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First Do No Harm

Physician assistant Pierce Parker wants nothing more
than to find true love, but after a series of heartbreaks and
lackluster first dates, she’s beginning to question if such a thing
even exists. That is, until she begins working with Dr. Cassidy
Sullivan, a new emergency medicine resident. Their chemistry makes
Pierce start to believe all her dreams will come true, but a secret
from Cassidy’s past may end the fairy tale before it gets to
happily ever after. For Pierce and Cassidy, the risk of heartbreak
may be too high a price for the chance at love.
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Prologue

“I don’t know, Pierce. Something just feels…off.”
Katie Browning, Pierce Parker’s girlfriend of nearly a year, sat
next to Pierce on her coffee-stained sofa, her eyes gleaming just
enough to convince any onlooker that she wasn’t a complete
sociopath.

“Tell me we aren’t doing this again.” Pierce let her
head collapse into her hands, actual tears contrasting to Katie’s
manufactured waterworks building behind her eyelids. Only a few
months earlier, they’d sat in this same living room, on this same
sofa, having this same conversation. The doubt in Katie’s voice was
so palpable it wrapped around Pierce’s heart and squeezed. In an
instant, Pierce’s world had imploded under the hand of the one girl
she’d really fallen for. And now, it was happening again.

“I’m sorry. I just…I’m not sure about us. I’m not
sure this is working.” Katie did her best to avoid looking at
Pierce. And, considering Pierce never made a habit of letting
anyone see her cry, that suited her just fine. During the first
breakup, Pierce had been blindsided. Her life since she’d met Katie
had been filled with cozy nights talking about their future
together, how many cats they’d eventually adopt, and every other
lesbian cliché they could find. For the first time, Pierce was
happy, content with the day-to-day, no longer looking over her
shoulder for the next best thing. Then, with a few vague
statements, Katie had taken all of that from her.

“Are you breaking up with me?” Pierce knew the
answer because she’d heard this speech before. She knew because of
the twitch in Katie’s left eyebrow and the pinch of her mouth.
Pierce couldn’t believe she was about to get hurt again. But a new
feeling came with this second ending—shame. Pierce was humiliated.
Without a second thought, she’d allowed Katie back into her life
and let her toss her heart out all over again. She should have
respected herself enough to let Katie go. She shouldn’t have let
someone in who wasn’t sure about her. And Katie had never been
really sure about Pierce.

“It kills me to say it, because I know you’ll never
take me back again. But, yes.”

Pierce let out a blistering laugh. “You’re damn
right I’ll never take you back again. Jesus, how many times do you
think I can get tossed in the trash anyway?”

“I’m sorry.” Katie placed a cautious hand on top of
Pierce’s, offering Pierce a sympathetic pout that made her even
angrier. Pierce didn’t want Katie’s sympathy. She didn’t want her
pity. Pierce hated being pitied more than anything.

“You always did have one foot out the door, didn’t
you?” Pierce shook her head.

Katie glanced around awkwardly and stood up. “I
should go.”

This time, Pierce refused to protest. She refused to
drop to her knees and beg for someone who didn’t really love her to
stay and hold the pieces of her shattered heart together. She
refused to show weakness. After Katie walked out the door, Pierce
could cry. She could punch the wall and dance to loud music and
write bad poetry. But God help her, she would never let Katie see
one more tear.


Chapter One

Six months later

 


It wasn’t unusual for Galen Burgess’s mother to call
on a Sunday afternoon. In fact, it seemed that for the last couple
of years, they’d taken to talking regularly, Galen even finding
herself enjoying the telephone for once. As she noted her mother’s
name light up the screen on her cell phone, Galen smiled to
herself. So much had changed since she met Rowan.

“Mom. How are you?”

Rowan Duncan, Galen’s partner and fellow surgeon at
Boston City Hospital, rounded the corner into the kitchen of their
massive one-bedroom high-rise in Fenway. Rowan’s face brightened
the minute Galen laid eyes on her, and Galen wondered, as always,
if that look would ever lose its ability to make her knees go
soft.

