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Dear Reader,

Thank you for choosing to read this story. While Finding Home is a fictional story, it is one of hope, a second chance, and finding love. This book is dedicated to my dear friend, Alex, who has helped to bring wholeness back to my life. I also want to give special recognition to my sweet friend, Barb. She has overcome breast cancer twice and is still an incredible warrior.

I especially want to thank my husband, Mark, for his support for my writing. I also wanted to give a special thank you to Karly Carson, my editor, for her invaluable edits and encouragement. Thank you, Zimbell House Publishing, for all of your hard work and support. I thank God for giving me the desire to write, and through my writing, share a little of His love with my readers. 

Blessings to you and your family,

-  Denise
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Chapter One
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2012

“He’s easy on the eyes,” Jen whispered. 

Katy’s eyes widened as she whispered back, “That’s an understatement. The man is gorgeous.”

Lacey smiled at her two best friends and nodded in agreement without removing her gaze from the handsome speaker. The lecture hall was filled with the new bunch of third-year medical students starting their surgery rotation at the University of Louisville School of Medicine. The first week, there had been one lecture after another on different general surgery topics along with a few knot-tying and suturing lessons. Until this lecture, Lacey wasn’t sure she would like the surgery rotation. 

She had heard the stories that were passed down from year-to-year. She had learned which attending doctors were nice, which ones were ruthless, and which ones you never wanted to be stuck with in the operating room. 

“Dr. Mudd calls medical students meconium,” she recalled someone telling her, “That’s baby poop.” Lacey was both shocked and amused by that. 

“Dr. Metzinger always pimps students on rounds. He is merciless. He even makes the guys cry,” she remembered a fourth-year student telling her. 

Earlier that week, she had been warned, “Don't ever scrub before the attending physician unless you want to be thrown out of the operating room.” Clearly, the surgery rotation was a ‘survival of the fittest’ and a hierarchical, good ol’ boys’ club. Lacey wasn't sure her assessment was accurate, but it didn't matter to her. She didn't care to fit in. She just wanted to pass the rotation, alive. 

Lacey glanced around the room. She saw Jack sitting near the back with his buddies. Her ex looked good, as always. He couldn’t look bad with his coal black hair, deep-set brown eyes, and sculpted jawline. Their break up had happened a year before, but it was still hard to look at him. 

He looked her way, and their eyes locked for a moment. She half-smiled at him and then looked away, feeling a little sadness. She thought about how she must not be destined for love or a relationship. So far, Cupid’s arrows hadn’t been working. It wasn’t that she hadn’t been targeted by Cupid’s arrows because she had been, many times. It was just that none of those arrows had stuck. 

Two years previously, at the age of twenty-eight, Lacey had come into medical school as an older, non-traditional student. Most of her classmates had entered medical school straight out of college. During Lacey’s pre-medical years, at the age of twenty-one, she had married Marco Passeri, who swept her off her feet with his Italian charm. He was wealthy and had given her the impression that he wanted to take care of her, so it made sense to her to drop out of college. Unfortunately, she didn’t realize before her marriage to Marco that he was called the ‘Italian Stallion’ by his friends for a reason. A few years into their marriage, he confessed to several affairs and asked Lacey for a divorce. After the divorce, Lacey had been devastated, but she painstakingly finished college while working full-time. It took several years, but medical school had always been her dream. When she was finally accepted into medical school, she was glad she had not given up.

Lacey and Jack met during the first week of medical school. Initially, Lacey felt an attraction and was excited to go out with him. When she found out he was five years younger than she was, she decided it wasn’t a good idea. Jack wouldn’t give up, though. He seemed to turn up everywhere she went, whether it was the library, the school coffee shop, or a study group. He also started sitting closer to her in the lecture hall.

