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Chapter 1

 Sauve-moi

 


 


Guy left the patient’s room dreading his next task.
Was his shift not over yet? Thinking of leaving the hospital did
not bring him any relief, though. He would only be moving on to
another task he was almost sure would be a huge mistake. There was
no way to avoid either one. Guy plodded over to the nurses’ station
and greeted Kit, the young woman manning the desk.

Kit set a few charts down and looked up at him. “Are
you heading down to oncology now? Dr. Kelly buzzed up a few minutes
ago to see if you were on your way.”

Guy sighed. Clearly, his day was not going to be an
easy one. The regular grief counselor who dealt with patients
receiving terminal diagnoses had been in a car accident earlier in
the week and broken her leg. The doctors from his floor were
filling in when needed.

“Oui, I
am on my way. Tell him I will be there in cinq minutes.”

Kit squinted one eye, looking up and away from him
as she tried to remember her numbers in French.

“Five,” Guy said with a teasing
shake of his head. “Really, Kit, positively
disgraceful.”

“Hey,” she shouted, but she shooed
him away with a laugh. As he walked toward the elevator, he could
hear her mumbling, “Une, deux, trois,
quatre, cinq, six…”

Guy did not understand how Eli and Vance could stand
private practice. Sitting in the same chair all day, listening to
patients complain about their spouses, in Eli’s case, or a whole
host of bizarre problems in Vance’s case. Guy needed to be moving
around, checking on patients, or hopping between floors on
occasion. Although, today he would have rather skipped the oncology
floor.

Dealing with chronic illnesses was not Guy’s
strongest area of medicine, or life for that matter. He had learned
early on in medical school that he had difficulty handling the
long-term depression and gravity accompanying such illnesses. He
was quickly swallowed up by them, taking too much of his patients’
emotional wounds on himself. His weakness was all he could think
about as he stepped off the elevator.

Not sure where he was expected to meet Dr. Kelly,
Guy headed for the nurses’s station. Halfway there, he could not
help but notice the well-dressed woman walking down the hall,
staring at her shoes. She seemed completely absorbed in what she
was thinking. He could appreciate that, but she was heading for an
accident. Guy reached out and grabbed her arm just in time to stop
her.

The woman looked up, clearly startled, her deep blue
eyes blinking quickly as she tried to assess the situation. Guy
caught her attention when he spoke. “Your shoes are very pretty,
yes, but you are likely to end up on your backside if you walk
around staring at them all day.”

Glancing down at her shoes, she seemed confused for
a moment. “Oh,” she said a few seconds later, “I’m sorry. Did I run
into you?”

“No, but you nearly took a tumble over
a, uh…” For some reason, the English word he wanted completely
abandoned him. “The rolling chair, for the patients to sit
in.”

“A wheelchair?” she
questioned.

“Oui! Merci. A wheelchair. You nearly walked right into it.”

She blinked in surprise. “I’m so sorry. Thank you
for stopping me…” She paused, seeming unsure of how to address
him.

“Guy Saint Laurent,” he said,
extending his hand to her.

“Doctor Guy Saint Laurent?” she asked, gesturing at his white coat
with one hand as she shook his hand with the other.

He lifted one of the lapels and
shrugged, inwardly grinning that she had almost said his name
perfectly. Instead of the American “Guy,” with a long “I” sound, as
he was often called, Gee
rolled off her tongue and flowed right into his
last name, one fluid word as it was meant to be pronounced.
Sanlaurahn. If she had
just left off the final “t” sound, it would have been
flawless.

Having his named pronounced incorrectly by his
American friends and coworkers had become a bit of a sore spot over
the years. His family name carried a great deal of weight back home
in France, but here it was garbled every day. He should have been
used to it, since he had been living in Chicago since the age of
eighteen, but it was not easy to overcome. He pushed those thoughts
aside and focused on the woman in front of him.

“You have caught me.
Oui, I am a doctor here,
on the psychiatric floor.”

“Oh, well, it’s nice to meet you.
Thank you for stopping me from making a fool of myself.”

“It was not a problem,” he said,
smiling. “What is your name, s'il vous
plait?”

“Oh, uh, Charlotte. Sorry.
Charlotte Brooks.”

Guy grinned. “It was nice to meet you, Charlotte
Brooks.” He enjoyed the way her name rolled off his tongue. He had
no idea where she had been coming from, or where she was going, but
Guy was reluctant to let her go so quickly. He guessed she worked
at the hospital somewhere, possibly public relations, based on her
skirt and silk blouse.

“Do you…?”

“Guy!” someone shouted from across
the hall. “Are you coming sometime today?”

