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    First Edition


	Final exams were coming up. I'm a medical student.

	I had a homework problem I genuinely couldn't figure out, so I booked an online consultation, pretending to be a patient, planning to extract the answer.

	But he saw right through me and offered me a refund.

	So I tried the classic taunt: "Doctor, is it possible you actually don't know?"

	He was silent for a long time. Then he sent me a string of answers.

	I was thrilled. I copied them down as fast as I could.

	The next day, when I turned my homework in, my professor laughed for a long time, then patted the very handsome man sitting next to him.

	"Hey. Remember that idiot student you told me about yesterday? The one who claimed to have twenty different diseases? Found her."

	


Chapter 1

	There's a saying about people who go into medicine being struck down by lightning. There is truth to it.

	Once upon a time I had fantasized about wearing a white coat and saving lives.

	Then I actually started medical school and realized I should probably save my own life first.

	Finals were brutal.

	I dreamed about failing classes.

	I had a homework problem I couldn't crack, so I had a brilliant idea: I'd borrow my roommate Bee's medical card and book an online consultation, pretending to be a patient.

	The doctor was patient. I started by asking about elevated intracranial pressure and worked my way to causes of menstrual irregularities.

	At first he gave me serious, careful answers and occasionally reassured me not to worry. By the time I got to what are the most common sites of ectopic pregnancy, he finally went quiet.

	After a long pause, he typed: "Which professor's student are you?"

	I panicked for a beat. Then I rallied. I was using Bee's card. There was no way he could possibly know who I was.

	I doubled down: "I'm a patient, Doctor. What are you talking about?"

	A long silence on his end. Then: "Starting from your first question, you have presented with concussion, hypertension, frontotemporal dementia, and roughly twenty other conditions."

	"Now, including ectopic pregnancy."

	I shamelessly typed back: "I'm in poor health."

	He started typing. Stopped. Started again. Finally: "I'm refunding you."

	I panicked. I still had one big homework question to extract. I quickly pasted the problem and, on a whim, tried the internet's favorite tactic: "Doctor, is it possible you actually don't know?"

	Silence. Heavy silence.

	At least five minutes of silence.

	Just when I'd concluded he had me pegged as a moron and wasn't going to fall for the obvious taunt — he replied.

	A long string of textbook-perfect answers.

	I lost my mind. Without thinking, I wrote back: "Doctor, your skill is unmatched! I am completely cured!"

	He stopped replying entirely. I had clearly used up his patience.

	I didn't care. He didn't know me.

	Bless this doctor. He had saved me. I greedily copied his answers and hit submit on my homework.

	By way of pure shamelessness, my assignment was done.

	


Chapter 2

	Just when I thought I was safe, my homework came back graded. The big question — every single word wrong.

	Damn it.

	That doctor had lied to me.

	I'd assumed that under the influence of my taunt he had given me his actual professional answer.

	Apparently not. The man had set me up.

	And I'd given him five stars.

	I was an idiot.

	Of course, the class chat lit up. The professor wanted to see the worst-performing student in his office. That was me.

	I walked in. My professor was sitting on the couch, looking severe. Next to him — a new desk had appeared, and seated at it was the most absurdly handsome man.

	I'd seen plenty of handsome men in med school. Handsome men with hair, however, were rare. I stared a beat too long.

	He must have felt it. He lifted his eyes from his laptop and our gazes met.

	His eyes were a soft amber. The window light caught his cheekbones and his nose, and for a second he looked like an actual painting.

	I suddenly thought: worth it. Even getting yelled at was fine. I had seen a handsome man with hair. I could die fulfilled.

	I shuffled over to my professor with my head down.

	The professor sipped his tea. Looked at my report. Looked at me. Looked at the handsome man. Repeated this several times. Then he started laughing.

	He patted the handsome man's shoulder. "Theo. Remember that idiot student you told me about yesterday? The one who racked up twenty diseases? Found her."

	The professor pointed at me, somewhere between amused and furious. "Ellie Cross. You really are something."
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