“I’m doing well. Your father and I just finished
watching this documentary on those three girls who were locked in a
basement for years. What a horrible, tragic thing to have happen. I
can’t stop thinking about it!”

“And Dad? How’s he handling the solitude of
retirement?” Galen always hesitated to ask about her father. The
cold, battle-ax chief of surgery at Boston City had finally retired
two years ago, after Galen’s mother had nearly died from an
aneurysm. Since then, he’d managed to become even more
insufferable. When he wasn’t whining about not being able to
operate anymore, he was playing golf at all hours of the morning
with his group of cigar-toting, bourbon-soaked surgeon friends who
were also searching for meaning in a life that no longer made any
sense to them. Still, he seemed pleased enough with Galen’s new
role as attending surgeon, accepting that maybe if his time was up,
he could prime his youngest child to carry on his legacy.

“You know your father. Lucky if I can get him to sit
still for two hours to watch a movie with me. But he’s home. And
you’re happy. And you have Rowan. How is she, by the way?”

Rowan, who had been listening to the entire exchange
over Galen’s speaker phone, smiled. “Hi, Mrs. Burgess,” she
shouted.

“Hello, dear. How is everything? Is my daughter
treating you well? Are you eating enough?”

Galen shook her head. She loved the way her mother
had taken Rowan in as her own since they’d gotten together two
years earlier. It must have been hard for Rowan, being so far away
from home. Especially with her parents being less than accepting of
her new love. Rowan made her way behind Galen and wrapped her arms
around her waist. She let her face nestle in the skin of Galen’s
neck, and Galen picked up the faint scent of Rowan’s hair that
always sent ripples of want through her entire body. After two
years, Rowan’s touch still felt completely brand-new.

“Yes, ma’am, I’m eating plenty. Galen’s learned to
be quite the chef. Did you know that?”

“My child? Impossible.” Mrs. Burgess scoffed.

“Really!” Rowan answered. “Last night she grilled
steak tips with some kind of fancy potatoes and green beans. And it
was incredible. She really is good at everything. It’s kind of
annoying.”

“She gets that from her mother.”

Galen shrugged. “Is everything okay, Mom? You sound
like you have something on your mind.”

“I don’t know how you do that. Rowan, did you know
that ever since she was a toddler, Galen was incredibly sensitive?
She could always tell when something was bothering someone.”

“Galen? Sensitive? Never.” Rowan winked at Galen and
turned to face her, wrapping her arms around her neck and kissing
all over her face until Galen couldn’t help but try to suppress a
laugh.

“But there is something I wanted to ask you about,”
Mrs. Burgess said.

“Is anything wrong? Was it your appointment with Dr.
Heins? Is the aneurysm repair okay?” Galen, always calm and
confident, was the first to go into a tailspin when a crisis
involved her mother or Rowan.

“Everything’s fine. But I just got off the phone
with your Aunt Linda in Tulsa. You know your cousin, Pierce?”

“Pierce? God, I haven’t heard anything from her in
ages. Isn’t she in school to be a physician assistant somewhere or
something?” Galen’s interest was piquing.

“She graduated years ago. She’s working in the
emergency department now, at a hospital in Atlanta. Anyway, I’m
calling because Linda asked if you could help her out. Apparently,
Pierce is desperately looking to move and needs a new job. She’s
interested in Boston, and since you have your connections in the ER
still, I thought you could, you know, pull some strings for her?
Get her a job?”

“I mean, Mom, I haven’t seen Pierce since she was,
like, eight.” Galen was at least seven or eight years older than
her cousin, and her last memory of Pierce consisted of an obnoxious
little overall-clad girl with bowl-cut hair throwing crab apples at
her at their grandparents’ farm. It was hardly much to go on for a
recommendation.

