
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Working with the Doctor© 2020 by Dezi Dixon

      

      All rights reserved.  This copy is intended for the original purchaser of this book.  No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without prior written permission from the author except by reviewers who may quote brief excerpts in connection with a review.  Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights.  Purchase only authorized editions.  To obtain permission to excerpt portions of the text, please contact the author at dezi@dezidixon.com.

      

      This book is a work of fiction.  References to real people, events, establishments, organizations, or locations are intended only to provide a sense of authenticity, and are used factiously.  All other characters, and all incidents and dialogue, are drawn from the author’s imagination.

      

      Cover © 2020 Megan Matthews

      Editor: Amanda Brown

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Newsletter Signup

      

    

    
      
        Hello!

      

      
        1. Rayleen

      

      
        2. Isaac

      

      
        3. Rayleen

      

      
        4. Isaac

      

      
        5. Rayleen

      

      
        6. Isaac

      

      
        7. Rayleen

      

      
        8. Isaac

      

      
        9. Rayleen

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Loving the Doctor

      

      
        Newsletter Signup

      

      
        Want to Read More?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Sign up here: http://dezidixon.com/mailinglist/?p=subscribe&id=1

      

      

    

  


  
    
      We are the queens of procrastination. One way we pass our time is to watch people online who get us in trouble by selling us things or keep us from work. We’d couldn’t do this without all of you because you keep us sane. So this book is dedicated to Doodles of Pearls. We have spent many nights watching your shows and love the Cranberry Song.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Hello!

          

        

      

    

    
      We’re glad you’ve decided to pick up our book. One thing you should know before diving in is that you should laugh, snort, and maybe spit your water out a few times while reading. So sit back, relax, and don’t drown your eReader. We can’t be held responsible.
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      Having the hots for someone you work with is never easy. There’s always the dilemma of whether or not you should act on those feelings. I’d always been a good girl, and even though I’d thought prior coworkers were attractive, I’d never dated anyone.

      “Tell me again why we can’t do this at home?” my best friend Tenley asked as we walked on the treadmill.

      “Because getting out makes us accountable.” Lies. I told her that to get her to come to the workout facility at Paradise General. The real reason I wanted to work out at the gym there would arrive in three… two…

      “Good morning, ladies,” Isaac said as he sauntered into the room, a towel over his shoulder.

      “Morning Doctor Johnston,” Tenley replied.

      Me? I was too busy staring at the nice muscles on the man and trying not to show how much he affected me. This was one of those times I wished it were acceptable to wear sunglasses indoors so I could check him out without being so obvious.

      I averted my eyes to the screen on my machine so I wouldn’t be tempted to watch the doctor’s every move. Yes, it was why I was here, but when he walked in, I wasn’t sure how to act. When a treadmill whirled to life in front of us, my gazed lifted, and I saw Doctor McHottie trotting along like he was in one of those commercials running down the beach with the wind in his hair, not on Satan’s Sidewalk.

      “Earth to Rayleen,” Tenley called loudly from right beside me.

      My step faltered, and I almost fell off the moving belt. “You can’t do that to me,” I said as I grabbed hold of the handrails, righting myself.

      “I’ve been saying your name for a couple minutes.”

      My side eye told her I didn’t believe it.

      “Okay, so it was more like three times, but I swear you weren’t listening the first time.”

      I powered down the evil machine and wiped my face with the towel I’d brought.

      “See ya, Doc,” Tenley said as we passed Isaac on the way out.

      “Ladies,” he said with a smile and salute.

      Tenley’s eyes widened as she grabbed me by the elbow and pulled me through the gym and into the women’s locker room.

      “Holy crapballs, you like him!”

      “Shh, keep your voice down,” I scolded.

      “You like him?” she whispered with wide eyes.

      My shrug was the only answer she was getting.

      Tenley shrieked with joy and bounced up and down, clapping her hands. “Girl, we are going to snag you a doctor.”

      “Again, keep your voice down.” I made my way around the room looking under the stalls to make sure we were alone. “And we aren’t snagging me anything.”

      “Doctor Johnston is like one of Paradise Gen’s most eligible bachelors. Why wouldn’t you want a chance at that?”

      “Because if things go south, it might get way messy. It’s not worth it.”

      “C’est la vie. Grab the bull by the horns. You are a strong independent woman.”

      “That’s life? Really?”

      “Huh?”

      “C’est la vie. That’s what it means.”

      “I thought it meant seize the day.”

      “Carpe diem.”

      “What?”

      Tenley was thoroughly confused.

      “Carpe diem. It means seize the day.”

      “Then you go out there and carpe diem, bitch.”
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        * * *

      

      “Nope, I can’t do it.” I looked in the mirror, studying my reflection. Tenley had come over to help me get ready, and I shouldn’t have taken her up on the offer. My hair was down in big curls, makeup done tastefully yet sexy, and the skinny jeans and shirt hugged my figure.

      “He’s sure to notice you.”

      “Why am I going into work on my day off again?”

      Tenley shook her head. “Because you’re going to get your man.”

      “For the last time, he’s not my man.”

      “Well, not with that attitude. Now, chin up, boobies out, and repeat after me, ‘my name is Rayleen, and I’m one badass, sexy bitch.’”

      Without a word, I grabbed my keys and headed out the door. I could tell Tenley wouldn’t let me back out. If I drove up and got a coffee, I’d waste enough time to pretend I’d been on the lookout for Isaac.

      I knew where he’d be, not because I stalked him or anything, because I didn’t. The two of us worked together. He was one of the most sought-after surgeons, and I was his surgical nurse. It only made sense that I’d develop a little crush on the man since we worked so closely together. I watched him save lives day after day. I also saw the toll it took on him when he couldn’t save someone.

      “Hey, Ray, isn’t it your day off today?”

      I jumped, startled that anyone was even talking to me. I don’t get why I thought I’d be able to get in and out unnoticed.

      “Kenton, you scared me.”

      “You look nice. You have a big date?”

      “Thanks. And no.” I didn’t realize how badly I needed to hear that from someone other than Tenley.

      “So, what are you doing here?”

      I still hadn’t come up with a reason, and now I had to dig up something on the fly. I was a horrible liar. “Ah… I… thought I… um, I needed to check on a patient.”

      A smile played at the corner of his lips. “Sure, okay.”

      I was about to open my mouth, another excuse on the tip of my tongue, when I saw him. Isaac was walking down the hall, shoulders slumped. Something was wrong. I hated seeing him like that.

      “If you’d excuse me, please.”

      “Of course. Good seeing you.”

      I waved in lieu of a goodbye as I made my way toward where I’d last seen him. When I got to the end of the hall, I looked both ways and right in time to see him heading into the garden area he frequented when he was upset. He once told me it was a good spot because no one seemed to go there and he could be alone.

      I hustled up, knowing whatever had him upset had to be big since he was retreating to his sanctuary. Walking in, I found Isaac sitting on a bench with his head bowed. My steps slowed as he looked up, and our eyes met.

      “Rayleen?” he asked with furrowed brows.

      “Hey.”

      “What are you doing here?”

