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Chapter One

 


It’s not superstition. It’s a known fact.
Shit happens in threes.

A sterile brightness glared overhead.
Controlled chaos buzzed below. The trauma room pulsed with tonal
beeps, wailing alarms and hushed, hurried voices. Olivia Aberdeen
surveyed the team and the calm hanging over the half dozen bodies
bustling around the stretcher.

She counted the minutes. A precious three.
One-hundred-and-twenty seconds. A virtual lifetime of, “C’mon.
Lord. Please let this be it.”

Except it wasn’t. It rarely ever was, and
all too soon, slow, accepting motions replaced swift determination.
One by one, her work family stepped back. Huddles of royal blue,
green, and grey stood, shoulders slumped, emotions hidden by a hand
or a dejected gaze at the bleached white floor. The chief ER
resident hung his stethoscope around his neck and backed away.
Everyone seemed ready to accept fate. And the rule of threes.

Fuck that.

“No. No.
No! One more. One more
round,” Liv pleaded, pounding away at the toddler’s chest.
Mackenzie Collins, County Med Emergency Department’s third code of
the night. The team knew what the outcome would be when they got
the ambulance call, but this one had to turn around. It
had to.

She pinched back angry tears and fought to
keep her voice even. Detached. As professional as an ER nurse could
be when facing her third death of the night.

“She’s a baby! C’mon, y’all, one more.”

Sweat dotted her forehead. They’d done
everything. Lines, drips, meds. And more rounds of CPR than she
could count. There were no more “Hail Mary’s” left to pass. She
forced her eyes open and searched the room, trying to connect with
one person who still held onto hope this would be the life they’d
save today.

Pale and conflicted, a medic wiped the sweat
from his face with his green scrubs, then took over compressions.
Liv backed away, bent at the knees, exhausted, and hungry for air.
First time or five-hundred, it was the longest three minutes of her
existence to stand over a person and beat life into a heart.

The resident elbowed for more room at the
head of the stretcher. Grim faced, arms folded, it was up to him to
say they’d done enough, to say with finality a mother would never
speak to her baby girl again.

He took a sobering breath then blew it
through his nose. “All right, Liv. One more. Push a high dose
epinephrine, and someone grab me the ultrasound machine. Let’s see
if we can get something back to defibrillate. How much longer until
the parents arrive?”

People rushed around, falling into roles
without direction. The mark of a good trauma team. And even though
Liv was new and a transplant southerner in the great blue north,
she melted right in.

Liv checked the Braslow’s tape and grabbed
the corresponding medication to the baby’s size. She’d thank the
Lord later for the invention that made medical math almost
foolproof, and used the time now to ask God for one of his
miracles.

“Epi’s in,” she answered, hoping the little
heart would flutter back to life.

A head popped around the curtain. “Family’s
here. I had the chaplain escort them to the private waiting
room.”

A hushed discussion bounced from person to
person. Parents and family were encouraged to come back and witness
the last efforts. People in the business of saving lives were
taught it’s important for closure, but that’s bullshit. Regular
people didn’t need to see the torture doctors and nurses put their
loved ones through, or the mess. But it was the right thing to
do.

Liv pulled in a breath,
hoping to find composure mixed in with the tainted oxygen. “I’ll
go,” she said, shouldering the responsibility, but the idea of
doing this for the third time in less than twelve hours tore a hole
in her gut no amount of Mylanta would fix. She caught the eye of
the resident. He dropped a dollop of lube onto the sono machine and
pressed it against the little one’s chest. Liv held her
breath. Everyone held their breath.

“Stop compressions, please.” Habit drew her
eyes to the monitor hanging at the foot of the bed. Expecting the
worst, she prepped for the flat line that meant death, but there
was movement. A quiver. Liv’s heart jumped into her throat.

Professional decorum be damned, Liv bounced
on the balls of her feet and pointed at the monitor. “That’s fine
v-fib!”

She dove to her knees and fumbled through
the defibrillator settings. The black cloud hanging over the room
cracked with a ray of light. Hope. And Liv latched on.

The resident closed in on the screen as if
he couldn’t trust his eyes. “Well I’ll be goddamned. Let’s get her
going! Start with two jules per kilo,” he ordered, but Liv was
three steps ahead.

“Done. Charging to fifty.” The pack at the
end of the stretcher did the rest. The room went silent. The de-fib
signaled ready. “Everyone clear.”

The gaggle of nurses, medics, and
respiratory therapists jumped away with Liv’s command. The little
body jolted off the mattress. She seemed to hover in midair. The
moment she settled back down the baby girl was back.

“Good God! She’s in a normal sinus.” Another
nurse rushed to the baby’s side and squeezed a breath into her
lungs. The doctor pressed his fingers into the hollow of her neck.
His face split into a wide smile.

Olivia mirrored it, but not before glancing
at the ceiling and through to Heaven on the other side. The
conversations quickly went back to the unit hot gossip and what
time the Starbucks should open. Everyone knew this was a tiny blip
in the girl’s outcome, but the ER had done their part. They’d saved
the life. The rest would be up to God and the Pediatric ICU. Liv
massaged at the CPR muscle strain running down her neck and turned
to get the family. A hard sigh heaved from her chest, relieved she
wouldn’t be starting the conversation with “I’m Nurse Olivia. I’m
sorry, but we did everything we could.”

“Hey, Liv.”

She stopped. The resident broke away from
the fashionably late attending rubbing sleep from his eyes.

“That was a good call.”

****

The rhythmic rock and sway of the ‘L train
was going to be her downfall. There wasn’t a Monster big enough to
keep Liv’s eyelids from rolling shut. It didn’t matter that she was
squished by strangers, or saturated with the noxious stench of BO
and bleach—because it probably came from her, she was one hard
minute away from falling asleep and finding herself at the
airport.

Again.

She crinkled her nose, and discreetly tried
to sniff her pits. The hipster wedged into her side shifted.
Something clung to the wrinkled, faded blue scrubs she’d worn the
last fourteen hours—she just hoped it wasn’t the residual funk of
the crash GI bleed she’d pawned off at shift change.

The prospect of sweet sleep taunted her with
a soothing chorus of hisses and hums, and home was an eternal six
stops away. Liv’s eyes fluttered shut, and her head bobbed to the
side. A smack against the Plexiglas shook her into consciousness.
She grimaced, pulling out her cellphone. Manners be damned, and she
set up to break a cardinal rule of the ‘L, ignoring the judgmental
leers from the other commuters. They hadn’t been up for twenty-four
hours on four hours sleep.