“I know. I’m just asking for you to meet with her.
She’s flying into town this Wednesday and really wants to talk.”
Mrs. Burgess wasn’t asking, and Galen knew this full well.

“Okay, sure. Why not? Give her my cell number. I’ll
set up coffee or something and see what I can do for her.”

“There’s one more thing. Pierce is a lesbian.”

“Can you not say it like that, Mom?” Galen
shuddered.

“Like what?”

“You know, like it’s some foreign country off the
coast of France you saw a travel special on once.”

“Oh, stop. You know I’m the most accepting person in
this city of your sexuality. And Pierce’s.” Mrs. Burgess
laughed.

“I know. It just sounds…weird. So, what does Pierce
being gay have to do with this?”

“Linda wasn’t supposed to say anything to me, but
apparently she’s leaving Atlanta because of a bad breakup with her
girlfriend. She’s been pretty crushed. Maybe you could, you know,
take her under your wing. Professionally, and personally?” Once
again, Mrs. Burgess was not asking.

“Yes, Mom. Now, will you please go find Dad and make
him take you out to dinner or something? Ro and I are going to run
some errands. I love you.”

“You’re my favorite, you know that?” Mrs. Burgess
was clearly teasing.

“Of course I do. Bye, Mom.”

Galen hit the red button on her phone and
immediately noticed Rowan grinning at her.

“What?” Galen asked.

“You. You’re very sweet for doing that.”

“Ugh. Like I had a choice. Now I have to play big,
gay mentor to my punk-ass little cousin, and I may have to work
with her?” Galen sighed.

“You know what I think?” Rowan moved closer to her
again and put her hands on Galen’s hips. “I think it’s sexy.”

Some of Galen’s irritation began to dissipate, and
she couldn’t resist a small smile. She brushed a stray piece of
Rowan’s hair away from her face. “Is that right?”

“Incredibly.” Rowan moved her hand to Galen’s cheek
and kissed her, slowly, softly at first. Then, just as Galen’s
breath caught, Rowan kissed her harder. It was the kind of kiss
that said Rowan never wanted to kiss anyone else for as long as she
lived. It was the kind of kiss that still knocked the great,
sturdy, headstrong Dr. Galen Burgess to the ground in one perfect
second.

 


* * *

 


It was entirely Pierce’s mother’s idea to reach out
to her cousin, Galen. From what little Pierce knew, which consisted
of information gathered from casual social-media browsing, Galen
was some hotshot surgeon at Boston City Hospital. It looked like
she had some hotshot surgeon girlfriend too, who Pierce couldn’t
help but notice was a total fucking smoke show. The Burgesses had
money, and lots of it. Pierce had seen pictures of Christmas
parties at Galen’s million-dollar apartment, and their cute fucking
dog, and perfect fucking life. Pierce had always been the black
sheep of the family. Even when they were little, their grandparents
always preferred Galen and her sisters to Pierce and the Parkers.
When Pierce decided to become a PA and Galen had followed in the
other Burgesses’ paths and become a doctor, that just seemed to
solidify Pierce’s status. She groaned as she put her coat on and
tied her boots. What kind of family is so elitist and
overachieving that the outcast grandchild is a goddamn PA? She
hadn’t even left the hotel yet, and Pierce was already regretting
her decision to meet with Galen.

Although they hadn’t laid eyes on each other since
they were kids, Pierce recognized her cousin immediately. Facebook
has an eerie way of keeping people connected at the most
superficial level. Pierce knew Galen’s job, her girlfriend, even
what she’d had for dinner last week. But they were total strangers.
Galen sat in the corner of the Starbucks, scrolling intently
through her phone. She wore an expensive-looking, tailored wool
jacket and had a fresh haircut and a face that belonged in ad
campaigns for cologne or maybe even some really fancy clothing
brand like Versace or YSL that Pierce knew next to nothing about.
Pierce sighed to herself as she walked over. Who was she kidding?
She didn’t dislike Galen. She hardly knew her. But, from what she
did know, Galen was everything Pierce wished she could be.
Everything a girl like Katie would probably want. Pierce internally
kicked herself for thinking of Katie. For Christ’s sake, it had
been six months already. Was she ever going to stop thinking about
her?