      “That’s the second time I’ve been asked that today.”

      “You’re not on the schedule. Usually we all avoid the place.”

      I walked slowly, my heart racing as I neared him. “I wanted to check on a patient.” The lie came easier this time. “I saw you, though. Are you okay?”

      “What makes you think something’s wrong?”

      “You’re here.”

      Isaac stood and made his way in front of me. “I’ve never seen you with your hair down like this.”

      “Not much of a chance when we’re at work.”

      “No, I suppose not.”

      “Are you okay?”

      “No.”
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      Emotions battled deeply within me at her presence. Rayleen smelled like vanilla in a sea of lilacs. Granted, the lilac scent came from the gardens surrounding us, but the vanilla was all her. Normally I was better at hiding the thoughts I had for Ray, but my interactions with a patient earlier had me distracted, and I allowed myself to look at how her shirt hugged her breasts too long.

      It was a curse having a hot OR nurse, but I promised myself we would always be professional and I would never allow my feelings to get in the way. Rayleen Daniels was an exceptional nurse, and I wouldn’t lose her just because sometimes my dick wanted to get wet.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to talk about it?” she pressed as her body lined up against mine, her heat seeping through my scrubs.

      “I had to tell Mitch Jamison he didn’t qualify for the transplant any longer.”

      Ray sucked in a breath. “He doesn’t? He’s been waiting so long. Without a heart, there’s no saying how much longer he’ll make it.”

      Her words caused my gut to clench with knowledge I already had. I’d given Mitch a death sentence. “An orderly caught him smoking out back. After I talked to him for a few minutes, he admitted he hadn’t been able to quit.”

      To stay on the transplant list, patients needed to follow certain guidelines. Not smoking happened to be a big one. A person leaving a transplantee their heart was a huge gift and we couldn’t just give that to anyone. Before they received a new organ, they had to prove they would follow the rules and take care of it once it became their own. I couldn’t in good conscience keep him in his spot on the list if he’d be smoking with his brand-new heart.

      At times being a doctor was one of the most wonderful professions in the world. I truly loved helping patients get better. When I caught the light in their eyes as they said thank you because they were healthy enough to return home. Those were the times I relished.

      But there were darker sides to the profession — one where I had to give the bad news. It forced me to look in the eyes of another human being I wouldn’t be able to save but still needed to give hope regardless.

      We’d walked back to my open garden space in the hospital courtyard and I sat with a heavy heart on the small bench on the path. Ray followed, sitting beside me, crushed against my side on the tiny piece of furniture. Her presence helped, but guilt and worry still filled my soul.

      I’d wanted to be a doctor since elementary school, it was a calling from deep in my soul, but that didn’t mean I enjoyed it every day. I studied medicine to help people, but it seemed the more time went on, everyone wanted a quick fix. No one worked to change their lifestyles or admit if they continued on their path they would die too soon. If there wasn’t a pill for them to pop in the morning, they’d rather just avoid the situation. They constantly made me the bad guy, but I wanted my patients to live long and healthy lives.

      Rayleen leaned closer, her hand resting on my thigh. “Are you going to be okay?” Her eyes held sincerity in their depths.

      I shook my head and took in a deep breath, letting her essence envelop me. “It’s just so damn hard. You know?”

      She nodded and squeezed my leg, her fingertips sending electrical pulses up my leg. “I’m assuming Mitch didn’t take it well?”

      “Do they ever?” It was the hardest part of my job and I didn’t have any ill will toward Mitch even though he lost his cool, called me names, and threatened to sue. I’d have done the same damn thing in his shoes.

      “I’m so sorry, Isaac. You must remember you aren’t responsible for people’s poor choices. The only thing we can do is guide them in the best direction for their health, and then they have to take it from there.”

      She wasn’t only a beautiful face, but Ray always had a welcomed piece of advice. Since we’d been working together, she changed my life in so many ways. I no longer just went to the gym on Mondays and Wednesdays, but I showed up more often when Ray happened to be there. Even our early morning chats over a cup of coffee as we reviewed our day brought me joy.

      I laid my hand on top of hers, running my thumb over her smooth skin delicately. “Thank you, Ray. I’ve always appreciated you as a nurse. You’ve changed my life.”

      We looked into one another’s eyes, and I saw nothing but compassion and love in hers. I’d been attracted to her since day one, but I’d always assumed it was one-sided until right then. As I tried to memorize her expression at that very moment, I questioned whether there could be more on her side.

      As I debated how to spend the next six months figuring out if Ray had any feelings for me through various tests and situational responses, her face came closer until her lips touched mine. She drew me into a soft but sweet kiss. The world stopped, and just the Ray and me sat in the cocoon we created together. I deepened the kiss, and she moaned into my mouth. Her hands searched my chest, and then a car honked in the parking lot, reminding us we weren’t far away from our coworkers and patients.

      I pulled back, my eyes wide and startled as I tried to process what we’d done. “I’m so sorry, Ray. That was unprofessional of me. It will never happen again.”

      Her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink and she stood from the bench we shared, brushing at her pants and promising it wasn’t a big deal before she ran off up the path and I lost sight of her.
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      It had been a couple of days since I’d seen Isaac. I didn’t dare come in again on any of my other days off work. After what he’d said about the kiss between us never happening again, I needed time to regroup and lick my wounds. That kiss had been the greatest of my adult life. I didn’t want things between Isaac and me to be over. I wanted them to be just beginning.

      There was no more time for sulking, though. My shift had started half an hour ago, and I had a meeting with the man in question. That’s why I’d taken time to make sure I looked on point. By the time our first break rolled around, my primping would have been for nothing, but at least the first look would be a good one.

      I worried he would have gone overboard because of our kiss, making things weird, but when I showed up to work, I had the same text I always did.

      

      Dr. McH: Meet me in fifteen for the day brief.

      

      I smiled down at the phone, my stomach fluttering like hundreds of butterflies took flight inside it. There was no need to answer. Isaac knew I’d be there.

      Making my way toward the breakroom, I found two mugs and pulled out the coffee pods he liked. It had taken finding a really good hiding place, but now I was able to leave some there. Before that, all of them had to be stashed in my locker. Coffee got me through the day, but I didn’t enjoy smelling like it.

      Once our cups filled, I headed down the hall toward Isaac’s office. His desk was facing the hallway, so I saw him as I turned to enter. He was focused, working on whatever had his attention. His mouth turned down at the corner.

      “Knock, knock,” I called from the door.

      “Hang on,” he said as he continued to work. It didn’t bother me. Isaac often got lost in his work. It made him a good doctor.

      “Okay,” he finally said, capping his pen and smiling up at me. “Ray—”

      “Don’t,” I said, cutting him off with a wave of my hand. I saw the regret still in his eyes and if he said sorry again, I wasn’t sure my heart could take it.

      “I think we need to talk about it. The whole thing has been weighing on me. If what happened between us makes things awkward or jeopardizes our jobs, I’ll never forgive myself. I should’ve known better, and for not being man enough, I’m sorry.”

      “Gah! Men are so frustrating!”

