
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    Doctor Irresistible- Prologue 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today marks a new adventure in my life, the last semester of college.  Did I think I would ever see the day coming? Hell no! I’m not the typical college graduate at the age of twenty-two or twenty -three with a gap year.  Gap year, my ass. Gap year is a luxury I was never afforded, looking back maybe I wouldn’t have wasted years of time that I’ll never get back if I had a gap year. I will be graduating at the old of age of twenty-six.  
 
    One thing you should know about me is that I am a runner from commitment.  Therefore, after going to school for nursing that lasted a half -semester that was over before you knew it. Too sensitive to smells, the first semester of nursing school is basically aid/tech work. I couldn’t make the bed if my life depended on it. One nursing experience did me in: a leaking rectal tube. My second -degree choice was addiction counseling, that ended with a chemical dependency certificate. A nine -month adventure that ended with a minimal tolerance for addicts lying day in and day out.  The last degree choice was to become a travel agent, that lasted only a quarter before I dropped it like a hot potato.  It’s more than just traveling the world on someone else dime.  
 
    My parents put a stop to the insanity as they would describe my prior attempts at college. Yes, I retained all the credits, so it wasn’t an absolute waste of time.  The parental support emotionally and financially ended at the same time my desire to be a travel agent.  They made it clear; they would no longer support my education. At the time, they failed to mention I was no longer their daughter.  In summary, I was no longer good enough for them.  For fucks sake, I wasn’t selling drugs. I admit it is a very lucrative and tempting business.  Another thing I retained from an attempt at a college degree.   
 
    The last four years have been spent without any familial support.  Ryan my best friend is all I have and consider her my family.  She is rockstar of a nurse, and a cool person.  I wouldn’t be lying to say it hasn’t been lonely.  I am the only child of news anchor at a local television station and a business manager from local bank. I’m still in the city they live in, and the tid bits I get are from social media.  Why do I continue to put myself through it?  
 
    I will be graduating from the University of Tampa with a bachelor’s degree in art therapy. What made me stick or choose this degree to be my major? I did a job shadowing in a teen residential center and observed an art therapy group.  I loved how she interacted with the group, the positivity, and how beauty can be found in all types of art.  Art would vary from: painting, crocheting, clay, 3D art, or music.  Art is such a broad subject, and the therapeutic benefits are endless for patients.   
 
    The last two weeks have been spent preparing for my clinical work. The semester consists of full-time employment in a health care setting. Due to my chronic procrastinating nature, I was unable to be assigned to do my clinical time in a teen residential center.  I am being assigned to the Neuro/Stroke unit. What’s twelve weeks? Absolutely nothing, when it comes to me giving the fuck you to my parents who thought I would never finish or let alone graduate.  I put on my big girl pants on ready to cross the finish line a winner.  
 
    My clinical time has me leading two art therapy groups per week, observing, and conducting assessments, and learning to bill.  Art therapy is nothing without reimbursement, if they’re not making money, you will be the first person let go. Welcome to healthcare. The teachers have that constant mantra playing like a money non-stop in my head.   
 
    I reviewed my “class plan” with my on-site clinical advisor, and I’m not a bit impressed with her.  Mya graduated with her masters two years ago and spends most of her time trying to be the next doctor’s wife.  She is whoring herself out to have the title of being married to a doctor.  Mya gave her stamp of approval, and today brings me my first clinical treatment group.   
 
    My group of patients are no longer in-patient but are completing therapy per the stroke protocol at the hospital.  The patients are typically admitted into the hospital with a stroke or cardiovascular event that leads to a significant impairment.  They have a hospital stay that usually lasts three to seven days.  The decrease in stay implies how fast they were able to be given medicine to reverse a stroke.  
 
      
 
    
    	 Face: Drooping on side of the face? 
 
    	 Arms: Weakness? 
 
    	 Speech: Slurring Words, Speech Difficulty? 
 
    	 Time: To call the Ambulance, how long has this been going on? 
 
   
 
      
 
    Art therapy takes place at the end of their recovering program. Art therapy is in the long-haul part of the healing process.  The physical, occupation, and speech therapy grunt work has been done.  Now, we are in the long-term phase of healing. Patients dealing with the consequences of their strokes and how it will impact them for the rest of their lives.   
 
    The first group I’m conducting is tonight.  It will consist of six to eight people.  Most of their strokes are light, and a couple of them are patients that are recovering from back surgery.  It will be a paint and sip; we will be painting a beach.  Florida is filled with beautiful beaches; I want it to be important they see the beauty of where they live day in and day out. Beaches are open wide to interpretation, making it easier from them to see the whole picture. The group located in a conference room off the stroke/neuro rehab unit.  I wanted them to see how far they came from day one their stroke and get a sense of accomplishment.  More importantly, I wanted them to see that we do recover, and life does go on.  The stroke or brain surgery doesn’t define them, they are more than their medical diagnosis.   
 
    Over the last two weeks, I have met one on one with them.  I’ve listened to their story, reviewed their treatment care plans, and learned to who they are a person.  I’m honored to work with these people, and excited to give them to tools to deal with stress in their lives.  I’m meticulous making sure all the work areas are equipped properly for individuals.  The supplies include paintbrushes, acrylic paint, brush, paper towels, tablecloths, palette, and acrylic brushes.  Easels will be available if anyone requests one. I absolutely have the sip part covered with various drinks: iced tea, sodas, water, and red and white wine.  I selected two wines to allow the patients to decide which one they want to pair with their picture.  It sets the mood.  The patients that are on modified diets especially ones that have choking issues.  I have thickener or thinner for them. The last thing I want for them is to be excluded from this therapeutic activity.   
 
    The conference is in full-stocked and loaded ready to go for the evening.  “It looks nice in here.” Mya says. She walks in the door with her floral dress that fits like a glove.  In my opinion, it’s not a good thing.  
 
    “Thanks,” I say quietly.  The nerves need to go away. Once the first session is over, the nerves will evaporate.  “All the supplies are here, and the room is set up and ready. The patients should be arriving soon.”  
 
    “I’ll let you get it. A few patients have started to arrive they stopped at the nurse’s station to ask for directions.”  She couldn’t think out of the box and offer to walk them down here.  It takes a lot of will power to keep my mouth shut to people.   
 
    “I’ll take it from here. What time would you like to meet tomorrow to discuss my group?” I say trying to get her on her way.  
 
    “Let’s plan for three pm, and we can over your plan for the next group.” Mya says with fake enthusiasm that I want to wrap my hands around her neck to choke out of her.  Again, I remind myself the end is near.  
 
    “Sure, works for me.” I mumble quietly. She exits the room without a response from me, she knows she has the upper hand. 
 
    “Gladys is here.” Tina says. Tina is the senior patient care tech that has worked on the stroke rehab unit for the last ten years. She follows closely behind her. 
 
    “Give. Me. Breathing. Room. Girl.” She annunciates slowly with soaked with aggravation. Gladys is a seventy-eight-year-old lady that had her second minor stroke in the last eighteen months.  She is one pissed off patient.  The case manager thought more interaction with others would help her greatly.  She stands tall at four feet and ten inches, and a head of wild beautiful gray curls wearing a house coat.  She notices I am doing a once over on her clothing choice.  
 
    “The days of me impressing a man over.” She replies she just completed a marathon without any breathers. Gladys is a wild card that will keep me on my toes. She gets herself comfortable in my chair, I don’t have the nerve to even to tell her to move.  
 
    My next patient Louis waddles in. He is the grandpa with the big beer belly. “Hey, Louis. Pick any spot.”  
 
    “Shit, I’m exhausted from the long haul. Who needs physical therapy? It’s a damn workout getting down the hallway.” He grumbles.  
 
    “I got tied up at the nurse’s station.” Tina replies before handing Louis a six back of beer that he is trying to keep under wraps in reusable shopping bag next to his feet.  
 
    “No, problem. I appreciate you helping to get them back here.” I reply hoping my smile shows my gratitude.  I listen to the bantering in the room enjoying it like a volleyball match waiting for few more to arrive. The group is maxed out for eight patients, I’m expecting five to six to participate this week. We have one out due to Covid for the next week due to exposure.  The pandemic has put a damper on things, finally we are back to living our day to day lives.  
 
    Greg the former college linebacker is next to arrive, the consequences of his stroke are clearly visible on his right side.  His stroke is the result of uncontrolled hypertension at the age of forty-two.  He is one angry man and at six foot three is a bit overwhelming for me.  Add in he is a solid two hundred fifty pounds. “My fucking occupational therapist made me come to this bullshit.” He says. 
 
    “Give a shot. You promised me would.” I say with my hands on hips.  Greg becomes quiet.  I’m not sure if it is out of respect or if he is planning his next move like on a chest board.   
 
    “Dude, I’ll even allow Louis to give you a beer. Don’t Louis, you know you will not be able to get a six pack down before it’s over.” He does me a solid giving me a good eye roll.  
 
    Rachel my hippie patient arrives in a long rainbow striped dress showing her love for gay pride. She is in a wheelchair due to her right -side paralysis.  Her make-up and hair are flawless.  Her caregiver gets her situated even to the point of placing her painter’s cape on her.  
“Rachel, I’m glad you’re here.”  
 
