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CHAPTER 1




The air conditioning inside Miami General Hospital’s orthopedic wing didn’t just cool the air; it preserved it. It sealed in the sharp, sterile tang of medical-grade rubbing alcohol, the industrial citrus of freshly waxed floors, and that faint, underlying hum of human anxiety that inevitably followed patients through the heavy sliding glass doors. Outside, the South Florida July heat was a living, breathing entity—a thick, humid blanket that turned the pavement into a furnace and made the air feel like wet wool. Inside, however, the climate was crisp, controlled, and dominated by the steady click of keyboards and the rhythmic squeak of rubber-soled shoes against linoleum.

Behind the high, curved expanse of the third-floor nursing station stood Dr. Naomi Neil. At thirty-five, Naomi didn’t just occupy space; she commanded it. She possessed the kind of striking, self-assured presence that made people straighten their posture before she even spoke a word. Her shoulder-length black hair was a crown of thick, healthy, meticulously maintained curls that framed a face defined by sharp, intelligent dark eyes and a mouth that was quick to offer either a devastatingly dry critique or a warm, enveloping smile.

She was built with generous, unapologetic curves—thick, soft, and remarkably striking in a way that her male colleagues often found distracting. More than once, she’d overheard some of the younger residents describing her as "thick and sexy," comparing her build to the very athletes she spent her days piecing back together. Naomi always ignored the chatter. She wasn’t on the floor to be an object of contemplation; she was there because she was the best.

For ten consecutive years, Naomi had reigned as the undisputed queen of the orthopedic floor. She knew bones. She understood their density, their microscopic architecture, their incredible resilience, and the precise, brutal leverage required to snap a displaced fracture back into its rightful alignment. To Naomi, a shattered femur or a fragmented radius wasn’t a disaster; it was a puzzle waiting for her highly capable hands. There wasn't a bone in the human body she couldn't fix.

Yet, while she could map out the entire human skeletal system with her eyes closed, the muscular, four-chambered organ operating inside her own chest remained an entirely unsolved medical anomaly. Her heart was, historically speaking, a problem.

"Too much emotional maintenance," she muttered to herself, tapping a stylus against her digital tablet as she reviewed the post-op notes for a knee arthroscopy. "Too much damn drama."

Her love life followed a predictable, exhausting, and highly frustrating trajectory. It always started beautifully. The first month was a whirlwind of nice dinners, witty banter, and undeniable physical chemistry. By month two, the cracks invariably began to surface. By month three, the entire relationship would collapse into absolute, irrecoverable shambles.

The post-mortems of her failed romances were painfully repetitive. The men she dated—ranging from upwardly mobile corporate types to fellow physicians—always ended up lobbing the same petty grievances at her. She was too busy. She was too dedicated to her job. She kept working late, or she wouldn’t answer their texts while she was scrubbed into a four-hour spinal fusion.

And then, of course, there was the bizarre, recurring hurdle that seemed to plague her modern dating life. Naomi sighed, a wry, incredulous smile tugging at the corner of her lips as she recalled her last ex, a smooth-talking real estate broker who had the audacity to pout when she drew a hard line in the bedroom. It seemed like every man she encountered these days was utterly obsessed with trying to gain entry through the service entrance.

What is wrong with these men? she thought, shaking her head in genuine amusement. They're all obsessed with getting their dicks in my ass when the coochie is premium grade. Just greedy and ungrateful.

Don't get it twisted—Naomi was no saint, and she certainly wasn't a prude. She could be a freak when the occasion called for it. She had a healthy, vibrant appetite and an open mind, but she had a standard. She needed to find the right person to vibe with first. She wanted a real man who could actually hold her down, match her sharp intellect, and appreciate the fullness of her personality without treating her like an audition tape for an adult film on the third date.

Instead, the South Florida dating pool felt saturated with weak, hyper-sensitive, overly feminine boys who lacked core strength and spent more time moisturizing their egos than building a life. She needed someone real. Someone strong, possessing a wild, infectious sense of humor, a sturdy backbone, and a genuinely good heart.

A sudden, booming commotion near the elevator bank shattered her train of thought.

"I swear to God, Harry, if you drop me on this linoleum, I am going to write you out of my will," a deep, resonant baritone voice barked down the hallway. "And I'm leaving everything to your ex-girlfriend."

"Oh, shut up, Aaron! If you didn't have the wingspan of a commercial airliner, this would be a lot easier," a second voice, thick and strained, shot back. "Lift your damn leg!"

Naomi lowered her tablet, her gaze snapping toward the source of the noise. A trio of men was currently navigating the corridor, creating a spectacular scene that instantly drew the eyes of every nurse, orderly, and patient within fifty yards.

The man in the center was impossible to miss. He was extraordinarily tall, easily six-foot-four, with a broad, athletic chest and a massive pair of shoulders that looked like they belonged on a Norse deity. A shock of bright, golden-blonde hair fell around his shoulders, catching the stark fluorescent lights of the hospital. Naomi’s breath caught slightly in her throat. The man was a dead ringer for Erling Haaland, the powerhouse Manchester City striker she spent half her weekend mornings screaming at on her television screen. He had the same rugged, commanding Scandinavian facial structure, the same intense blue eyes, and the same raw, athletic magnetism.

Currently, this golden giant was hopping precariously on his right foot, his left leg elevated and wrapped from the mid-calf down to the toes in a chaotic, unevenly applied ace bandage. He was flanked by two other white men. On his right was Harry—a burly, thickset guy with a buzzed haircut and a flushed face who looked like he survived entirely on protein shakes and poor decisions. On his left was a much shorter, stockier guy who was sweating profusely under the sheer weight of trying to keep his massive friend upright.

"Watch the ankle! Watch the ankle!" the shorter one yelled, looking like a tugboat trying to guide a cruise ship into a tight dock.

Naomi didn't move from her spot behind the desk, but her clinical mind immediately went to work. She watched the way the tall blonde shifted his weight, noted the distinct absence of rotation in the lower joint, and observed the severe swelling straining against the edges of the cotton bandage. Inversion injury, she diagnosed instantly, her eyes narrowing with professional precision. Severe lateral sprain. Probably a grade three. High probability of a micro-fracture or an avulsion if he took a direct impact.

Nurse Johnson, a seasoned, no-nonsense black nurse who had run the third floor with an iron fist and a maternal heart for fifteen years, stepped out from behind the triage counter to intercept the noisy procession.

"Alright, let's bring the volume down, gentlemen," Nurse Johnson announced, her voice a perfect blend of authority and hospitality. "This is an orthopedic ward, not a sports bar. What do we have here?"

"My buddy here decided he was Lionel Messi during a pickup game and forgot he has the center of gravity of a telephone pole," Harry panted, leaning against the wall to catch his breath.

Nurse Johnson looked at the shorter friend, then produced a clipboard with a fresh intake packet from thin air, slapping it into his chest. "You, short and sweet, take a seat in those blue chairs right there and start filling this out. Full name, insurance, emergency contact. Don't skip the signatures. And you," she pointed a sharp finger at Harry, "help him into that wheelchair right next to you before he takes out one of my IV poles."

As Harry managed to guide the blonde giant into the vinyl wheelchair, Nurse Johnson walked back over to the front desk, leaning her forearms against the counter next to Naomi. She shook her head, a knowing look passing between the two women.

"Severe ankle sprain, Doc," Nurse Johnson reported in a low, conspiratorial murmur. "Came out of a soccer league down at the park. He's a big one. Looks like he's in a lot of pain, though he's trying to play it off for his boys."

Naomi didn't answer right away. Her eyes were still locked onto the man in the wheelchair. At that exact moment, as if feeling the intense, concentrated weight of her gaze, the blonde man lifted his head. His eyes—a striking, piercingly clear shade of Nordic blue—met hers across the crowded, bustling corridor.

The ambient noise of the hospital seemed to instantly fade into background static.

Naomi felt a physical sensation hit her chest—a sudden, sharp, almost violent jolt of static electricity that sent a shiver straight down her spine. It wasn't just that he was exceptionally handsome, or that his jawline looked like it had been carved from marble by an old-world master. It was an invisible, highly potent magnetic force, a sudden and undeniable gravity that seemed to anchor her soul right to the floorboards. Her heart skipped a beat, then began to hammer against her ribs with an erratic, unfamiliar rhythm. A dizzying swarm of butterflies erupted in the pit of her stomach. She didn't even know this man's name, yet every nerve ending in her body was firing as if it recognized him.

She blinked, forcing herself to maintain her composure, but she could feel a sudden, betraying warmth creeping up the back of her neck.