      “I can see how this might change our working relationship, but I don’t want it to. You’re the best part of this place.”

      As much as I hated to admit it, Tenley might be right. If I wanted things to progress between Isaac and me, I needed to take the doctor by the stethoscope. I stood from my chair and swung my hips as I moved to the door. What I wanted to say, what I hoped we’d do, shouldn’t happen with an audience.

      “Ray?” I heard his self-resolve starting to waiver.

      “I don’t need you to protect me,” I told him, my back still his direction. “I’m a big girl.”

      “You’re not a girl at all.”

      My favorite movie came to mind, and I didn’t care that it would be silly, I dropped my pen to the floor and slowly bent over to pick it up, watching him the entire time. I might have my eyes on his, but his were glued to my butt. Yup, I had him right where I wanted him.

      Before I knew it was happening, Isaac was up and around his desk, his strong hands on my hips pulling me back into his very hard and extra-large member.

      “See what you do to me. Every day I fight with myself because this is what you reduce me to.”

      As I stood, his hands wrapped around my waist and one wound its way up my torso, settling on my aching breast. A need stronger than anything I’d felt zinged through me, and my core pulsed with need.

      “You have no idea what you do to me,” I admitted.

      Before I realized what had happened, Isaac pulled me to the chair, my legs resting on either side of his hips. Thank goodness I’d thought to lock the door when I’d shut it.

      My fingers ran through the hair at the nape of his neck as my pulsing need connected with his rock-hard dick.

      “Feel me, feel everything you do to make me crazy,” he said like a plea as my hips rocked against him, grinding.

      “Isaac.” His name from my lips was asking, asking for permission, begging for more.

      His hand found its way up my scrub top to yank the cup of my bra down and out of the way. “I have to taste you.”

      That was the only warning I got before he lifted it and his mouth latched on to my breast like a newborn suckling like it’d never had a drop of milk.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned as the pull on my boob made my pussy pulse.

      “I’d love nothing more,” he mumbled around my swollen tit.

      “Please.”

      “You going to come for me?” he asked as my hips rocked on their own now. I couldn’t stop if I wanted. “Yeah, you are.”

      Stars shot off behind my eyes, and I rode the wave of euphoria as my core clenched hard.

      And as quickly as the orgasm hit, my body fell limply against Isaac, seeking comfort. It felt important to me that I tell him how much I really liked him. I wondered if he’d think it was hormones or play it off like it wasn’t a big deal. This might just be an office romance to him. Either way, it was something I thought should be said.

      “Isaac, there’s something I need to tell you.” I was pulling back from his embrace. I wanted to look in his eyes, show him I meant what I was saying. The smile played on my lips.

      “Hey, Isaac!” a male voice called from the other side of the door followed by a jiggling of the handle. “Why’s this thing locked?”

      Both our expressions turned to shock as we realized we’d been caught.
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      Holy shit.

      With more force than I needed, I pushed Rayleen off my lap. She stared at me with wide eyes, fear pulsing through both of our bodies as my dick-head best friend beat his fist on the other side of the door.

      “Quick, hide.”

      Her eyes searched the room. “Where?”

      The office wasn’t large and there weren’t any good hiding spots. “Under the desk.”

      Rayleen climbed under my desk, her body hidden by the front panel. It was the first time I’d ever appreciated the doctor who had the space before me and wanted the oversized beast of a desk because it reminded him of the one FDR used as president. With Ray secured, I walked to the door and unlocked it.

      “Dude, I was on the phone.”

      Griffin didn’t give me a second look as he walked right in my office. “A locked door?” His eyes searched the space and then he scowled. “I expected to see a hottie in here. I’m disappointed in you.”

      “No, I was talking to my mom and needed privacy.” No man should question another’s bond with his mother. It was sacred ground and made it a great excuse.

      Griffin patted me on the shoulder and smiled as if he didn’t buy a word of it. “Sure, whatever you want me to believe. I’ve taken a few minutes alone in my office to after a hard day to squeeze one out too. Are you coming to the green tonight?”

      Only Griffin could pull off talking about a hand job and a round of golf in the same sentence.

      I stepped back behind the desk to make sure Griffin stayed on his half of the room so he didn’t see Ray. “Yeah, I’ll be there.” I’d rather stay and talk with my nurse, but it would be out of character for me to miss a pre-planned tee time.

      Soft fingers ran against the hairy leg underneath my scrub pants as Rayleen’s hand rose higher toward my knee. I swallowed, wanting her to keep going, but not in front of Griffin.

      “Okay, I will see you there. I’ve got to go cut open a dude on the fourth floor who wedged a lightbulb up his butt.”

      I snickered. It was the patient we’d been talking about for the last day. Griffin lucked out on grabbing that case. “You going with the balloon method?”

      He laughed, walking back out. “Yup. I’m going to blow that fella up like a clown making a poodle balloon animal.”

      I followed him, forcing Rayleen’s hand to fall from my pants. “Make sure I get to see the video later.” I shut the door behind him and locked it. “Shit, Ray, I’m sorry.”

      By the time I made it back to the desk, she was climbing her way out. Watching her on her hands and knees reminded me of what we’d been doing before Griffin interrupted us.

      My instinct said to wrap her up in my arms and promise the world, but professional duty stopped me from doing such a thing. Instead, I stared at her and paced a small circle in my office.

      “Isaac, are you okay?” Ray asked, walking toward me as if she planned to touch me, but one more touch from her and I’d lose my resolve.

      I ran my hands through my hair, pulling on a few strands without causing pain. “What is happening?” I asked no one in particular. “Wow, I’m sorry, Ray. I’ve never lost control like that. You’re so attractive and it seemed like you were into me and I couldn’t help myself.” Never would I go around treating my nurse like a piece of meat and promised I would be a better man from that point forward.

      Ray stared at me like I was a puzzle she was trying to put together. “I was… I was definitely into it.”

      Really? I attended the sexual-harassment seminars. I realized how this looked. “No, I used my position of power against you. I’m so sorry. I would never allow something like this to come between us.”

      She rolled her eyes and walked closer, boxing me into a corner of the room. “Oh shut up, Isaac. You don’t get it. I wanted that and I want even more of what we just did. I need you to fuck me.”

      “What?” She couldn’t have said what I thought I’d heard. Did she mean it? Had I fallen and hit my head on my way back to my office this morning and now I was in an irreversible coma?

      “Isaac, I don’t know how else to say it.”

      “Spell it out for me, Ray.” Because I didn’t believe she felt the same way I had for so many months and years.

      Her fingers walked up my chest until they stopped at the collar of my scrubs. “I want your penis in my vagina.”

      “Oh.” I swallowed, trying to regain my manhood. “Like when? Not here.” Any woman I’ve ever met in my entire life wanted it in a bed. The kitchen table on occasion, but no one wanted their first time to be in an office with jackass Griffin just down the hall.

      “Yes, I need it all now. All the time.”

      Maybe Rayleen had bumped her head. “With me?”

      Yes, I was a famous surgeon, and self-confidence issues weren’t something I had problems with. But we’d work together for so long and until the last two days I’d sufficiently hid how I felt about her. I couldn’t believe she’d been doing the same with me. I’d have noticed something, anything if she’d given me a sign.