    “Me too,” She responds with practiced enunciation.  I make a mental note to email her speech therapist.  
 
    Sarah and Lori are the last two patients arrive. They recently had back surgery within the last ninety days. Both having herniated discs. They were referred to my group due to having chronic pain, and they’re no longer on pain meds.  Their emotions are all over the place and need an outlet for them. Addicted to them only out of necessity doesn’t change the fact they had to be weaned from them after surgery.  In our prior meet and greets this week, they were informed alcohol wouldn’t be an option to them.  They voiced understanding and committed to the next eight weeks.   
 
    “I need to use the restroom.” Greg grumbles. I fight the urge to call out restroom to them like a class of kindergartners. The restroom is strategically placed one door down from the conference room, ideal for the patients that struggle with ambulation.  I allow them a few minutes to settle down and get situated before group starts. The honest truth is to get my own nerves in check before the first session takes place.   
 
    The group gets started after making a few strategic moves on my part. The last two ladies arrive are placed between my grumbling guys. The ladies provide a bit of distraction and I use that to my advantage.  They have full mobility, so that can be benefit me during the session.  I can’t be in all places at once, and this will boost their confidence.  The initial beginning of the session goes over all the equipment we will be using and its purpose. They voiced understanding and we get started creating our tranquil beach picture.  
 
    “Remember, everyone beach is different. People will want more sand, and others will be more focused on the water. Or focused on the rays they feel from the sun.  Create what beach brings you happiness, not what a typical beach should look like. For example, my water will very tall.  I don’t like the idea of water over my head, maybe it’s a control thing.  Let’s take a vote, on where we want to start.” 
 
    “Let’s start with the sun.” Rachel says. 
 
    “You would…” Greg grumbles a bit louder than he expected all of us to hear.  
 
    “Greg.” I say with a warning to a teenager boy in trouble. 
 
    “Sorry.” He mumbles as he looks down to his lap rather than looking at Rachel. 
 
    “Any other ideas?” I say trying to move the discussion.   
 
    “The Ocean.” Lori replies. The remaining ladies shake their head in agreement. 
 
    “Louis, any ideas?” I ask. 
 
    “The lawn chair with a big umbrella, then me drinking a beer.” He says earning a smile from most of the group. 
 
    “A man after my own heart.” I say giving him a wink that earns me a slight blush in his cheeks.  
 
    “This is our game plan. We start with the water and sun tonight, and we will finish next week. The sand and our accessories. Our beach creations will take more than tonight, and at the end of our next group you will be able to take our creations home.  Sound good?” The group all nods yes in acknowledgement. “Let’s get going with the water. We will take break for our sip and then move on to the sun.”  
 
    The next forty minutes we will focus all energy on the water part of creation.  The interpretations very greatly, the one thing they have in common the intense wave present. My understanding is that the chaos they have in their life.  The life changes that result from what they have went through over the last couple of months, who should expect anything different.  I like working the room, assisting, and truly listening to what they have to say.  They need to be heard, and families tend to step in and make decisions for them.  
 
    “Let’s do the sip.” The smiles take over their faces.  
 
    “We already doing ours…” Sarah says putting her smoothie cup in the air with Lori. 
 
    “Greg, you can move faster than me.  Come and get a beer.” No one has to tell Greg to get up twice. I have no doubt this is the highlight of his night.  
 
    Gladys will have thickener put in hers, so I move to assist her. In her cooler is one of those frozen daiquiris in a bag. “Good job, Gladys.” She came full equipped for the night, a large cup and spoon.  The daiquiri has started to melt almost to its original consistency, making it easier for me to get her drink made for her. “It’s all yours,” I say handing Gladys her drink.  
 
    “Rachel, you need some help?” I say as she struggles with getting her wine bottle out of her bag.  
 
    “Yes, child. I’m dying of thirst.” She says. 
 
    “This is nice.” She has a beautiful wine glass with an expensive bottle of wine I’ll never be able to afford in this lifetime[AA1]. I attempt to hand it to her when she puts her hand out to stop me. 
 
    “Fill. It. Up I’m not playing.” I chuckle.   
 
    “Yes, mam.” The glass is filled up ¾ of the way, she is a bit shaky when I hand it over to her. “I keep an eye and make sure it is refilled.” She rolls her eyes at me. 
 
    “Not like a shitty waitress.” She says earning laughs from the group.  
 
    “Greg, we are getting through this six pack tonight.” Louis says.  
 
    “I’m in.” Greg says clearing on this plan to finish the night. “We can share an Uber.” He says clearing as if he is reading my mind.  
 
    “I can do better; my son is picking me up.  We can give you a ride home, no need to spend money if you don’t have to.” Louis responds.  This might be a start of a beautiful friendship between the two of them. 
 
    “If it’s a problem, I can get an Uber. It’s no problem.”  
 
    “No problem, son.” Louis says with a smile as they start on their second beer.  
 
      
 
    We move on the sun in our picture, the easiest part of the picture. I figure that would be an easy part to finish for our first session.  I continue to work the room spending a little more time with Gladys and Louis because they are starting to fatigue a bit.  My back surgery girls are doing a spectacular job with the others. I think they need to feel helpful. Our roles as women are often defined as being a caregiver to others and being out back pain dampers it quite a bit.  I will have to get them a little gift at the end to show my appreciation. They have definitely made this group easier.   
 
    “Young lady, make the circle and I’ll do the lines.” Gladys says. 
 
    “Yes. mam.” I do exactly as she instructs doing my best to make the perfect circle. 
 
    “What is going on in here?” The Adonis of man says at the entry way to the conference room. He has me absolutely dumb struck. I[AA2] have never seen a man so gorgeous in my entire life.  If I had to guess he is in early forties with a strong gray scuffed jaw, beautiful perfect white teeth, piercing hazel eyes, and headful of messy brown hair that is turning grayer every day.  A mix of George Clooney and Richard Gere.  “Outside.” He replies with a demand instead of a question like other respectable people would ask.  
 
    “Gladys, I’ll be right back.” I say patting her arm softly. I stand tall trying to appear way more confident than I am now.   
 
    “Hi, Doctor Irons.” Sarah and Lori say simultaneously. Oh…I get it now. This is the famous Doctor Irresistible, I heard about in the cafeteria.  
 
    “Hi. Ladies.” He responds like a man that can charm your pants off knowing him less than five minutes.  Yes, I do know those type of men. In all honesty, I have been a receipted of those men. Does it end well? If you don’t expect anything from them, it can be mutually benefited relationship. If you are the type to develop feelings, you better run from them.  
 
    “What can I do for you, Doctor Irons?” I say making sure we are a bit away from the door.  The last thing we need is people trying to hear us.  
 
    “What are you doing in there?” He responds. 
 
    “I...” He cuts me off before I can give him the answer to his question.  
 
    “This isn’t a fucking bar, it’s a hospital. Do you know how much we can get in trouble with giving alcohol to patients? He says it like I’m fly that is bothering him.  
 
    “I’m conducting an art therapy group. The patients are no longer in the hospital.  All outpatients.  The one, and I repeat one has thickener in hers. The other ones who are drinking are not driving and made arrangements for transportation. Furthermore, your two patients are not drinking any alcohol at all.” I say trying to must up the confidence within me.  
 
    “Shut. It. Down. You will be lucky I don’t report this to your clinical advisor and your school.”  
 
    “Doctor Irons, please don’t. This is the last semester of college. I have to graduate.” I say on the verge of begging.  If he can’t pick up on the desperation, he must be a damn fool. I’m out of school grant money, there is no way I can afford a semester out of pocket.  Thanks to the disowning of my parents, I’m eligible for grant and student loans.  I’m embarrassed to even admit that I have state insurance and get a whopping one hundred and seventy-two dollars a month in food stamps.  I stand there and keep my mouth quiet, my gut feeling has me keeping it shut. I don’t think another word out of my mouth will benefit me in any way.  He pulls out his wallet out of the back of his scrub pants. Scrub pants that are stretched to the maximum across his muscular toned body.  
 
    “What time do you have class tomorrow?” He asks. 
 
    “Class?” 
 
    “Yes, do I look like someone who has time to play twenty questions?” 
 
    “Sorry…um..I have a Zoom at 2pm.” He hands me his business card with a fancy design that he spent way more than needed. I have a feeling the best or top of the line is always his preference.  
 
    “Be at my office at 9am. Who should I tell them whom to expect?”  
 
    “Iris Templeton.”  
 
    “Don’t be late, Miss Templeton. I don’t have a tolerance for people that waste my time. The group is now over, shut this down. Make sure everyone gets home safely.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” I give him a smart ass reply unable to just sit there and take it. He stands there for a second looking at me almost wanting to say something else. I decide to call him out on it.  
 
    “Do you need anything else, Dr. Irons?”  
 
    “Nine am.” He replies sternly before walking away. The big breath of air leaves my mouth as he walks away. The view from behind is just as mesmerizing as the front. He has broad shoulders, and an ass a gay man would love to slap. Scrubs are the least flattering attire, but the most comfortable to wear. Scrubs are a disservice to most, but in his case, nothing obviously can disgrace his body.   
 