Guy turned to find Dr. Kelly gesturing for him
impatiently. Sighing, he turned back to Charlotte and quickly
begged her forgiveness for the abrupt departure before rushing over
to the man waving at him. Putting Charlotte out of his mind when he
stepped into Dr. Kelly’s office was difficult, but only until he
sat down and found himself face to face with a shocked couple
clutching each other.

Taking a deep breath, Guy mentally rolled up his
sleeves and got to work. It was more than an hour later before he
emerged from the office. The couple was still tearful when they
both hugged him goodbye, but slightly less shell-shocked. Guy
watched them go, glad he was able to help them in some way, but
hoping he wasn’t called on to do so again.

“Thanks, man,” Dr. Kelly said as
he clapped Guy on the back. “I know grief counseling isn’t easy.”
They both shook their heads. “So, who was the gorgeous brunette you
were chatting up in the hallway instead of coming to talk to my
patients?”

“Her name was Charlotte. I think
she works on another floor. You interrupted before I could find out
which one,” Guy said.

Dr. Kelly laughed. “I’m sure you’ll track her down.
Or she’ll find you. They usually tend to flock in your
direction.”

“I do not know what you are
talking about,” Guy said with a laugh.

It was no secret he enjoyed flirting with the women
at the hospital. He did not believe in dating coworkers, but in a
place filled with sickness and death, he found comfort in lessening
the heaviness. It had, of course, given him a reputation, but no
one seemed to take it too seriously, which was exactly how Guy
liked it. One of the first lessons he learned as a child was the
difference between public and private. He was taught to only allow
his true self to be seen by those closest to him. By the time Guy
realized the problem with that lesson, it was too ingrained in him
to change.

“It is just the accent, my
friend,” Guy said with false levity. “Nothing more.”

“Yeah,” Dr. Kelly said, gesturing
at his friend’s athletic physique in comparison to his rounded
middle. “I’m sure that’s all it is.”

No longer able to ignore his remaining duties back
on his own floor, Guy said goodbye and headed back to the elevator,
hoping his shift would somehow keep him from his meeting that
night.

 


***

 


This is a bad
idea, Guy thought as he walked up
to Dolcini, the
restaurant where he was meeting his friend, Eli. It was entirely
his sister Sabine’s fault, as well. It was not that Guy necessarily
opposed helping Eli with his clients, but he was not entirely sure
he was cut out for such work. Working on the psychiatric floor at
the hospital meant he saw patients at their worst. This was
different, very different.

Guy sighed as he stepped up to the maître d’ podium.
Instead of the indefatigable Pierce there to greet him, a young
blonde stood in front of him with an expectant expression.

“Good evening, sir. Do you have a
reservation? Or are you meeting someone?” She eyed him as if she
were afraid he would attack her.

Guy assumed she must be new, and it was quite
obvious she was completely overwhelmed by the packed restaurant and
impatient diners. Shoving away his own anxiety about the impending
meeting, Guy attempted to ease her nerves.

“Oui, Miss, I am meeting my friend, Eli Walsh. I believe he is here
already, yes?” Guy followed up his response with a smile. His
rolling French accent made her lips twitch, not pulling up to a
smile, but hinting at one.

The woman’s eyes flicked down to the computer screen
built into the host stand. “Guy Saint Laurent?”

Guy tried not to cringe. Her Western accent
butchered his name. He tried not to let it bother him, but it was
more difficult than usual. It had been a long day, and it was not
over yet. He knew that knowledge was making him unusually testy.
For a moment, when he looked at her, he saw the woman, Charlotte,
he had stumbled into at the hospital. They both carried the same
worn out, heavy air, and the idea of making the situation worse
erased everything else.

Squaring up his shoulders, he put
aside his petty frustration. The mispronunciation would not even
bother him on a normal day, but thinking of his family earlier made
it impossible not to hear his father’s disapproval in his head when
it happened. Guy pushed all of that aside and answered the woman
politely, though somewhat subdued. “Oui. I am Guy Saint Laurent,” he
said.

Her smile fell upon hearing his name spoken, and Guy
instantly felt guilty. “Um, of course. Your friend is, uh, right
this way, Mr. San…San-lair-ant.”

Close enough, Guy thought. It was not perfect, but it was closer than
before and he appreciated that she tried to pronounce it correctly.
His dour mood mellowed and he smiled. Guy was not sure what had
brought the woman from the hospital back into his mind. Something
about the expression she wore when he first stopped her stuck in
his mind. She seemed worried about something and, oddly, he felt
concerned because of it. As they walked through the restaurant, he
could not keep her from consuming his thoughts.

When they stopped at Eli’s table, Guy thanked the
woman for guiding him, but his usual upbeat attitude was somewhat
lessened by thoughts of Charlotte. The maître d’ smiled hesitantly
before walking away and leaving Guy to face one of his best
friends.

