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      “So what’s it going to take, Sasha?” Becca asks pointedly before taking another sip of coffee.

      I shoot her a pointed grimace. “I’m not asking for fucking Henry Cavill,” I grouse. “Is it really too much to want a good, steady guy who treats me well but also makes my toes curl and my lady bits swoon when I see him?”

      She arches an eyebrow and thinks about that as she continues to drink her coffee. Way too slowly for the small break we’re allotted. I tap my fingers impatiently next to my empty coffee cup. Finally, she finishes and sets hers on the peeling laminate tabletop.

      “Yes,” she says flatly, rising to rinse her cup. “Because the type of guy who curls your toes is going to know he’s hot shit. And that doesn’t exactly translate to boyfriend material.”

      “Oh? And what exactly is my type?” I rise from my chair, setting my coffee mug back in its usual spot without rinsing it. Lord knows I’m going to be back in here for another cup soon anyway.

      “‘Henry Cavill’ says it all, my dear,” she replies airily as she heads back into the main office. “Tall, dark, handsome, blue eyes, rockin’ bod. Your type. You set your standards too damn high and you’re stuck in a no-dating rut.”

      I frown deeply as I approach the intake station and grab the chart slotted into my cubby. I’m not exactly in a position to argue, as she’s not wrong. But having it pointed out so bluntly is beyond annoying. Just because I hold out for my “type” doesn’t mean I’m hopelessly stuck.

      “It’s called having standards,” I respond drily. “I can define that if it’s unclear.”

      “So are you ever going to tell me why that’s a type you can’t seem to break away from?” she teases, totally ignoring my not-so-subtle dig as she settles in at the nurses’ station. Her eyes suddenly widen. “Oh god, that’s not what your dad looks like, is it?”

      My eyes flick up from the chart in my hands.

      “Becca, that’s disgusting.” I gesture to my dark blond hair. “Besides, where do you think I got this?”

      She shrugs and grins mischievously. “Good. Because daddy issues are a whole other ballgame. So who was it? First boyfriend? First lay? Both?” Her eyebrows waggle suggestively.

      This time I slam the folder closed. “Christ, Becks, keep your voice down.” My eyes dart around, hoping nobody else heard her.

      “Oh, this must be good, you little prude, you,” she says, greedily rubbing her hands together.

      “I’m not a prude,” I protest. “I just don’t talk about my sex life at work. Or jump into bed with every guy I date.” I shoot her a meaningful, if not teasing, stare.

      “Maybe you should give it a try sometime. It’s every bit as fun as it sounds,” she retorts with a wink. “Fine, have it your way. Go to your ten a.m., but we’re having drinks after work, and I am getting this story.”

      “Have it your way,” I reply mockingly, “just so long as you’re buying.”

      “I think I will have it my way, thank you very much,” she replies airily. But then her eyes go wide as she looks over my shoulder.

      I turn to see the chief of our unit headed at us, a stern frown on his grey-bearded face. He’s always in a shit mood, and I know I need to get in to see my patient before I become his next target.

      “Dr. MacDougall is all you, Becks,” I whisper with a sly grin before shooting into exam room seven. I just catch her annoyed glare as I close the door behind me.
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      “I swear. I love my job, but if one more old man tries to feel me up while I’m doing an echo, I’m going to respond with violence.” I take a huge gulp of the martini in front of me, knowing even that won’t wash away the memory of his wrinkled paw squeezing my ass.

      Becca shoots me a sympathetic look from across the small table we’re perched at. It barely fits our drinks, and the place is packed, but I guess I should’ve realized that, as it’s a Friday night. I just don’t pay much attention to the days of the week anymore, unless it’s a school night. The hazards of working at a cardiac unit that’s open seven days a week while going to school to graduate from nurse to nurse-practitioner. My days have two classifications: non-school days that are just long and difficult, and school days which are so grueling they could be considered a form of torture. Christ, I’m such a masochist.

      “Been there,” Becca agrees. “But honestly, I wouldn’t have even minded. It’s been way too long since I’ve had any action.”

      I laugh incredulously. “I find that hard to believe.”