    The conference is buzzing with side conversations, and I stand there and take it all in for a minute.  This moment is the moment I know why I’m doing art therapy as my major.  Everyone leaving here tonight is gaining more than they came in the door with tonight.  And that alone brings me happiness.   
 
    “Everything okay?” Rachel asks.   
 
    “Sure.” I reply in a bit overly cheery voice that Rachel is not buying for a minute. “Let me see these paintings.” I do a walk through proud of everyone. They all followed through with the tasks at hand tonight.  They have me feeling like a proud teacher.  
 
    “Did you get in trouble?” Lori asks.  
 
    “Of course, not. We do have to do things a bit different next week.  So, the alcohol will need to be in one of those reusable cups with a lid.  Sorry, guys.” I say feeling bad for the guys who want to drink beer. 
 
    “We can step it up to Whiskey next week, work for you Louis?” Greg asks. 
 
    “Great idea, we will make our drinks in the parking lot before coming up.” Louis says. I can see a glint in his eye that has feeling like a kid trying not to get caught.  It makes me smile.  
 
    “Let’s call a night. Leave your paintings and we will finish these bad boys up on Thursday.” A security guard stands at the door, if he wants to stand there, he can make himself useful.  
 
    “Is there something I help you with?” I ask. 
 
    “Doctor Irons requested that I made sure everyone got out of here safely.”  
 
    “Great. Please go the nurse’s station and get a wheelchair for Gladys. Her daughter will be at the entrance waiting for her.” I know he wants to say something but doesn’t. He has that going for him, I’m over this day and ready to watch some pointless television show.  “Thanks, Jason.” I give him a little effort by saying the name off his hospital identification.  
 
    Gladys gets in the wheelchair, and I place her cooler bag on the back.  “I’ll sneak you guys on the employee elevator it’s less of a walk to the main hospital elevator.” Jason says to the group. 
 
    “No one has to tell me twice.” Greg says as him and Louis are directly behind him. 
 
    “Have a good night.” I say as they head towards to the employee elevator.   
 
    “The walk will be good for me.” Sarah says and Lori shakes her head in agreement. They are lingering around for the gossip. “Finally, they’re gone.”  
 
    “Ladies, I appreciate all your help tonight.  If I didn’t have you two, I will need two more people to assist with this group.” 
 
    “This gets me out of the house, I lost a lot of invites before I had my back done.  People don’t understand how to be friends with someone in chronic pain, and then add in back surgery they run from you.” The sadness hits my gut and reminds me of my parents.  
 
    “It’s completely worth it, to get a look at Tampa’s most eligible bachelor.” Lori says. 
 
    “If I wasn’t married, I would be chasing that man.” Sarah adds on. “I would love to see the entire package under those scrub pants.”  
 
    “Stop, that is too much.” I say with a laugh.  The ladies gather up their belongings. “Be careful going home tonight.”  
 
    “I won’t do any daydreaming driving home; I’ll make sure he will be in my thoughts during my one-on-one time later.” Lori says giving us all a good chuckle.   
 
    Doctor Irresistible is now Doctor Asshole in my book. He will be the last man who will be occupying my thoughts during my time of self-pleasure. It sounds good, but I have a feeling if I don’t get kicked out of my program at school that man is going to be the death of me.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter 1 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
      
 
    **Harrison** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The nurses at the station were hardly focused on their work they should be performing, instead I heard them gossiping about Tampa’s most eligible bachelor.  If you haven’t been following along that is me, I would give anything for that not to be me.  The single part, that is one hundred my preference.  It’s the most eligible I could do without. The hospital was low on funding, and I agreed to do a television segment at the local television station.  Now, this shit is haunting me.  
 
    I had to put a brain shunt in this am.  Tampa General is a teaching hospital, and it made the case more involved in than the energy I want to put into it. The second surgery case was an overworked nurse whose back was tore to hell from years of misuse and abuse.   
 
    My residents made rounds earlier, I wanted to make a quick round and be in and out.  The plan went to hell when I heard patients laughing and carrying on. As, I passed the conference room the alcohol bottles clearly on display.  Two of my patients were in there, and they were recently weaned off pain meds.  Alcohol is temptation they should be avoided at all costs.  I needed to stop this mess before the hospital gets sued and my name gets thrown in there for shits and giggles. 
 
    The therapist conducting group is a simply beautiful without realizing it.  She was wearing blue hospital scrubs to identical to match mine.  I wear mine because of the operating room and my guess she is wearing hers to keep the paint off hers.  Her blonde hair was up in a messy bun with a wild curls fallen around her face. A face free of make-up with light freckles across the bridge of her nurse. Her youthfulness obvious and a bit intoxicating I admit.  She is a few inches over her five feet tall, curves that show she appreciates a good meal, and a set of breasts that will never require a plastic surgeon’s work.  
 
    I demanded answers from her, instead of simply asking them. Iris who clearly gets her name from the Iris Cristata plant.  Her eyes are a beautiful pale blue on the verge of being gray with the actual Iris a dark violet.  A cold shower after a fifteen-hour day didn’t stop me from wrapping my hand around my dick.  The guilt had me tossing and turning most of the night. 
 
     I have office hours this am, and usually not on time. This morning not only am I on time, but even early.  I sit in my office chair under the disguise of actual completing work. Instead of reviewing patient files for this am, I’m watching the clock count down the last-minute wondering if she will be showing up this morning.   
 
    The clock strikes nine am, and the receptionist has not informed of her arrival.  A few minutes later, my physician assistant Sage enters my office.  “Talia informed me you have someone waiting for in the lobby.  It’s not a patient or a drug rep.” 
 
    “Thanks, Sage.  I’ll take it from here.” I intentionally keep her waiting the same way she kept me waiting. I’m told old for tick for tack, and yet it doesn’t stop me.  
 
      
 
    **Iris** 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you’re wondering what the waiting room for a chief of neurosurgery waiting room looks like, it is exactly what you would think it would look like a prestigious stuck up a place. The amount of money that could have gone to the homeless could have made a significant difference if the luxury brought down a few notches or more.  The shit I think of and get into of my own devices is never a good thing.  Doctor Irons might figure out soon if keeps me waiting, clearly this is part of his plan. He wants me to know that he has the upper hand.  If I could tell him where to shove his upper hand, I’ll let you imagine what that could possibly be like and hope that it can happen.   
 
    I spent a restless night of sleep trying to figure how to get myself out of this mess.  And to keep myself intact.  The bottom line is I need to graduate, and to do it on time.  Doctor Irresistible has the upper hand, and my biggest challenge is going to be not to provoke him with my mouth.  My smart-ass mouth gets me a lot of trouble, and I’ll be trying to inter channel myself to shut the fuck up. 
 
    I spent the sunrise on the first step outside of my efficiency apartment with a cup of English breakfast tea that was in my food box from the food pantry.  Most women would be raging through the closets trying to find something to wear for a meeting that could possibly rip me to sheds. I am not that woman.  I have one business attire outfit that also works as a funeral outfit.  My brief time in school had the addicts that I would work with dropping like flies from overdosing.  A simple black pencil skirt with a white lace blouse and a pair of leather pumps.  Jewelry fashion is cubic zirconium earrings and an anklet around each foot.  My prized possession is my Fit Bit watch that Ryan gave me last year for my birthday.  She is obsessed with the number of steps to my apartment and wanted to see if how much this impacts me on the daily.   
 
    “Doctor Irons will you see now.” Talia the front receptionist informs leading us the back to this prestigious jerk’s office. See, my mumble jumble thoughts are already trying to betray me before this meeting goes to hell without any water.  She sways her hips like she is a runway model, when she is more likely a model reject with body dysmorphia.  She opens the door, “Miss. Templeton is here.” She informs him like he can’t see right in front of his face prior to leaving his office. 
 
    “She is a special one…” I say already not starting on a good note.  
 
    “Nice of you to join me this morning,” The good doctor says earning an eye roll from me.  Our time could be spent better otherwise if he would get to it.  
 
    “I followed your instructions and was here on time.” I reply stating the obvious and the truth.  
 
    “Why do I get the feeling you struggle with following the rules?” He says trying to provoke a response out of me. I don’t dignify that with a response, in attempt to get this over sooner rather than later.  We both at a stand still trying to interpret each other’s next move. “I know the art therapy group runs on Monday and Thursday’s. Do you have any other classes?” 
 
    My gut instinct tells me that he knows the extent of my schedule and lying would not be in my best interest. “I have no other classes but have a student work activity that has me working in the Alumni department around twenty hours per week.” 
 
    “Let me get to it. On the days, you have no classes you will be working in my office.  You will continue to do this until I say otherwise if you want to graduate on time.” He is leaving nothing up for discussion, or so he thinks.  
 
    “What about my student work? I like the idea having a roof over my head and eating every once in a while?  
 
    “All your work will be done in this office, until I say differently.  You will be compensated for the time just as if you were a student worker. Is this going to be an issue, Miss Templeton?”  
 
    “Absolutely, not. I’ll be here with bells on.”  I say with a sugary sweet smile on my face. 
 
    “Be here at nine tomorrow, leaving the smart ass remarks at home.”  
 