One day, Lacey was surprised when Jack came into the lecture hall and sat down beside her. That day, he told her he wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer anymore. Lacey gave in. She had to admit that it had been nice to be pursued by a gorgeous, younger man. Since her divorce, she had been praying for God to bring a kind and loyal man into her life. She couldn’t be sure, but she had hoped that Jack might be an answer to her prayers. Since he had persisted in dating her, she reasoned that he truly cared for her and would not abandon her like Marco had.

In retrospect, Lacey had to admit that Jack wasn’t a bad person. The two of them had split up because they were going their separate ways. Jack was heading to Texas after medical school to pursue a career in cardiothoracic surgery. Lacey had her heart set on staying in Louisville to study Obstetrics and Gynecology. But still, he hadn’t asked her to go with him, nor had he tried to stay.

Lacey exhaled, lost in thought, as she looked down at her notes from the previous lecture. Jen and Katy were engaged in a conversation, and she could hear bits and pieces of it. The next lecturer began to speak and was introducing himself. Lacey looked up from her notes, and her eyes widened at the sight of him. The man was so striking that all of the earlier nauseating, boys’ club talk blurred into the background. Even thoughts of Jack seemed muffled and distant in her memory. 

Dr. George Andreas had black, wavy hair, blue eyes, and olive skin. His build was lean and athletic, and his broad shoulders were captivating. He was magnificent. 

Jen and Katy expressed Lacey’s own thoughts exactly. “He looks like a Greek statue,” Jen whispered to Katy and Lacey. She smiled and fanned herself as if she needed cooling from his radiating heat. 

The room temperature had to be sixty-five degrees, Lacey thought, as she shivered and glanced out at the snowy, blustery, February morning. Then she glanced back at Dr. Andreas. She couldn't take her eyes off the man. For a moment, she imagined running her fingers through his silky, coal black hair. Jen was right; the man’s presence radiated heat. Lacey could feel her face flushing and her insides warming. 

Katy chimed in whispering, “I think I could use a little Greek right now!” 

All three girls chuckled quietly. As they did, Dr. Andreas glanced in their direction. Jen and Katy elbowed each other and sat up straight in their chairs. All three women held as still as possible making every effort to keep a straight face. It was obvious that he had caused quite a stir among Lacey’s female classmates. There was whispering and giggling all over the lecture hall. 

Lacey studied him. Aside from the fact that he was easy to look at, she also loved the sound and quality of his voice. It was commanding and certain. At the same time, it sounded like a sweet melody. She imagined that he probably had a good singing voice. He was talking about plastic surgery and breast reconstruction after breast cancer. As he spoke, his voice was filled with passion and tenderness. Although she was drawn to him because he was attractive, she was more enamored by his compassion for women who had survived that horrible disease. These women had suffered deforming surgeries, and Dr. Andreas was focused on fixing their physical scars while lessening their emotional ones. 

Lacey understood the pain behind those scars. Earlier that school year, she had been diagnosed with breast cancer. She was on her family medicine rotation in September when she had undergone a breast biopsy for symptoms most consistent with a benign papilloma. She cringed as she thought back to the day that her surgeon called her with the pathology results. When expecting his call that day, she hadn’t been concerned because the odds were supposedly in her favor. She was only thirty and based on her research and her surgeon’s opinion, she was sure the biopsy would be benign. 

“There is a small focus of cancer,” her surgeon said on the phone. At the word, “cancer,” Lacey’s mind started spinning, and tears erupted. She remembered only a couple other words the surgeon said that day—lumpectomy and radiation. The rest was gibberish. All she could think was, I'm going to die.

A few days after that conversation, Lacey underwent a lumpectomy, which left her with a much smaller left breast. Then she underwent six weeks of radiation treatments, which burned the skin and deeper tissues. Unfortunately, the skin didn’t handle the treatments well. Through a long, painful process, the skin finally healed, but not without extensive scarring. A few months after radiation, she went to see a plastic surgeon for scar revision. Afterward, the scar looked better, but it was still a daily reminder of what she had been through. 