Nurse Johnson, who never missed a single detail on her floor, looked from the blonde man back to Naomi. A slow, deeply mischievous grin spread across the older nurse’s face as she noted the uncharacteristic flush on the doctor's face.

"You good, Doc?" Nurse Johnson whispered, nudging Naomi’s elbow. "You're acting like you just saw a ghost. Or maybe a celebrity just stepped onto the floor?"

Naomi quickly cleared her throat, tossing her hair over her shoulder in a desperate bid to appear completely detached and professional. "Yeah, I'm good, Mrs. Johnson. Completely fine. My mind just wandered for a second, thinking about the surgical schedule for tomorrow morning. Lots of hardware to place."

"Mm-hmm. Surgical schedule. Right," Mrs. Johnson smiled, her eyes twinkling with pure amusement. She knew Naomi's history, and she knew a textbook romantic spark when she saw one. "Anyhow, here is his file. The short friend might be sweaty, but he's fast with a pen."

The nurse handed over the digital dossier. Naomi took the tablet, her fingers tapping the screen to bring up the patient's information. Her eyes scanned the text, stopping abruptly on the name printed at the top of the registration page.

"Aaron Aurelius," Naomi muttered under her breath, the syllables rolling smoothly, almost musically off her tongue. A small, genuine laugh escaped her. "Is this guy a patient or a Roman philosopher?"

"Whatever he is, he's all yours, Dr. Neil," Mrs. Johnson said, patting the counter with an air of finality. "Porter's already wheeling him back to the exam room."

"Alright, carry him to Ward 3, Room 104. I’ll tend to him in a minute," Naomi instructed, her professional voice firmly re-established, though the butterflies in her stomach refused to sit down.

***

Naomi gave herself exactly two minutes to compose her thoughts. She stood in the staff bathroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror, smoothing down the front of her dark blue scrubs. She adjusted the stethoscope resting around her neck, took a long, deep breath, and told herself that she was an elite medical professional, not a schoolgirl swooning over a European sports star.

When she pushed open the heavy oak door to Room 104, the space felt small, dominated entirely by the massive frame of the patient sitting on the edge of the examination bed. The floor nurse had just finished cutting away the remainder of the crude ace bandage, revealing the true extent of the injury, and was placing a fresh ice pack nearby. The nurse nodded to Naomi as she entered. "All set, Dr. Neil. Swelling is pretty significant around the lateral ligament."

"Thank you, Stacy. I'll take it from here," Naomi said, her voice steady and commanding.

As the door clicked shut, Aaron shifted his weight on the paper-covered table. He reached up, running a large, blunt-fingered hand through his shoulder-length blonde hair, tossing it back over his shoulder to clear his eyes. The movement was fluid, inherently athletic, and Naomi felt that familiar, traitorous tingle return to her lower stomach. Up close, the resemblance to Erling Haaland was even more terrifying. He had the same imposing stature, the same heavy, striking brow, and the same intense, piercing eyes. But when those blue eyes landed on Naomi, the intense look vanished, replaced by a warm, incredibly charming expression.

"Doc, my ankle is all fucked up," Aaron said immediately, his voice a rich, raspy baritone that seemed to vibrate the very walls of the small room. He caught himself a fraction of a second later, his eyes widening in slight panic. "Ah—shit, excuse my language. Sorry about that. I'm usually more civilized."

A rich, vibrant chuckle escaped Naomi’s lips before she could stop it. She stepped up to the side of the bed, her warm, grounding presence instantly filling the clinical space. "That’s perfectly fine, Mr. Aurelius. No worries at all. Language is the least of our concerns in this room. Let me take a look at what we're actually dealing with."

She shifted her gaze away from his face, consciously forcing her eyes down to his left leg. The ankle was heavily distorted, ballooning out to nearly twice its normal size. The skin was stretched tight, shiny from the swelling, and turning an ugly, angry shade of deep purple and mottled red around the lateral bone.

"Hmm," Naomi murmured. She leaned down, gently wrapping her warm, highly capable hands around his heel to stabilize the lower leg. She carefully pressed her thumb against the outer edge of the joint. "This looks bad, real bad."

Aaron hissed through his teeth, his large frame instantly tensing as his knuckles turned white against the vinyl edge of the hospital bed. "Yeah, that's exactly the spot. Son of a..." He took a sharp, controlled breath, forcing his chest to rise and fall as he fought through the spike of pain. "Well, the nurse told me a second ago that you’re the absolute best on the floor, Doc, so I'm putting my life—or at least my Sunday league career—in your hands. I hope you can patch me up."

"You're in the best possible hands," Naomi assured him, her fingers expertly palpating the bone structure, feeling for any obvious deformity, shifting, or crepitus. "How exactly did this happen? Give me the play-by-play."

Aaron let out a self-deprecating laugh, leaning his head back against the thin pillow on the wall. "I blame Harry entirely for this. We were playing soccer, like we always do on Sunday afternoons down at the local park. I was playing on the wing, running the line, and the bastard came in with a terrible, completely illegal slide tackle from behind. Completely took my legs out and messed up my ankle."

"A slide tackle during a friendly Sunday pickup match?" Naomi asked, raising an ironical eyebrow as she checked his pedal pulse. "Sounds like someone has deep-seated anger issues."

"Oh, he absolutely does today," Aaron grinned, a flash of pure, unadulterated mischief in his blue eyes. "His girlfriend packed up her bags and left him last night, and I admit, I was jeering him a bit too much about it during the first half. Telling him he was officially back on the market and that his receding hairline wasn't ready for modern dating apps. I guess he decided to take his frustrations out on my skeleton."

Naomi burst out laughing, the sound full and uninhibited. "Well, I guess he definitely got mad, because your ankle is a complete mess. He exacted his revenge in full. But don't worry, I got you. Lie back, relax, and let me work my magic." She grabbed a pair of medical shears to cut away the remainder of his thick athletic sock, keeping her tone light to distract him from her examination. "By the way, has anyone ever told you that you look exactly like Erling Haaland?"

Aaron’s laughter boomed through the small room, a genuine, hearty sound that made Naomi's heart do another wild flip. "Actually, I’ve been told that many times, especially when I let my hair grow out like this. I take it as a massive compliment. The guy is an absolute machine."

"It definitely is a compliment," Naomi said softly, her eyes lifting to meet his as a genuine blush crept up her cheeks. "He's a beast on the pitch."

"What’s your first name, Doctor?" Aaron asked suddenly. His tone had shifted from playful to intensely curious. He was looking at her now, really looking at her, his eyes tracing the beautiful lines of her face, the rich tone of her skin, and the sheer confidence she wore like armor.

"Naomi," she replied, keeping her hands busy as she carefully touched the bruised, purple flesh of his ankle. "Dr. Naomi Neil."

"I like that... Naomi," he said, his voice dropping an octave, making her name sound remarkably intimate. "I’m Aaron. Aaron Aurelius."

With his right hand, he reached out, offering a handshake despite lying flat on his back.

Naomi paused, looking at his large, calloused hand. She took it, wrapping her fingers around his. His grip was firm, warm, and sent a jolt of heat straight up her arm.

Aaron didn't let go immediately. He looked up at her, a sincere, admiring smile on his face. "You know, Dr. Naomi, you are an absolutely beautiful black woman. Has anyone ever told you that you look a bit like Lizzo? You have that same gorgeous, confident, drop-dead energy."

Naomi’s smile widened, her heart hammering against her ribs. "I get that a lot too, actually. And just like the Haaland comparison, I take it as a major compliment."

Caught up in the intense warmth of his gaze and the sheer magnetism radiating off him, Naomi turned back to his leg. Without even fully realizing what she was doing, her hand slid up past his calf, her palm brushing against the firm, muscular curve of his lower thigh to stabilize his leg. Her touch lingered a second too long, her fingers smoothing over his warm skin.

Aaron stiffened slightly, a slow, incredibly wicked smirk spreading across his lips. He cleared his throat playfully.

"Your hand, Doc..." Aaron whispered, his blue eyes flashing with pure amusement. "I think the issue is a little further down there."

Naomi froze. She looked down at her hand, which was practically stroking his thigh, and instantly ripped it away as if she had just touched a hot stove. Her face burned with an intense, scorching embarrassment. In ten years of medicine, she had never—not once—behaved so unprofessionally around a patient. She was the pristine, untouchable Dr. Neil. Yet here she was, practically fondling a blonde giant on an exam table.

"Oh! My bad, I—I got carried away there for a second," she stammered, frantically adjusting her stethoscope around her neck, trying to find her professional footing. "I was just checking the—the muscle tension. Apologies."