Eli merely shook his head at him. “She pronounced
your name wrong, didn’t she?”

Guy shrugged, not wanting to correct his friend and
bring up his parents. Eli assumed he was right and laughed at his
friend’s expense.

“You’ve got to stop being bothered
by people saying your name wrong. Americans aren’t used to
disregarding half the letters in a word just to make it sound
pretty. If you want people to pronounce your name properly, go back
to France. You’d make your mother happy if you did.”

“Can we get on with this?” Guy
said, annoyed at his friend for bringing up his mother.

Chuckling again, Eli motioned for Guy to take his
seat. “My client should be here any minute.”

Once Guy was seated comfortably, he looked over at
Eli. “Walk me through your process on one of these sessions,
yes?”

“It’s fairly simple,” Eli said.
“On a date night, I watch, take mental notes, and try to
investigate some of the root causes of whatever the client’s issues
are without being obvious about it.”

Guy’s face screwed up in
confusion. “You just sit back and observe?”

“Yes,” Eli said, “it allows them
to be themselves, so I can more accurately judge what they need as
far as future help is concerned.”

Guy shook his head, fearing even more that he was
out of his depth. Eli had started the business while at university
as a way to earn extra cash while helping out a few misguided young
women. The concept was simple. He was a dating coach, nothing more,
and he was good at it. Women were willing to pay him anything to
have him “fix” all their dating woes. That was the idea,
anyway.

It soon became an obsession, largely due to Eli’s
troubled relationship with his own mother. His friends understood
Eli’s all-encompassing need to save desperate, unstable women,
especially after everyone, including Eli, discovered his mother had
been poisoning herself to make Eli believe she was ill and needed
him constantly. His mother had survived, and was now a resident
patient at a psychiatric hospital in the area, but it had tortured
Eli for years that he had not been able to save her from
herself.

Everything changed when he met Leila. She not only
helped him begin to reconcile with his mother, she took away his
obsession with the business. Eli had chosen his passion over what
had consumed him for years. He adored Leila, and all of his friends
were happy for him, but Guy was leery of stepping in and continuing
Eli’s business. He was used to a hospital setting, not something so
intimate.

Eli giving up his Ddate Sshark business for his
fiancée, was completely understandable. Why not just call his
clients and tell them he was closing up shop? He did not need the
money. Guy sighed, knowing Eli’s sense of chivalry would not allow
him to bail on the women he had already agreed to help, yet with
the wedding approaching, he couldn’t follow through himself.
Somehow, Guy had become the alternative.

Again, the thought crossed his mind that this was
all Sabine’s fault. Eli had been set up with a colleague named
Lewis to take over the remaining dDate sShark clients already on
the schedule, until Lewis met Sabine. Guy knew his sister was
beautiful. She was a European fashion model, after all. Could she
not tone it down on occasion? Like when it might end up pushing her
brother into being Chicago’s newest, not-so-willing dDate sShark?
Guy did not like the idea of what he was getting himself into, but
Eli was his friend, and he would rather suffer through these
strange dates than see him under undue stress and possibly damage
his relationship with Leila. There were very few people Guy was
willing to make such a sacrifice for, but Eli was one of them.

“This client’s issue is what?” Guy
asked.

Hedging, Eli said, “Why don’t you just wait and
see?”

Great,
Guy thought. That bad? He settled back in his chair and sighed. Drinks had been
ordered, and appetizers were being contemplated by the time a
commotion at the front desk brought the already frazzled maître d’,
tripping in her six-inch heels, to cut off a woman carrying the
largest purse Guy had ever seen.

“Mr. Walsh, Mr., uh, Guy,” the
maître d’ said, apparently not wanting to make a second attempt at
his last name. “Your third guest has arrived. I tried to tell
her…”

Standing slowly, Eli tried not to let his
embarrassment show, but Guy knew him too well to be deceived. He
faced the weary maître d’ and said, “It’s okay, Lauren. I’ll handle
it from here.”

“But, but she…”

“I already spoke to Conrad about
it.”

Lauren’s shoulders dropped and her hands flapped
against her body, defeated. She simply turned and walked away after
that. Guy was tempted to do the same. What did the purse hold?
Should he be concerned?

“Delia,” Eli said politely, “thank
you for coming, though I believe we already had a discussion about
the insects.”

Insects? Guy thought, his stomach turning involuntarily.
He could not be serious, could he? Surely she did
not…. Oh, but she did. Guy watched with a
strange mixture of horror and fascination as Delia carefully began
pulling variously sized boxes out of her bag and setting them on
the table. The tarantula was not so bad, but the hundreds of meal
worms wriggling against each other and the giant black and red
centipede thing had both Guy and Eli squirming and scooting away
from the table.