Lacey shook off the stressful memories. She reminded herself to focus on the positives. After all, she survived the cancer and was alive. That experience as a patient was going to make her a more empathetic doctor. And now, best of all, she realized she had a reason to talk to this gorgeous man today. 

When the lecture ended, Dr. Andreas gathered his things and started walking out of the lecture hall. Lacey waited until he was close to the exit so she could talk to him privately.

She called out, “Excuse me, Dr. Andreas.” 

He turned and smiled warmly when he saw her. He asked, “Yes, how can I help you?”

He gazed at her as she walked toward him. Lacey noticed slight graying at his temples and guessed him to be about forty. As she approached him, she became nervous and could feel her legs trembling. His blue eyes and intent stare were intimidating, but she found that his countenance was unassuming and inviting. 

“Hi, I'm Lacey Bartlett, and I just wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed your lecture,” Lacey said, trying to hide her nervous energy.

“Thank you,” said Dr. Andreas, giving her a nod. 

Lacey asked, “I was wondering, do you ever let medical students watch you operate? I'd be interested to see some of your breast reconstruction procedures.” Then she added, “I have personal reasons.” 

His smile widened as he pulled a pen and paper from his pocket. “I enjoy having students observe my cases. That would be fine. I'm glad you’re interested. Here’s my surgery scheduler’s name and number. Just give her a call, and she will arrange it.” His gaze lingered for a moment, as he handed the paper to her. Their hands touched during the exchange, and Lacey felt a surge of warmth go through her. 

She politely smiled and thanked him, and then he hurried on his way. Lacey turned back toward the lecture hall. Everyone was gone, and she stood alone for a while in the empty room. Something had happened during her exchange with Dr. Andreas. Something felt different. She wasn’t sure what it was, but in that short meeting with the handsome, Greek man, something had stirred inside her soul. She felt connected to him. 

A few weeks passed, and Lacey was not able to drum up the courage to call Dr. Andreas’ office. The truth of the matter was that she was attracted to him. She didn’t want to scrub surgical cases with him. She wanted to have dinner with him, and she was pretty certain that he wasn’t married. She had looked for a ring on his finger, but there was none. But she also felt certain that a beautiful man like him probably wouldn’t look twice at her. Lacey considered herself pretty, but he was an attending doctor, and she was just a lowly, medical student. Lacey imagined that he was probably dating a refined lawyer who looked like America’s next top model. In her mind, she could only envision him with a beautiful and intelligent woman. She could only see him with a woman who matched him in beauty and stature. 

As the surgery rotation finished, so did most of Lacey’s thoughts of Dr. Andreas. Part of her was glad she had tried to let her attraction for him go, though another part of her still hoped to see him. Many days, she would see him in the hospital halls, just in passing. She was thankful that he would at least acknowledge her with a nod, or a quick wave, but it was never anything more. Each time she would see him coming down the hall toward her, she would hope he would stop and have a short conversation with her, but that never seemed to be on his agenda. Some days, she imagined having a chance to meet with him in a dim, hospital hallway. She imagined that he would accidentally bump into her and almost knock her down, and then catch her in his arms. If only something like that would happen, she was sure he’d look deeply into her eyes and fall in love with her instantly. 

Of course, the reality check that followed this fantasy was disheartening. In time, Lacey told herself that this infatuation would fade away.
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Chapter Two
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In July, Lacey started her fourth year of medical school. On a Friday morning in late August, Lacey sat in the doctor’s lounge drinking a cup of coffee. She was between lectures on the High-Risk Obstetrics rotation and decided to get some study time in. She looked around the lounge and noticed the empty tables, chairs, and couches. The lounge was un-characteristically quiet. Usually, there were doctors and students streaming in and out. She looked at her watch to see that it was only nine-thirty. The mid-morning time explained the emptiness of the room, and she knew the traffic of people would be picking up near lunchtime. 

Lacey was sitting with her back to the lounge door, and she didn’t hear the door open.