Aaron laughed softly, the smirk never leaving his face as he watched her fluster. "That’s completely okay, Naomi. Honestly, I very much enjoy your touch. You can check the muscle tension whenever you want." He winked, his tone shifting back to sweet sincerity. "Please do your best to patch me up, Doc."

"Will do," Naomi managed to say, her heart practically beating out of her chest. She forced her focus entirely onto his ankle, ordering a portable X-ray machine to the room to ensure there were no fractures. For the rest of the examination, she kept her hands strictly below his calf, though the air between them remained thick, heavy, and undeniably electric.

By the time Naomi’s grueling twelve-hour shift finally came to an end, the sun had long since set over Miami, leaving behind a dark, humid night punctuated by the brilliant neon glare of Biscayne Boulevard. She drove home in a complete daze, her mind repeatedly looping back to Room 104, to clear blue eyes, golden hair, and the feeling of a large, warm hand wrapped tightly around hers.

She unlocked the door to her high-rise apartment, kicking off her uncomfortable flats with a sigh of pure relief. The apartment was her sanctuary—tastefully decorated with modern furniture, vibrant African art pieces, and a massive flat-screen TV dominating the living room wall. She stripped out of her scrubs, tossed them into the hamper, and stepped into a steaming hot shower. As the water cascaded over her shoulders, washing away the hospital grime, she couldn't wash away the lingering thoughts of Aaron Aurelius.

After wrapping herself in a plush, cream-colored silk robe, she pulled out her phone and ordered a massive cheat meal via DoorDash—a double order of spicy garlic shrimp and fried plantains from her favorite local Caribbean spot.

While she waited for the food, her phone began to buzz. The caller ID displayed a photo of a vibrant, smiling older woman. Her mother, Ucilda.

Naomi smiled and swiped answer, putting the call on speaker as she walked into the kitchen to pour herself a glass of chilled Sauvignon Blanc. "Hey, Ma. I just got home."

"Hi, my beautiful doctor baby!" Ucilda’s voice boomed through the speaker, thick with her rich Jamaican accent. "You sound tired, Naomi. They working you like a cart horse again?"

"Just the usual Sunday madness, Ma," Naomi laughed, taking a sip of her wine. "But honestly, today was... different. I had this patient come in. A young white guy with a really bad ankle sprain from a soccer match."

"Oh yeah? A soccer player?" Ucilda tuned in instantly, her motherly radar detecting something special in her daughter's tone.

"Ma, you don't understand," Naomi said, leaning against the kitchen counter, a dreamy smile taking over her face. "He was so tall, built like a brick wall, with this gorgeous shoulder-length blonde hair. He looked exactly like Erling Haaland. Like, a literal carbon copy replica."

On the other end of the line, Ucilda let out a loud gasp. "Lord have mercy! Child, you’ve always had a massive thing for that Haaland boy, ever since he started scoring all those goals for Manchester City! And now the Almighty has delivered a replica of him right onto your examination table? So what are you waiting for, Naomi? Ask him out will yah! I need grandkids!"

Naomi groaned loudly, throwing her head back. "Ma! Please, not the grandkid talk again. He's my patient! It's an ethics thing."

"Don’t give me that ethics nonsense," Ucilda scoffed playfully. "He won't be your patient forever! Naomi, listen to your mother. Both of your bigger sisters have already given me three beautiful grandkids each. It is just you lagging behind now! My arms are empty for your babies."

Naomi pinched the bridge of her nose. She absolutely hated when her mom brought up the topic of grandchildren. She was thirty-five, at the absolute peak of her medical career, and she wanted to focus on making chief of surgery. More importantly, her past relationships had been total disasters. There was absolutely no way she was going to rush into having children with irresponsible, weak-minded men who couldn't handle her life. She wanted a real man—someone who thought with his brains just as much as his lower appendage.

And yet, truth be told, even after just one interaction, Aaron felt different. He felt like he could be the one. He had a strength to him, a quick wit, and a genuine warmth. And although he was of a different race, Naomi had never minded dating outside her culture; she had just never found the right fit. Heck, mixed babies would be beautiful, she thought to oneself, a rogue blush forming on her cheeks. She could bet her mom was already imagining the exact same thing.

Instead of arguing and starting another hour-long debate about her biological clock, Naomi decided to just keep her mom talking and play along. "Alright, Ma, alright. I hear you. I'm not going to rush anything, but... I think I might actually ask him out once his ankle gets a little better and he comes back for his follow-up appointment."

"Good! That’s more like it!" Ucilda rejoiced, practically cheering through the phone. "I need me 'em mixed grandkids, Naomi! They are going to have beautiful hair. Now go on to bed, child. You have work again in the morning. I’ll tell your sisters you said hi."

"Bye, Ma. Love you," Naomi smiled, hanging up the phone.

She let out a long, dramatic sigh, sinking deeply into the plush cushions of her couch. She couldn't stop thinking about how handsome Aaron was. The fact that he played soccer made it even better.

Just as she was about to turn on the television, her apartment door buzzer rang. Her DoorDash had arrived. Naomi stood up, securely tying the silk robe around her waist, and walked over to open the door. A polite young courier handed her the bag of steaming, fragrant food. Naomi smiled warmly, typing in a hefty twenty-dollar tip on her phone app, and took the food. She used the back of her bare heel to swing the heavy door shut, locking it with a quick flick of her wrist.

She set the food down on the coffee table, grabbed a fork, and turned on her television, navigating to her recorded sports programs. She had recorded the afternoon's major international tournament match: Norway playing against Ivory Coast in a highly anticipated group-stage match.

For the next hour, Naomi was trapped in a total emotional rollercoaster. She sat on the edge of her couch, her food half-eaten, shouting at the screen as the match went back and forth. It was a brutal, high-intensity game. With only two minutes of stoppage time remaining, the score was locked at 1-1.

Suddenly, the Norwegian midfield intercepted a pass. The ball was launched deep down the wing. And there he was—the real Erling Haaland, sprinting like a freight train, muscular thighs pumping as he outpaced two defenders. He cut inside, completely leveled his shoulder against a center-back, and unleashed an absolute rocket of a shot into the top-left corner of the net.

"YES!" Naomi screamed, leaping up from her couch. The television announcer was screaming in Spanish, and Naomi was matching his energy.

The goal made it 2-1. Norway had won.

Naomi was so overwhelmed with excitement, her 35-year-old body full of pure adrenaline, that she started rejoicing right there in the middle of her living room. She threw her hands in the air, her silk robe flaring open slightly around her thick thighs, and actually started moonwalking barefoot across the hardwood floor, giggling and jumping around like a teenager.

She stopped, breathless and laughing, looking at the frozen image of Haaland celebrating on her screen. She couldn't help but smile, her mind flashing instantly to Aaron’s face.

"Oh, I absolutely cannot wait to tell him about this tomorrow," she whispered to herself, a wild, beautiful anticipation settling deep into her chest. Hoping to God Norway would go all the way, she turned off the TV, completely unaware that her own personal championship match was about to begin.


CHAPTER 2




The silver Jeep Wrangler tore down the Interstate 95 expansion, its heavy-duty tires humming a low, mechanical bassline against the grooved concrete of the Miami highway. Outside, the morning sun was already an aggressive, blinding sheet of gold, bouncing violently off the windshields of gridlocked commuters and turning the distant downtown skyline into a shimmering mirage of glass and heat. Inside the cabin, however, the temperature was set to a crisp sixty-four degrees, and the atmosphere was vibrant.

Naomi Neil had both hands wrapped loosely around the steering wheel, her fingers tapping a complex, rhythmic pattern against the leather casing. The sound system was pushed to its absolute limit. The raw, intricate, brass-heavy production of Coast Contra blasted from the door speakers, the lyricists' rapid-fire delivery and West Coast pocket-grooves bouncing off the interior glass. Naomi shifted her shoulders to the pocket of the beat, her head bobbing in perfect time with the syncopated hi-hats.

This was her church. The thirty-minute drive from her high-rise apartment to Miami General Hospital was the only slice of the day where she didn’t have to answer to a chief of surgery, a frantic resident, or a ringing pager. It was just her, the music, and the open road.

Today, the music felt sweeter. The bass resonated a little deeper in her chest.

She reached over with her right hand, lowering the volume just a fraction as a small, triumphant smile broke across her face. Her thoughts drifted back to the recorded television match she had watched the previous night. Norway navigating their way through that brutal, physical knockout stage was nothing short of a sporting miracle. The sheer tactical discipline of the team had been incredible, but it was Erling Haaland’s performance that kept looping in her mind. The way he carried himself—the raw power, the unyielding confidence, the absolute dominance over his defenders before burying that definitive second goal—had been a masterclass in athletic excellence.