“I know what you said, Mr. Walsh,
but how could I leave them at home? Mortimer escaped and tried to
eat everything the last time I left them alone,” Delia said, as if
that excuse made it acceptable to bring a possible infestation to a
restaurant.

“Mortimer?” Guy asked, barely
managing to get out the words without gagging.

“Mortimer,” Delia said, “is my
python.”

She looked at him expectantly. Guy was not sure if
she was waiting on him for a response of some kind, or confirmation
that she was not in the wrong, but there was no chance of either
from Guy. This woman had serious issues. How did Eli expect to fix
her?

“Delia, why don’t you take a look
at the menu?” Eli said more calmly. “The waitress will be returning
to take our orders shortly.”

“Oh! Of course. I just had one
more…”

Guy and Eli were not the only ones to jump back in
surprise when Delia pulled out a caged bee the size of her
palm.

“Bordel de merde!”
Guy exclaimed at the sight of it. Even in a cage,
the thing had Guy him scrambling out of his chair. “What is
that?”

“A Japanese giant hornet,” Delia
explained happily.

She seemed completely oblivious to Guy’s discomfort
and Eli’s head in his hands. She held the cage closer to Guy, and
it took everything he had not to bat it out of her hand. Only the
fear of the lid springing off when it hit the ground and the bee
coming after him kept him from lashing out. That and the fact that
he was quite allergic to bees and preferred not to end the night in
the emergency room.

Holding his tongue was not so easy, though. “Put
that…”

“Delia,” Eli interrupted before
another round of French curses spilled out of Guy’s mouth. “We have
already discussed how your insect collection might make other
people uncomfortable. Guy has a severe allergy to bees, and whether
or not that translates to Japanese giant hornets, he is not
comfortable having it thrust in his face.”

For a moment, Delia just stood there, holding the
trapped monstrosity out in front of Guy. Her brows scrunched
together, possibly trying to figure out why her bug collection
would upset anyone. She clearly did not think it as repulsive as
everyone else did. Eventually, she shrugged and set the plastic
cage down on the side of the table furthest from Guy. She managed
to find her seat shortly after. Both she and Eli moved on from the
incident as if nothing had happened. Guy supposed that in Delia’s
mind, nothing had. Eli was simply a better actor than he.

“Sauve-moi,” Guy muttered under his breath. He knew no one was going to
save him, though. Not this time.

 


 



Chapter 2

 Une
Vieile Amie

 


 


“So how was the date shark thing
last night?” Carmody asked as she sat down.

Guy frowned at her. “I thought we were having a
French lesson this morning?”

Carmody rolled her eyes. “I don’t
even know how to say shark
in French.”

“Requin.”

“Requin,”
she repeated dutifully. “So, how’d it go?” Before Guy could say
anything, she pointed a finger at him menacingly. “Don’t you dare
tell me to say it in French! We’ll continue the lesson later. I
want a rundown, first, and it’ll take me all day to get the deets
if I have to do it in French.”

“You should really be better at
this, no? We’ve been doing this for how long now?” Guy teased. He
and Carmody had met in French class their sophomore year at
university. For Guy, the class had been an easy A, but for Carmody,
well, even with Guy’s tutoring, she barely managed a passing
grade.

“Tais-toi,” Carmody snapped. When Guy laughed at her, she only
smirked. “I can tell you to shut up in French, and I know how to
order coffee. What else do I really need to know?”

Guy shook his head at her. When she set her precious
cup of coffee down and folded her hand under her chin, he knew she
was not going to let up. He and Carmody had never dated, but the
sibling-like relationship they had developed over the years meant
Carmody knew him well enough to push his buttons. She would weasel
it out of him eventually, and he really did not feel like arguing
with her about it this that morning.

Sighing, he gave in. “It was very
strange, to say the least. The client brought insects.”

Scrunching up her face in disgust, Carmody said.
“Bugs? Like, she had lice or something?”

“Lice?” Guy questioned. He knew
the word from university, but he could not remember the
translation.

“Poux,”
Carmody supplied. “You know, the little bugs that live in people’s
and animal’s hair. It spreads really easy.” She shivered and
immediately started itching her scalp just contemplating
it.

“You know the word for lice, but
not shark?” Guy asked, head tilted to one side in curiosity. She
just shrugged. Guy found himself scratching at his hair as well and
pulled his hand away. “No, not lice. Just regular bugs. Very big
bugs. She brought them in little boxes, like, uh
…
exhibits.”

“Exhibits?” Carmody questioned.
“You mean little plastic terrariums?”

“Oui,”
Guy nodded, “merci.”

“What did she do with
them?”

“She made us…eat—”

Carmody’s eyes doubled in size, and she was unable
to keep from interrupting. “Eat them? She made you eat her
bugs?”