“Well, hello, young lady,” said a man’s voice from behind her. 

Lacey recognized the smooth, sweet voice as she turned around. It was him. George Andreas stood smiling at her. He was wearing a dark suit with his white coat draped over his arm. 

“Hi,” she said, smiling back nervously. As she stared into his eyes, she thought they might be the color of the Aegean Sea. Her breath caught in her throat. 

“So, there is a certain medical student who was going to call my office and come scrub some surgeries with me. I’m not sure what happened to her. Do you know her?” He asked raising one eyebrow.

Lacey’s expression turned to one of surprise and embarrassment. She wasn’t going to tell him the real reason she hadn’t called. She couldn’t tell him that he intimidated her because she was smitten by him. She felt her face flush as she started to answer, “Oh, yes, that, well ...”

His smile widened, and he shook his head, “I’m kidding with you. I thought you could use a little teasing today. You looked too serious with your nose in that book. I just wanted to see you smile.”

Lacey smiled. His jovial manner put her at ease. She said, “I kept meaning to call, but my rotations have been really busy.” She didn’t make a habit of lying, but she reasoned that her statement was partially true.

He chuckled and then smiled at her. “Don’t worry about it. I’m giving you a hard time. I remember what it’s like to be a medical student.” 

Lacey replied, “I just started fourth year. I’ll be so glad to graduate.”

He started to walk into the kitchen in the lounge and said, “Enjoy this time while you can. Residency is not something to look forward to.” He disappeared from Lacey’s view in the kitchen for a few moments. When he reappear-ed, he was carrying a cup of coffee in a white styrofoam cup. “Have a good day. Enjoy this year,” he said, as he walked toward the door to leave the lounge.

Lacey smiled back at him, “Thanks for the advice. I will.” 

As she watched him leave through the door, Lacey exhaled, not realizing she had been holding her breath. She just stared at the door for a few minutes replaying every minute she had just spent with him. Her thoughts were jumbled. On the one hand, he seemed a little flirtatious, but on the other hand, he hadn’t said anything about seeing her again. Then she thought, But the way he smiled at me. There has to be something there. He has to feel something for me. 

Her shoulders fell as she exhaled again, defeated. She realized that she was probably being ridiculous. He was most likely this friendly to everyone, and she was just trying to read something into nothing. A deflated feeling followed. She was obviously smitten with a man who would probably never return her feelings. 

She prayed, Lord, if my feelings mean more than infatuation, and if this man is a good man for me, please bring us together, somehow. But if he is not right for me, please help me to forget about him.

Lacey looked at her watch and gathered her belongings. Her next lecture was in fifteen minutes, and she wanted to get a good seat in the lecture hall. She picked up her book bag and went to sling it over her left shoulder. As she did, a tearing pain occurred under her left armpit that brought tears to her eyes. She took a deep breath and then moved her book bag to her right arm. The sharp pain resolved, but her left armpit and chest were starting to burn. I must have stretched some scar tissue, she thought. Lacey left the doctors’ lounge and walked to the lecture hall. Once inside, she spotted Katy and Jen. Lacey walked up the lecture hall stairs to their row and plopped down next to Jen. 

“Hey, beautiful lady,” said Jen. Lacey loved that Jen always had such a positive outlook on life. She also had a flair for giving people lavish nicknames. Being around Jen usually boosted Lacey’s mood and gave her a shot of confidence.

Lacey smiled and asked, “How has your day been?” 

Katy chimed in, “Don’t get me started. Josh is a horse’s rear end.” Unlike Jen, Katy had a more realistic way of putting things and was not one to sugar coat anything. 

Lacey asked, “What happened?”

Jen shook her head and said, “I’m sure something came up, but last night ...”

Katy interrupted, “That jerk stood her up. Just wait until I get a hold of him.”

Jen relented and just nodded. 

