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Three days ago, I'd been crying in my childhood bedroom, stashed between faded soccer trophies and lingering dreams about making my parents proud. Today I was standing in a locker room that smelled of antiseptic and desperation, about to become Dr. Chen—the professional not-me I'd been building my entire life around.

They don't tell you in med school that your lab coat carries the weight of all your lies. I'd bought this one yesterday, spent twenty minutes removing the loose threads like the guide recommended, treating imaginary stains before I'd even worn it. Protecting the perfect white surface—pristine, untouchable, nothing like the queer kid who used to practice his MD signature with secretly drawn dicks next to the official one.

My hand automatically drifted to my throat, fingers tracing the muscles that would betray me tomorrow. If I sounded too much like Brian—the college boy who squeaked when nervous—I'd spend my first shift being called "young doctor" and treated like an overeager intern. Too much like Dr. Chen—the professional persona—and I'd lose any chance of connecting with nurses who'd save my residency in years to come.

I cleared my throat and tried again. "We've seen this type of presentation before, but we'll monitor closely." Better. The clinical detachment settled over my voice like well-worn scrubs, but wearing it felt wrong—like living in someone else's skin, just as I had been for months when I called my parents on Sundays. Mom's inevitable questions about Sarah still made my stomach clench, forcing me to turn a casual relationship that had imploded six months ago into something we were "taking slow with all this residency stuff" instead of truth: "Sarah discovered not just your browser history but the signed letter from Mike Graham explaining why our dorm room maintenance closet experiments weren't just experiments after all."

No one at Johns Hopkins asked why I chose hospital medicine, the twenty-hour shifts, the constant motion that left no room for thinking. For wanting. For remembering Mike Graham behind the science building during sophomore year, his mouth on my neck, his hands proving that we weren't quite as straight as the stories we told ourselves when we were safely back in our dorm rooms.

I pulled on the new scrubs—the hospital-issue ones that feel stiff and crunchy against your skin like they're holding all the new-student tension in their fibers. I'd washed them twice already, even considered soaking them in vinegar like the nurses suggested, but still they chafed—perfect for keeping me alert during midnight runs to the code blue calls I prayed wouldn't leave me alone with Kevin Morrison.

God, even the thought of his name made my hands shake.

Dr. Morrison. The ENT specialist with the devastating mouth and the pager-numbing presence in surgical rotations. Three years my senior, straighter than a surgeon's scalpel with a wife and two perfect kids that showed up in carefully framed photos on his office desk. If his resident group WhatsApp chat was anything to go by, Kevin was universally beloved—"saves asses without taking names," as one bragging patient wrote on his post-op review.

And me? Brian Chen wanted to be in his pants more than I'd wanted anything in my twenty-six years except that white coat burning in my hands. Last week during rounds I'd nearly dropped my files when he brushed past me in the hallway, the barely-there contact sending electricity straight to places residency manuals definitely don't cover.

Back in med school, I'd rationalized these moments as academic crushes—the same kind Mike and I agreed we experienced before graduation. "It's the proximity," he'd said between our hidden makeout sessions in the library maintenance closet. "Adrenaline mixed with authority. It'll pass when we're real doctors."

Spoiler alert: It doesn't pass. It concentrates.

The locker room door clicked open behind me. Another resident with features too similar to mine—Asian-American, carrying that inherited weight of expectation in every straightened spine and forced smile. He nodded briefly before selecting his own white coat from the rack. We didn't speak. Doctors don't waste words on understanding—we save our breath for explaining to worried mothers why their fathers' atrial fibrillation won't magically fix itself.

This coat felt heavier than it should. Through the starched fabric I could feel every responsibility I'd accepted—the standard of care my patients expected, the competence my attendings demanded, the heterosexual identity my parents hadn't explicitly required but definitely didn't need any clarifying updates on.

"Honestly, I'm attracted to his intellect" I practiced in the low voice when the other doctor left the room. "There's nothing inappropriate about professional admiration." The medical journals had pages of analysis about this—transference, countertransference, the intense dynamics between apprentices and masters in high-stakes environments.

None of them mentioned wanting to drop to your knees and show your senior resident exactly how receptive your gag reflex could be when properly motivated.