      Ray laughed. “Yes, you and me.”

      My brain still hadn’t wrapped around what she was saying. I tried to work out what happened. “So, you won’t turn me in for sexual harassment?”

      She ran her tongue on her bottom lip. “No, I want everything we did. I’ve fantasized about you and me every night for years. I call my vibrator Dr. Johnston.”

      “Is that why you laugh every time they say it over the intercom?”

      For the first time that day, her cheeks turned a smidge color of pink. “It’s what I say right before I… you know.”

      I wasn’t one hundred percent sure I understood, but I thought I had an idea. “Wow.”

      “Wow is it right. You and I are great together, Isaac.”

      I’d always been in charge of my life, a typical type-A person who made a list for everything and finished medical school at the top of my graduating class in New York, but this thing with Rayleen had taken me by surprise. I needed to gain the upper hand again.

      That was one thing I’d grown to love about my nurse. She always kept me on my toes. You didn’t plan for a woman like Ray. You just stood by and did your best to work around her.

      “We need to talk. Figure out how this will work between us.” A doctor dating his nurse or even marrying one wasn’t out of line. It had happened in the past, but the hospital liked to separate couples when it did, and I refused to lose my assistant. She was the best person I’d ever worked with in my life.

      “Okay, but we should finish what we started first.”

      Her smile led the way as she pulled my hand toward my office chair, but we were soon interrupted once again with another knock on my door. This one light and petite. “Dr. Johnston,” the voice came through the closed door. “You and your nurse were due in the OR ten minutes ago.”

      “Shit,” I whispered. “We’ll be right there,” I yelled to the door and shook my head, letting Ray know we’d have to pick up where we left off later.
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      I spent the next couple of days walking around in combined dread and excitement. I had seen the way Isaac was looking at me. He wanted things between us to change. The heat of his stare and the way his eyes would follow me wherever I’d go proved it. We hadn’t had time to connect again, either to talk or to do more.

      I wanted Isaac so much it scared me. I’d never felt what I did for him, and the emotions running through me both excited and terrified me at the same time.

      “You’re different,” Tenley said as she found a spot next to me at the table.

      “I think you’ve been watching too much Doctor Phil.”

      “I’m right and you know it. Something is going on between you two. My B-F-F radar is dinging.”

      My eyes rolled heavenward. “Your radar,” I said the word using air quotes, “dings when you’ve got gas.” I wouldn’t tell her this time she was right. “Are we still on for the movie?”

      Every so often the heavens parted and Tenley and my schedules lined up together. We used the time for a much-needed girl’s day. A new movie was out with a hot hunk of a man that we wanted to go drool over for two hours. I didn’t care what it was about. I wasn’t even sure what movie we were seeing.

      “We’re still on,” she said, a smile playing on her lips. We both knew the only way I’d be missing it would be if I were dead.

      I picked up my water bottle, and we tapped them together.

      “Ladies,” Isaac said as he strolled by with his lunch.

      We had tried to make things look like nothing had happened, like there was nothing between the two of us, when in reality we were both dealing with crazy feelings.

      “That man. He is one fine specimen of the male population.”

      I had to agree. And that was before I learned what he had going on in his pants.

      The rest of lunch was spent responding to Tenley at the correct time while not taking in any of it.

      “Uh huh,” I responded in the right place.

      “Interesting.”

      “What?” I asked, wondering what I’d missed.

      “I knew you weren’t paying attention.”

      There was no reason to confirm she’d been right. If she really wanted to tell me, she would. If not, I’d have the worst case of curiosity, but it was a small price to pay.

      As I was throwing my trash away, Isaac came up behind us. “Hey, Ray, can you meet me in my office before the next case? There’s this tricky part, and it’d be best if we go over things.”

      “Oh, sure.”

      Tenley and I watched him leave, and then she cooed and hollered at me. “Shut it. It isn’t like that. Didn’t you hear? It’s work.”

      “Suuurrrre,” she said, drawing it out. “That man has it bad for you, and it’s a good thing since you’re hard up for him too.” With a big smile, Tenley sang, “Rayleen and Isaac sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g.”

      “Would you shut your mouth?” I whispered, punching her in the arm.

      “It’s true. Anyway, go see lover boy, and I’ll wait for the wedding announcement.”

      I wanted to protest more, but that saying, the one about the lady doth protesting, was totally true. So I zipped my lips and headed off toward Isaac’s office. I wasn’t sure what he had on his mind. Our cases this afternoon were pretty cut and dried.

      When I arrived at his office, the door had been left open a crack, and I saw him sitting there, head bent over his desk. He was always so serious, but it was one of the things I admired most about him as a doctor.

      “Hey, Isaac?” I pushed through the open door, closing it behind me. “You wanted to see me?”

      He was on his feet in an instant, moving my direction. His big, strong hands pulled me against his body, and we both sighed at being close again. Isaac’s firm lips brushed against mine, and our tongues played against each other.

      “I needed this,” he said as he nipped at my lips. “I didn’t know how I’d get through the rest of the day, much less stand across from you in surgery without tasting you. Please tell me I can take you home tonight.”

      “I’m not sure–”

      “Don’t tell me no. I can’t spend another night without you.”

      When he put it like that… “All right.”

      I’d never seen Isaac smile the way he had at that moment, and I was certain I’d made the right decision. With another quick kiss and the promise of more to come, we left his office, together.

      “Oh, I need to run to my car,” I told him. “I forgot my water bottle this morning, and it’s been a pain all day.”

      “Okay, see you in the OR.”

      I couldn’t help the lightness in my step or the smile I had because I’d be going to Isaac’s and it was everything I’d always wanted. Nothing could bring me down.

      The garage smelled of exhaust and car. I was just about to my car when I heard someone calling for me.

      “Ms. Daniels! Hey!”

      When I turned, I found Mr. Jamison coming in my direction. He looked worse than the last time I saw him, and I hated knowing there was nothing we could do for him.

      “Hi, Mr. Jamison. How have you been?”

      His face fell. “Not great.”

      “I can imagine.”

      “Can you? Can you really?”

      It had been insensitive for me to say. “I’m sorry, no. But I am sorry for your situation. I wish there was more we could do for you.”

      That’s when I noticed the twinkle enter his eye. “Oh but there is. I’ve been hanging around the hospital, and I’ve noticed … things.”

      My brows furrowed. “I’m not sure I understand what you’re talking about.”

      “Don’t be coy. You and I both know you and the good doctor are more than coworkers.”

      “That’s not true!”

      “It might be, but it’d only take a little bit of doubt to get people talking. I’ve seen you coming out of his office when the door is closed. It doesn’t take much to conclude that you’re doing more. What will that do to his career? What will it do to yours?”

      “Why are you doing this?”

      “You’re a smart girl, Ms. Daniels. I’m sure you can figure it out.”