“You did not let me finish,” Guy
snapped. “She made us eat dinner with them on the table. Disgusting,
no?”

Shivering at the very idea, Carmody agreed
wholeheartedly. “Are they all like that?”

Guy could only shrug. Eli promised she was one of
the worst, but Guy doubted his friend’s honesty at that point. How
good of friends were they truly if he made him sit through that?
Guy shook his head again.

Not wanting to talk about the
previous night any longer, Guy changed the subject, hoping it would
distract Carmody. “How is Michel?”

Her eyes narrowed at him. “You know how much he
hates the French version of his name. It sounds like you’re calling
him Michelle, which is a woman’s name here.”

Feeling sufficiently hypocritical
after his frustration with the maître d’ the previous night, Guy
apologized and tried again. “How is My-kel?” He knew he was still not
pronouncing her husband’s name quite right, but he always had
trouble with the harsh consonants.

“Michael is great,” Carmody said
with a smile. “We’re planning a trip for our fifth wedding
anniversary in a few months.”

“That is wonderful. You both
deserve a holiday,” Guy said with a smile.

“Lily is still over the moon about
the Dora camping set you gave her for her birthday, by the way. She
wants to sleep in it every night,” Carmody said with a
laugh.

The image of Carmody and Michael trying to tuck
their three-year-old daughter into bed inside a miniature tent
every night made him smile. “I am glad she likes it.”

“She’s insisting you come over and
camp with her. I tried to tell her I didn’t think you’d fit, but
she’s positive you will.” Chuckling at the image, she shook her
head.

Guy was laughing as well. The tent
he had bought his God-daughter was barely large enough for a
toddler. There was no way he would ever fit inside of it, but he
could not resist Lily. “Perhaps she would settle for me reading her
a story while she sits inside her tent, yes?”

“I’m sure she’d love that,”
Carmody said with a smile.

Since moving to the United States, Guy had not been
able to see his family more than a few times a year. When it came
to his parents, he loved them very much, but their constant
disapproval of his choices made wanting to go home a constant
battle. With his sister, Sabine, it was different. They had always
been close as children, and he missed seeing her regularly. Guy
supposed that was why he and Carmody had become friends. Though her
mocha skin and dark curly hair made her look nothing like his
sister, she treated him as a brother, and he had missed that very
much after moving away from home.

“How is India?” Carmody asked.

Guy shrugged noncommittally at the mention of the
woman he had been dating on and off for the past few weeks. “India
is fine, I suppose.”

Sighing in disappointment, Carmody folded her arms
across her chest in a rather motherly manner. “You broke up with
her, didn’t you?”

“It was not as if we were really a
couple. We went out now and again.”

“But you told her you didn’t want
to see her anymore, didn’t you?” When Guy did not immediately
respond, she shook her head at him. “What’s the reason this time?
India wasn’t half bad.”

“Liar,” Guy said. “You never liked
her.”

“So, maybe I thought she was
idiotic. I still can’t believe you already broke up with her, or
whatever you want to call it. You’d only been going out for three
weeks. What did she do, ask you to pick her up from the airport?”
Carmody asked in mock horror.

Instantly defensive, Guy crossed his arms over his
chest. “She asked me to cat babysit.”

“Cat sit,” Carmody corrected.
“What’s so terrible about that? Are you allergic?”

“No, but it would have been very
inconvenient.”

Carmody threw her hands up. “Heaven forbid anyone
might inconvenience the great Guy Saint Laurent!” She tossed a
wadded up napkin at him. “One of these days, you’re going to have
to actually make a compromise with someone you care about.”

For the briefest moment, Charlotte unexpectedly
popped into his head again. The expression on her face when she
first looked at him struck him once again. She had shaken it off
almost immediately, but something about it unsettled him. Shaking
away thoughts of such a random encounter, Guy smirked at his
friend, instead.

“I make compromises for you every
morning. I could be sleeping in right now, getting my… beauty rest.
Is that the expression American women love to use?”

Carmody snorted, almost spitting out the coffee
she’d just sipped. “Beauty rest? That is definitely something you
don’t need any more of. Half the women in the coffee shop are
staring at you right now. If your blonde hair, green eyes, and
killer smile get any more damn attractive, they’ll be lining up to
buy you coffee every morning and my French will never improve.”

Laughing, Guy sat back in his chair. He and Michael
both knew Carmody had zero romantic interest in him, nor Guy in
her, but he enjoyed teasing her about it. “Does your husband know
you talk to me in such a way?”

“Michael is very secure in both my
love for him and his manhood. He’s big enough to admit you’re a
good looking guy, and he knows our relationship has never been
about that.”

“Michael thinks I am
séduisant?” Guy asked,
rather perplexed.

