Sounds like the fire department is doing pretty well there now,” Nora said. “The new Cuyahoga Combined cooperative and doubling the class size.”

      “Oh, yeah. I saw the news,” John said. “They got that huge grant for new firehouses, dispatch center, and coordination with ER is way better. That new paramedic program it is totally sweet. I’ve spent a few weeks teaching them to decompress compartment syndrome and in-field amputations.”

      “That is insane. I don’t mean the amputations. Well, okay, in-field amputations are insane, but I mean quitting being an ER doc to be a firefighter,” Raj sputtered.

      “I don’t know why a raven is like a writing desk or why he was crazy enough to quit,” Navarro quoted the Mad Hatter from Alice in Wonderland.

      “He must have lost a good $200,000 per year, and it’s super dangerous.” Raj couldn’t follow the logic.

      “It’s not that dangerous. They’re far more likely to die of cardiac death than smoke inhalation,” Nora disagreed. She seemed to be particularly interested in firefighting today, which wasn’t like her.

      “Don’t tell Chief Gupta-Carver it’s not dangerous. Rumor is the staff of the ED knows Firefighter Carver’s shift schedule and avoids her on those days,” Navarro warned them.

      “This explains their argument during the mass casualty event,” Michael admitted.

      “Yep, dysfunction is thy name, ER,” Navarro said.

      “Thanks for that. My parents always said the ER is the beating heart of the hospital. And the fire department is the blood going in,” Raj said, finishing his grilled chicken sandwich.

      “I’d argue it’s the surgery department,” Weiss said.

      “If the ER is the beating heart, it’s a pretty sick one. It must be having a heart attack or something. Not that I would know. I knew all that stuff for Step 2 before matching. Give me a broken bone and a hammer, and I’ll fix it.” He whacked Raj on the shoulder, and then Judah whacked Jon’s hand.

      “Excuse my meathead boyfriend. Glazier is right; you guys are Neanderthals with saws,” Judah said. Glazier was the division head of Ortho. His pager beeped. “Kandal. Our first patient arrived at clinic for their post-op wound check. Ten minutes per patient, in and out.”

      “Unless it’s infected, in which case it’s a much cooler trip to the OR.” Navarro’s grin was near feral.

      “I hope it’s open and close. She doesn’t trust me for the stuff in the middle. Her senior residents though⁠—”

      “And derm is here today. They are very pretty,” Navarro fake leered.

      “They are,” Judah said. “Kandal is a big proponent for multidisciplinary care. Dermatology sends a resident down to her clinics to advise us on improving scar healing.” The surgeons left for the third floor.

      “Are you going to eat that?” Raj asked Michael, who hadn’t bothered to eat half of his lunch.

      Michael nudged his fries. In a feat of culinary brilliance, they were both slightly burnt and raw, which was pretty much par for the course in MetroGen’s cafeteria. “All yours.” Raj definitely ate fries significantly less sexually than Angela had on their second date.

      “We should probably get to clinic too,” Nora said, and began cleaning up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Fortunately, there were fewer echoes today, or it was possible Angela had an amazing amount of energy. Either way, the four lady doctors made it to the bar by 1900.

      As her friends had suggested, Throcky’s Corner was a big watering hole for the hospital staff. The name and unassuming frontage implied a crappy dive bar. However, inside it was huge and ultra-modern, fully embracing the hospital décor. It was OR grey with dark blue and scrub green accents everywhere. There were signs flashing ‘STAT, DOA, MVA’ all over and reminders not to wear your hospital ID inside the bar. Patrons could sit at the bar, tables, or off to the side lounging areas with more muted lighting.

      Angela started smiling when she got her menu with the ladies at one of the lounge areas. The drinks were measured in ‘cc,’ a standard measurement of medications.

      Someone had gotten creative with the naming. The Bloody Mary came in single unit, IV wide open, and full blood volume. The Taxidermy Consult involved Bacardi 151 rum, and they did sell the famous Hemingway’s Death in the Afternoon as Dead On Arrival. She opted for a ‘Code Blue’ martini.

      Stella was not having the same type of day as Angela. “You know, I have days like this when I want to drink.”

      “Yes, except you’d better not,” Elizabeth got a Cough Syrup; glass of red wine. “Drunk you is an alcoholic who makes awful choices.”

      “Should I hear how awful?” Angela could only imagine how bad drunk Stella was if sober Stella was happily dating three different doctors simultaneously.

      Stella shrugged her shoulders. “You might as well tell her, Eliza. Otherwise you’ll hear it from someone else. But can you give the short version this time? It’s the best.”

      “Okay, here’s the call night sign-out version. Stella is from Boston and went to MIT for college and Harvard for medical school.”

      “Go Beavers!” yelled Stella.

      Eliza continued, “She went to Tufts Hospital for residency. She had to take a year off between med school and ENT residency to get sober. Then she took two years in the middle of ENT residency to do research, get her dentistry degree, and get sober.”

      “I published three papers then, and I still got two million dollars in grants for my program.”

      “You got sloshed so bad you and your drunk boyfriend crashed into a police car,” Elizabeth said.

      “He was driving, not me.”

      “You threw up on your department chair during your graduation.”

      “In my defense, they didn’t store the crab properly, which led to my food poisoning.”

      “You also tried to kiss him in front of his wife.” Kayla had finished her Scalpel (Screwdriver).

      Stella gave her a glower. “Okay, I admit it happened. In my defense, it made sense at the time. He had been flirting with me for a year.”

      Eliza took back over. “Tufts encouraged her to leave Boston… and the East Coast. My husband pulled
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