      With a smile and a tip of his imaginary hat, he was walking away, leaving me wondering what the hell had just happened.
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      A chill seeped into the operating room and it took my blood a few minutes to adjust. Hospitals were cold, but operating rooms had a tendency to be downright frigid. None of the other staff had arrived, and I kept my eye on the door looking for Ray as I adjusted the music for this operation. It was important to have a good soundtrack playing when I cut somebody open and then sewed them back together.

      The OR door opened and a nurse assistant on the surgery roster for the day poked her head in the room. “Doctor, we’re switching to room six for the operation. The patient is running behind, but we’ll meet there and be ready to go in thirty.”

      Damn, I’d need to redo the music on the other end of the hall. “Okay.”

      “Also, I can’t find Rayleen. If you see her, can you spread the news?”

      I nodded. I’d been looking for Ray too. “Yeah, I’ll stay here and let her know when she shows.”

      The nurse nodded, happy to be passing off her responsibility. As soon as she left, the door closed, and I switched the playlist to one I’d made over the weekend with Ray in mind. Simultaneously as I hit play Barry White sang out over the speakers in the operating room. I adjusted the volume and as I turned back Ray walked into the room flustered.

      “Isaac,” she said, her breath ragged.

      I closed the distance between us and tucked her under my arm. “Ray, what’s wrong?” She hated to be off schedule, but it’s how it always happened on surgery day. We built an hour or two of delays into our schedules.

      “I ran into Mr. Jamison in the parking lot. He said he knew all about us. If we don’t give him the heart, he’ll tell everyone.”

      I tucked back a piece of her hair behind her ear and gazed down into her eyes. Her body shook, and I wanted nothing more than to calm her from any of her worries. “Let me hold you while you calm down. Okay?”

      We turned further into the room and walked backward until we hit the operating table. Ray shook her head a few times trying to hold back tears. “I don’t know what we’ll do.”

      “Shhh, Ray.” I ran my hands over her shoulders relaxing her. “It’ll be okay. Did he hurt you in any way? Touch you?”

      I was much more upset that our patient had approached my woman than I was over anything he said. Lots of doctors end up marrying people in the hospital. When you spent half your life between these walls, it was only realistic to find your soulmate within them. The only concern I had was hospital administration wouldn’t let Ray be my OR nurse once news of our affair made the rounds at the nurse’s station, but I had enough clout and friends here even that didn’t scare me too much.

      Rayleen knew, but I suspected her fear over the encounter made her forget that Dr. Sebastian had married his secretary just four months ago and from the time his office door was closed we’d figured out what was happening. It wouldn’t be long until we heard of a positive pregnancy test from those two. And don’t get me started on Kenton and his doctor lover Priscilla. Kenton wasn’t one to spill the beans, but I’d heard what he and Priscilla did on their late-night rotations.

      “No, he didn’t touch me. It was just scary,” she said, allowing me to pull her into a tight hug. She rested her head on my shoulder and relaxed into my embrace. “Is this Barry White?”

      I chuckled. “Listen, Ray. Don’t worry about anyone besides you and me. I will keep you safe.” I took her lips in mine, the kiss becoming more as her hands roamed over the bare skin of my back inching their way under my scrubs. “You’re the most important thing to me and I would let no one hurt you. You will be mine forever.”

      Ray moaned and deepened our kiss, her tongue pushing through my lips and past my teeth. She rubbed her breasts against my chest moaning. Her back hit the table, the metal shaking, and I grabbed onto her thighs lifting her on top of the contraption.

      “Oh Isaac.” She scooted back on her butt and I followed, climbing onto the space unwilling to lose her.

      “I want you so bad, Ray.” It wasn’t the time or the place, but I couldn’t stop myself as I crawled up wanting to fill her with my seed and let our child grow inside her womb marking her as mine forever.

      She pulled her scrub top high, getting it over her arms and throwing it on the floor. She unbuttoned the shirt she wore underneath, exposing her bra to my eyes. “Then take me, Isaac.”

      Fuck, I wanted her. “We only have,” I checked my watch, doing quick math from when the nurse gave me the thirty-minute warning, “twenty minutes before we need to be in room six for the operation.”

      She tugged on my scrubs, yanking me closer, and her eyes held fire and years’ worth of longing. “Then make it count.” With too fast hands, she reached back and unhooked her bra exposing her breasts to the cool room. I groaned sucking on my lip as her nipples pebbled.

      My dick throbbed in my pants and I couldn’t resist using my tongue to lap at one nipple, pulling it deep inside while moaning around the tissue. She tasted like a summer day of sunshine.

      Ray threw her head back, moaning and enjoying what I was doing. Then before I sampled her body, she pushed my head away. “There’s no time for that, Isaac. We can enjoy each other later. Right now I just need you to take me. Erase the memories of Jamison from my mind and replace them with you. I’m aching for you.”

      I’d had women beg in bed before, but none had affected me the way Ray’s sexy moans worked. The operating table shook, and I lowered my pants, thankful for drawstrings and elastic for the first time in my life. Ray did the same lying back on the table and spreading her legs to present her weeping pussy for my taking.

      Desire clenched my heart, and I wanted nothing more than to lean down and taste her, but she was right. We didn’t have time. Damn it, I would have to lick my seed from her after we finished our operation.

      In a rush, I lined up our bodies, getting ready to spear her with my skyscraper when I remembered the oh-so-important thing missing between us. “I don’t have a condom,” I panted, a bit of pre-cum dripping from my tip.

      Ray closed her eyes in frustration. “Isaac, I’m clean if you are. Please.”

      “I am too.” Getting checked twice a year was part of the job. I wanted to argue with Ray, talk over the consequences, but if on a chance we made a baby our first time, it would only speed things up by a few months. Now that I’d learned our feelings were mutual, I didn’t plan to waste time starting a family with the woman. We’d wasted years of our lives ignoring our desires, and I refused to let it continue.

      The table wiggled on the tile floor, the metal clicking as I planted the Isaac flag deep within Ray’s body, claiming her as my own. She moaned as I hissed, holding her hips and running my thumb over her clit. Her breasts bounced and metal squealed as we slogged our way across the room. Damn me for not putting the brakes on the wheels before we started this adventure.

      Her body became too hot, the need in my groin too strong to ignore, and I feared I’d release before Ray properly finished. I pulled out, and she moaned an aching sound heralding the loss of our contact. “Baby, I need you to come for me.”

      I slipped back inside, her wet warm folds accepting me without hesitation, and rammed into her trying to get myself as deep as possible. The table sailed across the floor, hit the wall, and jostled. My thumb tweaked her clit too hard and Ray arched. She screamed out my name, her pussy walls milking my dick with all their might.

      I thrust into her hard, our unconventional bed banging into the concrete wall. With my concentration shot from the cornucopia of sensations of her orgasm I lost hold of my tight rein on the situation. Ray’s back lowered as the orgasm left her and I dug my fingers into her hips, cradling her as close to me as possible while shoving my dick as deeply into her as her body allowed. I threw my head back, moaning her name, and filled her womb with my seed.
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      “Where are you taking me?”

      Isaac and I usually had the day off together. Sure I worked in other rooms, helping other doctors in surgery, but I spent most of my time with him. We were a team, and I liked it that way. When we did so many cases together, we learned what the other was thinking. I’d know before he asked what instrument he’d want or what he might do with the case.