“Let me guess. Reading up on robotic surgeries?
Necrotizing fasciitis? Lap choles?” Pierce managed a cordial smile
at Galen, who looked up from her phone.

“Readitt, actually…Have you seen the latest season
of Stranger Things? There’s some crazy theories out
there.”

Pierce relaxed, and she pulled out the chair to sit
across from Galen. “Is there anyone who hasn’t seen it? That shit
is brilliant.”

“Right?”

“Honestly, I’m surprised you have time to watch TV,
being a surgeon and all.” Pierce tried to control the disdain in
her voice. She wasn’t being fair to Galen. This was her family.
This was blood. Pierce needed to put aside whatever preconceived
notions she’d come to. Galen was offering to help her. She was
doing her a favor.

“I didn’t when I was a resident. My life was the
hospital and, if I got lucky, maybe a little eating and sleeping
mixed in there. But you know what that’s like.”

Pierce’s cheeks warmed with surprise at Galen’s
camaraderie. She knew forgoing medical school to become a PA meant
giving up the prestige of calling yourself doctor. Often, that
meant Pierce just assumed everyone with an MD after their name
looked down on her. But that usually wasn’t the case. They’d been
sitting here for only five minutes, and Pierce had already been
entirely wrong about Galen.

“I do. And hey, thank you for meeting with me. I
know this is kind of awkward, and it’s been like, a million years.
But I really appreciate it. Sorry my mom put you in this
position.”

“I get it.” Galen laughed. “Moms, right?”

“Totally.” Pierce found herself sinking into a
comfort with Galen she wasn’t expecting, one that felt far more
familiar than she’d anticipated. Maybe this wouldn’t be all
bad?

“So how do you like being a PA?”

“I like it. I mean, it doesn’t give me the same
autonomy as a doctor, but I do most of the same things they do in
the ED—chest tubes, intubations, running codes. It’s not a bad
gig.”

“Yeah, and you didn’t have to go through a million
years of residency like I did.” Galen took a sip of her
espresso.

“It has its perks, that’s true. But my skin still
crawls every time a patient calls me nurse.” Pierce burned a little
inside at the thought of the mislabeling. Just when she thought
she’d gotten over the lack of status that came with being a PA, she
realized she was still entirely too hung up on it.

“I know what you guys do. I know your skills and how
smart you are. You’re as good as any of us. And if it helps, most
of my colleagues know that too. The general public just has to
catch up.”

Pierce smiled. Galen was proving to be much humbler
than Pierce had ever imagined. “Thank you. That means a lot.”

“I hear you’re looking for work?”

“Actually, yes. I’ve been in Atlanta a few years
now, and I think it’s time for a change. Boston seems like a good
place to look.” Pierce had to wonder how much her mother had
actually disclosed to Galen about her reasons for leaving
Georgia.

“You know it’s cold as hell here, right?”

Pierce laughed. “I remember. I grew up in
Fitchburg.”

“That’s right. You used to come over for
Thanksgiving when you were little.”

Pierce hardly recalled visiting Galen’s family. She
must have been only five or six years old. But Galen was old enough
to. She hoped for a minute that her childhood angst hadn’t left any
kind of lasting mark on Galen. Pierce wanted Galen to like her, and
she found that longing very unsettling.

“I guess I did. Besides, I like to ski. I know it’s
asking a lot, but your mom figured with your connections in the ED
at Boston City, you might be able to put a word in for me.”

“I’ll be honest. I haven’t worked down there since I
was a first-year resident. But I do know some of the attendings
still, and I’m happy to do my best to talk to them about any
openings. And hey, if not, I always need good PAs on my service!”
Galen winked.