Lacey said, “I’m so sorry. What is wrong with him? Doesn’t he know how to use a phone? Maybe he has a legitimate reason for not showing up.”

Katy’s face reddened with irritation as she pointed across the room. She said, “A legitimate reason like that brunette over there? I’m seriously going to take him down if he ever tries to talk to Jen again.”

Lacey looked where Katy was pointing. Sure enough, Josh was sitting next to some brunette. They were smiling and talking, and Josh was leaning in a little too close to her. Lacey said, “Oh, Jen. I’m sorry. He’s such an idiot.”

“I know,” said Jen. “It’s a good thing I didn’t really like him. Don’t worry, ladies. From my perspective, he’s not worth it.” 

Lacey shook her head back-and-forth and remarked, “I didn’t like him anyway. There was always something dishonest about him, and now we know for sure.”

The room quieted as the speaker was introduced and the lecture began. Lacey found the topic of risk management to be quite boring, and her thoughts wandered to the Greek man. She couldn’t fight her feeling of attraction for him. If only he could see her as a woman and not a medical student. She exhaled as she realized that her wish probably wasn’t a realistic one. 

She reached for her water bottle in her book bag. As she extended her arm, the tearing pain in her left armpit came back. This time it didn’t go away, and Lacey felt like the skin over her left chest wall was on fire. She winced as she leaned forward trying to get comfortable. 

Jen leaned over and whispered, “Are you okay?”

Lacey took a deep breath and exhaled. She shook her head, unable to speak because of the pain. 

Jen reached for her arm, but Lacey pulled it away as Jen’s hand brushed her arm. It hurt, and the pain was now radiat-ing down her arm. 

“Lacey?” Jen whispered again. 

“My chest and arm,” Lacey said.

Jen leaned in and whispered, “Let’s go out in the hall to talk. I’ll carry your books.” Jen leaned over and whispered to Katy, and then all three girls exited the lecture hall. 

“What’s going on, Lacey?” Katy asked, reaching for her. 

Lacey was hunched over, guarding her left arm and left chest. “I don’t know. This pain started this morning, but it stopped for a while. Now, it’s back, and it’s bad. It’s constant. I feel like my arm and chest are on fire. It hurts to touch the skin.”

Jen said, “It can’t be a heart attack. You’re only thirty.”

Lacey shook her head. “No, I don’t think that’s it. This is the breast cancer side, where I had surgery and radiation. It may have something to do with that.”

Katy said with a forceful tone, “Let’s get you down to the ER now.”

Lacey didn’t argue. Katy took Lacey’s right arm, and Jen carried Lacey’s book bag as they headed to the ER. 

When they arrived in the ER, Lacey was taken back to room fourteen. 

As Lacey started to change into a hospital gown, Jen shrieked, “Oh, my gosh! Lacey, your arm!”

Katy looked terrified also and said, “It’s so red.”

Lacey looked down at her arm. There was a wide streak of redness running down the underside of her arm down to her elbow. 

Jen and Katy leaned in to see the redness better. 

Katy said, “Raise your arm.” Lacey complied but winced with pain. 

Jen looked closer and said, “The redness runs up into your armpit.” She traced the erythema further to Lacey’s chest. “It looks like you may have an infection,” she said. 

Katy commented, “Your skin feels so warm.”

Lacey replied, “But I’m freezing.”

Then Katy added, “I bet you have a fever.”

As the girls were examining Lacey, the emergency room doctor walked in with a nurse tagging along behind him. “Hi Lacey, my name is Dr. Payne, and this is Amber, my nurse. I understand that you are a medical student?”

“Yes, I was just upstairs sitting in a lecture. These are my best friends, Jen and Katy. They’re in my class,” Lacey replied. 

Dr. Payne nodded to the girls. Then he turned to Lacey and asked, “Can you tell me what’s hurting?” 

Lacey proceeded to explain her past history of breast cancer, her current symptoms, with onset and duration, and then showed Dr. Payne the redness along her arm, armpit, and chest.