Naturally, thinking of the real Haaland instantly triggered a vivid, highly detailed mental image of her patient in Room 104.

Aaron Aurelius.

Even just saying his name in the quiet cabin of her car caused a sudden, ridiculous flutter of activity in her stomach. She shook her head, trying to clear the image of those piercing blue eyes and that thick, golden hair falling over a pair of broad, ridiculously structured shoulders.

Her mind shifted to the phone call with her mother from the night before. Ucilda’s booming, Jamaican-accented voice echoed in her memory with terrifying clarity: “I need me 'em mixed grandkids, Naomi! They are going to have beautiful hair... Ask him out will yah?!”

Naomi let out a loud, dry laugh that was completely swallowed by the car's interior. "Grandkids," she muttered to the empty passenger seat. "The woman acts like I can just walk down to the supermarket and pick up a family of four from the frozen food aisle."

The societal pressure was real, and it was constant. Both of her older sisters had walked down the traditional path—marriage by twenty-six, two to three children before thirty-five, suburban homes with white picket fences and minivans filled with soccer equipment. They had fulfilled the grand maternal prophecy. Naomi, however, was the outlier. She was the specialist. She had spent her twenties buried in thick anatomical textbooks, enduring eighty-hour residency weeks, and mastering the delicate, high-stakes artistry of orthopedic trauma.

She wasn’t in a rush. She couldn’t afford to be. In her line of work, she saw what happened when people rushed into things without looking at the structural integrity of the foundation. Broken bones were easy to set; broken lives, shattered by impulsive decisions and poorly chosen partners, were an entirely different kind of trauma.

"Haste makes waste," she said aloud, invoking the old Jamaican proverb her grandmother used to whisper whenever she caught Naomi running too fast through the house as a child. It applied to surgery, it applied to life, and it certainly applied to her disaster of a dating history. She had to be sensible. She had to be calculated.

She turned the Jeep into the hospital parking garage, the tires squealing softly against the smooth concrete as she climbed the ramps to her designated staff level. She killed the engine, the sudden silence inside the vehicle hitting her like a physical weight. She glanced in the rearview mirror, checking her appearance. Her skin looked bright, her shoulder-length curls were perfectly defined, and her dark brown eyes held a distinct, unfamiliar sparkle.

She grabbed her leather tote bag from the passenger seat, took a long, stabilizing breath, and opened the car door. The heavy, tropical humidity of the Miami morning immediately hit her skin, a stark reminder of the chaotic world outside her controlled environment.

***

The third floor of the orthopedic wing was already operating at its usual, high-octane pace when Naomi walked out of the staff locker room, clad in fresh, charcoal-grey scrubs that fitted her generous curves like a second skin. The smell of floor wax and industrial disinfectant washed over her, a familiar scent profile that usually grounded her instantly.

She picked up her digital tablet from the main desk, nodding to Nurse Johnson, who was currently wrestling with a malfunctioning label printer.

"Morning, Mrs. Johnson," Naomi said, her tone bright.

Mrs. Johnson paused her battle with the printer, her sharp eyes lifting to look Naomi up and down with clinical scrutiny. A slow, knowing smile crept across the veteran nurse's face. "Well, look at you. Morning, Dr. Neil. You look exceptionally bright-eyed for a Monday morning. That Coast Contra music must have been working on your spirit during the drive."

"Always," Naomi smiled, intentionally keeping her focus on her digital screen. "What's the status on the floor?"

"Standard post-weekend fallout," Mrs. Johnson sighed, gesturing to the glowing monitor on the wall. "Two compound fractures from an amateur motorcycle rally down in Homestead, one shattered clavicle from a backyard pool incident, and a handful of follow-ups. Oh, and your boy in 104 has been awake since six AM, asking every nurse who walks in when 'the good doctor' is going to start her rounds."

Naomi felt her cheeks warm slightly, but she maintained her professional composure. "I'll do my usual rounds first. Keep the most critical cases at the top of the queue."

For the next two hours, Naomi was the definition of clinical efficiency. She moved from room to room with practiced grace, evaluating x-rays, checking surgical incisions, adjusting pain medication dosages, and providing her patients with that unique blend of fierce competence and warm reassurance that made her the most sought-after surgeon on the floor. She repaired a torn meniscus profile, signed off on a physical therapy regimen for an elderly woman with a brand-new titanium hip, and gave a firm pep talk to a young high school athlete who was terrified about his upcoming ACL reconstruction.

She did her job flawlessly, but a tiny, rebellious part of her mind was counting down the room numbers.

Finally, she reached the end of the corridor. Room 104.

She stood outside the heavy wooden door for a brief moment, her hand resting on the stainless steel handle. She took a slow, deep, centering breath, intentionally dropping her shoulders and settling the erratic pulse fluttering in her throat. She gripped the handle, pulled it down, and stepped inside.

The room was bathed in the soft, morning light filtering through the large privacy window. Aaron was sitting upright in the adjustable hospital bed, his massive upper body framed by the stark white linens. He had already washed his face, and his thick, shoulder-length blonde hair was damp, pushed back carelessly from his forehead. The moment the door clicked open and Naomi walked in, his entire face illuminated. A wide, uninhibited, incredibly brilliant smile took over his features.

"Ah, you’re like a breath of fresh air, Naomi," Aaron said, his rich baritone voice filling the room instantly. The sheer warmth in his delivery was completely devoid of the usual clinical exhaustion that normally occupied these rooms.

Naomi felt the corners of her mouth twitching upward against her will. She stepped closer to the side of the bed, pulling the digital tablet against her chest like a shield. "Good morning, Aaron. Thank you. I see you're in high spirits for someone who spent the night on a standard-issue hospital mattress."

"The mattress is terrible, honestly," Aaron grinned, his clear blue eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made it difficult for her to look away. "It feels like it was engineered by someone who hates backs. But the company more than makes up for the amenities. So, how is my favorite orthopedic artist doing today?"

"I'm doing well, thank you," Naomi smiled, stepping down to the foot of the bed and carefully pulling back the light cotton sheet to inspect his left leg. "Let's see how that ankle is treating you after twenty-four hours of elevation and continuous icing. How is your pain level today?"

"Not bad actually," Aaron replied, watching her hands as she moved to touch his skin. "You did a seriously good job yesterday, Doc. The throbbing stopped around midnight. I honestly believe that in a week, maybe two weeks at the absolute most, I’ll be up and running again. I’m a quick healer. So, the big question is... I’m getting discharged today, right?"

Naomi wrapped her warm, brown fingers gently around the base of his heel, testing the localized swelling. The skin was still significantly bruised—a deep, dramatic canvas of plum and twilight-blue—but the fluid retention had noticeably receded under her strict protocol. She looked up from his foot, her eyes glinting with a playful, teasing light.

"Hopefully," she said, tilting her head slightly. "So, you want to get rid of me that quick, huh? You're already looking for the exit doors?"

"Hell nah," Aaron shot back instantly, his response so immediate and emphatic that it caught Naomi slightly off guard. He leaned forward, resting his massive forearms against his knees, his blue eyes locking onto hers with absolute, unblinking sincerity. "I want to see you every day, Naomi. Let's be real. Are you single, Doc?"

The directness of the question hung in the sterile air of the room, heavy and full of unspoken implication. Naomi felt her heart skip its rhythm entirely. She maintained her position at the foot of the bed, her fingers still lightly resting on his ankle.

"Yes, Aaron," she said softly, a wry smile playing on her lips. "I am single. And let me guess... you’re absolutely not."

"Actually, I am," he said, his voice dropping into a sincere, quiet register that made the massive room feel incredibly small.

"Hmm," Naomi laughed softly, shaking her head as she picked up her tablet to log the swelling measurements. "I find that highly hard to believe. A man who looks like a walking Nordic folklore legend, playing sports in Miami, and you're single? Come on now. What's the catch?"

"No, for real, I’m telling the absolute truth," Aaron said, extending his hands out in a gesture of complete transparency. "I’ve been so completely consumed with training, matches, and traveling with the club that I barely ever find the time or the mental energy for real relationships. It's a lot of isolation, honestly. But seeing you, Doc... looking at you yesterday and today, it makes me want to completely change the narrative of my life."

Naomi stopped typing. She looked at him over the top of her tablet, her heart hammering a fierce rhythm against her ribs. The vulnerability in his statement was unexpected, cutting straight through her usual professional armor. He wasn't using a cheap, practiced pickup line; his eyes were entirely steady, filled with a genuine, raw interest that felt grounded in reality.

She cleared her throat, trying to inject a bit of her signature humor back into the heavy atmosphere. "Sounds good, Mr. Aurelius. But you don’t mind walking around on crutches for the next couple of weeks while you change that narrative, do you?"