      She shrugs. “Oh, believe it. Even I go through dry spells. And you know what they say about desperate times …” She looks around at the crowds wistfully before her eyes wander back to mine. “If only there were anyone here worth going after. But we have other business to get to anyway. Now. About Henry Cavill.”

      “What about him? Did you want to go see a movie after this?” I dodge jokingly.

      One of Becca’s perfectly shaped eyebrows lifts. I throw up my hands in defeat.

      “Fine. But you’re going to make fun of me.”

      “Moi? I would never.” The evil glint in her eye belies her innocent tone. “Seriously, though, out with it. I’m on a mission here to get us both laid.”

      “Getting laid isn’t really an issue,” I reply with a shrug. At five-and-a-half feet, with blond hair and curves in all the right places, attracting male attention has never been a problem. The opposite, in fact, especially working in the medical profession. Though frankly I think just being female is enough, since I know most of the other nurses and MAs at work have to deal with the same crap. You’d think it was still 1950, not 2020, the way some of these old bastards behave. And in a facility that deals exclusively with heart problems, we pretty much get mostly elderly patients.

      “So out with it,” Becca prompts. “Maybe we can cleanse you of your need for Superman.”

      I stick my tongue out at her, and she laughs.

      “Fine,” I reply with a sigh. “But if I tell you, you have to promise not to laugh.”

      Becca presses her lips together in amusement and gestures for me to continue, twirling her dark brown hair around a finger while her equally dark brown eyes survey me. We’ve worked together at the cardiac unit for too many years — she was already a medical assistant when I started there during nursing school — and have been friends just as long, so she knows me better than almost anybody. But this … this, I’ve never told anyone.

      I down the rest of my drink. What the hell. Here goes.

      “When I was fourteen, I went to my first airshow sans parents,” I begin. Becca grins widely. I don’t have to explain the significance of that to her; she grew up in San Diego too, attending the annual airshow just the same as I always have. Ogling the hot guys on offer, in uniform and out. Going on your own meant the chance to flirt unimpeded by parental units.

      “So, your Henry was a hunky sailor, huh?” she teases.

      I shrug. “I don’t know,” I reply honestly. “He wasn’t in uniform. We didn’t even speak. My friends were pulling me toward the hangar, and I looked up and there he was. He was with a group of guys heading the other direction.”

      I close my eyes, bringing up the mental picture that hasn’t faded in detail, despite it being ten years ago.

      “He was older than me, maybe late teens? But he had dark-brown hair and the most beautiful, clear blue eyes I’d ever seen. Seriously, when we locked eyes, I froze in place. I couldn’t move. He was so gorgeous. So fucking perfect. But mostly …” I open my eyes to see Becca staring, enraptured.

      “What?” she prompts impatiently.

      I scrunch up my nose. In for a penny …

      “I felt it,” I admit on a sigh. “A tug in my chest. Like the world dropped away, and it was just us. Like the universe went quiet so I could hear the pounding of my heart. Feel the connection between us like it was a living thing.” I lean back, lamenting my empty glass. “And then my friends pulled me away and I lost him in the crowd.”

      Becca sits up straight, her face dropping.

      “That’s it? You saw some guy during fleet week ten years ago who got your hormones going and you’re spoiled for anyone who doesn’t have dark hair and blue eyes? Fuck, Sash, that’s nuts.”

      “And that’s me, done for the night,” I reply, rising from my seat.

      She reaches out and grabs my hand, pulling me back as I retreat. “I’m sorry,” she replies. “Please, stay. I’ll even buy you another drink.”

      A small smile finds its way onto my lips, and I sink back into the chair.

      “You’re forgiven. But I swear I’m not crazy. I don’t think I date guys who look like that because of him. I think that’s just what I find attractive. But what I can’t seem to find is something that moves me the way looking into his eyes did.” I pause, trying to figure out how to explain it. I look back up, and Becca is staring at me curiously. “It was like … seeing a stranger, but knowing everything about him was just there, waiting for me to know. And everything in me wanted that, wanted to know him. Like it would be the answer to everything.” I can tell by the look on her face that she totally doesn’t get where I’m coming from, so I just stop, shaking my head.