“C’mon, Lottie. Answer. Answer. Answer…” she
chanted to the ring, imagining the voice on the other end. Breaking
the second rule of common courtesy, Liv took to calling her best
friend before an acceptable hour for a well-bred southern lady.

“Livy, I swear someone had better be dead,”
Charlotte drawled into the phone, her usual warm voice clogged with
sleep. Even if it was after eight Georgia time, Charlotte Van
Sutton didn’t rise before nine without fresh coffee and a homemade
peach muffin on her dressing table.

The ‘L’s disembodied conductor announced
Clark and Lake.

“Talk to me, Lottie. I’ve got to make it
five more stops.”

“And I’ve got fifty-eight more minutes
before Nanny brings me the twins.”

Liv’s brow furrowed. Of all the people she’d
grown up with in the world of Savannah affluence, she never thought
Lottie would fall into that hotbed of hypocrisy and pretentious
laziness. Still, Lottie was her family. Livy and Lottie, cradle to
the grave.

Liv forced a smile into the phone. “How are
Ashton and Louise? Walking yet?”

Charlotte groaned a muffled sentence, which
meant she was shifting to sit up in her one-thousand-thread-count
sheets and down comforter. “Walking, yes. Sleeping, no.”

And that affected her
how? Nanny Kemp had been the twins’ nanny
since before they were born, catering to a pregnant Lottie’s
pampered whims. An awkward pause filled the line. The best time to
talk to Lottie these days was after four PM and her late afternoon
julep; the juicy gossip didn’t get discussed until brunch
anyway.

Liv got an elbow in the ribs, hardly
accidental. “Sorry, Lottie. I just needed to…”

“Stay awake. I know.” Finally, Liv heard the
compassion she expected from lifelong friendship. “If you must
work, why don’t you work during the day like a normal person?”

“Everything good happens after three in the
morning. Or don’t you remember senior year and all our TriDelt
debauchery?”

Liv almost heard the reminiscent grin erupt
on Lottie’s face. “For some reason I don’t remember much of that at
all. I have no earthly idea why that would be of course.”

“They say it gets easier. You should have
seen what I got to do last night…” Liv said, feeling her excitement
crescendo into storytelling mode.

“Why don’t you just come home, Livy? It’s
got to be gettin’ cold up there. C’mon. ‘They who must not be
named’ won’t bother you… You can stay with us in the guest
house.”

“It’s been almost two years, Lottie, you
don’t need to lump Logan into the same category as Lord
Voldemort.”

“Oh, I wasn’t talkin’ about that asshat
cheater ex-fiancé of yours. I was talkin’ about your Momma. You
know she’s…” The voice dropped. The inside of the train went
dark.

“Lottie, you there?” Liv yanked her iPhone
from her ear and scowled. No signal.

The grumpy hipster sitting to her right
threw herself into a standing position. She leered into space and
clicked her tongue.

“Ya see? That’s why you don’t talk on the
‘L. Rude.”

Liv ignored the brashness and shut her eyes,
praying for the polite patience bestowed upon southern born ladies.
Why did the Lord test her so frequently? The ‘L stopped, and her
eyes opened. The twerp vanished, and she had just two stops left.
She could almost smell her sheets and the prospect of not suffering
through a day’s worth of night shifter’s insomnia should’ve made
her giddy, but the mention of Logan’s name ached in her gut. The
pain and embarrassment suffered at the hand of Dr. Logan St. James
of Chatham County Hospital and his scandalous preference for little
blonde playthings had long healed over, but left her scarred and
forever tied to the city she’d never call home.

Liv rubbed at her flat stomach and the pain
that never went away. Little girl flights of fantasy combined with
a delicious and sexy workplace romance. Never again.

To her right, another nurse rose to her
feet. Blessed with the label of statuesque since toddlerhood
pageants, Liv made the best of County Med’s boxy, blue scrubs. And
yet silly girl envy curled her lips. Petite, sensuous. A lovely
pixie with curves for days. Even the leggiest beauties would be
green for such a killer little body working her hourglass beneath
nurses’ famously unflattering uniform. Liv’s polar opposite except
for the exhaustion etched beneath their eyes.

Despite the minor itch of feminine jealousy,
Liv tingled with camaraderie. Kinship. Solidarity for all who save
lives while the rest of the world sleeps.

The feeling must have been contagious.
“Whoever told you it gets easier is a lying douchebag. All of
this,” she said, gesturing to her oval face strained with lack of
sleep, “is why we get paid extra. Early Botox slush fund. I’m sure
you don’t remember, but I’m Torey. I sat through hospital
orientation with you a few months back. You work in the ER? Olivia,
right?”

“It’s just Liv.” She laughed and cautiously
evaluated her surroundings. It was never hard to spot a nurse, but
that doesn’t mean they want everyone to know they work in the
armpit of the hospital. The train car jerked along the track. Torey
took it in stride. “I’m part of the county ER burnout program. I
take care of tiny humans now.”

Liv scrunched her face working to make the
connection. In the nursing world those specialties were like going
from Nancy Pelosi to Ann Coulter.

“ER to NI? That’s a pretty big leap.”

Torey shrugged. “Take a big leap, or take a
big leap into the lake.”

Liv sighed. The bedside nursing struggle was
real. “Burnout’s a bitch.”

“And now my patients are two pounds and
change,” Torey added. Liv stretched her aching back. That sure as
hell seemed like a tick in the better job category.

“So what do you do to flip? Meds? Booze?
Combo of both?”

Liv grinned. Secretive. Sultry. “Glass of
red wine, bubble bath, and a date with my battery-operated
boyfriend.”

Torey’s stoic exhaustion cracked. “I name
you my new best friend. That’s what’s missing with those baby
nurses. The crass funny.” The train slid to a stop. “This is me.
You back tonight?” Liv gave her a sleepy nod. “Ugh, yeah. Me, too.
Hope you get some rest. I’ll see you around.” With a friendly smile
and wave, Torey scurried off the train.

One more stop. She could make it one more
stop. The train groaned forward. The best thing to do would be to
stand, stand and resist the sway. Sleep crept in, weighing her down
like warm honey oozing over her limbs. With strength she never knew
she possessed, Liv lumbered upright. The doors split open, and the
usual onslaught of oncoming passengers was non-existent. The
Franklin Park platform was a ghost town.

A shout rang out.

“Someone, call an ambulance!”