Carmody set her cup back down to avoid spilling its
contents as she laughed at Guy. He stared at her, even more
confused. When Carmody finally got her hysteria under control, she
said, “Seductive? No, Michael doesn’t find you seductive. Poor word
choice, that one. He does agree that you are a tempting piece of
ass for just about every female in Chicago.”

“Oh, well, fine.” Embarrassed, Guy
adjusted his watch. He had been living in the United States since
his freshman year at university, and had studied English all
through primary and secondary school, but sometimes he still
managed to baffle himself and others when it came to interpreting
certain words and ideas.

Reaching across the table, Carmody patted his arm
reassuringly. “Hey, Mr. Pouty, I really am sorry about India.”

Guy shrugged. He truly was not particularly broken
up about it. He and India had fun together, but there had never
been any real connection between them. From a young age, Guy had
been taught by his parents that sacrifice and favors were to be
reserved for close friends and family. Giving too much, too
willingly, was perceived as weakness, a man easily swayed to do the
will of others. Guy could imagine his father’s disappoint if he had
agreed to care for India’s cat.

“What’s your deal, anyway?”
Carmody asked. “I’d say you were commitment-phobic or something,
but I don’t think that’s it.”

“Commitment-phobic?” Guy
challenged.

Rolling her eyes again, Carmody
said, “I don’t know the technical term, but I’m sure you do. Answer
the question, secousse.”

Guy chuckled. “Wrong form
of jerk, unless
you want me to shake you back and forth a few times. I think you
meant salaud.”

“Whatever.” She scrunched her
whole face up at him. “Answer the question.”

He supposed she thought there was something very
wrong with him, but she was going to be disappointed. His parents
were happily married. He had never been mistreated or abused. No
deep emotional scars to speak of. It was more a matter of logic.
Guy and his parents were often at odds, but on this they
agreed.

“I just don’t see the point in two
people losing who they are, and their freedom, just so they can be
together.”

Carmody stared at him. “That’s literally the
stupidest thing you’ve ever said, in French or English.”

“In order to compromise, each
person must give something up.”

“Yeah, but they gain something in
return.”

“The gain is rarely worth the
loss.”

Shaking her head, Carmody pinned him with a serious
stare. “What were you going to lose by watching India’s cat?”

In all honesty, Guy could not really come up with a
valid excuse. Other than a few minutes taken out of his day to make
sure the animal was fed and watered, he would have lost nothing.
The standard answer Guy had given Carmody was one he used any time
his relationship skills were challenged. He believed it, in part,
but there was more to his casual attitude toward dating. Sighing,
Guy was forced to be honest.

“It was not even about the cat so
much as misleading her. If I did such a thing for her, she would
assume there was more to our relationship than there really
was.”

In his defense, once he explained his refusal and
why he thought they should stop seeing each other, India had not
argued. Perhaps she did not argue only because she thought he was a
jerk, but she had not been overly upset. That was hardly the case
every time Guy broke up with a woman, but India, at least, seemed
to follow his logic. Carmody did not.

Rolling her eyes yet again, Carmody countered with,
“So, you can’t just do something nice for someone you’re not bosom
buddies with? Guy, that’s ridiculous.”

“It is not ridiculous at all. If I
had watched the cat and continued to see India, she would have
assumed there was a future between us. There was not.”

“How do you know that?”

Guy shrugged. “I would have been willing to watch
her cat if there had been.”

“How is it that you’re a shrink
and yet you’re completely hopeless in this?” She shook her head and
took a sip of her coffee. Apparently, she was not done just yet.
Looking at him squarely, she asked, “How do you say selfish prick
in French?”

“Finally! We are getting to the
French lesson now?” Guy said.

Carmody smirked at him. “One of these days, you’re
finally going to find someone who’s worth giving something up for,
and when you do, you’ll be amazed at what you’re willing to
sacrifice just to keep them in your life.”

“I seriously doubt that,” Guy
argued.

He was not against the idea of marriage and family,
but giving up everything for something so uncertain did not make
sense to him. Guy had survived growing up as the son of a very
wealthy and influential man by mastering the art of protecting
himself from those who sought to use their family for personal
gain. He saw no point in risking opening himself up to someone only
to be disappointed in the end. The only compromises worth making
were ones with a sure outcome, and relationships were never
sure.

“It will happen,” Carmody said,
“and when it does, I’m gonna laugh.”

Guy knew she was only partially
serious. Carmody played at being tough, but she was a very kind and
generous person. That was why he met her every weekday

morning on his way to work. He feared her French
would never get her more than a cup of coffee in Paris, yet he kept
coming. Guy was very close with Eli and Vance and Leo, friends made
in medical school and kept long after, but did not like allowing
people to see every side of him. If the guys knew he met Carmody
every morning, and did not share any kind of sexual relationship
with her, they would not know what to think. He preferred it that
way.