    The temptation to smack the cocky face of his is overwhelming now. A one-way ticket to not graduating certainly would be cemented.  I manage to walk out of his office with my held high, not giving the sexy man any power over me.  If I could only convince myself, that would make my life a lot easier.  
 
   


 
  

 Chapter 2 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
      
 
    **Iris** 
 
    I arrive at his state of the art, wasted too much money on office space promptly at nine am. We clearly didn’t discuss dress code, so I added a hot pink rainbow Be Kind t-shirt with a pair of basic black scrub pants.  Obviously, I know brain surgery isn’t getting done here in the office. The nerves are on high alert not knowing what to expect for today.  The waiting room is empty, and that won’t be for long I have no doubt his office will be packed the rest of the day.  Doctor Irons shares his office with Dr. Stewart a neurologist, a partnership of sorts.  They are highly recommended in the Tampa area and have an extensive waiting list.   
 
    The office manager Talia is using the copy machine in the back of the reception area, and she is only in front this morning. “Good morning.” I say trying to sound like a confident version of myself.   
 
    “Morning.” She replies with her teeth clenched on the defensive this morning.  I hope this isn’t a sign of day ahead for me.   
 
    “Dr. Irons wanted me here at nine this am.” 
 
    “I’m aware.” She informs with a roll of disgust in here eyes.  “I’m not sure why he wants you here, it’s not necessary.” She wants me to fill her in.  I have no intention of telling her shit, it’s one hundred none of her business.  I continue to stand in silence waiting for her next direction. 
 
    “Let’s get you started.” She replies with a fake sugary smile. And this is that pivotal moment, I know I’m in for a day of hell.  A day of bullshit work, but if that is what it takes for me graduate, I will do it without question.  She is not getting the best of me; I will not give her that power. 
 
    “Perfect.” I reply with the same fake smile. Game on, be ready Talia. We walk back to what looks like a janitor closet, to my disappoint it’s a room of filing cabinets. A tiny desk with a computer and a phone.  
 
    “Get comfortable, you will be in here for a while. Dr. Stewart hates computers and held off getting in compliance until the last possible date.  His records need to be scanned in for each patient.  If you notice information is missing like demographics, keep a track of it.  The other office staff with follow up.” She shows me how to scan them in and what she be included in each chart. This takes approximately six minutes; I’ve had better make out sessions with teens boys in high school that took longer than this to show me.  
 
    “Is it warm in here?” I say. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s warm in here.” She replies as a tickle of sweat forms on her brow.  This woman is about to make my life as hell. “It’s Doctor Iron’s long day, we will see patients until eight pm.” She walks out briskly with a kick in her step, she thinks she got something over me. I’m ready to prove her wrong, this is long far over Talia.   
 
    My workstation is set up, and I exit this office in search of the lounge area for the staff.  It’s located at the far end of the office; I don’t know why I expected any different.  The lounge is just as classy as the rest of the office, except with pastries and different varieties of coffee. The machines even make frozen coffees. They have little crushed ice that is my favorite, I will get through this hell or high water.  The sixty-four-ounce water bottle is filled with crushed ice and water, and I take a large drink that helps to settle the nerves in me a bit.  
 
    “Hi, I’m Claudia and work in the billing department.” She places her hand out to shake. The first genuine smile in this place has me shaking her hand.  
 
    “I’m Iris, I’ll be helping scanning stuff for the next few weeks.  I keep it brief and basic to make sure nothing gets on the work gossip train. “Do you mind giving me a tour?” 
 
    “Sure. This is lounge, Dr. Irons has lunch provided for us daily. Fruit and Pastries for the morning, and snacks in the afternoon. Lunch is at noon for regular days, and at two to four on the long days. Help yourself to anything.” 
 
    “Wow, that is a great perk.” I say. 
 
    “Absolutely, think of what you save in lunch alone.  We have gym located in the bottom level of the building; we have complete access to for free. Gym memberships can be very costly.” She speaks with the confidence of someone who manages benefits for living.   
 
    Claudia gives me the tour of the office. Some of the faces more friendly than others. At least I know where the bathroom is without asking someone. Talia should have offered to show me around, that would require kindness and she has offered none of that to me.  She seems pleasant to others, time will tell.   
 
    I get a work with sweat flow going.  The room has very little ventilation, I keep drinking fluids.  After the first three hours, I feel like I worked eight hours.  According to Talia, my day is going to be almost twelve hours. I take a minor break to use the bathroom. I get a damp paper towel trying to cool me down and stand directly under the air vent in there. The alarm clock went off at six am, and my body is screaming hunger.  I go in the lounge and eat a couple of pastries while my cup of Ramon noodles is heating up.  Ramon noodles the meal of champs for me, I consume it more than anything else due to its low cost.  
 
    I return to the janitor closet they have more working out of, and the next few hours I keep going strong not even putting a dent into it. Charts are incomplete, his staff not very competent from the looks of it.  It’s mealtime in the office, I exit the heat chamber. I take another session to freshen up in the bathroom in hopes I can avoid looking like a drenched rat.  The lounge is set up buffet style with two lunch choices: Portabella chicken, red potatoes, and asparagus or a Crispy Chicken salad. Dessert is mixed fruit or a triple chocolate brownie.  The choice is easy for me to make because I rarely get a delicious meal.  The chicken option, brownie, and sweet tea is mine.   
 
    I spend my lunch directly below a cool air conditioning vent reading a steamy romance read on my kindle app.  Claudia spoke when she came in but made no attempt to sit with me.  Talia most likely makes her life hell if she would appear to befriend me.  A couple times through lunch Talia and her posse look my direction and laugh.  She thinks she has one up on me by putting in the heated hell chamber closet, hoping I throw the towel in and quit.  Apparently, she has no clue what graduation means to me. 
 
      Too much of my disappointment, Dr. Irons is nowhere in sight.  I have spent too much time wondering how that body of his looks and feels under his scrubs. And that is a distraction, I don’t have time for.  My focus needs to be on graduation and nothing else.  I want to have a life outside of the cracker box apartment I live in and climbing those thirty-eight steps can’t happen soon enough.  A career-oriented woman is what my mom wanted for me, graduation cements this for me.  My thirties will be here in a few years, and my twenties can end without being a hot mess.   
 
    The heat is getting the best of me in this office.  The high caloric meal I enjoyed didn’t help matters.  I’m overheated, and tomorrow I will be bringing the large fan from my apartment.  I don’t care if I have to assemble back together just to get it in my car.  Under my outfit, I have a pair of navy cheerleader shorts and a tiny tank top that says Where’s the Beef?  If they want me to get anymore work done here, I’m going to strip down.  If I must leave the office, I’ll put my t-shirt and scrub pants back on.   
 
      
 
    **Harrison** 
 
    The morning surgery on my scheduled was delayed due to an emergency case of a shooting victim that needed rushed to the operating room. The man is early twenties was a hot mess, the case started at three this am.  He is stable but will need additional surgeries on his leg in the future. Talia informed me Iris showed up this am but didn’t give any more information.  I’m running late seeing patients, but I want to make my presence known.  
 
    “I rescheduled your first two appointments, but we are still behind.” Talia says giving me the rundown of the schedule for the rest of the day.  
 
    “Where is Iris working at? I didn’t see her in the office areas. She is in the office at the end of the back hall by your office.” A fake smile graces her face. 
 
    “We don’t have any offices back there. The storage room is back there.”  
 
    “Yes, she is in there. I had a small desk and computer put in there early this am.” She says making sure I’m aware she is doing her job. I walk away not wanting to listen any amount of bullshit coming out of her mouth.  Why do women have to be so caddy? 
 
    “What are you wearing?” I ask entering the makeshift office that is still a closet. She is bent over pulling a file out of the cabinet. She is wearing little shorts that stick to her like a fitted glove, and a barely their tank top. Her young perky breasts would fit my hands perfectly. My dick becomes hard, and I start running useless math facts in my head to get it stop. 
 
    “The real question you should be asking is why it is so hot in here. I’ve been in here since nine am.” Iris says like she is ready to go to war.  “I made the best of a hot situation. I couldn’t take it anymore, and I had no intention of walking out of this room dressed in this outfit.  I would have put my other clothes on, I do have common sense even though you don’t think that I do.”  
 
    “What work are they having you do today?” I ask trying to change the subject to stop the sexy thoughts of her body.   
 
    “I have been scanning and review the old charts from Doctor Stewart.” Talia has been a real callous bitch towards her.  I will address her behavior before the day is over, she is do as she is told, not in a place to be doing the telling around here.   
 
    “I’m sorry this happened to you.” I say walking close to her. She smells of vanilla and sweat. The sweat drips down her slender neck, I fight the urge to lick her neck and thrust my fingers in her pussy.  The last ten years, my focus has been on my career. The desire to cross the boundaries with nurses’ and other health professionals never truly been there.  My motto basically is never to fuck a health care worker, and it’s worked for me.  Iris makes me want to obliviate all my boundaries. I’m forty years old to her twenty-six and in this moment none of those matters.  
 
    “Thank you.” She asks more of a question rather than a statement. I look down and her heart is racing is the only sound in the room. I question if it is because of me or the possible dehydration from being in the sauna of an office.  
 