“I appreciate that, but surgery isn’t my thing. Too
sterile and slow. No offense.”

Galen chuckled. “None taken. Listen. I’ll ask around
this week and see what I can do, okay?”

“Thanks. Anything to get the hell out of Atlanta is
good by me.”


Chapter Two

The lonely one-bedroom apartment in downtown Atlanta
was even lonelier with Pierce’s things parceled out into boxes and
trash bags. She couldn’t wait to get the fuck out of that place.
Katie’s ghost hung like the bad curtains she’d left up, and Pierce
figured the only way to cleanse herself of her past was a fresh
start. She’d certainly considered all the clichés about not being
able to run from your problems. But she chose to ignore them
anyway. A new life in Boston felt like exactly what she needed.

Her flight was scheduled to leave at six a.m. the
next morning. All of her things were packed, which was impressive
considering how much Pierce actually owned. For one person, she had
enough T-shirts for an entire Little League team. She didn’t have
anything left to do except order a pizza and reflect on everything
she was leaving behind. Pierce had a job she enjoyed but didn’t
love. She had friends who were more like acquaintances. And she had
an ex who haunted her even after so many months. Leaving was the
right thing. Pierce’s family was in Massachusetts. She had a new
job at one of the best teaching hospitals in the country. Now, she
might even have a cousin to befriend her. The future wasn’t looking
as bleak as she’d thought. Pierce smiled to herself, ready to put
her old life behind her. A new start, a new Pierce Parker.

 


* * *

 


Pierce hated absolutely nothing more than a first
day. From kindergarten through PA school, she’d dreaded the
beginning of the year, tormented with anxiety about who she was
going to talk to, whether anyone would like her, if she’d screw
everything up. That fear only got worse the older she got. Her
first day at Atlanta General she nearly threw up she was so
nervous. It would take only a couple of hours to settle down and
begin a new routine, but those few hours were always excruciating.
Starting at Boston City was no different. Pierce was awake at three
a.m., in her new apartment that was cold and unfamiliar. Nothing
decorated the walls, and the small space still felt incredibly
empty with just her bed in it. The walls were a dingy white, and
the windows leaked the frigid January air. A clunky radiator
occasionally roared to life, but Pierce wasn’t convinced it was
giving off any heat. This place was squalor compared to her
apartment in Atlanta. But she’d known to expect that before she
moved to Boston.

After an hour of tossing from side to side, followed
by a podcast she’d hoped would lull her back to sleep, Pierce
eventually gave up, made a cup of coffee, and turned on the TV.
She’d been binging the original Twin Peaks for the second
time. At least the show would be weird enough to distract her from
the terror of her upcoming day.

Finally, at five a.m., Pierce got in the shower,
made a second cup of coffee, and put on a pair of clean scrubs. Not
wanting to risk being late, she took the T to the hospital,
arriving no less than ninety minutes early.

 


* * *

 


The Boston City emergency department was similar in
size and structure to the one where Pierce had worked in Atlanta.
When her shift started that day, she’d been briefly tutored in the
electronic medical-record system, which, thankfully, she was
vaguely familiar with, and then was left with Margot, one of the
senior PAs.

Margot was warm and energetic, like she’d always
just had a little bit too much coffee. She let her tight ringlets
with highlights of a bright purple loose in spite of what seemed
inconsistent with the rigidity of the job. She had a couple of
tattoos on her arms and a small stud in her nose. Pierce liked her
immediately. Margot showed her around the department, the tour
taking all of thirty seconds due to Margot’s lightning feet, then
told her to start seeing patients. Pierce expected this. It was how
medicine worked. “Orientation” consisted of “here’s the cafeteria
and the bathroom” and a whiff of good luck.

Her first patient was an older woman with leg
swelling. Pierce walked into her room, legs shaking like she’d just
graduated. She only hoped the panic would dissipate soon.