Liv rolled her eyes then glared at the sky.
“Oh, for cryin’ out loud…”

****

It wasn’t fair. Didn’t doing the right thing
count for something? She didn’t want a reward for helping a
stranger after falling down a flight of escalator stairs. She
didn’t want payment for using her favorite white lab jacket as a
pressure dressing. Sleep. That’s all she wanted, but no amount of
Benadryl and red wine would bring down the high of saving a
life.

Liv ambled along the platform and glanced at
her watch. Escalator guy sucked up an hour of sleep. The autumn
morning sun blazed its way to brunch. She frowned, full of stupid
self-pity. Every joint ached and cried in stiffness. But her brain
buzzed, wired with adrenaline and the juicy images of a pulsing
arterial scalp laceration. Rather than turn down her block, she
went straight and crossed the intersection, risking death by cab
and drunk bike messenger to her local library.

She waved at the sweet old ladies who worked
the checkout line, her eyes instantly connecting with her favorite
librarian and next-door neighbor, Rose Loveitz. Rose had a sneaky
habit of letting Liv check out stale reference books she’d use in
lieu of her old cocktail of Ambien and alcohol.

Mrs. Loveitz looked her
over with a sympathetic glance. If twelve hours in the pit hadn’t
left her covered in dead skin flakes and filth, Liv’d run over and
give the first friend she made in Chicago a hug. Instead she
winkled her nose, miming disgust and pressed through to the back.
Hidden behind the outdated World
Book, atlases, and the bathroom were the
remnants of the library’s card catalogue.

Liv opened a drawer at random and ran her
fingers along the aged and brittle stack of four by six cards. “All
right Flynne-comma-Augustus, whaddaya got for me?” Exhausted, she
needed to squint to read the faded typeset.

“The Migration Habits of the Philomachus
Pugnax… Yup, I think you’ll do.” She
yanked the card from its drawer and slammed it shut. A loud crack
echoed through the stacks. It was a life lesson Liv learned in high
school. Nothing put her to sleep faster than reading something she
give zero fucks about, and today that was going to be
birds.

She grumbled her favorite
list of curse words as an evil sunbeam seared through the old metal
blinds. The building was ancient. Hot as balls in the winter,
freeze your nips off in the summer with graffiti commemorating the
Bulls’ first three ‘peat from 1993 tagged the work tables. Rows of
little box Macintosh computers had green screens that still
played Oregon Trail. The moment she walked through the doors a year and a half
ago, she fell in love. Although, she secretly wished she’d found a
fancy dry cleaner, or laundromat. In her world away from Savannah
affluence, it meant she did her own laundry, and a yearly pap smear
was a more enjoyable alternative.

Liv navigated the maze of shelves with ease,
but the book acted like a beacon pulsing with light as she traveled
down the aisle. Relief cloaked her weary body as her fingers
connected with the spine. Elusive sleep lurked. A satisfied smile
pulled on her lips.

“Ah, Augustus, where have you been all my
life?” She inhaled the stale pages, and the weight of her chronic
sleep deprivation pressed on her shoulders. The devil in the form
of a two-minute power nap called, and Liv surrendered.

****

Stiff backed and irritated, Anderson Cole
paced through the library stacks. Why in God’s name was a bathroom
impossible to find?

“She’s got to be flipping senile…” he
muttered, looking back at the octogenarian working the checkout
desk.

The labyrinth of outdated reference books
seemed to multiply like a bad Disney movie where the hero would
have to choose between pissing himself or death by pride. He caught
the eye of an attendant shelving books, but it’d be snowy day in
Aggie August before he asked where to find the toilet two times in
one visit.

Way to perpetuate the male stereotype,
idiot.

His hands trembled from too much caffeine
while his groin tried tear open from three too many overpriced,
big-city, blood-of-virgin lattes. He’d have done just about
anything to keep his mind off the call. The offer. The means to
move on from the broken life he left behind in Texas. But death due
to a ruptured bladder would have been real low on the list.

His cellphone vibrated in his pocket. Andy
ripped the phone from his jeans, ignoring the judgmental leers and
shushes he’d get after breaking the library vow of silence, but a
sound caught his ear. A snore. Muffled. Feminine. Except it grew
into a cough. The heavy snore of an insomniac.

The phone persisted, and
he looked down. The snore interrupted what would have been a
horrible mistake. It wasn’t the
call. Talking to the train wreck on the other end
would ruin the day. Week. Hell, why stop there? The rest of his
damned existence.

If there was one thing he’d learned in the
last fifteen months and twenty-three days, there was no timeline
long enough for the grieving. He didn’t have the patience to be the
gentleman his mother raised, and no amount of time above the
Mason/Dixon would retrain the years of southern etiquette. He hit
“end” and shelved the crazy on the other end for another day.

Andy searched the next aisle over. Sure
enough, he found the source. Her. Peaceful, serene and completely
upright, a nurse by the looks of it. Not a sexist assumption. Just
connecting the dots. Shift workers’ insomnia, blue scrubs, and
white shoes. Didn’t require a fancy degree to suss out.

He checked his watch. No one intended to be
asleep in the library at nine AM. Blame the fairy-tale hero
complex, but he felt compelled to rescue the woman from an
inevitable ground level fall. The fact he had a preference for
peaches and cream redheads had absolutely nothing to do with it. At
least that’s what he’d tell himself after waking her up.

****

A hand grabbed at Liv’s elbow, pulling her
from a delicious sleep. “Eh … hello? Hello? Miss?” She fell over,
startled, and swung in the direction of a deep, twangy voice.
“Whoa, easy there, Tyson.”

She blinked herself awake.

“Geeze, sorry!”

Mortified, she forced her eyes on the floor
and rubbed out the numbness at her shoulder and left hip. Liv took
a risky peek at her life-sized alarm clock. Huge mistake. She
sucked in a breath. Being a supreme specimen of good-looking, he
checked off no less than four of her favorite male attributes in
the one-second glance. Tall, blue eyes, wavy black hair, and the
perfect five o’clock shadow. Only she would take a swing at the
real life McDreamy. He caught her glance and smiled. Lazy and
adorable.

Unbalanced and unprepared, Liv ignited. The
concrete floor turned to mush, and she all but fell over. For a
second time.

In a gallant flash he placed a steadying
hand on her back as she flung her hands out for help. His grip
reached the width of her waist and his fingers connected at the
skin of her hips. Her heart sputtered in her chest. Electric and
lightning quick, the spark sprung them apart. Sexy on a stick
jumped back.