    “Go ahead and go home. Get some rest. I’ll see you in the morning. Are you able to get home, okay?” I say quietly.  She runs her tongue over her bottom lip in a slow methodical manner.  
 
    “Yes, I’m fine.” She puts her scrub pants back on over her shorts with her Be Kind shirt. 
 
    “Be careful going home.”  
 
    “I will. Thank you, Doctor Irons.”  
 
    “Please call me Harrison.” I stare at her shirt thinking her day has been far from kind to her. Tomorrow will be a much better day to her.  And that is fucking promise I will keep.  
 
   


 
  

 Chapter 3 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
    **Harrison** 
 
      
 
    The true test of patience was when Iris left the office, I wanted to get in my car and follow her. I continue to think of long into the night, grateful nothing is on my surgery schedule for the day.  I even contemplated going to her house after getting home, only realizing I didn’t have her address.  It will be no longer an issue for me after contacting the financial aid office for her information.  They gave me her basic demographics and her banking information for her payments to be deposited. Informing me her timecard is due at the end of Friday, and she will be paid the following Friday.  Students are paid at minimum wage, and that is unacceptable.  She will be compensated the same amount as my office staff.   
 
    She needs a rest day off after yesterday’s event.  Talia my office manager is on an unpaid five- day suspension.  The behavior is unacceptable of any employee and add she is on management level her behavior is ridiculous. Mean girl behavior will not be tolerated in my practice Iris will be working as one of my medical assistants for the morning. I know going forward, my goal is to be in the office when she here.  
 
    Iris arrives to the office on time assisting a patient coming in the door. “Thank you, honey. This walker is a pain in the ass to get around. I wanted to one with seat, my drill sergeant daughter is a hard no on that one.  She thinks I’ll get lazy.  I am eighty-nine-years old, not a damn marathon runner.”  
 
    “I got nothing but time.” Iris responds.  She looks over at me and I give her a questioning look. She gets the lady seated at a chair next to the doorway. “Let me get you signed in, your name?”  
 
    “Ms. Elouise Daniels.” I respond answering the questions that wasn’t meant for me. Iris signs her name on the sign in dry erase board.  
 
    “Look at the handsome man.” Elouise yells.  I give her wink and she place her hand over heart.  
 
    “I got you signed in, do you anything else Ms. Daniels?” Iris asks. 
 
    “Maybe some cold water to cool me off.” Elouise says as fans herself in a dramatic fashion. Iris laughs freely, and it’s a beautiful sound I want to hear more from her.   
 
    “Good morning, Iris.”  
 
    “Miss Templeton to you.” She says with a straight face and then begins to laugh. “I’m messing with you. Iris is cool.” This is the moment; I know she is worth knowing. She can bust my balls not giving a fuck about what anyone thinks of her.  Who is this girl?  
 
    “Do you feel comfortable getting vital sign and asking basic questions?” I ask trying to keep the day on track and my hands off her.  
 
    “Sure, oh no time for the closet today.” She replies in a smart-ass tone that she is legit intitled to use.  
 
    “Iris, yesterday Talia’s behavior was inappropriate. She is on an unpaid suspension. I don’t discuss other employee’s behavior with staff, but you are not staff so it’s a non-issue. I’m sorry that happened, and the mean girl behavior will not be tolerated or accepted in my office.” 
 
    “Let’s move forward. I’m wanting to get this sentence done and graduate college. Do you have any idea how long my penance will be?” She doesn’t see I’m trying to keep her best interests and her graduating is one of them.  I had no intention of reporting her to her clinician but wanted to keep her in check. Do I want to tell her any of those things? The quick answer is no, and the long answer is a maybe. 
 
    “This arrangement will end when I see fit.” I reply to a bit more sharply than intended.  The thought of her getting away from me is the last thing I want to be thinking or considering even. “Let’s get started, so we stay on track for the morning. I will have follow Marci that is Sage’s MA for their first patient and then we can get started. I’m sure you can catch on quickly.” 
 
      
 
    **Iris** 
 
    At least, I’m not working in hell this morning.  Instead, I’m probably working with the devil it’s itself a handsome one, I’m not above admitting to it.  My nursing semester is going to pay off for this am, and one hundred worth it if it gets me out of the sauna. A sauna that doesn’t make you feel brand new after your sweat it all out. I observed the first patient with his physician assistant this am. The program is easy to follow, I’m ready to tackle the day.   
 
    Ms Elouise is the first patient of the day, she informs she always wants the first patient spot of the day. It’s worked out for her so far. “Let’s get you ready, for Dr. Irons.” I say. I hook her up to the blood pressure machine. “Sit still, or we will have done again. Okay, Elouise?”  
 
    “Alright, honey.  That steamy hotness of doctor has my blood pressure through the roof.”  
 
    “Let’s check it out.” The first reading is not registering. “I’m going to have to try it again. I couldn’t get a reading.” The second reading is at least complete, but nothing to brag about again.  It’s 206/118.  Her pulse is slightly elevated at 118.  Respirations are 20 per minute.  Oxygen level is 94% on room air.  “What brings you in to see Doctor Irons?” 
 
    “I have a crappy disc in my back. It keeps giving this old lady pain and making it hard to get around in my apartment.” She says with pain as she tries to situate herself in the wheelchair.”  
 
    “I ‘ll go and let him know you are ready for him.”  
 
    “Is any woman ready for him?” She says earning a genuine laugh from me.  I can hope that I am spunky as she is when I get older.  I exit the patient room to find some of the office women chatting at the copy machine in the patient care area.   
 
    “Do you know where Doctor Irons is? His first patient is ready is for him.” They start to chuckle.  
 
    “He is right here.” One of them replies. I walk over to them and see them looking at the newspaper.  Doctor Irons is wearing a leather jacket with a white t-shirt.  He is the headline in the local living section. He is the number one most eligible bachelor on the list of locals with roots in the Tampa area.   
 
    “I’ll go find him.” I mumble to the nosy gang and head to his office.  
 
    “We are ready when you are. Her vitals look like shit.”  
 
    “Nice, clinical observation. Miss. Templeton.” He says with a cocky tone that is hard to decipher if he is being serious or not. I walk out of the office to get away from his prying eyes before I say something that gets me sent home.  
 
    We head back to the Elouise’s exam room when I hear “Put that shit away.” I laugh.  
 
    “What is so funny?” He says. 
 
    “I warned them that I was going to look for you, and they still didn’t stop gossiping.” 
 
    “The hospital asked me to help get them some good public relations. I had no idea this is the bullshit I would be dealing with every day.  It should have been a little article in the newspaper, and now I have to interview with the tv station later today. Enough of this, let’s get Elouise on her way.” 
 
    We both enter the exam room, and she is nodded off asleep in her chair.  “Elouise, honey. Doctor Irons is here to see you.”  
 
    “You know, I am not getting any younger and yet you keep me waiting.”  
 
    “Sorry, mam.  I do better next time.” 
 
    “it’s a good thing your nice strapping young man.” I start to laugh and get a well-earned scowl.   
 
    “Oh, not you too.” He responds earning more laughs from the both of us. “Elouise, your blood pressure is too high.  When was the last time did you take your medicine?”  
 
    “Last night.”  
 
    “Not good enough.  I’m going to have you take your morning meds, and Iris will recheck your blood pressure after your meds kick in.  I can’t fix your back if your blood pressure is not under control.  At the rate you are going, you will go into kidney failure before I can fix your back.” 
 
    We both continue the morning with patients coming and going, we seem to work well together.  Of course, I wouldn’t admit that to him in a million years.  Elouise blood pressure came down to 168/92, and it was acceptable enough to send her home.  We are sending a home health nurse out to check her vitals and med compliance for seven days.  There is very little downtime between patients.    
 
    “I am going to get to ready for this interview. Feel free to go ahead and eat a late lunch here or you can go ahead and head out for the day.” Harrison says he runs his hand through his hair.  I know this is his tell that is he is tired and over the day.  He is every bit sexier when he lets his barriers down.   
 
    “Works for me. I have a couple medications that need to be sent over to the pharmacy, and then I’ll be on my way.”  
 
      
 
    ***Harrison*** 
 
      
 
    The television people wanted to interview in my office.  I sent ninety percent of my office staff home a bit early, especially after all the gawking around the copier this morning.  One interaction between Iris and me will show that I am ready to take her on every surface within this office.  And that needed to be avoided at all costs.   
 
    I take a quick shower to get myself presentable for the interview.  I put on my Tom Ford three-piece suit, not a wrinkle present.  This interview cannot be done soon enough.  After this, it will be the last time I help the hospital get positive PR.  My work taking care of the top elite athletes in the United States should be enough.   
 
    “Doctor Irons, ABC action news is here.” Lucy one of my insurance billers informs me.  She was a safe bet to keep here; her head is always with the numbers.  
 
    “Thank you, Lucy. Please escort them to my office.” She smiles a timid smile. She is a bit socially awkward, if I had my way, I would fill more with staff like her who know how to mind their own business.  
 
    The television crew arrive to my office and begin to set up shop getting ready for the interview.  
 
