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“How many bikers do you think we can fit in the waiting area?”

“From what I’ve seen, fourteen and about as many wives.” The nurse to my left popped open an energy drink and took a long sip. “And a few guys who look like they’re with the mafia.”

“Can we also talk about how all of the women are beautiful?” Layla sighed. “They’ve all been here for hours, and somehow, they all look like they stepped off the cover of a magazine.”

“From the woman who also looks like she stepped off the cover of a magazine,” I muttered.

I had worked with Layla for the past two years, and she always looked good. She could work two back-to-back twelve-hour shifts and still be gorgeous. I worked two back-to-back twelves and looked like I had been ridden hard and put away wet. Twice.

Layla was pretty and a genuinely lovely person to be around. 

She stuck out the tip of her tongue and crossed her eyes. “You mean like this?” she giggled.

“Even like that, you are still pretty,” the other nurse sighed.

“You’re both pretty, too,” Layla laughed and leveled her gaze on me. “Even after you dyed your pretty red hair brown.”

Last week, I had gotten a wild idea and headed to the salon for a change—chopping off five inches and dying my naturally red hair a light chestnut. I liked it. Obviously, Layla was still trying to adjust to it. “It was time for a change, and I can always go back to red whenever I want.”

“I think you look good with brown hair,” the nameless nurse confided.

I tilted my head to the side and saw her nametag. Bailey. Even after working with her several times, I could never remember her name. I repeated it a few times in my head and tried to memorize her face.

“Birdie,” Layla called.

I shook my head and blinked. “Uh, yeah?”

“Why the hell were you staring at Bailey?” she laughed.

“I was?” I cringed. “I was zoning out.” Busted. And also creepy. My cheeks heated, and I knew I was blushing ten shades of pink.

“And you’re only four hours into your shift,” Layla laughed. “Hopefully, you don’t zone out when caring for the hot biker in three-thirteen.”

“Oh, boy,” Bailey sighed. “Talk about a tall drink of water I would love to drown myself in. He grumbles at me every time I call him Grant, and I know I should be afraid of him, but I’m not,” Bailey laughed. She fanned her face with her hand and leaned back in her chair.

“All right, ladies,” I scolded lightly. “I don’t think we should discuss a patient like this.”

“You’re right,” Layla sighed. “We’ll save it for when we go to the bar after work.”

“Can we go to Bay’s?” Bailey asked. “I’m starving, and they have an amazing double grilled cheese with bacon.”

“As long as they have a cold beer, I am in.” Layla nodded at me. “You’re coming with us, right?”

I shook my head. “I think I am going to pass.” Two baskets of scrubs at home had been staring at me for the past couple of days. My last clean pair of scrubs were currently covering my body, and I had two more shifts before an off day. 

“You have better plans than sitting around with us while we talk about hot bikers?” Bailey laughed.

Layla always invited me out after work, but I never took her up on it. Nice to be invited, but I didn’t want to go.

I gathered my papers and signed out of the computer. “Two loads of laundry and reruns of Alf to watch.”

“Who?” Bailey asked.

“That furry alien dude from the eighties?” Layla laughed.

“That would be him.” I was a baby when the show initially aired, but it had been my dad’s favorite. He had all the episodes on VHS and watched them all the time while I was growing up.

“Are you guys speaking a foreign language?” Bailey asked. “Furry alien dude?”

Lyla tipped her head to the side. “I know you’re younger than me, Bailey, but you have to know who Alf is. Like, girl, do you live under a rock?”

“No,” Bailey laughed. “I was just born in the twenty-first century.”

I closed my eyes and sighed. “What?” Bailey was way younger than I thought she was. “How old are you?”

“Twenty-two.”

Oh, sweet Jesus. Bailey was just a baby.

I opened my eyes and dropped my jaw.

“Girl, what?” Layla wheezed. “How the hell are you that young?”

Bailey tipped her head to the side. “Uh, well, because I was born January 3rd, 2001.”

“A baby,” I whispered.

“How the hell are you an RN if you’re only twenty-two?” Layla demanded.

“I graduated early when I was sixteen and started college right away. I passed the NCLEX when I was eighteen.”

“You somehow made me feel incredibly old and stupid all at the same time,” Layla sighed. “When I was eighteen, I was a senior in high school and had no clue what I wanted to do with my life.”

“Same,” I agreed, “although I did know I wanted to be a doctor. That didn’t happen until I was almost thirty, though.”

“By the time Bailey is thirty, she’ll have been a nurse for twelve years.” Layla whistled and shook her head. “Damn. Now I feel really old.”

“You feel old?” I laughed and stood. “I am absolutely ancient and need to go lay down now.”

“Maybe wait until after you make your rounds,” Bailey suggested.

Was she joking or being serious? “Uh, yeah.” 

I had three patients to check in on, then needed head back to the ER for whatever else was going to come through the door today. The ER was short on doctors, and I had been filling in when they needed me, which tended to be a lot. I had to admit that I did like the rush I got when a patient walked through the door. You never knew what was going to happen.