"I’ll get a whole lot better faster if I see you every day, Naomi," Aaron smiled, a brilliant, boyish charm returning to his face. "So if you're around, I don’t think I’ll need any crutches at all. You can just be my support system."

Naomi rolled her eyes playfully, though her insides were a chaotic mess of butterflies. "Oh, is that how it works now? Medical science has been completely replaced by flirtation?" She stepped closer to the side of his bed, adjusting the automated compression sleeve on his lower calf. "Speaking of soccer, did you hear about the match yesterday? Norway absolutely beat Ivory Coast two-to-one. And your boy Haaland scored the second goal in the final minutes."

Aaron’s face lit up with the pure excitement of a lifelong sports fan. "I heard! Jack actually called me from the sports bar last night and gave me the full breakdown while the nurses were drawing my blood. He said the finish was an absolute rocket. You’re a real soccer fan, huh? You actually watch the matches?"

"Yeah, absolutely," Naomi said, her voice softening as a wave of genuine nostalgia washed over her. "Ever since I was a little child back in Jamaica, I’ve loved the game. I always went down to the community park to watch the boys play on Sunday evenings, or I'd be up in the grandstands for the school competitions. It's in the blood."

Aaron’s eyebrows shot up instantly, a look of profound fascination washing over his rugged features. He adjusted his posture in the bed, leaning even closer to her. "Wait, hold on. You’re of Jamaican descent? You’re Jamaican?"

"Yeah, born and raised," Naomi revealed, a proud, rich warmth entering her voice. "St. Thomas Parish. My family and I moved over to the States when I was fifteen years old. It was a massive culture shock, but Miami has enough Caribbean flavor to keep me grounded."

"Wow," Aaron chuckled, his eyes tracing the beautiful, rich brown of her skin with an expression that bordered on reverence. "That explains so much. Jamaicans are legendary. You guys are incredibly fast. You pretty much own the sprint events at the Olympics. Every time the games come around, it's just a sea of green, gold, and black at the finish line."

"Yeah, well, that's the cassava and the yellow yams working in our systems from birth," Naomi giggled, her shoulders shaking slightly as she walked over to the counter to grab a fresh pair of examination gloves. "It's the fuel of champions. Build you up strong from the bones out."

Aaron’s eyes followed her movement across the small room. As she turned her back to him to wash her hands at the stainless steel sink, his gaze naturally dropped down, taking in the full, magnificent silhouette of her body. The charcoal scrubs were tailored nicely, emphasizing the dramatic, soft curve of her hips and the generous, prominent shape of her backside.

A heavy, deliberate silence fell over the room for three seconds.

"Speaking of yams," Aaron teased, his voice dropping into a low, completely unbothered growl that made the hairs on Naomi's arms stand up. "You have a serious wagon behind there as well, Doc. Those Jamaican roots are doing some incredible work."

Naomi froze at the sink, the water running over her hands. She spun around, her eyes wide, but her face was split by a massive, helpless laugh. She grabbed a paper towel, drying her hands as she marched back over to the side of his bed.

"Oh, stop playing with me, Aaron!" she laughed loudly, reaching out and tapping him playfully on his massive shoulder with the rolled-up paper towel. "You are entirely too fresh for someone in a hospital gown."

"Ouch! Damn, that actually hurts!" Aaron jocularly whined, instantly grabbing his shoulder with his right hand and screwing his face up into an expression of theatrical agony, acting like Naomi had just struck him with a surgical hammer. "Medical malpractice! The doctor is actively assaulting the patients!"

"Stop crying, you big baby," Naomi teased, her voice full of affection as she leaned over him to re-verify the placement of his leg on the elevated pillows. "You're six-foot-four and built like a tank, you can handle a paper towel. Now hold still so I can finish writing up these evaluation notes."

At that exact moment, the heavy door to Room 104 slid open with a soft click. Nurse Stacy, a young, eager resident nurse with a pile of folders tucked under her arm, stepped into the room. She held a stack of printed thermal papers—the official discharge summary and pharmacy instructions.

"Good morning, Dr. Neil. I have the official discharge clearance forms and the physical therapy scripts for Room 104," Stacy announced, her eyes moving between Naomi’s slightly flushed face and Aaron’s massive, grinning expression.

Naomi instantly straightened her posture, pulling her professional mask back into place with practiced speed. "Thank you, Stacy. I'll get to those later. I'm still actively working on the patient's localized mobility assessment."

Aaron, however, didn't seem to care about the professional boundaries at all. He looked in Nurse Stacy's direction, his smile wide and completely charming. "Yes, Stacy, Dr. Neil is currently tending to my ankle with extreme care. We'll take care of all that paperwork a little later on. No rush at all."

"Okay..." Nurse Stacy said slowly, a small, knowing smile breaking across her face. She was young, but she wasn't blind. The air in Room 104 was thick enough to cut with a scalpel; the flirtatious, high-voltage energy bouncing between the handsome athlete and the gorgeous chief orthopedist was completely undeniable. "I'll just leave these right here at the front desk then. Have a good day, Mr. Aurelius."

Stacy stepped out of the room, the door clicking shut behind her. She knew exactly what was up—there was a serious, highly irregular connection forming between the patient and the doctor, even if neither of them had explicitly put a label on it yet.

The minute the door fully closed, sealing them back into their private enclave, Aaron turned his head back toward Naomi. The playful, theatrical expression vanished from his face, replaced by a bold, calculated intensity that made Naomi’s breath hitch in her chest.

"How about you take me back to your place when your shift is over today?" Aaron asked smoothly, his tone completely matter-of-fact, as if he were suggesting a minor alteration to his medication schedule. "I can easily make one of my boys drop off a bag with some extra clothes at your apartment, or right here at the front desk if you prefer."

Naomi stared at him, her mouth opening slightly in absolute, utter disbelief. Her tablet almost slipped from her fingers. "Wow. You are moving real fast, huh? Are you serious right now?" She looked at him, trying to process the sheer audacity of the proposal. "Aaron, you want to move into my apartment already? We met less than twenty-four hours ago!"

"I’m a forward, Naomi," Aaron revealed, his blue eyes flashing with a raw, predatory confidence that was entirely intoxicating. He leaned back against the pillows, a slow, devastating smile spreading across his lips. "The only thing I know how to do in this life is move fast, attack the line, and score goals. And right now? I know exactly what I want, and I wanna score it with you. I don't want you out of my sight, even though I know you have to work and tend to a million other patients on this floor."

Naomi let out a breath that was half-laugh, half-sigh, her hand coming up to rub the back of her neck as she walked a small circle next to the bed. "Alright, sweet mouth. Calm down." She stopped, looking down at him, her logical mind waging a fierce, losing war against the sheer desire pooling in her chest. "I’ll take you home with me later. You can call your friend Harry to drop off your stuff at my place later when we arrive."

She paused, putting her hands on her hips, a wave of professional anxiety hitting her. "God, I honestly shouldn’t even be doing this... This is so profoundly unprofessional, Aaron. You are actively my patient. Heck, I barely even know you! I shouldn’t even be letting a strange man up in my crib, and certainly not one who's currently operating on one leg."

"Oh, come on, Doc," Aaron laughed softly, reaching out and gently catching the edge of her scrub top with his fingers, tugging her slightly closer to the bed. "You can take excellent care of my leg—you're the best in the state, remember? And as for the not knowing me part? Then get to know me then. We have all the time in the world. We can converse right now, or later tonight if you prefer. Besides, medical science proves I'll heal a whole lot faster if I'm around you."

"Please," Naomi laughed loudly, shaking her head as she gently pulled her scrub top from his grip, though she didn't step back. "You're just a smooth talker trying to get between my legs."

"Not entirely," Aaron said, his voice suddenly dropping all the playfulness, becoming incredibly deep, sincere, and heavy with emotion. He reached out, his large, warm hand finding her wrist, his thumb gently brushing against her pulse point. "I really like you, Naomi. For real. I don't just want a quick thing. I wanna know you on a soul and a cellular level. I wanna know what you do when you’re not in these scrubs tending to fractured limbs. I wanna know what your absolute favorite food is, your favorite movie, and your favorite place to escape to when the world gets too loud."

He looked up into her dark eyes, his gaze unwavering. "I wanna know all about the good doctor. I wanna know what makes her smile, and I wanna know what makes her cry. I wanna know if she likes it slow and sweet, or rough and wild. I wanna know your favorite color, your secrets, and everything in between."

The raw honesty of his words hit Naomi like a physical wave. The flirtatious banter evaporated, leaving behind a heavy, profoundly emotional connection that made her throat feel tight. No man had ever spoken to her like that—not with that level of unvarnished, fearless clarity. He wasn't playing a game; he was laying his cards completely on the table.