“You have cellulitis,” he said. “It’s an infection of the skin. Given your recent history of breast cancer surgery, radiation, and scar revision, it makes sense.”

Amber leaned toward Lacey to take her temperature. She said to Dr. Payne, “Her temperature is 103.”

Lacey’s eyes widened. Jen covered her mouth with her hand, and Katy exclaimed, “That’s not good.”

Dr. Payne said, “This infection is pretty serious. We need to check some labs, start an IV, and get antibiotics started.”

Lacey nodded in disbelief. She asked, “Why is this happening?”

Dr. Payne replied, “Radiated skin is tricky. It can become infected easily. I don’t see any points of irritation on your skin, though. Have you suffered any trauma to this area?”

Lacey thought for a few minutes. Then she said, “I can’t think of any obvious bumps or bruises, but I do carry my book bag on my left shoulder a lot. It actually started hurting this morning when I picked up my book bag and put it on my left shoulder.”

Dr. Payne replied, “That might be it.” Then he paused, “Who is your plastic surgeon? I need to call him. He will need to admit you to the hospital and treat you with antibiotics.”

Lacey replied, “Dr. Esposito did my scar revision.”

Dr. Payne nodded and said, “Okay, let me give him a call. Amber will be back to start your IV and draw your labs.”

“Thank you,” Lacey said.

As Dr. Payne left the room, Amber walked in with intravenous tubing, an intravenous pole, and supplies for a blood draw. She gave Lacey two Tylenol tablets with some water, and Lacey swallowed them down. Amber started the intravenous line, and as she left the room, she said, “I’ll be back with your antibiotics.”

“Thank you,” said Lacey. 

Lacey turned to Jen and Katy, “You two need to get back to the lecture. I’m going to be fine. At least we know what’s going on. I just need a few days of antibiotics.”

“Are you sure you’re okay by yourself?” Jen asked. 

“I’m fine. I’m in good hands,” Lacey replied. 

Both girls gave Lacey a gentle hug. Katy said, “Call us when you know what room you’ll be in.”

“I will. Have fun in lecture. At least I’m getting out of those boring talks today. I’ll need to copy your notes later,” Lacey replied with a smirk. 

Jen and Katy waved one last time as they left. 

A few minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Lacey looked up as the door slid open. She was expecting to see Dr. Esposito or Amber, but instead, she saw George. At the sight of him, her heart leapt in her chest and her breath caught in her throat. She tried to speak, but she couldn’t seem to form a word. 

“Hi, again. We need to stop meeting like this,” he said, smiling. 

“Hi,” Lacey replied with hesitation in her voice. Then she said, “I think you might be in the wrong room.”

He looked down at the chart he was holding and asked, “Lacey Bartlett?”

“Yes, that’s me,” she said. 

“I’m in the right place, then,” he said. 

Lacey furrowed her brow feeling confused. 

George said, “Did Dr. Esposito do your scar revision?”

Lacey replied, “Yes, he did.”

George said, “Well, he’s out of the country for a month, and I’m covering for him.”

“Oh,” she said. 

“Is that okay with you?” He asked when he saw the confused look on her face. 

“Yes, of course. I guess I’m just surprised,” she said.

He smiled at her and asked, “Is this a good surprise or a bad surprise?”

She smiled nervously at his humor and said, “A good one, of course.”

Amber walked into the room and hung the antibiotic bag. She said, “Excuse me, Dr. Andreas, may I go ahead and give her the pain medicine?”

George replied, “I’d rather you wait a few minutes until I examine her. Can you stay while I do the exam?”

Amber replied, “Of course,” as she smiled at him and touched his arm briefly. 

Lacey saw the exchange between Amber and George. She felt a heaviness in her gut and realized it was a twinge of jealousy. She rolled her eyes at herself for feeling jealous.

“I’m going to take your gown down far enough to expose the cellulitis. I need to see where it starts,” George said. 