“You good?” he asked.

“Yeah … you just…”

“Surprised you. I noticed. Do you make it a
habit of falling asleep in the library at nine in the morning …
while standing in the avian reference section?”

Liv smoothed her hair, wishing her blush
would fade. “No. I’m pretty flexible, sometimes it’s auto repair,
or baking… But that doesn’t beat falling asleep in line at the
Jewel, or on the elevator at Water Tower.”

“Who hasn’t fallen asleep on that
elevator?”

Liv laughed and allowed
another look at his face. Their eyes connected. Shit. Bad idea. Something inside
fluttered, and it wasn’t just sexy time tingles. He was reading her
like an open book. The unfortunate irony was not
appreciated.

“You’re, uhh, so you’re a nurse,” he
said.

Liv shook her head. She might be proud of
the letters behind her name, even if they only meant “refreshments
and narcotics”, but it was almost a given that when strangers
learned she was a nurse it was usually followed by a request to
check out a mole, rash, or if it was supposed to hurt to pee.

“No. Not a nurse. Dog groomer.” She
grimaced. Dog groomer? Phlebotomist would have worked just
fine.

McDreamy smirked.

“I never knew that would be so
draining.”

She was caught, but she didn’t care. Their
moment was over. “Thanks for the wake-up call.” McDreamy’s
delicious charm aside, Liv hoped he’d take the hint. A gentleman
would follow her lead.

“You sure you’re safe to get where you’re
going? I don’t want to worry about you falling asleep at an
intersection or anything.” A familiar, soft drawl slurred his
words. There was no way she imagined the subtle southern twang as
he pulled away.

Her heart raced as he turned to leave, and
her gaze traveled to his ass. His perfect, sculpted ass, cradled by
designer denim. That checked seven, and eight. Flushed, turned on,
and now insufferably awake, she doubted even Augustus Flynne’s bird
magic would do the trick.

Liv pulled out her phone and meandered
through the maze of bookshelves, her nose glued to the screen. She
calculated how many hours of sleep she’d get before her shift
started again. A whopping four. Liv had to fight her Momma’s voice
with the reminder.

“Good genes only go so
far,”—polite, southern code for, “you look like hell, Olivia.” She
hated to agree with her mother. In fact, it was a life’s passion
to never agree
with her, but this time she’d be right.

Liv swallowed her frustration, and conceded
that today was just going to suck. She spotted a white card on the
floor and recognized the colorful insignia. She picked up the lost
library card and deciphered the name scribbled in clinical chicken
scratch.

“Cole? Anderson? Cole Anderson?” she called.
No response. “Two damned last names,” Liv muttered under her
breath. “Anderson Cole?” She tried again, and out popped Sexy on a
stick, this time his lazy grin pressed into an irritated grimace,
but a smile was instant after he connected her face to the
voice.

“Cole Anderson? Anderson Cole?” she
asked.

He nodded. A slow, swoony smirk curled from
his little boy smile as he looked her up and down from the short
distance. The attention was sweet and so fucking flattering, she
really wished he’d cut it out and give her a reason to rein in the
crazy—like insult his Momma or kick a kitten.

She cleared her throat and tried to ignore
the twinge in her belly. “Your card. I guess you dropped it back
there.”

“Thanks. I got it this morning, no tellin’
how mad those librarians would get if I had to get two in one
day.”

“So which is it?” Liv asked, veering toward
the check out. His eyes darted back the way he came, then swallowed
what looked like a serious case of “I’m going to piss myself,” a
look she knew all too well.

“Anderson. Andy,” he clarified in a friendly
tone. The millisecond of internal conflict was wiped from his
features, and he motioned for her to enter the line before him. He
left a gentlemanly distance. But hormones be damned, she couldn’t
help herself. Liv leaned into his space and inhaled his air. A
smile tugged on her lips. “I’m going to have to ask you to tell me
your name, aren’t I?” he pressed.

Olivia laughed, girlish and unintentionally
flirty. She clenched her fingers into a fist hoping to dial down
her attraction. “Liv. Liv Aberdeen.”

“Well, Liv Aberdeen, can I take you for
coffee? Or a drink? I don’t know what time of day it’s supposed to
be for you,” he said with the perfect blend of flirty teasing.

No stranger to offers, she sucked in her
bottom lip, this time truly disappointed. She wasn’t ready. But
golly, it’s cruel to turn down a fella so fun to look at, and
without a doubt, more fun naked.

“I shouldn’t. As you know I’m pretty tired,
and I’ve got to work again tonight…”

“At the dog groomer?” Andy held Liv’s gaze
as if to dare her to hold onto the lie.

“Ah. Yeah, the dog groomer.”

He pursed his lips and cocked an assessing
eyebrow. His blue eyes deliberately traveled the length of her
body, inventorying her scrubs and incriminating, undeniable white
clogs scuffed and smudged with twelve hours’ worth of piss, vomit
and escalator guy’s blood.

“Isn’t that blood on your shoe?” he
asked.

“I didn’t say I was
a good dog
groomer.”

Sexy on a stick laughed, shrugging his
shoulders as if to admit defeat. “Well, all right then. Maybe I’ll
see you around, Liv.”

A shiver shimmied down her spine and singed
her panties as she heard his twang make love to her name.

 



 Chapter Two

 


Andy tried to go about his day. Normal.
Collected. He was a grown, dignified adult. A doctor, for cryin’
out loud. And grown, dignified men, trauma physicians didn’t whoop
and holler after a phone call, but that’s exactly what he did.
Surrounded by moody strangers on the train platform, Andy searched
for an open palm to high-five in celebration. Homesickness bit him
in the gut. If he’d been walking around the square back in his
hometown, there’d have been a handful of kind folks ready to smack
his open palm.

The city seemed bigger than it had eight
years ago. It had only been a week, but he already missed his King
Edition, Dodge Dually. Like a novice Chicagoan, he took the wrong
train and got off a stop too soon, but he still got to the hospital
with minutes to spare and made a beeline for the “Doctor Only”
bathrooms.

Simply put, it was the piss of a lifetime.
The pleasure mixed with pain rivaled the satisfying agony of
holding in an orgasm to be sure the lady got off first. He groaned.
Relieved, then annoyed. It was time to get laid if he seriously
compared a piss to the pleasure of a woman. Somewhere in the depths
of his brain, Liv appeared. He remembered the lush flush of her
cheeks and imagined the rosy color build while he worked between
her thighs.