    “Hi, I am Daniel Thorne the executive producer and the rest is my crew.  It will take them a few minutes to set up and we can begin shortly.  Initially, we had Tiffany Swain going to do the interview, but she is out sick with one of her kids today. Our head anchor Edward will be replacing her.” 
 
    “Okay, I just want to get this done and over with.” I say with agitation that is no fault of theirs. “Sorry.”  
 
    “I think you sitting behind your desk is a bit formal, we can have you and Edward sit over here.”  He says gesturing the sofa and chair area adjacent to my desk. We will get you camera ready and be ready to start.” Daniel says.  I am not sure what camera ready truly means, but I am ready to get this done. 
 
    A man in late fifties walks in the door; I believe he is the head anchor at the news station. I am too busy saving lives to have a decent grasp on the local news. One of the production assistants powders my face in what I am assuming is their definition of camera ready.  
 
    “Let’s get this piece done.  I must get back to the news station.”  Edward says as he unbuttons a button on his suit jacket. “I’m Edward.”  
 
    “I’m Doctor Irons.” I reply putting my hand out there to shake his hand. 
 
    “I know who you are.” He says in a tone that has my gut instinct telling me he is an asshole.  
 
    Iris walks in my office. “Sorry, I wanted to ask you…” She gets instantly pale the coloring draining from her face. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I say going over to her.  
 
    “Iris, what are you doing here?” Edward says.   
 
    “Dad, I’m working here.” She says timidly.  
 
    “Of course, you are.” He says with no love warmth or appreciation of his daughter. “Iris, this isn’t the time. Are you ready, Doctor Irons?”  
 
    “It’s never the time.” She mumbles quietly. 
 
    “Iris, did you need something?” Edward looks at me pissed off mad that I asked his daughter a question. 
 
    “It’s nothing that can’t wait, Doctor Irons.” She replies in a professional tone with a mask that she is trying to hide behind.  As she turns to exit the office, she looks over at me, her eyes completely glassy holding the tears at bay.   
 
    Over the next twenty minutes, I answer very little questions regarding my success as a neurosurgeon.  I was waiting for them to ask about my net worth.  My attention and focus left the room when Iris walked out of it.  I would be a lying man if I said I did not want to go with her.  
 
    “We have everything we need.  It will air on Thursday, during five o clock hour.” Daniel says as he exits the room.  The crew clears the room quickly. I could not be any happier to get them on the way.   
 
    “How long has Iris been working for you?” Edward Templeton asks with irritation.   
 
    “She has been here a week.” I reply wondering where he is going to take the conversation that I rather not be having what so ever.   
 
    “Not surprising…this is what she does best.” Edward states matter of factly rather than the caring parent he should be to Iris.  
 
    “Does best?” I ask. 
 
    “She doesn’t follow through with anything. She is a quitter. I doubt she even make as a housewife let alone parent.” Edward buttons up his suit jacket obviously ready to end this conversation.  
 
    “Anything else?” I ask hoping to end the conversation about Iris before he can figure out that I want to fuck his daughter that is over ten years younger than I am.  
 
    “No, I’ll be on my way.” He says. 
 
    I decide to offer him a peace offering, not really an offering but to see if he has any human decency in his body regarding Iris. “Iris is eating a late lunch in the staff lounge if you would like to join her. It’s down at the end of the hallway.” 
 
    “Okay.” He responds quietly. He does not intend to join his daughter in the lounge, I can easily tell from that response.  My viewpoint is she deserves a hell a lot more than he can give her.   
 
   


 
  

 Chapter 4 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
    **Harrison** 
 
      
 
    The emails in my inbox are endless; I take the time to address a few important one regarding surgery scheduling before seeking Iris. I give her dickhead daddy some time to join her, even though I know deep in my gut that is not going to happen.  She is worthy of so much more than her dick head daddy thinks.   
 
    I enter through the back entrance of the staff lounge, and Iris is in there by herself. I stand there watching her, the emotional exhaustion clear on her face.  Daddy was a big disappointment to her today. And for that alone, I want to punch his face in.  Now, that right there is the biggest alarm to me.  I am not invested in a woman more than the pussy between her legs for my dick to slip in and get off.  I know that makes me sound like a total ass, but I promise they leave a satisfied.   
 
    Iris empties her clear plate into the trash, and I assume she would be ready to leave.  She looks around the lounge to see if anyone is in there. I quickly get behind a wall to hide to make sure I cannot be seen.  Damn, she has me acting like a teenager staring at his MILF.  I peek my head out to see what she could possibly be up to in here.  She grabs three take out containers, and loads them up. She has the containers so full, they are about to break. I continue to stand there and not say a word.  The lunch was mediocre at best, definitely not multiple container worthy.   
 
    A gut feeling in my stomach telling me something is off in this situation. I think it is about time I learn everything there is to know about Iris Templeton. I return to my office, to find contact information for a private investigator I used when I decided to join this practice. I wanted to know every secret in the closet, before my name when on the dotted line.  Marlow Mitchell, a top investigator in the Florida area gave me so much information I knew every insignificant malpractice allegation that existed in Dr. Stewart’s career.   
 
    I dialed Marlow’s phone with little patience hoping this would not result in a left voicemail message.  She picks up right before it goes to voicemail.  
 
    “Hello, Tampa’s most eligible bachelor.” She replies in a sultry voice that does not absolute nothing for me.  It also helps that she plays for the other team.  
 
    “It’s some bull crap the hospital got me rolled up in. I need some information and you are the woman for the job.” 
 
    “What do you want me to find out?” She asks in her professional voice leaving the sultry all behind.   
 
    “Iris Templeton. Senior at the University of Tampa.  Age is mid 20’s. Art therapy major.” I reply. 
 
    “You don’t believe in giving me much, do you?” She replies. I leave out the part that I want my head between her legs and have her scream out my name as if she is rejoicing in her church like its Sunday.  
 
    “I know you can get it done.” I say with a chuckle.  
 
    “I’ll call you back.” She says and promptly ending the call.  I pull my charts to sign off; the surgical notes over the last forty-five days are past due.  The physician assistant should be signing these off, if I could delegate better.  I am going to have to start giving more of paperwork over, my surgical cases are getting more extensive. Professional athletes are being referred me to get clearance to play or need surgical intervention filling up more of my schedule.   
 
    My cell begins to ring and Marlowe name shows up as the caller.. “Already got something?” I ask. 
 
    “Google does wonder, imagine using it. Jerk face.” She replies. 
 
    “Words of love, how thoughtful of you.” I say rolling my eyes. “Tell me what you got.” I demand a bit over eagerly.  
 
    “Iris Templeton. Age 26. Never married.  No children. Parents are Lauren Templeton; she is VP at Fifth Third Bank.  Dad is Edward Templeton News Anchor for ABC action news. No criminal record. She was born and raised here.  Her parents live in a posh multi-million dollar condominium in the Tampa Bay area. There isn’t much to tell.” None of the information she digs up on Google like a teenager is of a big surprise since I met her crappy daddy. 
 
    “Do you have an address for her?”  
 
    “Yes, sir I’ll text it you when we hang up.” She replies in a cheeky voice. 
 
    “Let me guess, she doesn’t live with her parents.” 
 
    “No, you are correct.” 
 
    “Send it to me Marlowe.  And have your assistant invoice me.”   
 
    “Will do.” She hangs up, and the text comes through immediately. I close down my computer and input the code to lock the office up for the night. Rush hour traffic should be over now it is a little after seven pm.   
 
    The physician parking lot is quite a bit empty compared to this morning. The dark blue 2021 Range Rover luxury sport is easy to spot. I pick up the pace to avoid the nurses are coming on for the night shift with the wandering eyes looking for prime real estate for a quick tryst in the on-call room.   
 
    I unlock the Range Rover climbing in to be taken over by an overheated car. I roll the windows down trying to generate some type of breeze.  I click on the address in my text for directions. The map comes up and assures me its’s an approximately twenty-one minute drive.  There is a feeling in my gut that is telling me something is off with Iris, and the only way to find out is for me to go to her house.  
 
    I try to keep my focus on the drive, but two nurses wanting orders for their patients interrupt me.  One needed additional pain medicine, and the other informing one of my surgical patients possibly a spinal leak.  The spinal leak occurs after a spinal tap being done, or receiving an epidural for a surgical procedure or having a baby.  Physician orders given, now I should be able to focus on the issue at hand.  Iris Templeton, what are you hiding from me?  
 
      
 
    **Iris** 
 
      
 
    The day totally kicked my ass. I started in a positive mindset, even though I am currently serving a sentence at the physician offices of Harrison Ions.  This is only temporary and graduation will be here.  I am not only physically drained, but also emotionally exhausted.  Thank you, Edward Templeton.  He has not earned the title of dad or daddy in the last few years.  Today is not any different.  I am beyond lucky, that I held my composure together.  He is like a kicking a puppy when they are down.  I wished he would have put his arms around me and loved on me.  I received a get the fuck out of my face, and barely an acknowledgement of my existence.  I am simply just another inconvenience in his life, and that is a hard pill to swallow.   
 