Naomi couldn't help but smile back, a soft, vulnerable expression taking over her beautiful face. "Alright, Mr. Aurelius. You'll get your shot. Let's just hope for your sake that you know how to score just right when the time comes."

"Oh, trust me, I will," Aaron shot back, a dangerous, highly flirtatious energy returning to his eyes, a spark that could melt freaking rocks. "Even with a badly sprained ankle, I am still more than able to finish perfectly."

Naomi checked her pager as it began to buzz against her hip, signaling that her next surgical case was prepped and waiting in the OR. She looked down at him, a reluctant smile on her lips. "I have to go. I have a patient waiting for a hardware installation."

As she turned to make her exit, Aaron suddenly sat completely up in the bed, extending his massive arms wide. "Wait, hold on. Before you go change lives... can I get a hug?"

Naomi laughed, a bright, melodic sound, and stepped into his space. She leaned down, wrapping her arms around his massive shoulders. Aaron’s arms instantly came around her waist, pulling her thick, soft body firmly against his chest. He held her a second longer than necessary, his face burying into the crook of her neck.

"Damn," Aaron whispered against her skin, his breath warm. "You smell incredible, Naomi. Like lavender and real power."

Naomi flushed deep plum, a breathless laugh escaping her as she gently pulled away from his embrace. "Thank you, Aaron. Hold tight, don't break anything else, and I'll be back soon to get you out of here."

She turned and exited the room, her heart racing at a dangerous velocity as the door slid shut behind her.

Inside the room, Aaron lay back against the pillows, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He was completely electrified. His heart was beating with a frantic, powerful rhythm for this lovely black woman. She was so incredibly sexy, so intelligent, so beautifully built, and he could not wait to see how she looked outside the sterile walls of the hospital.

He had never believed in love at first sight. He had always counted it out as Hollywood bullshit, a fairytale engineered to sell tickets to movies. But looking at the door where Naomi had just exited, love at first sight didn’t feel like a fairytale at all. The feeling was real, heavy, and it was the making of something completely special.


CHAPTER 3




The digital clock on the wall of the third-floor surgical nursing station read exactly 3:42 PM when Naomi signed her name on the final electronic chart. Her shoulder blades were screaming from the tension of a four-hour reconstruction on a shattered femur, her charcoal-grey scrubs felt slightly damp from the humidity of the operating theater, and her mind was a whirlwind of professional satisfaction and deep, underlying personal anxiety. She had spent the last twenty minutes trying to convince herself that she was merely performing an exemplary act of outpatient continuity of care.

You’re an orthopedic surgeon, she told herself, dropping the stylus onto the counter with a soft click. You’re just ensuring your high-profile patient doesn't snap his lateral malleolus the second he walks out into the Miami humidity. It’s entirely medical.

"Who are you trying to lie to, Naomi?" she whispered to herself, checking her reflection in the glass partition of the nurse's station.

She adjusted her high ponytail, pulling a few tight, dark curls down around her temples to soften the clinical severity of her appearance. She smoothed down the front of her top, consciously aware of the way the heavy fabric outlined the fullness of her chest and the substantial curve of her waist. She hadn't felt this level of adolescent self-consciousness since her first year of medical school, and she thoroughly despised how easily a pair of bright blue eyes had managed to dismantle her legendary internal defenses.

When she approached Room 104, the heavy wooden door was wide open, and the absolute chaos inside could be heard from ten feet down the corridor.

"I'm telling you, bro, if you try to put your full weight on that foot, the doc is going to amputate it herself just to teach you a lesson," a loud, thick East London accent boomed from inside. That had to be Harry.

"Man, shut up and pass me that shirt," Aaron’s rich, familiar baritone cut through the noise, laced with an impatient, breathless laugh. "I’ve been trapped in this mechanical bed for over twenty-four hours. If I don't get out of this room right now, I'm going to start chewing through the drywall. Where the hell is Jack with the car?"

Naomi stepped into the doorway, leaning her shoulder against the frame, crossing her arms over her chest. The sight that greeted her was nothing short of a comedy routine. Aaron was sitting on the edge of the high hospital bed, dressed in a tight, ribbed white tank top that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. The cotton fabric stretched tightly across his massive, muscular chest, highlighting the deep, chiseled definition of his abdominal muscles and the expansive breadth of his shoulders. His thick, golden-blonde hair was wild, spilling over his eyes in a chaotic mane that looked less like a hospital patient and more like a Viking warrior who had lost his way in a modern medical facility.

Harry was standing near the small closet, holding a pair of black grey fleece sweatpants, looking thoroughly stressed, while a shorter, stockier young man with sharp features and an expensive designer tracksuit—presumably Jack—was peering out the privacy window, chewing aggressively on a piece of mint gum.

"Amputation is always a viable clinical option if the patient refuses to comply with medical directives," Naomi announced smoothly, her voice cutting through the masculine energy of the room like a silver scalpel.

All three men spun around instantly. Jack stopped chewing his gum, his eyes widening slightly as he took in Naomi’s commanding presence. Harry let out a dramatic sigh of relief, dropping the sweatpants onto an armchair. But it was Aaron’s reaction that made Naomi’s pulse take a sudden, violent leap.

The moment his blue eyes locked onto hers, the impatience vanished from his face, replaced by a radiant, uninhibited warmth that seemed to alter the temperature of the entire room. He sat up a little straighter, his chest expanding under the white tank top, a slow, incredibly charming grin spreading across his lips.

"See? I told you she was coming," Aaron said, his voice dropping into that low, intimate register that was meant specifically for her. "Morning, Doc. Well, afternoon. You look incredible, even after cutting people open all day."

Naomi fought the urge to smile, maintaining her professional posture as she walked into the room, her eyes fixed firmly on his left leg. "Flattery will not get you a clean bill of health, Mr. Aurelius. Let me see the ankle before we discuss the logistics of your exit."

She stepped close to his space, the subtle scent of his clean, masculine sweat mixing with the faint trace of citrus cologne he must have applied from his duffel bag. It was an intoxicating contrast to the sterile, bleached smell of the ward. She knelt down naturally, her warm, dark brown fingers wrapping gently around his thick calf, her thumb pressing lightly along the perimeter of the surgical bandaging.

Aaron let out a low, content hum, his eyes burning into the top of her head as she worked. "It feels a million times better, Naomi. Seriously. The ice protocol worked like magic."

"The protocol worked because you actually stayed still for more than three hours," she countered, looking up from his ankle to meet his gaze. The proximity was dangerous. Her face was barely inches from his bare knee, and she could feel the intense, radiant heat vibrating off his athletic frame. "The swelling is down by roughly forty percent, which is excellent. But the joint is still highly unstable. If you put any lateral pressure on this foot, you will rip the micro-tears in the ligament back open, and I will personally drag you back into the operating theater. Do we understand each other?"

"Crystal clear," Aaron whispered, his blue eyes dropping down to her lips for a fraction of a second before lifting back to her eyes. "I’ll be the most obedient patient you’ve ever had. I promise."

"Right, because you look like the definition of obedient," Naomi scoffed softly, standing back up and smoothing down her scrubs. She turned her attention to the other two men in the room, who were watching the exchange with varying degrees of amusement. "You must be Harry and Jack."

Harry stepped forward instantly, extending a large, calloused hand. "Harry, ma'am. The unfortunate soul who has to manage this lunatic’s professional life. And let me just say, Dr. Neil, you are a miracle worker. Not just for the leg, but for actually getting him to listen to a woman in a lab coat for more than five minutes."

"It's a gift," Naomi smiled, shaking his hand firmly before turning to Jack, who gave her a respectful nod.

"Jack," the shorter man said. "I’ve got the sports coupe parked downstairs in the loading zone, but honestly, Doc, I don’t know how we’re going to fit this massive Viking into the back seat without his leg bent at a ninety-degree angle. That car was built for European roads, not for transporting injured giants."

Naomi cleared her throat, her internal monologue screaming at her to turn back before she crossed the line of no return. This is it. Your final chance to hand him the crutches, wish him a good recovery, and go home to your quiet, empty apartment.

Instead, she took a breath and plunged straight over the cliff. "He’s not going in the sports coupe. He’s coming with me in my Jeep. The passenger side has enough legroom to keep his limb completely straight and elevated on the dashboard console."

The room went completely silent for three seconds. Harry’s eyebrows shot up so high they practically disappeared into his hairline. He looked at Aaron, then at Naomi, a highly suspicious, thoroughly entertained smirk spreading across his face.