The moment burst with the
flush of another toilet. Andy rolled his eyes, grumbling the kind
of profanity that his Momma would have slapped him for. In the
hurry to prevent from pissing himself he didn’t bother checking the
occupancy and now broke the cardinal rule of the john,
and moaned like a damned
pervert with his hand on his dick.

The occupied stall opened.
Andy turned toward the wall of sinks to avoid any passing leer, but
that didn’t stop him from tossing a cautious glance in the mirror
to his left. Behind him, the man removed a long white coat from a
hook and dramatically shook out the creases. Heat flushed up Andy’s
face hoping for a stranger. Better yet, a deaf stranger. Instead,
recognition was instant. Shit.

“Dr. Smithson,” he said, relying on a
formal, subdued nod rather than his cordial Texan smile.

“Dr. Cole,” replied the older man with
standard salt-and-pepper hair and frameless eyeglasses. He hadn’t
looked like the clichéd pretentious physician during yesterday’s
interview. Today was a different story, but it might have something
to do with the fact Andy had the stones to use the swank doctors’
bathroom, and the ink wasn’t even dry on his contract. “Looking
forward to your first shift I take it?”

Andy flicked his gaze to the wall in front
of his face and shook himself clean before adjusting himself back
into his pants.

“Yes, sir. Very much. I loved this
department a decade ago. I’m sure this time will be no
different.”

Dr. Smithson ran the faucet, and tossed a
critical glance at Andy’s reflection before washing his hands.

“You were a great prospect, back then. It
was our loss when you decided to complete your residency in
Texas.”

Andy grimaced. He regretted making that
decision, but back then he’d carried the responsibility of keeping
his new bride happy. After only four years in the best trauma
residency in the country, he packed up to finish his specialty
training down in Waco and Mrs. Greta Cole got to go home and live
in the privileged splendor of a doctor’s wife.

“It’s kind of you to say that, sir, really.
I am very happy to be back.”

“Although I doubt you’ll have as many rodeo
or roll over tractor accidents up here.”

Andy stiffened and clenched his jaw tight to
keep from running his mouth. The not so subtle dig at his southern
roots rubbed him raw.

Dr. Smithson chuckled, fully aware he’d
tweaked the Texan’s pride. “I’m only joking with you, Dr. Cole. I’m
sure you’ll be seeing some pretty exciting stuff. The crime rate
doesn’t look good for our mayor, but it sure makes us look
good.”

Adrenaline beat through Andy’s veins. He
stifled the excitement with a hard swallow. Trauma junkies didn’t
love when people got hurt; they just wanted to be there when it
happened.

The rest of the afternoon was filled with a
run of the mill meet ‘n greets and “Howdy there’s” with the upper
level staff of his department. Much of the staff remained the same
from the years before, but the idea that he’d have his own crop of
residents and a few select med students to inspire or destroy
irritated him. Andy knew teaching would be part of job, but he’d
spent the last few years in a small, rural ER, and the quip about
redneck farm injuries wasn’t too far off.

Doubt needled into his brain. After what
happened in Guatemala. His son. All the shit he left behind—was he
ready? Was he good enough? Valid questions. Valid concerns.

He followed around a trio of ED directors,
including the Chief Nursing Officer. Andy remembered her from his
intern years. Boisterous and unknowingly out of touch, her scrubs
were the same ones his mother wore when he was a boy. “This is our
new triage area. It is just steps from the trauma and major medical
wing. You might remember it being a bit of a trek,” she mused.

Andy flashed back to his first year of
residency. Having to carry a bloody teen dumped at the front door
down a maze of halls was not something to smile at. Rust and salt
were still imbedded in his nose from his first gunshot wound, but
being polite was ingrained just as deep.

“Yes, ma’am. Looks like a
real nice update for the patients and your nurses. I’m sure they’re
happy to save the extra steps.” Old habit tugged at Andy’s cheek.
His half grin. The woman stuttered at his cordial banter and led
him to the main nurse’s station. His stomach lurched. His pulse
raced. Excitement. Noise. Holy
shit. He had forgotten about the
noise.

Bodies rushed in and around the trauma
rooms. Drawers and doors slammed open and shut. Loud patients.
Louder nurses and wailing harmonic dings from the bedside monitors
and IV infusion pumps competed for attention. The ER secretaries
magically controlled the nonstop chorus of telephones and overhead
pages for doctors and STAT x-rays. It was chaos. Perfect chaos.

The long rectangular wing was the length of
three of his old unit, rivaling the size of his local Wal-Mart
where he grew up—and light years away from the crammed mess that
was the ER he remembered from his early residency. Two dozen
patient treatment rooms separated by curtains and the occasional
solid surface lined the four walls that made up the critical care
side. Computers on wheels, affectionately referred to as “COWs” and
equipment with no official home were strewn about the large,
circular nurses’ station. A long white jacket hung over the unit’s
intubation glidescope. Andy forced a pleasant expression. Such
thankless behavior. Back home the glidescope was a waste-not,
want-not item he had to beg for. Here it was being used as a
resident’s coat rack.

A few empty stretchers were tucked away in
dark corners and lined some of the blank wall space for the
overflow patients that appeared to be a very regular occurrence.
Thrust into the heart of the unit, Andy felt the bite from every
curious gaze. Even the patients in the hall beds smelled the fresh
meat. A handful of the stares belonged to a group wearing grey
scrubs and short white jackets, standard issue County Med first
years. He stood a little straighter, and let his gaze travel around
the bustling bodies in blue. Royal blue.

On high alert, Andy looked around. What were
the chances? An animated group of nurses and medics hovered over
the primary board. Curiosity lured him in their direction. He’d
guess the puffed-up male with a bold tattoo inked down his forearm
and the longer-than-needed-to-be-taken-seriously beard would be the
charge nurse. Flaunting his position with a borderline douchebag
arrogance, he had more than one of his female counterparts hanging
on his every word. And, this guy ate it up like fresh pie.

“Heya, fellas.” Andy introduced himself with
a firm, yet friendly handshake then turned his attention to the
women that flocked to his side like bees to bluebonnets. His face
split into a smile. “Ladies. I’m Anderson Cole. One of y’all’s new
physicians. Whatdya say about goin’ easy on me for a few days while
I get acquainted?”

He might have been out of practice, but he
knew interest when he saw it. Most women lapped up the accent and
dose of Texan charm. It’s a shame they didn’t expect it from the
men in their lives.

