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CHAPTER ONE

​
Pseudofolliculitis and Acrochordon

 


​ His name was
Roscoe, so I was expecting a fat hillbilly missing teeth. I thought
it was odd that someone like that would be asking to have an
unobtrusive birthmark removed, especially one on the left elbow
rather than a splotchy facial disfigurement. So I was surprised to
see a handsome black man sitting in the examination chair. He was
young and dressed well.

I was a little flustered. As a dermatologist,
and not one who does any kind of plastic surgery, I frankly don't
meet a lot of patients who are more than passingly attractive --
they all have bad skin, for one. But Roscoe Baltimore was
different, with a face chiseled from dark chocolate, a ruggedly
square jawline and dark eyes.

As we went through the standard intake
questions and I took a look at his birthmark, I was taken aback
again by his claim to be a stripper who was sexually active twice
or more daily.

"That is a lot of sex, Mr. Baltimore," I
said. He smiled. He had dimples and a chipped tooth, both of which
I found very sexy. Aside from a prostitute I saw during my
residency, I had never had a patient claim to have so much sex.

"Do you ever... y'know, hang out with
patients?"

"Hang out? Like a date?" I said. "I don't
know about that."

"Something along those lines," he said. His
upper lip twitched and I felt my face blush. "I know you like me.
Just meet me at the lobby to the Best Southern hotel down the
street. I'll be there, no questions asked. You can be professional
for this appointment, and a wild animal at the hotel. Totally
ethical."

My heart raced and I nodded, not sure myself
whether I would go or not. The thought that a sexy man like this
wanted me was exhilarating. I had never thought a man of his
caliber would be attracted to someone like me. I cleared my throat
and somehow managed to finish up the appointment on auto pilot. I
couldn't even pay attention to my own trembling words as I
explained his options to deal with the birthmark.

But the appointment did end, and Roscoe shook
my hand, thanking me for my time on his way out the door. His grip
was strong and electrifying, and it cemented my decision to meet
him at the hotel like he said.

My sexual arousal vanished with my next
patient, one of the Medicaid charity cases my practice's owner, Dr.
Patel, insisted we take on. Charlie Saxton was fat and he smelled
bad and his skin was terrible because he never showered (in
addition to the hidradenitis). It was not a pleasant addition to my
caseload, and I would have quit the job except that I still needed
it for the time being. Once I officially finished my fellowship in
a few weeks, I'd have a trust fund slip out of escrow right into my
lap, enough to pay off my entire student loan and live like a queen
the rest of my life.

I sighed and took a deep breath, remembering
Roscoe for a few moments longer before entering the exam room to
see Mr. Saxton.

 


***

​ He was
waiting for me in the hotel lobby, and he had changed into a fancy
suit. He looked like a secret agent, I thought, and he had been so
confident I would sleep with him, he had already booked us a
room.

I was not the kind of person who would ever
screw a stranger, at least not since my undergrad days. But I had
been bored and single for too long, and Roscoe seemed so kind,
clean and sexy. He was waiting for me in the hotel lobby, looking
sexy with his chipped-tooth grin and muscles bulging through his
clothes.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
AUNG || LATIUN

JFA DUGIUK