"Oh, really?" Harry said, his voice dripping with an implicit, humorous understanding. "The Jeep, is it? Well, isn’t that just incredibly convenient and deeply... philanthropic of you, Dr. Neil? Taking the club’s star forward home for some direct, hands-on supervision?"

Naomi felt a fierce wave of heat rise from her neck, darkening her cheeks. She tapped her digital tablet against her thigh, trying to summon her most terrifying chief-of-surgery demeanor. "It is a matter of clinical necessity, Harry. As his primary surgeon, I am legally and ethically obligated to ensure he does not compromise the structural integrity of his repair within the first critical forty-eight hours post-injury. If he goes to his apartment with you two, he’ll be trying to kick a football into a garbage can by midnight."

"Hey! I am a highly responsible adult," Aaron protested, though the absolute triumph in his eyes completely betrayed his words. He looked at Harry, a triumphant, smug expression taking over his features. "You heard the doctor, mate. Clinical necessity. Go ahead and take my duffel bag down to the concierge at Naomi's building. I’ll text you the address once she gives it to me."

"Right. Clinical necessity," Harry chuckled, shaking his head as he picked up the heavy leather duffel bag from the floor. "Come on, Jack. Let’s leave the professional athlete in the hands of the medical elite. Try not to break anything else, Aaron. The club directors are already having collective heart attacks every time their phones ring."

Jack grinned, popping his gum one last time. "Good luck, Doc. You’re going to need it. He’s an awful roommate."

The two men exited the room, their laughter echoing down the hallway until the door slid closed behind them, leaving Naomi and Aaron alone once more in the quiet, sun-drenched space of Room 104.

Naomi turned slowly to face her patient, her arms crossed, her expression a mix of amusement and lingering dread. "You are a terrible influence on my professional reputation, Aaron Aurelius."

"I haven’t even done anything yet," Aaron chuckled, shifting his weight on the edge of the bed as he reached for the black sweatpants Harry had left behind. "Now, are you going to help me put these on, or am I going to have to do a solo modeling show for you right here?"

Naomi let out a dramatic, long-suffering sigh, walking over to grab the soft fabric. God help me, she thought, her fingers brushing against the coarse hair of his thigh as she helped him guide his injured foot through the leg opening. If my mother could see me right now, she’d already be booking the church.

***

The process of moving Aaron from the third floor of Miami General to the parking garage was a logistical performance that should have required a permit from the city. Aaron insisted on trying to hop on one leg, claiming that the standard-issue hospital wheelchair was "an insult to his Nordic ancestry," which resulted in Naomi physically blocking his path, her hands pressed firmly against his broad, muscular chest until he finally relented with a dramatic, booming groan.

Now, inside the silver Jeep Wrangler, the atmosphere was entirely transformed. The raw, aggressive energy of the hospital corridors had been replaced by the intimate, air-conditioned isolation of the car’s cabin. Naomi shifted the vehicle into reverse, backing out of the staff parking space with practiced ease, her eyes scanning the rearview mirrors while her right hand rested firmly on the center console.

Aaron was practically reclining in the passenger seat, which had been pushed back to its absolute limit. His massive left leg was extended straight out, his heavily bandaged foot resting on a soft plush pillow she had retrieved from her back trunk, positioned carefully near the dashboard. The sheer size of him seemed to shrink the interior of the Jeep; his broad shoulders occupied almost the entire width of the seat back, and his long, muscular arms were crossed loosely over his chest, his golden hair catching the bright shafts of Miami sunlight filtering through the tinted windows.

"Man, this is a seriously nice rig," Aaron murmured, his blue eyes scanning the rugged dashboard layout and the heavy-duty gear shifters. "I wouldn't have pegged you for a Jeep woman, Naomi. I figured you'd be driving one of those sleek, silent German sedans that looks like it belongs to a corporate board member."

Naomi turned the steering wheel sharply, navigating the tight down-ramp of the parking structure. "A German sedan wouldn't survive the flooding on Biscayne Boulevard during a heavy tropical storm, Aaron. I grew up in an island paradise where the roads are more like suggestions than actual infrastructure. I need something that can handle a bit of rough terrain if the weather turns sideways."

"Ah, right. The Jamaican roots," Aaron smiled, leaning his head back against the headrest, his gaze turning sideways to fix entirely on her profile. "Tell me about that. St. Thomas Parish, you said? What was it like growing up there before you came over to the States?"

Naomi navigated the Jeep through the final security gate, the metal arm lifting to let them out into the bright, blinding glare of the afternoon highway. She reached up with her right hand, pulling down her oversized designer sunglasses, adjusting them onto the bridge of her nose. The smooth leather of the steering wheel felt warm under her palms, and the steady hum of the I-95 traffic began to fill the acoustic space.

"It was beautiful, honestly," Naomi said, her voice dropping into a softer, more reflective rhythm as the memories washed over her. "St. Thomas is rural—very green, very mountainous, lots of wild coastline. My grandmother had a massive piece of land filled with mango trees, yellow yam hills, and wild ginger. As a little girl, I spent my summers running barefoot through the red dirt, climbing trees until my knees were scraped to pieces, and swimming in the rivers. It was a very grounded, very communal way to live. Everybody knew your name, everybody knew your mother, and everybody was authorized to discipline you if you were acting out of pocket."

"Sounds like heaven compared to the youth academies in Europe," Aaron muttered, a faint trace of cynicism creeping into his rich voice. He turned his head to look out the window at the passing palm trees and the concrete barriers of the highway expansion. "From the time I was twelve years old, my life was entirely structured by corporate schedules. Training at seven AM, school for three hours, video analysis at two, tactical drills at four, and lights out by nine. If you weren't performing, you were discarded. It was an assembly line for athletes. Very cold. Very professional. No room for wild mango trees."

Naomi glanced over at him, her internal monologue softening her sharp clinical focus. He’s lonely, she realized, observing the slight tension in his jaw and the way his large hands were loosely curled into fists against his thighs. Behind the million-dollar contract, the golden hair, and the arrogant forward persona, he’s just a boy who spent his entire childhood being treated like a financial asset.

"That sounds incredibly lonely, Aaron," she said softly, her Jamaican accent naturally bleeding through her words, softening the edges of her professional dialect. "To have that much pressure on your shoulders before your bones are even fully formed. No wonder you’re so desperate to move fast now—you've been running on someone else's clock your entire life."

Aaron froze for a second, his head snapping back around to look at her. The expression on his face was one of profound surprise, as if she had just diagnosed an illness he hadn't even realized he was carrying. A slow, incredibly soft look took over his blue eyes, the fierce, flirtatious spark momentarily giving way to a raw, deep-seated vulnerability.

"Damn, Doc," he whispered, a wry, beautiful smile breaking across his face. "You really do cut straight to the bone, don't you? Nobody’s ever put it like that before. But yeah... you’re exactly right. It was lonely as hell. That’s why when I see something I actually want—something real, something that isn't part of a corporate media strategy—I don't see any point in waiting around. Life moves too fast to play safe all the time."

The air in the cabin grew thick, heavy with an underlying emotional weight that made Naomi's throat feel tight. She needed to break the tension before she drove the vehicle off the road. She reached over to the large digital display on the dashboard, her fingers tapping the screen.

"Alright, sweet mouth, that's enough heavy philosophy for a Monday afternoon," she teased, her dark eyes flashing behind her sunglasses. "Let's see if your musical palate can handle something with actual rhythm."

She pressed play on her saved playlist, and the heavy, acoustic introductory drums of a classic roots-reggae track filled the space, the deep, thumping bassline vibrating through the floorboards of the Jeep and settling right into their chests.

Aaron listened for a second, his shoulders relaxing instantly as a massive, boyish grin broke through his pensive mood. "Bob Marley? Come on, Doc, that’s a bit cliché for a Jamaican woman, isn't it?"

"First of all, this isn't Bob, it's Dennis Brown—The Crown Prince of Reggae," Naomi corrected him with absolute authority, her head already beginning to bob to the syncopated rhythm. "And second of all, you will respect the foundation of the music while you are riding in my wagon, Mr. Aurelius. Now, tell me what you have on your phone, because if it's just European electronic techno music that sounds like a malfunctioning microwave, you're going to have to walk the rest of the way on that one leg."

Aaron let out a booming, delighted laugh that filled the enclosed space of the car like a physical embrace. He reached into his pocket, pulling out his phone. "Oh, it is on now, Doc. Get ready to be thoroughly impressed by my West Coast hip-hop selection."