“Mrs. Green, I’m Pierce, one of the PAs. Nice to
meet you.” She greeted every single patient, every single time,
this way. It felt comfortable, and practiced, and the words seemed
to bring back some of her missing confidence.

“You’re the what?” The obese, gray-haired woman
lying in the bed scowled at her.

“The physician assistant. I’ll be taking care of
you.”

Mrs. Green’s doughy face continued to look
unimpressed. “You’re the assistant? When am I going to see a
doctor? I’ve already been waiting here for three hours.”

Pierce fought the urge to groan. She’d run into
constant misunderstanding about her position back in Atlanta. But
she’d forgotten just how rude Northerners could be. “I’m sorry to
hear that. And you will see a doctor eventually. But right now,
tell me what brings you in today.”

Mrs. Green sighed and seemed to relax a little.
Pierce had a way of instilling confidence in her patients. She
could declare herself the PA a dozen times and still often get
called “doctor.” She walked with her head high and her shoulders
up, and she spoke with clarity and decisiveness. By the end of her
time in a room, nearly all her patients seemed to be persuaded that
whatever her title, Pierce could handle their issue.

Emergency medicine doesn’t provide any breaks. It’s
not the kind of office job or private practice where you can take
thirty minutes to sit down and enjoy a sandwich. In fact, most of
the time you’re lucky if you can pee every six hours. Pierce even
had a rotation in PA school where not only did the clinicians have
no designated break, but they had to eat whatever they could
directly over a designated sink. It became known to Pierce and her
classmates as “the eating sink.” Boston City wasn’t quite that
extreme. But she still didn’t have time to sit and have a meal. At
any given point, she was juggling seven or eight patients. That
meant she was in charge of ordering their tests and medications,
and following their lab results and imaging studies. When one of
them was in pain and needed more morphine, Pierce would be called.
She had no “break.” This routine left her exhausted by the end of
the day, and she usually had to inhale a peanut-butter sandwich at
her computer in between notes. But she didn’t mind. This fast-paced
work was the only kind Pierce could see herself doing.

“Thought I might find you down here.” Pierce was
rocked out of her state of intense focus while charting on a
patient with suspected sepsis. She recognized her cousin’s voice
right away. Without thinking, she jumped from her chair and hugged
Galen, an immense sense of relief washing over her. She hadn’t
realized how tense and lonely she’d been since she arrived in
Boston several days earlier.

“Whoa.” Galen laughed but didn’t turn away from the
embrace. “Rough day?”

“It’s been good, actually. What are you doing down
here?”

“Came to check on you. And I figured you probably
needed another coffee. Come on. I’ll show you where they keep the
good stuff.”

“I have, like, six patients right now. I don’t think
I can—”

“Sure you can.” Galen nudged Pierce’s shoulder.
“Trust me. Those patients aren’t going anywhere. I bet five of them
are waiting for CT scans, am I right?”

Pierce grinned. “Four. One’s waiting for an
ultrasound.”

“Listen, Pierce. If there’s one thing I’ve learned
in my old age, it’s that you have to take a minute to yourself
every now and then. Otherwise, this place will kill you.”

“Your old age, huh? You’re, like, the same age as
me.”

“I’m thirty-six now. And you’re, what,
twenty-six?”

“Twenty-eight,” Pierce said boastfully.

“Still, I’ve got almost a decade on you, kid. Stick
with me. You might learn a couple of things.”

Pierce rolled her eyes. “Okay, Dad.”

“Come on.” Galen laughed. “I’ll buy you a
coffee.”

 


* * *

 


It was Rowan’s idea for Galen to go check on Pierce
down in the emergency department. Of course it was. Rowan was like
this perpetual saint, always giving money to the homeless guys
holding signs on the parkway. It was so bad, actually, that she
couldn’t walk past one of those Save the Children volunteers, or
whatever they were, without making eye contact. And then, she was
in. Rowan would be stuck talking to them for an hour, listening to
their speech on why they needed her donation. Galen would rib her
impatiently, but she also found Rowan’s empathetic, kind soul one
of her best features. She was always going to be a Southern girl at
heart, even once she’d left the ranches of Texas for the cold steel
of Boston. Galen loved that about her.