      “Surprise,” he told me as he reached across the car and grabbed my hand, lacing our fingers together.

      “After the week I’ve had, I don’t like surprises.”

      When Isaac smiled over at me, I relaxed a little. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

      As we drove out of Paradise and toward the city, I wondered what he might be up to. When you worked over sleeping bodies, you had time to talk. I had learned that Isaac loved baseball and hated football. He’d acted in high school and even in his undergrad days. He said his favorite role was Tevye from Fiddler on the Roof. I had never heard of the show when he told me about it, but I looked it up one night. It wasn’t hard to see the man sitting across from me taking that role to heart, but I really wanted to hear him do a Russian accent, and he hadn’t… yet. I’d wear him down eventually.

      I was a little confused when we pulled up and parked. If Isaac was finally taking me out, wouldn’t it be a place alone, someplace we could explore each other? But we were right in the middle of the Vegas Strip.

      My eyebrows rose in question. “What is going on?”

      “I told you. It’s a surprise.”

      “Hate to break it to you, but we’re on the Strip. There’s not a lot of surprises left.”

      “Ye of little faith.”

      I reached for the door, but Isaac stopped me. “Stay there. I’ll be around to get you.” He’d always been a gentleman, but this was something I hadn’t expected. On dates in the past, I’d been seen as an equal, never someone who needed to be taken care of or protected. And Isaac balanced that in a way where I still felt my worth but knew I was cherished at the same time.

      As we walked the strip, I couldn’t imagine what we were doing. I liked to let loose on my days off with the best of them, but hanging out in a place that reminded me of a stationary cruise ship wasn’t my idea of fun. Even at two in the afternoon the streets were already jam packed with people, ninety percent of them intoxicated.

      It wasn’t until we were walking up on the giant yellow M&M that I realized where he’d been taking me, and my heart melted even more for Isaac.

      “Would you believe I’ve never been here? To this store.”

      Isaac looked at me stunned. “We live this close and you’ve never come?”

      My head shook. “Tenley tried to bring me to the Strip once, and I vowed never to return. We all had a great time, but I don’t like being around people. I’m more of a homebody.”

      “What?” he asked as he opened the door for me. “If I’d realized it, I would’ve planned something else.”

      “I’m glad you didn’t because this is amazing.”

      I had a weird love for all things M&Ms. It started when I saw a little figure in my gran’s house. She ended up giving it to me, and every year after, she’d find me something new. That continued until the year she died. Isaac must have done his homework because not everyone knew that about me.

      As I walked in, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There was candy, trinkets and even a movie theater! I wasn’t sure where to start. I was a kid in a literal candy store.

      “Want me to take your picture by the crew over there?” Isaac motioned toward the M&M characters grouped together.

      “Do you mind?”

      I reached in my purse, rummaging around for my phone. “Don’t worry about it,” he told me waving his. “I’ll take one and send it your way.”

      The biggest, cheesiest smile was plastered on my face, and I didn’t care. Isaac didn’t seem to mind that he was in the middle of a candy store either.

      “Say candy!” he prompted.

      If possible, my smile grew as he snapped a few pictures of me posing by the plastic candy.

      “You want me to take that so you can get one together?” an older woman asked.

      I was about to tell her it was okay and we’d take a selfie when Isaac beamed down at her. “I’d love that. Just push anywhere but the center of the screen,” he explained.

      He passed over his phone and came over, wrapping his arm around me. I was so lost in posing for the picture I almost missed that he wasn’t looking out at the camera but down at me. Ever so slowly, he bent and our lips met in a sweet kiss, mostly acceptable for public.

      “I haven’t seen a couple as in love as you for a long time,” the woman who’d taken the pictures said. “My George was a gentleman like you, always taking care of me, but he was a stallion, if you get my drift.” She sighed and got a far-off look on her face. “Anyway, you two enjoy each other. Life isn’t worth a damn if you don’t.” Then she pinned Isaac with a serious look. “And don’t you be a pussy needle dick. You hear me?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      We chuckled as she walked off in another direction and we went our way. “Did you hear that?” I asked with a smirk. “Don’t be a pussy needle dick.”

      “Oh, I won’t. The only needling my dick plans to do is to your pussy.”
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      “Are you ready, Doctor?” a surgery assistant asked, peeking her head into the exam room six and catching the eyes of my waiting team.

      I’d already checked in with the patient and the anesthesiologist was putting him under. We were only waiting for his butt to be wheeled in here. “We’re ready whenever you are.” Surgery was already running fifteen minutes behind and I’d bet Kenton the first round that I’d be out of here by six to grab a drink at the pub. It wasn’t looking good.

      She nodded. “I’ll grab the patient and the kidney.”

      Holy shit. They didn’t even have the fucking kidney in the freezer? If the thing was still sitting in the live organ chest that reminded me of a cooler donned at every baseball game in America, I would flip my shit. No way I was making it on time.

      My eyes fell to the metal table in the room, which Ray and I had christened so hard a few days earlier. Thankfully, it been re-sanitized before today’s operation, but I couldn’t get the images of me pounding into her out of my head. The exam room table sailing across the floor, banging into the wall, or her moaning out my name. I swallowed hard with the realization that this room would never be the same to me again.

      Hell, forget meeting Kenton at the pub. I’d prefer to occupy my time in a more fulfilling way. By filling Rayleen.

      Ray’s eyes found the table as well and she smiled, her mouth making a perfect o and reminding me of the little moans she made while letting me fill her with my seed. The surgery could take as long as it needed because I no longer planned to meet Kenton at the bar.

      After we finished here, I was taking Rayleen out to dinner and then back to my place.

      I meant every word I said to her yesterday — all needle dick jokes aside. I never planned to put my cock in another woman’s pussy ever again. My OR nurse was it for me. It didn’t matter if the hospital found out and said we should no longer work together. I wasn’t giving up that woman for anything. I’d admired her from afar for years, but now that I’d feasted on her plump lips and felt her quake beneath my body, there was no way I’d ever let her go.

      A commotion drew my attention from Ray as someone in the hallway screamed. If they dropped the kidney on the floor, I swore to God someone was getting fired. There were only so many incident reports I could fill out in a week and the staff had gotten comically out of control at this hospital. A coma patient being jostled awake, a lightbulb breaking open in someone’s ass, what would happen next?

      The operating room door swung open, banging on the wall, and a man ran into our area backing up the nurses against the far wall. His clothes were a wrinkled mess, and he stank of piss and BO. It filled the space, crinkled my nose, and fucked up the sanitization level.

      His eyes flashed and connected with my own. It took a full second for me to recognize Mr. Jamison as the deranged man who surveyed the crowd. He held out his hand, pointing a finger at Rayleen, and then before I reacted, reached over to scoop up a scalpel off a metal tray. The rest of the instruments fell to the ground in a deafening clatter.