“Oh, of course, Dr. Cole,” flushed a little
blonde. He glanced at her nametag. “Please, call me Andy. Nora,” he
corrected with his half grin. She all but fell over while a hefty
swig of “fuck off” radiated from the charge nurse. Andy
straightened, and the blonde flittered away with a lingering
glance.

“Full house tonight?” he asked, trying to
sound cordial and noncompetitive, but it came out forced. Being an
ass was more natural than he’d like to admit, and having a pissing
contest on his first fucking day was probably a bad idea. It didn’t
matter that he had a bunch of letters behind his name. Respect was
earned in the Pit. He wasn’t twenty-five competing for the
attention of his colleagues anymore.

A medic chimed in while the charge nurse
debated how to reply to the overflow of testosterone.

“Yeah. Friday nights are always a party,
Doc.”

“I did some time here a few years back. I
remember.”

The medic slugged the charge nurse’s elbow,
and gave him the universal, sly grin of camaraderie.

“C’mon, Javi, put Olivia with me in triage.
She’s going to crack soon. I can feel it.”

The name grabbed Andy’s attention.

“Don’t let Liv hear you say that,” the
charge nurse said.

Andy’s cock twitched before his brain heard
her name. An irritating flutter buzzed in his stomach. He pushed
down the flare of lust and hid the infatuated fool’s grin by
glancing at the floor. Holding out hope about a woman he’d just met
was harmless, but a stupid waste of time. Even if the divorce
papers were signed and in the mail, divorced didn’t mean done.
Neither did distance. Tragedy and loss would be a noose forever
tying him and Greta together.

Andy lifted his chin with a non-verbal, “see
ya later,” but was brought right back.

“Oh, I know, but I just love getting those
lace little panties of hers in a twist,” the medic said. An asinine
smirk curled on Javier’s face.

“She does get herself wound tight when
anyone calls her that, doesn’t she? I’d sure like to—”

“Y’all wouldn’t be talking’ about a woman
you work with? ‘Cause that’d be mighty rude, don’t you think?” He
took a step back toward the pair. If it came across as
threatening—good. The medic balked, then backpedaled sputtering a
nonsense apology. Javier on the other hand, held Anderson’s cool
gaze. The charge nurse seemed intent to answer Andy’s
challenge.

Dr. Smithson emerged from the central
station. “Dr. Cole?”

Andy blinked out of Javier’s hard-assed
gaze. Like a Neanderthal, he was ready to club the guy for
insulting the honor of a woman. He’d pretend it’s his nature to do
so, not the fact he was drawn to nurse Olivia Aberdeen and wanted
it to be him helping her unwind.

His new boss waved him over. “Dual trauma in
ten. Let’s see how much you remember.”

****

Despite leaving the
library hot, horny, and hangry, Liv got home and proceeded to
crash. No meds, no half liter of wine, no Augustus Flynne and
his Philomachus Pugnax. Primed for sleep, she stripped in the hall of her Lake
Front Brownstone, skipped her mandatory post-shift shower and found
the first horizontal surface that wasn’t the floor. The chaise in
her parlor would need to be burned, fumigated, or Lysol’ed to high
Heaven, because not even the fear of ER cooties could stop the
scorching REM rebound the second she shut her eyes.

Front and center Anderson Cole floated
through Liv’s dreams. Charming and sexy-as-sin, Mr. Tall, Dark, and
Fuckable melted her LaPerla panties right off. Literally. Liv awoke
wet, and woefully unsatisfied by an alarm clock of city noise. A
jackhammer clobbering away at the sidewalk cut short Andy’s deft
possession of her clit, but the dream would certainly be kept in
her naughty bank for a good long while.

Pressed for time, Liv hurried around her
house, retrieved B.O.B. from his place in the nightstand and threw
herself in the shower. A sorry case of blue “bean” was no way to
start the day. She closed her eyes and focused on the warmth
rippling down her back. Moist heat enveloped her senses. Anderson
Cole appeared in her mind, right where she left him, towering over
her, pressed into a shadowy corner of the library stacks. Carnal.
Coy, he licked his lips, then kissed along her jaw, humming into
her neck. Andy drilled his cock into her pelvis, reciting a list of
filthy things he wanted to do to her.

“I’m going to make you come, Olivia. Right
here. Right now.”

Voyeuristic anticipation blossomed in Liv’s
belly. She worked the shower loofah into a lather and inhaled the
lavender scent. Andy returned in her mind. He caressed the length
of her ribs, then up to cup her breasts. Olivia mirrored the act,
teasing the loofah over her nipples and down to her navel. She slid
her palms through the silky, floral scented soap as Andy grazed the
hard peaks with his teeth.

Liv whimpered and arched into Andy’s touch.
She reached for her vibrator, and flicked the switch. The familiar,
low hum flooded her sex with want. She tempted it across her thighs
and along her lower belly.

In a manic, devious moment, Liv reached for
his cock through his jeans and squeezed. “Don’t expect me to be
quiet.”

Andy groaned and palmed her clit.
“Never.”

Liv pressed the vibrator into the ache
between her thighs and gasped. Needing more, she spread her legs
and leaned against the glass shower wall for support. Hot water
rained from above, while Andy kept working in her mind.

“How do you want it?” he asked, rubbing his
calloused palm into her sex. “Slow?”

Liv rolled her hips, pulling the vibrations
into her body.

“Hmm. No. My sexy girl wants it fast.”

Liv slid the vibrator through her arousal as
if it were Andy’s cock.

“Mmm. I want your pussy so bad, but not yet.
I’ll fuck you another time.” Andy dropped to his knees and kissed
down her stomach. He blew hot air over her clit and scratched his
nails through her small patch of auburn curls before grabbing her
hips. Hard. Commanding.

He locked his blue eyes to her, then dove
between her legs. Liv directed the pressure right on the swollen
bundle of nerves and mimicked the work of Andy’s tongue. The build
was instant. Direct. No rolling hills of pleasure, but an intense
swell of sensations reaching to her toes and prickling her scalp.
She groaned and bit her lip. So close, so fast, Liv drowned in the
image of Andy lapping at her clit until her pleasure crested and
she came up for air.

Liv rested her head against the glass and
gulped for breath. Coming down was always the best part. She turned
her face into falling water and smiled. “Well done, Andy Cole.”

Now really short on time, Liv hurried
through her daily routine, thankful to save a few primping minutes
by laying off her under eye concealer. A dewy, orgasmic glow and
four hours of hard sleep not only removed the purple rings etched
under her eyes, but left her as cheery as a daisy and ready to save
some lives.

