5. Schuyler Falls Community Hospital

Greg White sips his coffee, eyeing the chart in his hands and shaking his head.  According to the SICU floor chief's early morning report, Greg's patient's condition has worsened overnight.  Looks like I'll have to go back inside this afternoon.  Goddamnit,  he's not strong enough for another surgery, but there's not much choice... 
His phone rings before he has a chance to leave the office. "Dr. White."

"Hello there, Gregory White.  Long time no hear."

Knitting his brow, Greg takes a few seconds to recognize the voice.  "Kaitlin?  That you?"

"I'm gratified you remember me, after all this time."  Kaitlin Richards -- no, it must be Alvarez by now, Greg thinks -- sounds friendly and amused.  Quite different from the last time they spoke. "I thought all us women blended in with one another."

"Lots of 'em do.  But you're not exactly easy to forget, as you probably know.  How are you and Joe doing?"

"Just got back from our honeymoon.  Thanks very much for the silver candlesticks.  I was surprised that you sent a gift at all."

"Well, we had a really good thing for a while, and I hope you know I always cared about you.  And I figured sending a gift would be appropriately mature."  Greg smiles crookedly. "...You know, since it was my immaturity that made you break off with me." 

"True.  Are you still polishing your bad little boy image?  Word is, a certain little nurse may have tamed you."

Greg looks down at his desk, his eyebrows raised.  "Not sure I like how that sounds, but ... "  He hesitates and toys with the styrofoam of his coffee cup.  He's used to being the subject of hospital gossip, but having Rena be part of the speculation makes him feel very protective.  She'd be mortified.  "I'd rather not talk about that, to be honest."

"Really?  Since when don't you kiss and tell about your latest conquests?  In fact, you used to tell  me about a lot more than just kissing."

Yeah, well, so far there is nothing more than just kissing, Greg thinks automatically. But obviously the extent of his and Rena's sexual activity -- or lack of it -- is not something he'd reveal to someone like Kaitlin.  Truth is, his immediate bitter reaction troubles him.  Especially after seeing Rena with Jem yesterday.

He shakes his head. "I'd just rather not discuss it, okay, Kait?"

"Wow, you just might have matured after all. Rena's to be congratulated for doing what none of the rest of us could accomplish."

"Look, don't you have some petri dish to analyze?  Or is my love life really that fascinating to you?"

Kaitlin chuckles, a throaty sound that takes Greg back to late nights at her place, her mouth close to his ear as she whispered some incredible things to him.  "Not just your love life that's fascinating, honey.  Which brings me to why I'm calling."

"Good to know there's a reason, other than just the usual Greg-baiting."

"There is.  The Greg-baiting is just a fun sideline."  Her voice turns sober.  "Actually, I wanted to give you a heads-up. You know that Administration hired a management consultant to fine-tune the way we run things?"

Greg's throat tightens.  It was only yesterday that he heard about this for the first time, when he noticed his files missing thanks to this so-called consultant.  "Sure, I know about her. Not her name, though."

"Maxine Grady.  She was down here yesterday asking questions about how the lab staff's time is utilized.  You know, spouting off about efficiency and flowcharts and all that junk. Thing is, she seemed to focus on research requests by certain doctors in particular.  Including you."

"I see.  Supposedly they're looking into the whole staff--"

"That may be, but if she plans on spending as much time on every single staff member as she spent on you, this management report isn't gonna be finished until the Second Coming."  

"Maybe she needs her own efficiency expert," Greg says lightly, his mind busy as he contemplates what this stranger might find so interesting within the research lab. "Uh -- what did you tell her?"

"Just that you didn't put any undue burden on our staff, at least, no more than everyone else.  It's not like you're sending down samples every five minutes.  You've even run tests yourself, now that's a rarity."

"You told her that?"  

"She seemed to know about it already, thanks to the files.  And she acted like she approved -- which she should, considering that the hospital got some good publicity thanks to you a couple of years ago.  Well, thanks to you and Rena, I should say."

The coffee sours in Greg's stomach, and his mouth suddenly feels as dry as sand.  "Was she asking about that?  About the Ortiz case?"

"Yes. I'd forgotten the name, but she had the file, and she seemed to know--"

"Wait a second.  You mentioned Rena.  Was she asking about her too?"

"No, Rena's name didn't come up at all. Ms. Grady wasn't interested in anyone else but you -- y'know, like most women at the hospital,"  Kaitlin says, clearly trying to add some levity.  But she quickly reverts to her more serious tone.  "So what's going on, Greg?  I got the feeling she was checking up on you.  And now you're jumping out of your skin.  Did I do the right thing in telling you?"

"Yes, of course."

"You sure?  You sound--"

"I'm fine, Kaitlin.  Sorry if I sound tense, I'm just concerned about a patient in SICU."  He tries to recover his bravado.  "As far as this Ms. Grady is concerned, I don't care what she's looking for. I've certainly got nothing to hide from her."

He ends the conversation casually, but the minute he replaces the receiver, his face falls into a worried expression.  After mulling over his possible recourses, Greg takes a deep, steadying breath and picks up the phone again.  