      “I can’t say I understand,” she replies slowly. “But that’s cool. I mean, I get wanting to really feel something with someone. But I guess I didn’t realize you were such a fucking romantic.”

      I laugh at Becca’s talent for keeping things from getting too serious. “I’m really not. It was just a thing that happened. But it’s always stuck in my head. Like that’s the way it should be. That’s how I should feel when I meet the right guy.”

      “So that’s why you’ve only had a handful of relationships that never lasted longer than a few months the whole time I’ve known you?”

      “I don’t know. I guess I always chalked that up to focusing on school, and my career. And, I mean, I’m only twenty-four. But I guess, yeah, I’ve never really felt that again. I’m not stupid, though, Becks. It’s not like I don’t give guys a chance. Even if there’s not that initial spark. I try to stick around, waiting for it. But it never comes.”

      “Wow,” Becca mouths.

      “Have you ever felt that way?” I ask, suddenly wondering if something is wrong with me.

      “I’ve been attracted to guys. Wanted to jump their bones. Well, actually jumped their bones,” she allows. “But I can’t say I’ve ever had my universe go quiet.”

      “Fuck you, Becca. Fuck you.” Becca, thankfully, is extremely difficult to offend, and she just laughs in response.

      “You wish,” she jokes with a wink. “You know I don’t swing that way.”

      “Me neither. But wouldn’t that just solve both of our problems,” I tease back with my own wink.
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      The next morning I fill my coffee mug to the brim and stifle a yawn as I head into our mandated morning staff tag-up. Becca joins me as I pass the nurses’ station, cradling her own giant cup of java.

      “Someday,” she sighs, “I’ll have a job where I don’t have to be in at six a.m. on a Saturday. I wonder what MacDougall wants, anyway.”

      “There’s a new doc on the block,” a cheery voice comes from behind us.

      We both look back to see my supervisor, Julianna Magnusson, approaching, looking every inch the morning person she is, all bright-eyed with a pep in her step. Well, supervisor, mentor, and friend. None of us would make it without Jules. She’s been a nurse practitioner at Rutherford Hospital for ten years and was a nurse here for six before that. She knows more than just about anyone at the hospital how things run across units. Which also makes her privy to the best gossip.

      “Yeah? Any dirt?” Becca asks gleefully as Jules joins us.

      Jules sweeps her burgundy hair into a ponytail with a quiet smile. “Only that he’s coming from Cedars-Sinai in L.A., where he also apparently did his cardiac surgery training.” Becca gives her a disappointed look and Jules laughs. “Sorry, babes, I bumped into Dr. MacDougall and that was all he had time to tell me. We’re all about to find out anyway.”

      Becca gives an indifferent shrug, clearly having wanted to know before everyone else, and Jules and I share a look as we enter the staff meeting room. We seem to be the last in, aside from Dr. MacDougall and our new addition. Becca sniffs the air suspiciously.

      “Oh god, what is it?” I ask. In a hospital, you never know what an odd smell is going to lead to.

      Becca takes another deep sniff and her eyes go wide. “Donuts!” And she’s off, dragging me across the room to where, behind a cluster of MAs, there are, in fact, two huge boxes of donuts.

      “Damn, Becks, you’re a freaking bloodhound,” I tease as she grabs the nearest donut and stuffs it in her face.

      “Oh my god, they’re still warm,” she groans around a mouthful of pastry.

      “You’re a nutjob,” I say with a laugh.

      “Good morning, everybody,” Dr. MacDougall’s voice booms from behind me.

      I spin in place at his clear call to order. As the room quiets, my eyes fall on our chief … and a man I’ve never seen before standing next to him. It takes my brain about two seconds when a loud gasp of recognition escapes me. Everyone turns to look, including him, and I blush deeply. Thankfully, Dr. MacDougall clears his throat, bringing the attention back to the front of the room. As he starts his usual greeting speech, Becca leans in.

      “What was that all about?” she whispers.

      I turn toward her so she can see the shock on my face, and my hand finds hers, gripping it tightly.

      “It’s him,” I hiss. Becca gives me a confused look, and I roll my eyes. “Universe Guy.”

