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Pepper “Doc” Gearson (Pepper, Gear-son)
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Bitterness is an awful feeling. Lately, I’ve found myself suffocating under the weight of it. Really, I shouldn’t complain, I’ve had a good life, even though I’ve spent most of it alone. At just over four hundred years old, the hope that I’ll find my fated mate has faded leaving nothing but bitterness behind. Taking a stroll through the forest usually helps clear my head when I’m feeling unusually bitter about the happiness of others but lately, I’ve found my strolls aren’t working as well as they used to. I should’ve taken a bond mate when I had the chance, shared my life with someone at least. The pack has been blessed with mates once more but three months have passed since the last fated mate pair appeared.

I’d begun to hope but as more time passes with no one else finding their fated mate, my hope has started to fade once more. I’m aware that it takes time for someone to find their mate, yet I can’t help feeling discouraged as the months drag on. I’m not exactly young anymore and even though I still have a while yet before my years catch up to me, I’d like to at least have someone to share my life with before I’m too old to continue enjoying it. Hopefully, the Fates will see fit to send me a mate next otherwise I fear I’ll have to take a bond mate or die alone, whichever comes first.
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As the pack doctor I’ve seen every member of the pack for one reason or another. Most of the time the reasons for the visit aren’t anything serious but occasionally I get some unusual cases. Like the young Devine and his tiger mate. They came into my office when the tiger, Law? Was that his name? It sounds about right. When Law had come out of a rogue state caused by a drug he’d been injected with. It took some time but with some blood samples from Law I managed to create an antidote that counteracts the serum. I’ve been slowly mass producing it ever since. There’s a part of me that feels we may need it in the future.

Today has been a pretty slow day. I’ve had the usual patients. Most of them just come in to talk. I swear they act like I don’t know what they’re doing. Even though I don’t live on pack lands and rarely go on pack runs the people still find a way to try and cheer me up. It’s nice, knowing I have people who care about me, even if it isn’t in the way that I need. Then again that’s what mates are for and well, I don’t have one of those.

Part of me says I shouldn’t cut myself off from the pack like I am but I can’t help it. After centuries of waiting for my fated mate with no success I can no longer bear to witness the pure happiness of others. Does that make me an asshole? Maybe, but it’s how I feel. My parents were the embodiment of true happiness at least to me. They weren’t fated mates but everyone around sure thought they were. When my parents met they were young and according to my mother it was love at first sight. I sometimes wondered if either of them had ever come across their fated mates and if they did, did they let the moment slip away? As soon as the thoughts enter my mind though I realize my parents weren’t those types of people. If they’d ever met their fated mates I know they likely would’ve gone their separate ways.

Their relationship was a testament to how things could be between two people but seeing bonded pairs today I think they had something truly magical. You won’t find another bonded pair as loyal as they were to each other. In a way it’s romantic but it’s also bittersweet. My parents went their whole lives without ever meeting their fated mates, yet they found a way to be happy. Me? I’ve waited countless years to be with a person that may not exist. Was it wrong of me to believe I could have someone of my own? A love like my parents once had? Or did I waste my time longing for a fairy tale? I’m not sure. I’m not sure of anything anymore. Except work. Work is one thing I’m always sure of.

A knock on my office door alerts me to the fact that I’ve spent my entire lunch break staring out the window. Swiping my uneaten sandwich into the trash I cross the room and open the door, revealing my nurse on the other side holding the office phone.

“Vera, what can I do for you?”

“It’s an emergency doctor. Margo Brant went into labor early, she thought it was a false alarm again until her water broke. She and her husband are on their way in but things are going fast. I have her husband on the phone.”

Taking the phone from her I say, “Hugh? Its Doc. Tell me what’s going on.”

He sounds frantic when he says, “The baby is coming out wrong. I don’t know what to do.”

“Okay, calm down. Tell Margo to stop pushing. I’ll meet you in the parking lot.”

Keeping the phone to my ear I grab a gurney and turn to Vera, “Grab me some gloves and my med kit.”

She races off to get the items I requested, and I make my way outside where a car comes to a screeching halt in the parking lot. Hugh jumps out of the back and waves me over.

Vera arrives with the gloves and kit. Donning the gloves, I crouch in front of Margo who is laying in the backseat. “Okay, let’s see what we’ve got here.”

Lifting her skirt, I can see one of the baby’s feet. “The baby is breech. We discussed this before. Turning him around is no longer an option. He’s too far down. Now, you’ll have to trust me. I’m going to do my best to deliver him safely without causing an injury, but I won’t guarantee anything.”

Margo says, “Injury?! What are you talking about?!”

I look up at her and say, “Calm down Margo. With the position your baby is in anything can happen. His shoulders are my main concern. But don’t worry I’ve got experience in this and I’ll get him out. Now, on the next contraction I want you to push okay?”

She nods, and I position my hands to help guide the little guy out. I’d like to avoid having to break any of his bones if possible. “You know the drill, push until Vera counts to ten and stop then we’ll go again. Ready?”

Hugh has climbed in behind her and is holding her hand. On her next contraction we begin the process, repeating the steps until the baby has entered the world. I have to say, this is the first time I’ve ever delivered a baby in the parking lot of my practice. Using the tools from my med kit, I direct Hugh on where to cut the cord, clean the baby up and move both child and mother inside the clinic.
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