****

Aside from the sultry start to her day, the
rest of Liv’s night was pretty standard. By the time midnight
rolled around, she’d forgotten her lustified fantasy, fending off a
contact intoxication after the third drunk Northwestern co-ed puked
down her scrub top.

“Really? Ya’ll need to stop soaking your
tampons in moonshine,” Liv huffed, wiping the girl’s face. She
finished her quick assessment and helped her flirty tech, Leo, prop
the girl into the wheelchair. A surge of empathy flowed through her
veins. Liv pulled off the incriminating Delta Delta Delta
sweatshirt before sending her back. “You’re making the rest of us
look bad, here, hon.”

The girl heaved. “Are you going to call my
Mom?”

“I think a chat with your
Momma would do you some good, but no, sweetheart, you’re eighteen.
You’re an adult. A stupid one. But an adult nonetheless. Shoving
straight liquor into your whoo-haa won’t remove the
calories, and it’ll give you the yeast infection of your life,” she
preached with a compassionate smile and Savannah, Georgia, twang
lingering on her lips. Liv tried not to scrunch her nose at the
tang of urine and vomit, then covered the girl with a warm blanket
as Leo took her out of triage and into the main
department.

Liv sat back in her little cubbie and
debated changing her scrubs for the second time. Another set of
headlights flashed through the glass.

“Lost cause,” she muttered, and stretched
away some of the mid-shift lull.

“Any bets about Miss TriDelt’s blood alcohol
level?” asked Leo, strutting back to join Liv in the triage booth.
He leaned against the door frame crossing his arms over his chest.
The move drew her attention to his biceps, and the grin on Leo’s
face said that was the intended reaction.

A frantic man burst through the doorway.

“Help! Help! My wife’s outside having a
baby!” he bellowed gasping for breath. Liv jumped from her chair
and ran, with Leo racing after her. She yanked her walkie from her
back pocket.

“I need a stretcher and an open room, STAT!
Get Labor and Delivery down here now!” She didn’t wait for a reply
before throwing the door open.

She found a young woman braced in the front
seat, howling in pain. “My baby. It’s coming! Aaggh…”

Olivia skipped her usual introduction and
dove under the dash contorting herself between the woman’s legs.
“All right, try not to push. I need to take a look.”

The instructions were met with another wail
and the panicked father calling for Jesus to help. Dark and unable
to see, Liv took a gloved hand and felt between the woman’s legs.
Her fingers met a warm squishy resistance. Liv peeked over the
woman’s nightgown stained with blood. The size of her belly and the
bulging bag of waters only meant one thing.

“How many weeks are you, Hon?” The question
didn’t register with the screaming woman or her husband. “Sir!” she
tried again, directing her focus at him.
“When—is—your—wife—due?”

He sputtered a few incomprehensible
syllables before he could answer. “January. The baby isn’t due ‘til
January.”

The mental math drew a
pause. Shit.

Liv pressed her hand gently against the
membrane containing the extreme micro preemie. More bodies arrived.
Leo and the other staff reached to gather the woman from the front
seat. “Forget L and D, we need the NICU team. Pull out the 2.0
intubation tube and double O blade for the doctor in case this baby
decides to come. Someone get me a puke bag!” she called from
between the woman’s legs. She heard the click of the walkie and
another nurse call for neonatology to hurry down.

The tech handed her the vomit baggie.

“Feeling queasy down there?” he teased. In
the heat of excitement, a joke every now and again helped to ease
the tension, but right then, it sure pissed her off. Liv hissed a
curse word and flung her hair out of her eyes.

“No, if I need to catch this baby, I need it
to stay warm. I’ve seen them put these little critters in Ziploc
bags right after birth.” Liv prayed, short, sweet. “Dear Lord,
please don’t let this woman deliver her baby in my hands.” The
woman groaned. Liv sensed her urgency to push.

“No! Ma’am! C’mon, short
breaths. Don’t push!” A rush of warm, salty water drenched down her arm, and a
tiny body flopped into her open palm. “Shit! Baby’s out!” Liv placed the
one-pound infant in the plastic, examining it for all parts and
gripped the mother’s arm.

“We’ve got sixty-seconds until the umbilical
cord stops pulsing and the placenta comes. Move her!”

Everything that happened next was a blur.
Nothing she’d really remember, but the rush she’d never forget. The
tiny infant was locked and loaded into a traveling isolette and Liv
took her first real breath in over an hour. She leaned against the
nurses’ station counter and watched the one-pound baby leave
encased in plastic and covered with tubes and wires.

“Impressive,” said her new gal pal from the
train. Torey had arrived with the NICU team for the crash delivery.
Liv glanced down and smiled. Cold, congealed liquid saturated her
scrub top and splattered her cheek.

“I am, aren’t I?”

The pair looked over the perpetual mess in
the ER. Dirty linens, stretchers stowed haphazardly along the
walls; across the unit a pair of trauma medics donned white plastic
gowns over their teal scrubs.

“A revolving door of fun,” Torey quipped, a
reminiscent smirk on her face. “Oh, all right. I suppose I miss
this a little.”

“Stay and play?” Liv tempted from her
height. On cue, the homeless guy in an overflow hall bed rolled
over and revealed his lilywhite hiney, then kicked off his shoes.
The stench of rotting feet and sock sweat wafted over.

“Oh, yeah. Never mind. See you later, Liv.”
Torey waved and disappeared to the elevators.

Liv turned for the penalty box known as the
triage booth when one of the lady trauma technicians came over and
handed her a fresh scrub top.

“So, Liv, did you get a chance to see the
new MD?” the tech asked. Great with faces, bad with names, Liv
wished she could address her properly, but at least it was just
friendly chatter.

“Nah, I missed him. Let me guess. He’s an
ass.”

The ER technician laughed and elbowed
another nurse in the ribs.

“His ass
is something.” She
swooned, fanning herself. Liv shrugged. She didn’t want to appear
uninterested in the conversation and risk being rude or not fitting
in. But doctors, hot or otherwise, were not on her radar. She was a
woman, she’d look, stare, maybe even feel tempted to flirt and bat
her lashes, but she was so very over any male in the medical
profession. And above all else any male with the letters “MD”
behind their name. Everyone discussed the handsome, new trauma
doctor, and Liv let her mind wander back to Anderson Cole’s
marvelous behind.