      Becca gives me a skeptical look, her eyes turning back to the front. Taking in what I did. All six-feet-two-ish inches of the dark-haired, blue-eyed, and unquestionably sexy hunk of a well-built man in blue scrubs and a white lab coat standing next to Dr. MacDougall as he rambles about our round stats for the week.

      “Are you sure?” she whispers back. “Maybe you just think it’s Universe Guy because we were just talking about him.”

      With a lump in my throat, I chance another look at him. Thankfully, his eyes are roaming the crowd as Dr. MacDougall gives his usual boring speech that is now shifting toward a lecture on proper chart notes. The young man I remember was clean-shaven, and though this guy has a well-trimmed beard that defines his sharp jaw, otherwise it’s the exact face I remember, just a bit older. Same broad shoulders. Same trim waist. Though he’s filled out in the chest and arms, and I can practically see the muscles straining against the fabric of his shirt. But I’ve got the same butterflies in my stomach.

      “I don’t know. I’m pretty sure it’s him,” I mumble. As if he heard me, his eyes land on me. And the sound of Dr. MacDougall droning on muffles under the pounding of my heart in my ears. My insides tighten. And, for the second time in my life, the universe goes quiet. A surge of emotion pounds through me, even stronger than the one ten years ago. I’ve never reacted to anyone this way, and it’s equal parts terrifying and thrilling, and I can’t stop staring back into his baby blues.

      But when his eyes snap away suddenly, the volume comes rushing back. And I notice that my heart is pounding and I’m breathing like I just ran sprints. I take a deep breath to steady myself, hoping nobody noticed my ridiculous reaction to him.

      “… and so, finally, I’d like to introduce the newest addition to our team, specializing in cardiac surgery, Dr. Thompson. Though he was heavily recruited out of his residency with Cedars-Sinai, he chose to stay there — until now. We are extremely lucky to have him, so please join me in welcoming him to our team.”

      A smattering of applause rings around the room, and I clap my hands together with them, but I’m completely numb with shock.

      Dr. Thompson puts a hand up in greeting, and the room once again falls silent.

      “Thank you, everyone,” he says. And my jaw drops at the unmistakably posh British accent. “I’m Dr. Caleb Thompson. As you’ve probably noticed, I’m not originally from Los Angeles.” A few in the crowd, mostly females, titter at his comment. “I graduated from Cambridge seven years ago now, then moved to the States for my residency. While I enjoyed my time at Cedars-Sinai, I’m already very impressed with Rutherford Hospital, and I’m pleased to be working with you all. I will be making my rounds to get to know each of you throughout the day. But first, may I ask, who are my surgical nurses?” Jules’ hand goes up, as do several others. “Excellent. Good to put faces to the names on my sheet.” He holds a clipboard aloft with a smile that gets another few titters from the peanut gallery. But my heart is in my shoes.

      He moved here seven years ago. He can’t be Universe Guy. My eyes scan his face as he continues to talk about how he plans to integrate into established routines, consultations, and the like, but all I can think about is how much he looks like The Guy. I even had the same reaction. And then some. By the time he’s done and we’ve all been dismissed, I’m dumbly zoning out in my own bubble of confusion.

      I feel a tug on my elbow as Becca tries to get my attention.

      “Hey, I have to start processing patients. You okay?” I finally look up to see the look of pity on her face. She’s clearly also realized he can’t possibly be the same guy from my story.

      “Sure, yeah,” I mumble. “Sorry. I just could’ve sworn it was him.”

      Becca gives a light shrug. “Probably better that it isn’t,” she says gently. “After all, what’s the first rule of Nurses’ Club?”

      That gets a smile out of me. “Never talk about Nurses’ Club?” I tease.

      She wrinkles her nose and jiggles her head. “That just gets funnier every time I hear it,” she replies wryly, then gives me an expectant look.

      “I know, I know,” I reply with a sigh. “Never date a doctor.”

      It’s been drilled into me so many times. Not because it’s against policy; it’s not. But the relationship between doctors and their support staff is already difficult at best, and lives are literally on the line every day. Even in my time here, I see the wisdom of not complicating that further. Not that it matters. Even if he was Universe Guy, what chance would I have with a guy like that?

      “That’s right, boo,” Becca says. “Chin up.” She shoots a look at Dr. Thompson, who is deep in conversation with Jules. “If it helps, there are still donuts left.”