“Hey, Space Boy,” Carmody said as
she tapped his hand, “your phone’s buzzing at you
.”

Snapping out of his thoughts, Guy answered it
immediately. “Dr. Saint Laurent.”

He listened to the caller, sighing as he quickly
gathered up his things. By the time he ended the call, Carmody was
standing to give him a parting hug. Their lessons were frequently
cut short by an early call from the hospital.

“Patient?”

Guy nodded. “Police just brought someone in on a
seventy-two hour hold and they need an evaluation.”

“All right, Super Shrink, better
get going. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Oui, my
friend, à bientôt.”

Leaning in, Guy quickly kissed
both her cheeks before darting away. Normally, those kinds of calls
did not bother him. He preferred the psychiatric ward at the
hospital over private practice. This patient was different. This
patient was not a stranger. She was une
vieile amie, an old friend, and a dear
one. Seeing her once again at the hospital would not bring back
good memories.

 


 



Chapter 3

 Le Bon
Choix

 


 


Guy paused outside the patient’s room. He was free
to go in, but closed his eyes against the idea. He almost wished
they had not called him, and let Dr. Campos handle it instead. He
was on staff when they brought her in, no? They could have, but
they all knew Guy’s history with her.

Sighing, Guy pushed into the room and was saddened
by the restraints. Cuts and bruises marred her once beautiful face.
The staff had done their best to clean her up, but it was clear she
had been living on the streets since he had last seen her. It
pained him to think of her without a proper place to sleep each
night, but he had already tried so many times to help her with no
effect.

“Patricia,” Guy said softly, “are
you awake?”

She tried to lift one hand to paw at him lazily, but
the restraints held her back. She barely even seemed to notice.
“You alwaysay mynameso funny,” she said, slurring her words.
“Pa-tree-see-uh.” Her head lolled to one side as she attempted to
laugh. It came out as more of a gasping fit.

“Would you prefer I said it the
American way?” he asked, even though he already knew the
answer.

“I likeyouracc…ent.”

Guy patted her hand briefly. He knew they had needed
to sedate her when the police brought her in because of her violent
outbursts, and an evaluation would not be possible for several
hours, but he had wanted to be sure she was all right…physically,
at least. The bruises and cuts spoke to the assault she instigated,
causing the police to become involved, but she looked as well as
could be expected.

“I’ll be back soon to check on
you, okay, Patricia?” She nodded slowly, as if the movement took a
great deal of concentration. Saddened by the state she was in this
time, Guy slipped out of the room quietly. By the time he made it
to the nurses’s station, his mood had little hope of
improving.

“Good morning, Dr. Guy,” Kit, one
of the younger nurses, said. Hardly anyone used his last name,
because most could not pronounce it properly, and they all knew it
bothered him when it was said incorrectly.

“Bounjour, Kit.”

She chuckled a little when her name came out
sounding more like “keet” than “kit.” “You know, it’s kinda ironic
you get so frustrated that no one can say your name, but you
pronounce all of ours wrong every day.” Her grin made it clear she
did not mind that he had difficulty forming the short I sound
Americans loved so much.

“Oui, but
you all like how I pronounce your names because you think my accent
is sexy.”

Kit laughed, making him smile just a little. As much
as Guy enjoyed a bit of playful banter with the nurses on the
floor, he never took it further than a casual attempt at making
someone smile or laugh. They all knew that and enjoyed pestering
him about his accent and outgoing personality. The levity fell away
quickly, though, as Guy’s thoughts turned back to Patricia.

“Someone can page me when Ms.
Adams is more lucid, yes?” Guy asked. “I
need to go down to oncology again to help Dr. Kelly with another
grief counseling session.”

Smiling gently, Kit said, “Of course. We’ll keep a
close eye on her for you.”

As Guy stepped out onto the oncology floor, he could
not help scanning the immediate area for Charlotte. It was foolish.
He knew their run-in was only chance before. He was familiar enough
with the staff on the floor to be sure she did not work there. She
was most likely delivering paperwork or following up on something
with one of the doctors the previous day. There was no reason for
her to be there again, but still, he searched for her. By the time
he made it to Dr. Kelly’s office, and had not spotted her, his
already questionable mood had deteriorated even more.

When Kelly met him at the door, he frowned in
concern. “Everything all right, Guy?”

Sighing, Guy rubbed a hand across his face.
“Patricia was brought in again.”

Kelly gripped his shoulder tightly. “I’m sorry to
hear that.” He shook his head. “Any chance of getting her to go to
an inpatient facility this time?”