“Oh, there is no question you two are related.”
Rowan had been waiting at one of the small tables inside the
hospital Starbucks as Galen and Pierce walked in. Galen hadn’t
noticed it before, but Pierce did bear a little resemblance to her.
They both had the same strong, angular face and thick brow line.
Pierce was a little taller but had the same stalky build as Galen.
And it didn’t hurt that they wore their hair in the same short,
swept-back cut.

“Well, hello Dr. Duncan.” On seeing Rowan, Galen
briefly forgot anyone else was in the room and moved closer to her,
putting her hands on her hips.

“Hello yourself, Dr. Burgess.” Rowan kissed her
softly and gazed at Galen with the same flare in her eyes she’d had
since they first kissed years earlier.

The energy between them was rattled slightly by the
sound of Pierce loudly clearing her throat.

“Sorry. Ro, this is my cousin, Pierce.” Galen
flushed just a little, but then decided she was still unapologetic
about her often-disgusting display of love and devotion to
Rowan.

Rowan shook Pierce’s hand. “It’s so nice to finally
meet you. Galen’s very excited you’re here.”

Galen hadn’t exactly said that, but Rowan’s words
seemed to put Pierce at ease nonetheless.

“I’m excited to be here. I feel like I already know
you. Instagram has a way of doing that.” Pierce laughed awkwardly.
“That sounded stalkerish. Sorry.”

“Hey, you better back off, Parker. She’s spoken
for.” Galen punched Pierce playfully on the shoulder.

“But I’m always looking for a newer model,” Rowan
said, winking at Galen.

“She doesn’t mean that. I just get better with age.”
Galen grabbed Rowan around the waist and pulled her close.

Rowan sighed. “She’s not wrong about that.”

“You two are pretty gross, you know that?” Pierce
said.

“I know.” Rowan laughed. “Sorry about that. We’ve
tried to tone it back a little, so you can imagine what we used to
be like.”

“Ro couldn’t keep her hands off me. It was really
embarrassing.” Galen kissed Rowan’s cheek.

“Sure. Let’s go with that, then,” Rowan said.

“No, I think it’s really sweet, actually. I just
went through a nasty breakup myself, and it’s nice to see that
happily-ever-after is still a thing.” Pierce smiled and her gaze
grew far away.

Galen knew she’d have to address Pierce’s breakup
sooner or later. After all, she had promised her mother she would
mentor her professionally and personally. Besides, she was
beginning to really like Pierce. Maybe it was DNA or something
primal, or just two kindred spirits who were crossing paths, but
Galen found herself wanting to help Pierce in whatever way she
could.

 


* * *

 


Pierce hadn’t dated since her breakup with Katie.
The prospect paralyzed her with fear of being hurt again, fear of
being rejected, fear of having no goddamn clue how to date. For the
entirety of her gay life, Pierce had been a serial monogamist. She
rarely left one relationship without making sure she had another to
fall back on. The habit had felt harmless enough at the time, but
after Katie, she realized she needed a change. Pierce’s entire
sense of self-worth seemed to have become tied up in whatever her
current partner thought of her. Katie had only confirmed that fear
by telling Pierce she was “exhausting” and “needed too much.” As
emotionally unavailable as Katie was, maybe she had a point. Pierce
was dependent on being part of a couple, and she was never going to
fix that flaw without learning how to be alone.

Several weeks had passed since she moved to Boston
and started working in the Boston City ER. Her apartment was
organized, she was beginning to feel settled in her job, and she
even saw Galen and Rowan at work for coffee or lunch every now and
then. Her only real friend so far was
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