My phone buzzed—a text from Mom: "So proud of my handsome doctor! Sent Sarah congrats—she knows how lucky she is." I clicked the screen dark before the third wave of guilt could wash over me.

Sarah. God, Sarah. Beautiful, brilliant, bisexual-she-knew-but-don't-talk-about-it Sarah who'd washed her hands of both me and my "complicated" identity last spring over lukewarm coffee and completely deserved accusation: "I'm your experimental relationship until you're brave enough to try the real thing with someone your parents will actually accept, aren't I?"

No lies there. Just truth that tasted worse than any hospital cafeteria dinner.

Sixty seconds until shift start. The pale white clock above the rows of lockers clicked closer to demonstration time. I squared my shoulders and approached the mirror, straightening my new coat like armor in preparation for battlefields with worse casualties than I'd treated during mandatory emergency rotation in Baltimore.

The authority does feel different when you're wearing that long white coat—I won't deny the thrill. But no one ever mentions how the fabric presses against your chest when you're hiding from yourself. How every professional interaction becomes a game of chess against your own secrets, moving cautiously across the board while your heart keeps threatening to reveal its checkmate strategy: wrap those scrubs around something a lot less professional than medical equipment and find out exactly how thorough Dr. Morrison's bedside manner can be.

I took one last breath—sterile, determined, prepared—and checked my reflection. Dr. Brian Chen, future medical prodigy. Straight son. Professional admirer. Lies, all of them, carefully constructed like sutures over a wound that refused to close properly beneath their pristine white surface.

I straightened the coat one final time and reached for the door.

Time to become a doctor. The other Brian—hungry, queer, and wanting to worship at the altar of Dr. Morrison's signature medical expertise—would have to wait for midnight, where he always lived anyway.
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I adjusted my pristine white coat for what must have been the tenth time that morning. The fabric felt stiff and accusatory against my scrubs, like it knew I was a fraud despite graduating top of my class at Johns Hopkins. First day at St. Mary's Hospital, and I already felt my composure cracking.

"First day jitters?" Dr. Kevin Morrison glanced over his shoulder, a faint smile playing on those lips I'd been staring at since orientation. My throat went completely dry. Jesus, was my thirst that obvious?

"Just taking it all in," I managed, hoping my voice didn't shake. Who was I kidding? All I'd been taking in was the way his shoulders strained against that white coat, the dark hair that fell perfectly across his forehead even after twelve hours, and—God help me—the way his pants hugged an ass that had starred in every one of my jerk-off sessions for the past week.

Kevin chuckled, the sound doing things to my dick that should be illegal in a hospital corridor. "You'll get used to it. Though the adrenaline never quite goes away, even after eight years."

My pager buzzed—a code blue in Room 403, requesting an ENT consult.

"I'm on my way," Kevin said, turning to leave. That's when I did it again—my eyes dropped right to his perfect ass, tracing the muscular lines through his trousers before I caught myself. Bad, bad idea—my scrub pants were suddenly uncomfortably tight in the front.

"Brian?" A voice beside me made me jump. Dr. Jake Perez raised that annoyingly observant eyebrow of his. "Lost in thought?"

"Sorry—yes, just processing." Jake moved differently than Kevin—more deliberate, careful focus that probably came from being the best gastroenterologist in the state. His hands fascinated me too—so precise and controlled, the kind I instinctively trusted with patients while my own hands wanted to grab them and place them somewhere anatomical...

"Patient in Room 406 has persistent abdominal pain," Jake continued, completely oblivious to the fact that my own guts were churning with lust. "Kevin wanted you to consult with me. Something about showing you the ropes."

The whole day became an exercise in maintaining some semblance of professionalism while my body waged war on my brain. Every time Kevin adjusted his surgical mask or Jake leaned close to explain a procedure, I struggled to keep my focus where it belonged—on medicine, not on the wild fantasy of those hands working on me instead.

Things reached unbearable levels during the throat procedure that afternoon.

"Relax your hand," Kevin murmured right beside my ear, his warm breath sending shivers down my spine. He came up behind me as I stood over the sedated patient. Before I could respond, his hand covered mine—his fingers warm and strong as they adjusted my grip on the laryngoscope.

"See how the epiglottis responds when you..." Kevin's voice dropped to that professional-but-sexy tone that drove me crazy. My dick didn't just notice—it
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