      A little chuckle escapes me, and it snaps me back to reality. What am I even doing thinking about this guy? He’s not who I thought he was. He’s now a doctor in our unit. Even if he was interested, it’s not going to happen. And while I hadn’t been planning on having one, I decide a donut sounds pretty damn good.

      “It does help,” I reply with a grateful smile. “Thanks, Becks. See you in a bit.”

      She gives me a wink and slips out the door. I grab the last glazed donut and follow suit, not even looking at Dr. Hottie on my way out. It’s better that way, because I have a feeling being too close to him wouldn’t go well for me.

      But Jules apparently has other ideas.

      “Sasha,” she calls as I step over the threshold, “come meet Dr. Thompson.”

      I turn slowly on the spot to find Jules staring at me expectantly. Dr. Thompson is looking at me, a half-smile on his face as he studies me curiously. His eyes sweeping casually over me sends chills down my spine.

      “Of course,” I reply, clearing my throat and switching the donut to my left hand so I can extend my right as I step toward them. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Thompson.”

      His large, warm hand slips into mine, and my insides do their little clenching thing again. He may not be who I thought he was, but, as Becca teased me about on Friday, I have a type. And he’s definitely it. I swallow hard and try not to let the nervous tension I feel affect my smile as I look up into his eyes. It doesn’t work, and I push back against the well of want that is bubbling up inside of me.

      “Sasha … Suvorin?” he guesses.

      I clear my throat, willing back my body’s reaction. “You’re a quick study,” I reply.

      His answering laugh is warm and rich, and does nothing to help me forget how attractive he is. “I am a doctor. We pretty much just memorize things for a living.” I’d like to respond, but for a moment all I can think is, Damn, that accent is sexy as hell. His hand lingers in mine for a little longer than is strictly necessary. Jules looks between us both, and I withdraw my hand self-consciously.

      “I have some experience with that. I’m working toward my master’s in nursing, and it’s pretty much the same,” I finally reply, finding myself again.

      His eyebrows jump and a slow smile spreads across his lips. I can’t help but stare, noting his bottom lip is fuller than the top. I watch him tuck it into his mouth, the hair under the center of his lip moving with it. It’s undeniably sexy.

      “Ah, yes, getting your MSN? That’s lovely,” he replies. And the way he says “lovely,” I know I’m going to be repeating it to myself in his accent for the rest of the morning. “So I don’t detect a Russian accent, despite the surname …”

      I smile tolerantly. I get that a lot. To the extent of actual strangers full on speaking to me in Russian like I should understand. “My grandparents came here many years ago, and my parents preferred we speak English at home so I didn’t have any trouble at school. I’m afraid I know about as much Russian as Jules here.”

      Jules smiles at me right as Dr. Franklin, one of our cardiologists, pops into the room. “Cal, my first consult is here. Join me?”

      Dr. Thompson — or Cal, apparently — gives him a sharp nod.

      “I expect I’ll be seeing you both around,” he says to Jules and me.

      “Of course,” Jules pipes chirpily.

      “Yes, nice meeting you,” I reply softly, but he’s already headed out the door. Thank god. I finally relax, the weird pull he has on my hormones now absent.

      Jules fans herself dramatically. “Is it hot in here or was it just him?” she gushes. “Whew! And he seems so nice. Definitely trouble with a capital T, that one.”

      My gut twinges unpleasantly, and I turn to toss the donut in the garbage, having completely lost my appetite.

      “He seems okay,” I say with a shrug.

      Jules smirks at me knowingly. “Oh please, if eye contact was a sex act, you two would’ve just gotten to third base.”

      “He’s too old for me,” I protest. Or at least, I assume he is.

      Jules snorts as she heads out the door, so I follow along. “He’s about my age,” she scoffs. “And I’m only ten years older than you. That’s no biggie.”

      “Except he’s a doctor, and —”

      “Yeah, yeah, yeah, never date a doctor. I practically invented that rule, Sasha. And do you know why?”

      I look up at her, since she’s a good four inches taller than me, not sure if this is a trap. “Why?”

      “Because I’ve dated enough doctors to know better.”