The past four years, I had loved working in NICU, but it was nice to have a change of pace in the ER.

“Birdie!”

I turned and watched Luna, Greta, and another woman walking toward me.

“Are you headed to check on Easy?” Luna asked.

“Did his tests come back?” Greta interrupted.

I looked between Greta and Luna. “Uh, hello to you, too.”

“Morning,” Greta and Luna chirped in unison.

“And, yes, Easy is on my list of things to do. Uh, people to do. Check on.” Why were words hard? It was like I knew what I wanted to say, but sometimes, it just didn’t come out as I wanted.

Greta snickered. “I don’t think he’s up for doing that right now. At least, not until you figure out why he dropped like a ton of bricks yesterday.” 

I had planned on making Easy’s room my last stop on my rounds, but that wasn’t going to happen with these three hunting me down in the hallway. “I haven’t gotten the results back from the MRI yet. I do plan on swinging by his room, but right now, I don’t have any answers about why he passed out yesterday.” 

A lot of possibilities floated around my head, but I wasn’t going to say any of them out loud. Not yet. 

“He said he had a headache for a few days, and his vision was blurry,” the woman reminded me.

I had seen her before, but I didn’t know who she was. 

“I’m his mom,” the woman blurted. “Gwen.”

Oh. Oh. I reached out my hand to her and strained to smile. “I’m Dr. Birdie.”

Gwen shook my hand. “I know. I don’t mean to be rude, but I just want answers on what is wrong with Grant.”

I hated this part of my job. Not knowing what was wrong with a patient while their family and friends looked at me like I had all the answers.

I certainly didn’t this time.

“Right now, I don’t have any answers.” I nodded down the hallway to Easy’s room. “Why don’t we head into his room, and we can talk there.”

“I’m sorry, Birdie,” Greta cringed. “We shouldn’t have bombarded you in the hallway like this.” 

They headed down to Easy’s room, and I followed closely behind.

Easy was propped up in the bed, and we gathered around him. There was also an older man sitting in the corner.

“What’s the word, Doc,” the man asked.

“Jesus, Dad. Can you give her a second to catch her breath?” Easy laughed. “It’s not like I’m on my deathbed or something.”

Gwen gasped and closed her eyes. “Can you please not say that, Grant?”

Luna put her arm around Gwen and pulled her to her side. 

“Mom,” Greta cried. 

I looked from Greta to Gwen. Then to Easy and back to Greta.

Greta was Easy’s sister? Small world. 

Things had been a whirlwind the past twenty-four hours, and no one had taken a second to tell me who was who or how they were all connected.

“Everyone stops talking except for the doc,” Easy’s dad growled.

All eyes turned to me.

“Uh, well...” I stammered.

“Did you sticking him in that box to take pictures show you anything?” Easy’s dad stood and ran his fingers through his hair.

“Gambler,” Gwen hissed. “Calm down.”

“Dammit, Gwen. I want some damn answers as to why our twenty-something son dropped like a ton of bricks yesterday.”

I stepped to the computer at the side of the room and logged in. 

“It was probably nothing,” Easy sighed. “Just let me out of here, Doc.”

That was not going to happen. Not before we figured out why a seemly healthy man in his twenties passed out.

“I’m just going to check to see if the test results came back.” Five minutes ago, they hadn’t been there, and even if they were there now, I wasn’t going to tell them. I scrolled through his chart, but there wasn’t anything new. “Nothing yet. I’ll finish up my rounds and then check to see what the holdup is.”

“You guys are charging us up the asshole for every tissue Easy is using, and you can’t seem to get the results from an MRI?” Gambler grunted.

This wasn’t the first time I had heard something like that, and it wasn’t going to be the last. 

I completely sympathized with what Gambler was saying, though. It was not cheap to be in the hospital, and I was trying to get Easy discharged as soon as I could. But not until the test results came back.

“Dad,” Greta scolded. “Don’t be mad at Birdie. She’s doing everything she can.”

Gambler flopped back in his chair and grunted.

I logged out of the computer and moved over to Easy. “Are you feeling okay otherwise?” I asked him.

“Just a headache when the pain meds wear off,” he shrugged.

That was what was worrying me. “Let me finish up my rounds, and then I’ll take a trip down to radiology to see what the hold-up is.” I wasn’t sure I would get any answers, but that was the most I could do right now.

I slipped out of the room and closed the door softly behind me.

Easy seemed better today, but I was still worried about what was going on with him. 

And as far as the people in that room and all the other ones in the waiting room were concerned, I was the one who was going to figure everything out.

God help me because I was going to need it.

*
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Chapter Two 


Easy
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“Maybe we should transfer you to a different hospital.”

Greta glared at Dad. “What good would that do? The only other hospital even remotely close is Hudson, and I wouldn’t even trust taking a chicken there.”

“And that is saying a lot because chickens are devil birds.” Luna glanced at Mom and quirked her lips. “Devil. Birds,” she enunciated slowly.

“Better off taking him to Greta’s clinic,” Mom agreed.
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