 



Chapter Three

 


Sliding her badge through the time clock was
the best part of the day. It meant she survived. As far as
excitement went, delivering a micro-preemie was impossible to top,
but she ended her night with a sicker-than-shit septic, diabetic
patient with blood sugar of eighteen-hundred and a serum lactate
off the charts. It was the nursing battle of a lifetime.
Hyperkalemia. Ventricular Tachycardia. Two central lines. Prepping
for emergent dialysis and timing when to fill the gut with
kayexelate so the patient didn’t poop all over the stretcher sapped
every ounce of energy.

Liv found her new work BFF on the platform.
Rooted with exhaustion, they stood side by side waiting for the
seven-twenty-two. It was probably her imagination, but her body
felt like it was still rushing through her twelve-hour shift.

“Off for four.” Torey smirked up at her like
she won the night shift lottery.

Liv’s perfect posture wilted. “Oh must be
nice. Off one night, then on with a call shift.”

Torey cackled. “You mean mandatory
overtime.”

She sighed. “Yep … and it’s flipping Friday
the thirteenth.” A pout, full of self-pity tried to emerge.

She loved her job. Loved
the commitment and heart it took, but every shift—good, bad,
ugly—was a giant kick in the ass. Unable to remember a time she
wasn’t exhausted, she wished for the kind of mother that would call
and shower her with pride and praise. She wished for the kind of
Momma that would make a huge fuss of their hardworking daughter. Of
course she’d deny it, but she wished someone in her life would fuss over
her. It had been twenty years since she watched the only perfect
man she’d ever known lowered into the Georgian soil. And with her
Daddy a lifetime gone, all forms of affection and smiles of
encouragement came from her mother, and it would be a cold day in
hell before her Momma would risk wrinkling her porcelain skin. Liv
straightened her shoulders and threw her hair back.

Screw Momma and that pretentious stick up
her ass.

“What do ya say to a night out?” she asked.
The ‘L train barreled down the track, then screeched, slowing to a
stop.

Torey’s nose scrunched tight. “Aren’t you
exhausted?”

“Pretty much all the time.”

She laughed. “Okay, just don’t expect any
witty commentary.”

“I don’t. I’m the funny one.” Liv got a
shove in the arm as the two boarded the train and looked for a
seat. The car, like the day before, was congested with moody city
folk, their noses glued to their smart phones or e-readers refusing
to acknowledge the bleary-eyed nurses that hadn’t sat in fourteen
hours. Too tired to grumble about the injustice, they grabbed a
rail and held on as the train jarred forward.

****

It wasn’t stalking. He was
at the library to read. He held a book in his hand to prove it. Of
course, he never bothered with the cover and when he sat down to
“not stalk” Andy spent the better part of the afternoon
familiarizing himself with A Woman’s Guide
to Self-Love and Exploration. Time floated
away and so did his purpose when the pages opened to a rather
detailed manual of how a woman should get herself off.

“Learning anything new?”

The warm, velvet purr thrust Andy from his
chair. He tossed the damning book into the vacant seat. Late
afternoon sun smudged into a gloomy evening, but Liv glowed, lovely
and radiant. It probably made him look like the ultimate pervert,
but he couldn’t keep the boyish, eager grin off his face.

“Oh, no. I’m an expert. Wrote the book in
fact.”

Liv pursed her
lips. Shit. A
silent, but very clear “what a douchebag,” reaction. With a swift
kick in the ego nut sack, Andy deflated. Except she held his gaze
and grinned. Her green eyes widened. Intrigued? Nope.

Turned on.

Andy straightened and sucked in a breath,
hoping to find a shred of manliness. It was useless. She had him
the kind of stupid-giddy reserved for first crushes. “Already
finished with the bird book?”

Her cheeks colored, and the blood rushed
from his head to his groin. He shuffled his feet, hoping to stop
his dick from becoming an embarrassment.

“Ya know, turns out, I didn’t need Augustus
Flynne after all.”

Liv’s fingers played with the spine of the
book, and because he must be punished for something, she clutched
the book to her chest. The move, conscious or otherwise, pushed her
tits up and together. For the last twenty-four hours he’d thought
of nothing else but Liv’s body beneath her scrubs, but this was
cruel. A clingy black sweater, a tight denim skirt that hit
mid-thigh, and those annoying ankle boots he hated but all the
girls here wore. Except, on her it fucking worked. Everything about
Liv was too much, but not enough. Andy forced his eyes off her
breasts and glared at the ceiling. A call for mercy.

On cue, one of the crones working the
depository called out to Liv. Attuned to the sound of distress,
Anderson couldn’t ignore the winded and strained voice, or the old
woman as she gripped the counter.

Liv held up a finger. “Hang on a second,”
she said darting off. Her spidey-sense must have kicked into
hyperdrive before Anderson could take his eyes off her ass.

Liv reached the counter and, with surprising
grace, hopped over and spun around to address the pale woman. Andy
followed, assessing from a distance with his hand on his cellphone.
No doctor in the world could stop a heart attack without
resources.

“What’s goin’ on, Mrs. Loveitz?” she asked,
reaching for the old woman’s wrist. A clammy flush dotted the
librarian’s forehead. Liv grabbed a dainty handkerchief from inside
her purse and wiped along Mrs. Loveitz’s face then neck. “Andy, can
you drag that chair over here, please?”

Like a lumbering buffoon he hadn’t even
thought to grab the woman a chair. He could crack a chest and cross
clamp the aorta in three minutes, but having her sit down never
sprang to mind.

“Did you remember your Digoxin today?” Liv
continued. Breathless, the woman nodded. The crowd in a library on
a Friday fall evening was sparse, but the ones that were there all
convened around the pair.

“Your heart’s running and skipping away from
you. You know what that means?”

Andy helped Mrs. Loveitz into the seat and
felt her cool, moist skin. She slumped her shoulders, braced her
hands on her knees and gulped down air. Her distress prickled his
skin.

“She’s going need an ambulance. You know,
I’m a doc—”

“I know. Can you call? This isn’t our first
rodeo, is it, Mrs. L?”

Andy grinned and did as he was ordered. Liv
had it well under control. She went behind the counter and
retrieved an oxygen canister and mask, then tightened it around
Mrs. Loveitz’s face. “Try for some slow breaths there, Rose.” Liv
turned her attention to Andy mid-911 call. She motioned for the
phone, a polite smirk on her lips. Maybe she was a bit of a control
freak. He offered her his cellphone and crouched before Mrs.
Loveitz. He took her hands in his. Her breathing had slowed, and
she seemed to be more
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