Lacey immediately felt self-conscious. “Um, oh, okay,” she said. 

“I will only expose what I need to see. Then I’m going to use this ink pen to mark the margins. So I’ll be giving you a temporary tattoo,” George said smiling, trying to lighten her mood.

“Okay,” she replied as she hesitated to lower her gown. To her surprise, he didn’t have to expose much of her chest, and she felt relieved. He wasn’t in a hurry, and his touch was gentle. She appreciated that since her skin felt like it was on fire. 

He gently traced the margins of the redness while explaining to her that the margins should shrink each day because of the antibiotics. After the margins were marked, he replaced her gown and said, “You must have traumatized the skin without knowing it. Dr. Payne told me about your book bag. Radiated skin is very sensitive. If the antibiotics don’t help, I may have to open up your scar and see if there is fluid underneath. That fluid may need to be drained if it’s the source of the infection.”

Lacey’s expression became troubled. “You mean, I might have to have another surgery?”

“It’s possible, but let’s just hope the antibiotics will do the trick.”

Lacey nodded. 

Amber left the room saying, “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

George and Lacey sat in silence for a few moments. Finally, George broke the silence, “Are you okay?” 

Lacey nodded. 

George said, “You’re too young to have to deal with all of this. I’m sorry.”

Lacey nodded again and pursed her lips. “I’m okay. It could be worse,” she said. 

He stared at her for a moment longer as if he wanted to say more, but he didn’t. Then he stood and leaned forward to touch her right forearm, “I’m going to go write orders and get your room assignment for admission. I’ll be by to see you in the morning. Have a good day.”

“Thanks,” she replied.

Lacey sat still and stared at the wall for several minutes. She was trying to process the events of the day. She didn’t understand how she could have cellulitis months after her surgery scar had healed. She hadn’t realized how much damage the radiation had done. She whispered, “Lord, I don’t want another surgery. Please let this antibiotic work.” She shivered as she started to feel cold again. 

Her thoughts turned to George. She couldn’t deny her feelings for him. She was enamored. Every moment she was with him made her want more moments with him. She had to be in love, but how could that be possible? She’d heard him lecture once and had spoken with him on three different occasions, two of them being today. How could she feel such strong emotions for a man she hardly knew? She didn’t understand the connection she felt to him, but it felt deep, and she knew she was in over her head. Her attraction to him felt like a powerful magnet, and she didn’t think she could break loose, even if she tried. 

She cautioned herself. She had, suddenly and without choice, become his patient, so this complicated everything. As a medical student, she had been required to sit through ethics lectures about doctor-patient relationships, and she knew they were not wise. A patient could easily misconstrue a doctor’s knowledge and expertise as something more than a doctor’s care for a patient. She could see how a patient could easily become enamored with a doctor’s authority, along with his physical appeal. The patient could then project that the doctor was not only caring for her but that he might have feelings for her, too. She didn’t want to fall into this trap. 

Then she reasoned that George wasn’t technically her doctor. He was only temporary coverage. This thought made her feel a little better until she realized that he probably didn’t return her feelings anyway. She sighed loudly and then decided she would prefer to dismiss that thought.
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Chapter Three
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The next morning, Lacey was feeling groggy from the pain medicine. She had experienced sweating alternating with chills throughout the night. Her skin still felt like it was on fire, and she just wasn’t feeling well. She sat up to drink a cup of coffee, and there was a knock on the door. 

“Good morning,” George said, as he stepped inside the room. 

“Good morning, Dr. Andreas,” Lacey replied, smiling at the sight of him. 

As he came closer to the bed, she could smell his aftershave. It was a mix of wood, evergreen, and musk. Lacey inhaled deeply to take his scent in fully. “You smell good,” she said, without thinking and felt her face flush.

“Thanks,” he said smiling, as he sat down in the chair by her hospital bed. “How are you feeling, Beautiful?” He asked with a big grin on his face. 
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