    I am ready to get lost in some mindless television and call it a night.  Ryan my best friend is going through a lot right now, and the last thing she needs is to deal with is me.  I pull my hair up in a high ponytail and throw some bedclothes. I feel like an old woman putting bedclothes that consist of t-shirt and booty shorts on before eight at night, but I can barely hold myself together. After getting dressed, I look into the refrigerator to get something for dinner.  I have only one option for dinner, and that is the take away from lunch today.  It is not really, what I want to eat but my food stamps do not kick in for another six days.  I put the left overs that I have no desire to eat into the microwave that is barely hanging on by a thread.  A re-heat takes double or triple the time in the microwave here. I got it at a thrift store a few blocks away from here. 
 
    I turn on an episode of the Big Bang theory, so if I fall asleep it is not something I am going to miss on it.  My futon is nothing comfortable, but was the only thing I could get my hands on after parent’s put me out.  They did not even give me time to find an apartment to live in; I floated from friend to friends couch.  Moreover, in that process, I lost my friends.  They were not friends they were acquaintances by the time everything said and done.   
 
    A knock on the door catches me off guard.  It is too late in the month for my neighbors to be drunk and lost.  I am in no mood to deal with them after my shit day.  The thirty eight steps it takes to get up here, no one wants to come up them on their own discord.  I open the door hoping for the best, when I see the esteem Doctor Harrison Irons.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” He is the last person I would ever expect at my house.  
 
    “You never told what you needed when you came into my office.” He says. 
 
    “And you don’t know how to use a phone, even though you are an esteem neurosurgeon? I reply in my best smart-ass tone. He runs his hand through his hair in frustration.  
 
    “Can we have this conversation inside?” He asks. 
 
    “Sure. Welcome to my home.” I say opening the door for him to come inside the apartment. This is the absolute last place I want him for him to be here. This is place is a shit hole, it is only a means to end.  Graduation will be here and I can do a well-deserved up grade. Harrison takes in the apartment most likely thinking the same thing about it. “I didn’t know if any med changes for Elouise.” I ask. 
 
    “No, I want to make sure she is med compliant with her current meds before any changes.” He says distracted as his eyes take in every nook and cranny of my efficient apartment before walking over to the refrigerator. He opens and shuts it as if he owns the place. 
 
    “What are you doing?’ I ask as the microwave beeps that it has finished.   
 
    “Why is there nothing in there?” He asks.  
 
    “It’s none of your business what is and what is not in my fridge. Go worry about your own. I’m over this day, you need to go home.”  
 
    “I am trying not to lose my shit here, Iris.  Why is it empty? I suggest you do not lie to me.” He says as every muscle tightens over that gorgeous body.  
 
    “My food assistance doesn’t kick in for a week.” I say mortified.  
 
    “Why don’t you live with your parents?” He says. 
 
    “You even have to ask after seeing us together today? I do not exist to my parents.  They have nothing to do with me as if you could not already tell.  
 
    “Why?” He asks sheepishly. 
 
    “I’m not good enough for them. I changed my major three times before committing to this one. I’m a fuck up even you think so.” Harrison walks over towards me backing me up to the kitchen counter giving me no space to move. My heart begins to race as I take in his cedar wood scent.   
 
    Harrison lifts my chin up directly looking into my eyes. “I don’t think you are a fuck up. I can’t get you out of my head and that is fucking me up.”  
 
    “What are you going to do about it?” I say hoping to poke the beast.  
 
    “Iris, you are going to be the death of me.” He says before wrapping his hand around my cheek pulling my head towards him as he begins to kiss me. The kiss starts out gentle leading me to believe he is still having doubts. I start to pull gently back and he holds me firmly in place letting me go nowhere. He is now one hundred committed to this and holds nothing back. He pulls my leg and presses his fully erect dick up against my core.  “Come home, with me. Pack some clothes for tomorrow. Grab your stuff for school. Don’t worry about your car.”  
 
    “Okay.” I cannot think of anything else other than ending this shit day in Harrison’s bed. I know he is Tampa’s most eligible bachelor and have no expectations of this going any further than tonight.  
 
    “Iris, I appreciate the t-shirt you are wearing tonight. And in fact I will be touching your boobs quite extensively in my bed.” He says with a laugh before going outside to his car.    
 
   


 
  

 Chapter 5 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
    **Harrison** 
 
      
 
    Iris is gathering her stuff up in her apartment. The car is still in the parking lot when I come out of her apartment, and that is a bit of shocker to be honest.  She has an efficiency shit hole that you have walk tons of steps to get to and she has nothing in it.  The urge earlier to punch her daddy is even more present after coming here.  She deserves better, and scrapping for leftovers from my office daily lunch is ridiculous. What would she do if she were not working at my office? I cannot even think about it.  When I came over her, I did not think she be wearing a skimpy outfit that would have my dick hard in seconds. Her t-shirt says, “Sorry you had a bad day. You can touch my boobs if you want.” It is the perfect invitation, and I cannot wait to get her to my house to explore every inch of those delicious handful breasts.   
 
    “Ready to go?” I ask. 
 
    “I have everything.” She says climbing into the front of the Land Rover.  We drive back towards downtown. I live in condominium that is less than a few miles away from the hospital.  I did not want to live far away the hospital if I was on call, so I would not be stuck at the hospital.  She added a zip up jacket to her outfit, leaving her legs on full display. We are both silent on the way back home, and I place my hand on her leg as I drive. I rub my hand slowly up and down her thigh causing her take deep breaths every so often.  I am priming her up for the big event, when all I really want is to feel the wet heat between her legs.   
 
    I pull into the parking garage in my assigned parking spot.  When we exit the car, I grab her school backpack. I cannot remember the last time I carried a girl’s backpack. The condominium is one level below the penthouse.  We take the elevator twenty- three levels up the silence a bit thickening.  As we enter the condo, I drop her backpack to the ground.   
 
    “I can’t wait to fuck you, Iris.” I say a bit breathlessly.  I remove her overnight bag from her shoulder dropping it next to her backpack.  No time like the present to be acquainted with her body. “The tour can wait.” I say taking her hand walking towards my bedroom.  We enter the bedroom that spacious and simple. It consists of king size bed that I spent a lot of money on after sleeping in a lot of uncomfortable on call rooms in my lifetime.  A massive television hangs on the wall. A large dresser and two bed tables are present.  
 
    “I’m having a very bad day, and I think it’s only appropriate I touch your boobs.  Take your shirt off.” She follows my direction without complaint or sassy remark, and her t-shirt falls to the ground.  A lacy white bra that fits perfectly around her breasts is still on, it’s like playing a game of peek a boo. I slide my tongue slowly down her neck inhaling her vanilla body wash on her. I move her a couple steps back towards the bed and slowly begin to kiss her neck. I release her breasts fully and removing her body. Her breasts are magnificent and real, and that is a rarity these days. Many women are chasing their beach bodies, and that usually ends with a fake set of tits.  I for one are wasting no time getting familiar with them.  “These are perfect, Iris.” I place one hand on the left one squeezing the nipple, and my put mouth on the nipple of the right. Iris responds in moan and flexes her pelvis towards my hard growing cock that is dying to get inside of her.   
 
    “I need more.” She pleads, and I am more than happy to oblige. I stand up removing my dressing shirt staring at the beauty below me.  I begin to kiss down her naval, and once I reach her pussy I stop. “Don’t” She wines. I slide her bed shorts with her matching white lacy underwear off her. Iris’s bare glistening pussy calls me to like sun is needed on a rainy day.  I spread her legs wide, and run a finger slowly down her drenched core. “Harrison.” She says in utter frustration. “Don’t play games with me.”  
 
    “Yes, mam.” I obey to her command by shoving my mouth forcibly between her legs with my tongue focus on her clit. 
 
    “Yes, don’t stop.” She chants. I continue to assault her clit wildly with tongue and add my finger inside her stretching her. She grabs a hold of my hair and rides my face faster to chase her orgasm. I change it up my adding a finger circling her asshole teasing her, before I begin to finger fuck her ass. Her ass fucks my finger and rides my face like a dirty porno.  A dirty porno, I could not be prouder to be a part of tonight.  
 
    “Get there.” I say to her before my own dick has me coming like a preadolescent learning his dick is more than just for urinating.  I add another finger to her ass thinking of the day when I will be able take her ass.  
 
    She moans as her clenches my fingers in tight hold that has her yelling, “I’m about to come, don’t stop.” She groans something intangible as her orgasm rips through her body. Her body sinks to the bed limp and utterly relaxed as I lick her through the aftershocks. “I can’t.” She says. I give her one last long powerful lick in her center before removing the rest of my clothes and shoes.  
 
    I go to the bedside table, hoping I have a condom in there. I never bring anyone here; it is usually after a night at a bar. And that results in a hotel room close to bar with no expectations of it being more than one night.  I am one lucky man because I find one in the back of the drawer. 
 
    I roll the condom over my hard dick. “Iris, you ready?” I ask giving her an out if she needs one.  I lower myself on top of her giving in to my need to kiss her, to have her lips on mine. I kiss her as I move my cock slowly into her allowing her to get comfortable. “Fuck, you are so tight. Babe, I don’t how long I am going to last.” She tightens her pussy around me.  
 