      “Precisely,” I respond. “So it doesn’t matter how old he is. It’s not like either of us is going to date him.”

      Jules cackles. “No, Sasha, I’ve dated enough doctors to know better. That’s part of the fun of having rules: breaking them to find out why they’re rules in the first place.”

      I shoot her a concerned look as we approach the supply closet. “I’m not sure how I feel about someone responsible for so many people’s lives on a daily basis having that kind of attitude,” I tease. Well, mostly tease. Jules is usually one of the most cautious people I know, so I find this reversal oddly confusing.

      She waves a hand at me as we start prepping our supplies for the day.

      “You know I would never endanger a patient. I’m not talking about that. I’m talking about you,” she replies seriously, maintaining firm but kind eye contact as she mechanically sorts syringes. “You’re so serious, so focused. If someone catches your eye, don’t write them off because of a rule that’s not even really a rule. You never know. That’s all I’m saying.”

      I raise an eyebrow. “I happen to like focusing on things that really matter,” I reply archly. “Ever since I started volunteering at this hospital as a teenager, I’ve always known this is what I wanted to do. I like focusing on it.” And not getting distracted by ridiculously hot doctors.

      “I know, Sash,” she says, handing me a stack of dressing gowns. “Just don’t be so focused that you miss out on other opportunities that are part of the human experience.” She winks at me, and I find myself a little aggravated. I may not be the most social person, but I’ve dated. I’ve gotten out. I mean, not exactly frequently these days, but she’s talking like I’m eschewing men and I need to drop everything to go after this one because we made some flirty eye contact. She doesn’t need to know about the other stuff, it would just encourage her.

      So instead of arguing, I just shake my head and wheel the stocked cart away, intent on focusing on what I always focus on: my job.

      It’s not long before Becca catches up with me, as I’m cleaning instruments in the sterilization area.

      “Hey, Dr. C is looking for you,” she tells me.

      I raise an eyebrow. Dr. Carson is my least favorite cardiologist on the unit. He’s extremely particular about how his exam rooms are set up and shoves most of his work off on the nurses regularly. Not that that’s terribly unusual, it’s just extra annoying because of his attitude.

      “Gee, well, I’ll just jump right over then,” I reply sarcastically, wrapping the scalpel in my hand in muslin before setting it in the sterilization tray. “You know. In a little while.”

      Becca leans back against the counter with a chuckle. “I thought you might say that.” She taps a long fingernail on her arm thoughtfully. “So, Dr. Thompson might not be your Universe Guy, but he’s still pretty cute, right?”

      I roll my eyes. “If you and Jules think he’s such hot stuff, you guys should go after him.”

      “Jules thinks he’s hot?”

      “What female in that room didn’t?” I reply with a shrug. “He was hot even before he opened his mouth.”

      Becca sighs dreamily. “Yeah, that accent is pretty amazing.” She shudders dramatically.

      I wrap the last instrument and settle it in the tray, then slide the tray into the autoclave and switch it on. We both step back to let it do its thing.

      “Look. I get it. He’s my type. He’s hot. He’s British. But he’s also a doctor, a coworker, and too old for me. I appreciate that you guys want me to find a guy, but I promise that I’m happy being single.”

      Becca looks past me, agape. On instinct, I turn around. And Dr. Caleb Thompson is standing in the doorway with a look on his face that says he heard everything. I internalize a heavy sigh. Yep. That’s about right. That’s pretty much how things go for me when it comes to men I might potentially be interested in.

      “Is there something I can help you with, Dr. Thompson?” I ask as evenly as I can, but inside I’m dying. Becca skitters out of the room, just squeezing by him. The fucking traitor.

      “I’m sorry, I — I didn’t mean to interrupt anything, I’ll just … I can come back later …” He’s clearly horribly embarrassed, as he’s stumbling over every other word.

      Despite my best efforts, I feel the heat creep up my cheeks. “No, I’m sorry. We shouldn’t have been —”

      “It’s okay, I really should … I can come back later.” He turns, but I stop him with a hand on his arm.

      “Please, can we just pretend like that never happened?” I shift nervously from foot to foot as his gaze meets mine. His clear blue eyes search mine for a moment, and my stomach flip-flops.