      “You ruined my life,” he said, his words slurred. He jabbed the scalpel, and in my head, I saw nothing but visions of her being hurt by a man who had no reason to despise her. He broke the rules, and I took him off the list. Ray wasn’t involved at all, but as I visualized a scalpel slicing through her skin and causing injury to her perfect flesh, anger clouded my vision.

      My heart broke just thinking of what would happen if he came anywhere close to the love of my life. I wouldn’t be able to come back from the loss.

      The madman lunged at Ray and I yelled out, throwing my body between them. The scalpel entered the side of my torso, the pain not registering until my hand caught on the metal handle and forced the blade through more skin. I landed on top of Jamison as blood seeped from my side, splatters falling on his shirt. I held his hands, not letting him get up, determined to keep our attacker on the ground and away from my Ray.

      Pain seeped into my body, but it was nothing compared to the internal pain I felt as I worried she’d be injured. Regardless of what happened to me, Ray was safe. I looked up holding onto the man as the ache intensified, but I refused to release him. Ray’s face filled my vision as she walked closer carrying the metal tray high above her head. She swung it hard, hitting our attacker in the head. He groaned and his eyes closed, his head falling back as he laid beneath me unconscious.

      The other nurses in the room screamed, crowding in the corner, and I rolled over to do the one thing you should never do. I reached with my right hand and pulled the scalpel still wedged in my side free.

      Ray fell to her knees beside me, smearing the blood on the pristine white tile floor. She cradled my head in her arms as tears dripped from her eyes landing on my chin. “Isaac, you’re bleeding.”

      “It was worth it.”

      She hiccupped, holding back a sob, but I flipped over. I held the gaping wound with one hand and stood on my feet, bringing her with me as I wrapped an arm around her.

      Security guards rushed in, surrounding the man on the floor who now looked as if he was taking a nap after finding a warm place to lie.

      “Isaac, you need to see a doctor.”

      I stared down into the eyes of the woman I’d saved, admitting to myself and God above that I would spend the rest of my life making her happy, healthy, and loved. “I’m fine,” I said, a little woozy from the blood loss. My feet swayed but I didn’t want to miss out on the opportunity for one last kiss.

      As others shouted at the security guards about what happened, I leaned over bringing Rayleen to her tiptoes and drew her lips to mine. A fireworks show of a kiss froze the bubble around us as chaos roamed in the room. The two of us embraced as my life essence leaked out, causing me to stumble back as she bit my lower lip. I folded against the operating table. The same one that had held our desires earlier now propped me.

      “Isaac!” It was the last word I heard from Ray’s lips before everything went black and the floor rose to meet me.
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      It had been two days since the incident with Mr. Jamison. Forty-eight hours ago, Isaac took a scalpel for me and sustained serious injuries. The only saving grace was that we were at a hospital so Isaac got care right away. If a doctor hadn’t been close by, he’d have bled out and died.

      There was no reason for him to still be asleep. The doctors had said no major organs had been hit and when they’d stitched him up, everything looked good. After receiving several pints of blood, we were all sure he’d open his eyes, but it still hadn’t happened.

      “You doing okay in here?” Tenley asked as she came into the room.

      “Fine.”

      “And how’s our patient?”

      “The same.”

      My friend eyed me as she moved around, checking Isaac’s vitals. “You look like shit.”

      “Way to keep it real.”

      “Seriously. I’m your best friend and allowed to say these things. I just think it might be a good idea if you go home and get a shower or something. Maybe pick up something to eat. You’ve been here since they brought him up, and we both know that it can make any sane person crazy.”

      “I’ll think about it.”

      Tenley realized she wasn’t winning the battle, so with a pat on my shoulder she exited the room.

      Quiet filled the space, and it made me antsy. I enjoyed it when there wasn’t any noise. My life had always been filled with noise, the music of the OR, talk radio in my car, the TV at my house. I tried to be mindful of Isaac and not have too much noise in his room, but Tenley was right. Too much tended to get to a person.

      “Isaac, what were you thinking?” I asked his sleeping form on the bed for the millionth time. “That was so stupid of you.”

      They said to talk to him, that it helped. It was weird talking to myself, but if it’d get through to him at all, I’d do whatever it took.

      “I’m not someone who needs saving. I can take care of myself. I don’t know what I’ll do if I lose you.”

      As if I expected him to open his eyes and answer me, I waited expectantly but nothing happened. Maybe Tenley was right, and I needed to get out for a bit. With a sigh I stood, grabbing my bag.

      “Don’t do anything else stupid while I’m gone.”

      The nurses at the desk smiled as I made my way out of Isaac’s room. Everyone had been very accommodating since the incident. I thought I’d have to fight more for some time off, but apparently we weren’t as secretive as we thought. I had marched right into the department head’s office to demand it, and they already had the papers drawn up for me — the ones you need when a family member or close loved one is injured or ill.

      After a quick shower and a bite to eat, I was back. Isaac still wasn’t awake, and all the hope I’d gathered while I was out shattered.
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      Ninety-six hours had passed and Isaac was still unconscious. I’d been out of the hospital only once since the attack, and I was climbing the walls. The staff had all been great, making sure I was well taken care of, but as much as I appreciated them, I just wanted Isaac to open his eyes so I’d have him back with me. We’d spent so much time fighting our feelings and then hiding them from everyone, and now we might not get a chance at all.

      “Hey, Rayleen, I’m Priscilla Montgomery. We haven’t had the chance to officially meet. I don’t get down to the OR much, and I regret we hadn’t been able to get to know each other.”

      I knew of Doctor Montgomery. She was one of the top doctors in the hospital. Everyone knew who she was.

      “Are you taking over Isaac’s case?” I asked. Maybe she’d get him to open his eyes.

      “No, Doctor Walker is a fantastic doctor. He’ll make sure Isaac gets the best care.”

      “I don’t know him.” It was a stupid statement. Harvard was the newest doctor to the team, and he didn’t work in my department.

      “I can assure you he’ll take great care of Isaac.”

      “So if you aren’t here for him, why are you here?” I was missing a piece to the puzzle. It must be because I was tired, but something wasn’t adding up here.

      “I wanted to check on you. These kinds of things take a big toll on us, and I’m checking in to see how you are.”

      “I’ll be better when he’s back with us.”

      Doctor Montgomery sat for a moment before she spoke again. “I think maybe you should go home, just for a night. You’ve been here for the better part of four days, and it’s not good for you. I know Isaac well, and he would want me to make sure you’re taken care of.”

      “I already left once and can’t do it again.”

      “You’re exhausted, emotional, and need to get some fresh air.”

      I was opening my mouth to protest when she held up her hand to cut me off before I could speak. “I’d say the same thing if it were me in your position. Woman to woman, I can relate to what’s going on with you. As a professional and Isaac’s friend, I’m telling you to go get rest.”

      “I need to be here when he wakes up,” I muttered. It was the whole reason I hadn’t left.

      “We’ll call you if he does.”

      “That’s not good enough.” I couldn’t stand thinking about Isaac waking up alone in the room, wondering where I was.

      “He’ll understand.” She got it.

      “He saved my life. He’s the most amazing man I’ve ever met, and I fear I won’t ever be able to tell him how much that means to me. What if I never get to tell him how I feel about him?”