    “Move. Fuck me Harrison.” Those words are all it takes me to chase my orgasm. I hike her leg up on over my left shoulder. Her pussy feels too good to stop, and I need to get her there. I start to finger her clit as I move in and out of her.  I increase the speed as she starts to pant, and I think what it would be like to fuck her without a condom. “Harrison…” She pleads as she approaches her second orgasm of the night. “I’m…” I’m is the only word she can get out before her moans of delight indicating her orgasm clenches tightly on my dick.  
 
    “Fuck.” The only word that leaves my body as I pound into her getting close to come. And within a few minutes, I am groaning as I fill up the condom with cum.  I am lying on top of her catching my breath as I open my eyes she is directly look into them.  I wonder what she is thinking as he looks at me, before I get into that head game I get off her. “Let me get rid of this.” I say going to the bathroom that is off the bedroom.  I tie off the condom before tossing into the trash can on my way out of the bathroom bringing a wet cloth to clean her up. 
 
    “Damn, I didn’t think about you eating dinner. Is it okay with you if we order a pizza?” I ask. 
 
    “You already had dinner?” She says with a laugh pointing down to her pussy. I’m sure you can probably eat again, pizza works for me.” I like her sassy response to keep the situation light where my nerves all over the place.  
 
    “Donatos, works for you?” I ask.   
 
    “Yeah, sounds great to me.” She replies with an authentic smile that does not happen very often.   
 
    “The works pizza?” I ask. 
 
    “No sausage substitute bacon.” She says. I appreciate her honesty; other women would bullshit to tell me what I want to hear.  
 
    I pull on a fresh pair of boxer briefs and a basketball shorts in order to be presentable for the delivery driver.  She puts her underwear on with her sexually provocative t-shirt that will have me thinking of her breasts for the rest of the night.  It will be a miracle if my dick is not hard rest of the night.  
 
    “Do you have any school work that needs to be done tonight?” I ask.  
 
    “No, everything is ready for my group tomorrow night.” She replies.  
 
    I turn the television on, putting on the Big Bang Theory. “We don’t have to watch this…” Iris says.   
 
    “I know what episode were you on?” I ask. 
 
    “I have watched them all, and honestly some more than once. Whatever, you turn on works for me.” 
 
    “I think this will be a good start.” I say starting at the beginning of season one. 
 
    “What?” She screeches.  “You have never watched Big Bang Theory?”  
 
    “No, I have been at a hospital most of my adult life.”  
 
    “Well, you are in luck.  This is going to be awesome. Wait until you meet Sheldon.”  She says with a laugh.   
 
    The next ninety minutes, I enjoy the unusual funny The Big Bang Theory.  I see the appeal to the show.  During the ninety minutes, I am one hundred out of my comfort zone eating pizza in my bed with a stunning younger woman.  The focus should be on the show, instead I am distracted by watching her.  We demolished a pizza and an order of breadsticks. I turn the television off. “You tired of watching The Big Bang?” She asks. 
 
    “No, I have something else in mind.” 
 
    “You do?” She replies with the intrigue on her face. 
 
    “I’m ready to give you a big bang.” I try to say with a straight face. 
 
    “Don’t keep me waiting, Harrison.” She says ripping her t-shirt off her. I do exactly that and deliver the big bang leaving her utterly exhausted putting her asleep for the night.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter 6 
 
    (Tampa General Hospital) 
 
      
 
    **Iris** 
 
      
 
    The bed under me feels unfamiliar to me, and it hits me that I am not home.  I can’t believe last night happened. Harrison was the last person, I imagined coming to my crap hole of an apartment.  Let alone; bring me back to his condo. My body aches in the best of ways, the men I have been with before are boys compared to him.  He knows a woman body, more importantly he makes sure you get yours. Unlike my prior experiences, that think you are just a pussy to dip their dick in to get off.   
 
    An alarm goes off, too early to be mine.  Harrison scoots closer to me, his morning wood rubbing my ass.  He flexes his pelvis hard, before turning around to shut the alarm off.  I’m not sure what his schedule this am, he didn’t say anything last night about having a surgery case this am.  Do I lay here, or get up and get out of here? Harrison makes the decision for me when he starts kissing me neck and moving to my back.  “I set my alarm for me to go on a morning run on the days I don’t have surgery.  I prefer a different type of workout this am.” 
 
    “You do?” I respond playing the game.   
 
    “I know the perfect workout. A workout that based on elevating my heartrate. I don’t even have to get dressed, and it’s even better that you don’t have get dressed.” 
 
    “Really? Show me.” The t-shirt I am wearing is removed leaving me naked. His mouth begins to explore my body starting at my neck, sucking on each nipple deliberately paying the same amount of attention.  He moves down to my core frantically famished for me.  He holds my legs in place doing a wicked assault on my clit that has me orgasming within a few minutes.  He kisses his way back up towards me, allowing me time to recover from his job well done.   
 
    He opens the drawer in the bedside table. “Fuck, I am out of condoms.” He says in frustration.  
 
    “I am not on birth control, sorry. I haven’t had sex since last year.”   I say giving him a shit explanation of why I don’t have my life together.  Instead, of the brutally honest response that I am list for an appointment at the student health center.  “I am clean, you can pull out. Assuming your clean.” He is damn doctor, he should now his status better than anybody.   
 
    “Are you sure?” He asks looking in my eyes making sure I have no doubts.  
 
    “Yes.” I say completely on board with no doubts. He enters me in one swift motion.  
 
    “Fuck.” He says as I groan. He moves so slowly letting me know he can barely keep his composure.  He grips my hips hard; the likely hood bruises will be showing before the day is over.  “It feels too good.” He says with a small bead of sweat on his temple where a few peak a boo gray strands are seen.  
 
    “Take it, Harrison.” I say.  Those words unleash him as he chases his orgasm.  He pulls out pumping is dick all over my breasts.  He watches with intent, as if he is marking his territory. And in this moment, I want nothing more than be marked by him.   
 
    The clock does not allow any time for us to get in our feelings this morning.  Harrison informs me we have to be at the office at eight this am.  As, I was going to use the guest bathroom this morning he stops me before I leave his bedroom.  He pulls me into the bathroom with him.  We both get in the shower at the same time.  He washes me with reverence, I never expected.  He washes my hair, and my body smells like his body wash.  The only complaint I have is I do not want to leave his place.  I want to spend my day with him.   
 
    “What do you have on for the schedule?” I ask as he gets dressed in scrubs this morning.  His sexy V distracts me as he ties his scrub pants; truthfully, I want to drop his pants and get to my knees and suck him off.   
 
    “I have hospital rounds with my third year residents. Department meeting at ten-thirty, and then plan to see patients in my office this afternoon. You?”  
 
    “I’m in your office this am, and then have a Zoom meeting with my clinical advisor, and then have I group at six pm I need to my car at some point.” 
 
    “Hang at my office after your Zoom meeting; this will give you a chance to study.  Eat some lunch, and I can give you a ride after your therapy group.” 
 
    “Harrison, I can…” He stops me before I can finish.   
 
    “I know you can take care of yourself.  This will make it easier to get your car later tonight. Okay?” He asks in a way he knows that I cannot argue with him.  
 
    “Yeah.” We rush getting ourselves together. Harrison likes being punctual, and I hustled it to get ready for this am. I put on my standard blue hospital scrubs the same the Harrison is wearing this am.  I braided my hair into a fishtail since I didn’t have time to dry or really style my hair this am.  Our quickie this am rushed us, but it was a very pleasant distraction.   
 
    “You have everything?” He asks, as we get ready to leave his house. 
 
    “I’m good.” I say putting my school backpack on my back and grabbing my overnight bag. He takes both away from me to carry them.  I love his gentleman behavior; he is going to set the bar so high the next man in my life doesn’t stand a chance.   
 
    “We can get coffee/breakfast at the hospital.  Work for you?”  
 
    “No complaints here.” I say smiling even at this awful hour of the day.  
 
    The moment we enter the Ranger Rover, his phone starts going off.  I expected it to go off a few times at least last night.  I must have been dead to the world, or he did not get any calls.  He is barking orders, more intense than the last.   
 
    “These third year residents act like they are incompetent first year medical students.  My on-call started at seven am.” He says with frustration.  
 
    “Now, that explains why it was quiet last night. I thought I slept through your calls.” I say. 
 
    “This is the first time, my on-call time worked in my favor. I prefer to be spending my time exploring your body.” He says with a cocky smirk as places his hand on my leg.  
 
    “Don’t get me hot and bothered this morning, Doctor Irons.  We do not have time for you to start something you can’t finish.  Drop me off a couple blocks away from the hospital.” 
 
    “Why?” He asks. Of course, he would not have a clue just like a man.   
 
    “I can’t be walking into the hospital or office with you.  The rumors that will be started, and the last thing I need is to have nurses talk shit about me.  It will get back to the only friend I have, Ryan.” 
 
    “I don’t get a shit what people have to say.” He says looking directly at me while we are sitting waiting for a traffic light to change.  “I am not dropping you off a couple blocks away, there are homeless everywhere.  I will park in the garage in area that is private.  This is non-negotiable regarding your safety. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
 
   
    [AA1]Steph, you can pick an expensive type of wine.
 
 
  
 
   
    [AA2]Steph, refer to my cover. My description is a bit rough. 
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