“Not without a court order.”
Saying the words stung. Guy hated the idea of committing her
against her will, but he knew it was likely the only option left to
him. He tried not to think about it too much until he had a chance
to talk to her.

Kelly didn’t say anything else, just patted Guy’s
shoulder in sympathy. He was kind enough to give Guy a few minutes
to compose himself before opening the door to his office and
holding it open for him. Taking a deep breath, Guy stepped in to
face an elderly man whose last round of chemo therapy had had no
real effect. He was at the end of his life, yet, as Guy sat down
across from him, the man smiled.

“I told Dr. Kelly I didn’t need
any counseling,” the man said, “but he insisted.”

“If you are not ready to talk yet,
that is all right, Mr. Franklin,” Guy said.

The man shook his head. “It’s not that I’m not ready
to talk. I don’t need to.” His smile was firm, even though his
hands were trembling from age and weakness. “I knew from the
beginning that I wouldn’t have the strength I needed to beat this,
and I made peace with that a long time ago.”

“Understanding that you may not
survive is very different from being faced with it,” Guy
said.

“I supposed it is, but I’d already
reached the end of my life before I found out about the cancer. I’m
almost ninety years old.” Mr. Franklin reached over and patted
Guy’s hand, as if he were the one in need of comforting. “My wife
passed seven years ago. I’m ready to be with her again.”

Guy had nothing to say to that. He had seen patients
in denial, and this man was not one of them. He was completely at
peace with the fact that his life would only last a few more short
months. Comfort came from his belief that he would see his wife
again, and it was a belief Guy shared. Strangely, Guy felt a sad
smile creep onto his lips.

“I am sure she will be waiting for
you,” he said quietly.

“I know she will be.” Mr. Franklin
patted his hand gently before standing with some effort. Guy stood
to help him, but was waved off. The man thanked Dr. Kelly on his
way out.

The two doctors said nothing for a long time. It was
Dr. Kelly who spoke first. “I wish all my patients could see things
the way he does.”

Guy nodded, but inwardly, he wished the same for
himself. What would it be like to have such surety, such peace? To
Guy, everything was uncertain. Love, relationships, happiness. It
could only be trusted when held at arm’s length, too far away to
really effect you.

“Dr. Guy,” a voice called out over
the intercom, interrupting his thoughts, “please return to the
psychiatric floor.”

“Uh-oh, you’ve been away from your
nurses too long. They’re calling you home,” Dr. Kelly said, trying
to lighten the mood between them.

In truth, Guy would have taken
angry nurses over having to confront Patricia. Dieu aidez-moi, Guy thought as he
walked away. He certainly needed some kind of higher power on his
side if he wanted to help Patricia somehow. It was a long trip back
to his regular floor.

“The sedation is wearing off,”
said one of the nurses, this one an older woman named
Christine.

“How is she doing?” Guy
asked.

Christine grimaced. “Well, she tried to bite Kit
when she attempted to adjust her gown. She’s asking for you,
though. Says you’ll get her out of here.”

Shaking his head, Guy walked
toward Patricia’s room. There was little chance, at that point,
that he would be able to release her after the hold expired. Going
off her meds—not that Patricia would ever admit to that—and being
found wandering through grocery stores harassing people was one
thing. Actually taking it to the level of assaulting other indigent
persons and then attacking the police when they tried to subdue her
was a whole different story. Now she was trying to bite hospital
staff. How did it come to this?
Guy wondered.

By the time Guy walked into Patricia’s room, he had
little hope left. She had run out of free passes. Second chances
only lasted so long before people gave up. Guy was not writing her
off, but he was beyond believing she could take care of herself and
not harm others.

“Dr. Guy,” Patricia said slowly.
“I knew you would come.” Her voice dropped to a whisper, eyes
darting every which way. “They’re trying to keep me here, but I
knew you wouldn’t let them. We have to get out of here before they
come back!”

“Before who comes back?” Guy
asked.

Patricia’s body sunk in on itself
as she scanned every inch of the room with her eyes. “The little
blonde one. She wanted to put something in my arm, but I wouldn’t
let her. They’re trying to poison me, Dr. Guy. They don’t want me
to talk to you anymore. They
don’t want me to talk to you, either.”

“The voices?” Guy
asked.

“The ghosts,” Patricia said
seriously.

Talk of ghosts was not uncommon for Patricia. She
had always associated the auditory hallucinations she heard, due to
her schizophrenia, with ghosts speaking to her from beyond the
grave. It did help Guy estimate how long she had not been taking
her medication. Patricia would deny being off her meds, but Guy
knew her too well to be fooled. Usually ghosts did not show up for
her until after at least two weeks off meds. Voices combined with
the paranoia and violent tendencies were a clear indication that
Patricia was not going anywhere any time soon. Guy listened
patiently as she
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