      “How’s that?” The question was raspy, hoarse, but it was the most beautiful sound ever. Tears pooled in my eyes as I sprang from my chair and rushed the bed.

      “Isaac!” I practically jumped in bed with him, but when he groaned in pain, I moved to get up. Or at least I tried.

      He was having no part of that. “Stay.”

      Carefully I arranged myself so I wasn’t hurting him, but I could be beside him, our arms wrapped around each other.

      “How do you feel?” he asked, wanting to hear the answer.

      “Oh, Isaac, I love you. I can’t believe you jumped in front of a knife for me. I thought I’d lost you. If you’d left me, I don’t think I could have gone on.”

      “Ray, sweetheart, it’s okay,” he said as he ran a hand up and down my arm. “I’m not going anywhere. I love you too much to do that to you.”

      “Good.”

      “Now that I’m certain we’re on the same page, marry me.”

      “What?” I asked shocked. I mean it’s not every day a woman gets proposed to by a man in a hospital bed, wearing only a gown.

      “You love me, I love you, if this has taught us anything it’s that we need to live life to the fullest. So marry me.”

      When he put it that way, I didn’t have to think about it. “Yes!”

      Our lips met for a heated kiss, but too soon after it began, Isaac was pulling back. “The call button. I need it.”

      I jumped from the bed. “Are you in pain?”

      “No.”

      “No? Then why are you calling the nurses?”

      “I got you to agree to be my wife. I’m getting the chaplain up here right now so he can perform the ceremony.”

      “We can wait,” I said trying to figure out just how quickly I could get a wedding together.

      “Carpe diem, baby. Why wait?”

      It seemed like fate was giving me the nod, so in the hospital room that day, Isaac and I pledged our love to each other and tied the knot.
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      The playback of my latest surgery ran on my computer as I previewed the video to make sure I remembered how things had gone in case the patient asked questions. When my office door opened and Ray slipped in, I paused to give her my attention.

      She twirled her thumbs and took a spot on my couch as if she didn’t know what she wanted to do with her hands and needed something to occupy her time.

      “Everything okay?” We’d been married for two years. Ray couldn’t keep a secret from me if she tried.

      She jerked her head, not looking up or making eye contact. “Yup.”

      The last two days she’d been different… weird. If I didn’t know my wife and I were more in love today than we were when we first fucked on the OR table, her behavior would have worried me she was keeping something from me. But not Ray. It might take a few days for her to say what bothered her, but she’d get around to it sooner or later.

      “I have to show Mr. Tenibalm the surgery video of me slicing him open, but then you want to grab dinner?”

      She rolled her eyes, looking at the wall behind me but still not making actual eye contact. The one thing about Ray I could never figure out was how she could stand next to me in the operating room handing me my instruments as I pulled guts out of a patient, but she hated when I talked about eating food at the same time.

      It’s not like any of us surgeons had taken a roast beef sandwich into the operating room. They were two different events, but she couldn’t compartmentalize.

      “Did Mr. Tenibalm ask to view the footage?”

      I laughed. “Ray, baby, only the women say no to watching the video. Men wanted to watch the action.” The only thing better than watching a movie of blood and guts was knowing the blood and guts were your own. Most men asked for an extra copy for their friends.

      Hell, a year ago I had to do an emergency appendectomy in November and the patient used his recovery time to make a PowerPoint presentation of it to show his family over Thanksgiving dinner. I’m sure it went over well especially with the “I Will Remember You” by Sarah McLachlan as the soundtrack.

      “And you will eat right after?” she asked, her face turning a weird shade of green. Man, I knew it bothered her, but she seemed extra sensitive it of it today.

      “Yes, I’m starving and for more than food to so we need to hurry.”

      A year ago we purchased an obnoxiously large home together. Five bedrooms and I planned to fill each one, but we decided to take a while and enjoy one another’s company for a few years before we did anything drastic. Like pop out triplets. The hospital staff were making babies left and right. If I attend one more baby shower where they forced us to sit around and pretend like we cared when someone unwrapped another stroller — the traditional gift everyone chipped in for together — I was using a vacation day.

      Right after the wedding, the director had tried to move Ray to another department, but I told her if she did we’d both quit. Since that day Ray’s never left my side. There’s nothing better than working beside her every day and then going home with her.

      Half my meals start or end with pussy. Sometimes both.

      “The dinner?” I asked again, aware she never answered.

      “Actually, Isaac, we need to talk.” Her eyes fell to the floor and my heart clenched in my chest.

      “What’s up, Ray?”

      She took a deep breath, as if she needed to gather courage, and then gave me her attention. “I don’t want to be your nurse anymore.” She spit the words out as if each one pained her.

      “What?” Had I upset my beautiful wife? Had something happened to her at home or at the hospital? Whatever dragon she faced, I would slay it for her. Nothing could stand in my way of making sure Ray had everything she wanted.

      Ray sobbed, and I jumped up from my seat and joined her on the couch, cradling her head in my arms. She sniffled, rubbing her nose against my shirt. “Life is about to change for you, Isaac.”

      Ray leaned down and grabbed something from her purse before slipping it into my waiting hand.

      The long white tube-like item seemed like a pen, but as my eyes fell to it, I recognized it as something so much more. I flipped over the pregnancy test and found two very thick blue lines. “Holy shit. This is yours?”

      She nodded and sniffled again.

      “We’re having a baby?”

      I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of her and wrapped her hands in mine with the test stuck between them. “Do you think it was the time in the Jacuzzi?”

      Ray hiccupped holding back a smile.

      “Baby, why are you sad? We want kids.” I squeezed her fingers tightly to remind her of the many times we discussed them. They were on both our agendas.

      “We said we wanted to wait three years and we’ve only been married two.”

      I shook my head and kissed the back of her hand. “Ray, you’ll be pregnant for nine months of that so it’s close to three. And besides I can’t wait to start a family with you.”

      She sniffled again as of my words caused her stress. “But I decided I want to stay home with the baby but I’ll miss you during the day. I don’t know what to do.” Her words came out a sad wail. My woman was torn between two options.

      I rejoined her on the couch, pulling a piece of her hair behind her ear and holding back a laugh. They weren’t kidding about pregnancy hormones. “Don’t worry, babe. We’ll make it work.”

      I would give Rayleen and our future family whatever they wanted or needed, regardless if she worked by my side or met me at the door each night.
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        * * *

      

      Want to read more? Pick up Loving the Doctor on Amazon or for free on Kindle Unlimited.

      

      Thank you for picking up our book. This couldn’t happen without the help of our amazing team who help us in so many ways, and of course you. Please consider leaving a review so other can find out about us and our work.
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      With Grant stirring up trouble, will their love be able to survive?

      

      Warning: This book contains a doctor who knows what he wants and how to get it, a stubborn woman who puts up one heck of a fight, and Grant. We all hate Grant by now, don’t we? And we can’t forget the nurse outfit. There’s one of those too.

      
        
        Download your copy or read for free in Kindle Unlimited
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        Sign up here: http://dezidixon.com/mailinglist/?p=subscribe&id=1
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