      “I’m sorry, pretend what never happened?” he replies with a small smile.

      Some of the tension in my shoulders lift at his obvious out.

      “You needed something?” I prompt, but still pretty much just wanting this to be over with so I can go crawl in a hole and die.

      “Yes, of course,” he replies, finding himself again. “I wanted to acquaint myself with the supplies, since I needed a few things anyway. I have a catheter angiography this afternoon.”

      “Well, I’m happy to show you where everything is, but one of us will take care of all of that for you,” I assure him.

      “I’m perfectly happy to, especially at first. It’ll be good for me to get to know where things are and how everything works, just in case.”

      Ugh. Seriously? As if his mere presence doesn’t reduce me to an idiotic mess, he’s also willing to do menial work that most doctors, especially surgeons, see as a waste of their time. They almost always expect the nurses to take care of everything that doesn’t strictly require an M.D. I mean, I get it, there are more nurses per patient than doctors, but still. He couldn’t just be smart and gorgeous, he had to be considerate too. And against my better judgment, I want to know more about him.

      “In that case, I’ll give you the grand tour,” I reply. I can only hope focusing on explaining everything will help me stay coherent this close to him. So I proceed to show him everything in the room, including a brief description of the sterilization process we use, before suggesting we go to the standard supply closet.

      “Yes, excellent, let’s,” he replies, tapping a finger to the side of his jaw. “But just one quick thing.”

      I pause, looking up at him expectantly. “Yes?”

      “For the record … I’m only thirty-two,” he says, as a blush creeps up his neck.

      I suck my lips into my mouth to stop myself from smiling, and my stomach does another little flip-flop. Breathe, Sasha, just breathe. He ducks his head self-consciously.

      “Duly noted, Dr. Thompson,” I reply, looking away to hide my blush.

      He looks up sheepishly. “After you, then, Nurse Suvorin,” he replies with a stern tone and a mock-serious expression to match.

      I’m usually a hard nut to crack, but that does it, and I can’t help laughing. I gesture for him to follow as I continue his tour.

      Not long after, we part ways, as he’s off to another consultation, this time with Dr. MacDougall. And Becca is waiting at the nurses’ station, obviously bursting to know what happened.

      “You’re dead, Dillon,” I say. “How could you leave me like that?”

      She pushes up on the balls of her feet and wrings her hands together. “I know, I’m sorry. I panicked. But it looks like you did just fine.” She gives me a pleading look, inviting me to spill every detail.

      “Only because he’s such a gentleman,” I insist. “But I’m still humiliated. God, I can’t believe he heard that.” I swipe a hand over my eyes, not wanting to go full meltdown in case he happens by again. “We need to seriously can it with the personal talk at work.”

      “Aw, man. Does that mean you’re not going to tell me more?” Becca pouts.

      “Later,” I insist, watching as one of my least favorite medical assistants, Lacey Petersen, heads towards us. Becca catches sight of her and nods understandingly.

      “Gotcha. Drinks after work?”

      “Dinner. You can drink if you want, but I’m going to need to eat. I’ve got a packed schedule this afternoon and I have to study later.”

      “Fine, fine,” she agrees. She waits a moment for Lacey to drop off some paperwork and walk away. “But come on, just give me one detail before you go.”

      I’m not normally one for gossip. But remembering the sparkle in his eyes when he was looking down at me in the sterilization room has me hard-pressed to keep from smiling. I inhale and close my eyes, letting myself sink into that moment. Allowing myself just a bit of hope before I squirrel it all away inside, never again to see the light of day.

      “He wanted me to know, for the record, that he’s thirty-two.”

      Becca squeals as quietly as she can manage. “He likes you,” she whispers gleefully.

      “I think he was just trying to make me feel better. You wanted a detail, now you’ve got one. Don’t make a thing of it.” I shoot her a firm look before returning to my rounds. But as soon as my back is turned, the façade melts, and I allow myself my own gleeful grin. Though I almost immediately chastise myself for it. No, Sasha. Strictly off limits. And I keep repeating it in my head every time my thoughts drift where they shouldn’t that afternoon. Eventually I lose track of how many times.
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