For the next twenty minutes, the silver Jeep became a moving capsule of laughter, musical debates, and high-voltage flirtation. Aaron took over the audio console, navigating through his library with a level of enthusiasm that Naomi found utterly endearing. They moved from the intricate lyricism of Eminem to the smooth grooves of old-school ninety's rap, their voices rising together to fill the cabin as they argued over the merits of different production styles.

Naomi watched him out of the corner of her eye as she steered the Jeep off the interstate and onto the tree-lined avenues of Brickell. He was singing along to a track—terribly, completely out of key—his massive chest vibrating as he threw his hands up in the air, his golden hair shaking wildly. He was completely unbothered by his injury, completely unbothered by his status, and entirely focused on making her laugh until her sides ached.

He fits here, her mind whispered, a dangerous, terrifying thought that she tried to suppress immediately. He fits into your world far too easily.

"I’m turning left right up here," Naomi said, her voice slightly breathless as she steered the Jeep into the grand, palm-fringed driveway of a luxury high-rise condominium overlooking the shimmering turquoise expanse of Biscayne Bay.

"Beautiful spot," Aaron murmured, his eyes scanning the elegant glass architecture and the private marina visible at the side of the property. He turned his head back to her, his smile dropping into something deeply sensual, his eyes locking onto her lips. "But honestly, Naomi... the view inside the car is still a million times better."

Naomi killed the engine, the sudden silence inside the vehicle making the sound of her own racing heart feel incredibly loud. She turned her head to look at him, her dark eyes steady behind her sunglasses. "You are a very dangerous man, Aaron. Let's see if you can keep that same energy when we're trying to get your massive body up to the twentieth floor."

***

The transition from the Jeep to the elevator of the luxury high-rise was a masterclass in awkward physical intimacy. Harry had indeed been efficient; Aaron's large designer duffel bag was already waiting with the white-gloved concierge at the front desk, along with a sleek pair of ergonomic crutches that Aaron looked at as if they were instruments of medieval torture.

"I am not using those things, Naomi," Aaron hissed under his breath as they stood in the pristine, marble-floored lobby. "They look ridiculous. I look like a wounded grasshopper."

"You will use them, or I will use them on you," Naomi snapped back, though her voice lacked any real clinical venom. She grabbed the crutches from the concierge, handing them to him with a stern look. "Put them under your arms, Aaron. Now."

He grumbled something in Norwegian—which sounded incredibly dark and rough—but he complied, positioning the metal bars under his massive armpits. However, his coordination on the smooth marble floor was completely disastrous. Within two steps, his long legs tangled, his balance shifted, and his massive, six-foot-four frame began to lean dangerously to the left.

"Whoa! Hold on!" Naomi cried out, stepping into his space instantly to catch his weight.

Her body slammed directly into his side, her arms wrapping securely around his waist to stabilize his core. The impact was a jolt to her entire system. Aaron’s left arm immediately came off the crutch, wrapping tightly around her shoulders, pulling her thick, curved frame flush against his massive, solid torso. The contact was total. Naomi could feel the fierce, radiating heat of his chest through her scrubs; her face was buried directly into the soft cotton of his tank top, the scent of his skin filling her senses until her brain went completely offline.

Aaron didn't move. He kept his arm securely anchored around her waist, his large hand resting firmly against the small of her back, pressing her ample hips directly into his thigh. He let out a low, rough breath that stirred the curls near her ear.

"See? I told you I don't need the crutches," he whispered, his voice incredibly deep and thick with a sudden, intense heat. "I just need you. You’re the perfect height to keep me steady, Doc."

Naomi’s internal monologue was a chaotic symphony of alarms and desires. Get away from him. He's a patient. He's too close. He smells too good. His hand is too warm.

She forced herself to look up, her dark brown eyes meeting his clear blue ones. Her heart was hammering so violently against her ribs she was certain he could feel it through their shared embrace. "Aaron... we are in the middle of my building's lobby. The concierge is currently pretending to be deeply interested in a computer screen that isn't even turned on."

"Let him look," Aaron murmured, his eyes dropping down to trace the full, plush curve of her lower lip. "I don't care about the concierge. I only care about how good you feel in my arms right now."

Naomi swallowed hard, forcing her hands to press against his shoulders to create a few inches of vital space. "Inside the elevator. Now. Move your big self before I leave you down here with the luggage."

Aaron chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated against her palms, but he allowed her to guide him into the brushed-steel elevator cabin. The doors slid closed with a soft, expensive hiss, sealing them into a private, mirrored box that ascended rapidly toward the twentieth floor. Naomi stood right at his side, her shoulder pinned beneath his massive arm, acting as his human crutch while he navigated the movement of the car. Every time the elevator swayed slightly, his hip bumped against hers, a deliberate, teasing contact that made her skin tingle under her clothes.

When the doors finally opened to her private corridor, Naomi led him toward the heavy mahogany door of her apartment. She swiped her electronic key fob, the deadbolt clicking open, and pushed the door inward.

The apartment was a stunning reflection of Naomi’s identity. The expansive open-concept living space was flooded with natural light from floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the sparkling blue waters of Biscayne Bay. The floors were a rich, dark hardwood, softened by thick, neutral-toned woven rugs. The furniture was a collection of clean, contemporary lines mixed with bold, vibrant textures—deep emerald green velvet sofas, large abstract paintings filled with the warm golds and rich browns of the African diaspora, and beautifully carved wooden sculptures she had brought back from her travels to the Caribbean and West Africa. The air smelled faintly of lavender, vanilla, and high-end mahogany polish.

Aaron stepped inside—or rather, hopped inside with her assistance—and stopped dead in his tracks. He looked around the space, his blue eyes wide with a genuine, profound admiration that had nothing to do with the physical luxury of the real estate and everything to do with the soul of the home.

"Wow," he breathed, his voice rich with reverence as he looked at a large, textured canvas depicting a vibrant Jamaican marketplace. "This place is incredible, Naomi. It’s so... warm. It feels like an actual life lives here. My place down in South Beach just looks like a high-end hotel room where someone occasionally leaves their boots."

Naomi felt a sudden, deep swell of pride in her chest. He sees me, she thought, her fingers loosening their grip on his waist. He doesn't just see a doctor or a beautiful body; he sees the life I built.

"Thank you, Aaron," she said softly, guiding him toward the large emerald sofa. "Sit down right here. Gently. Do not slam that leg onto the cushions."

Aaron lowered his massive frame onto the deep velvet sofa with a long, content sigh, extending his left leg out onto the wide, matching ottoman she quickly pushed into place. Naomi immediately moved into professional mode, dropping her tote bag onto the kitchen island and walking over to the linen closet to grab a fresh bolster pillow and an extra ice pack from her compact medical freezer.

She walked back to the sofa, kneeling down at the base of the ottoman. She lifted his leg with extreme care, sliding the bolster under his calf to ensure the ankle was perfectly elevated above the level of his heart. She wrapped the cold gel pack in a fresh hand towel and placed it gently over the swollen joint.

"There," she said, looking up at him. "That should stay on for exactly twenty minutes. Are you comfortable?"

Aaron didn't answer immediately. He was leaning back against the plush velvet pillows, his hands resting on his stomach, watching her every movement with an expression that was so deeply affectionate, so intensely focused, that it made Naomi feel entirely exposed.

"I’m perfect," he said softly, his voice thick with emotion. "You are an absolute angel, Naomi Neil. For real."

Before Naomi could formulate a witty, defensive reply, the sharp, high-pitched chiming of her personal iPhone shattered the silence of the room. The device was sitting on the kitchen island, its screen illuminating with a large, high-definition photo of a smiling, fiercely elegant older black woman wearing a giant straw hat.

Ucilda.

Naomi’s blood went instantly cold. Her internal monologue went into a state of absolute, frantic red alert. Oh, sweet Jesus, no. Not right now. Please let the voicemail take it.

But the phone continued to chime aggressively, the digital ringtone echoing off the high ceilings. Aaron turned his head, his eyebrows lifting with curiosity. "You're not going to answer that? The lady on the screen looks like she means business."

"It's my mother," Naomi said, her voice tight with panic as she stood up. "I should let it go. She's probably just calling to complain about her cable box again."

"Nah, don't do that to your mom, Doc. Go ahead and pick it up," Aaron grinned, his eyes flashing with mischief. "I like mothers. They usually love me."

Naomi groaned under her breath, walking over to the island and picking up the phone. She knew that if she didn't answer, Ucilda would call back precisely fourteen more times before calling the hospital security desk to report her missing. She swiped the green icon, bringing the phone up to her face, intending to keep the conversation brief and strictly audio-only.

However, her thumb hit the screen improperly, and the front-facing camera instantly activated, broadcasting her face and the entire living room layout in high-definition video.

"Naomi! Lord God, child, why it take you so long to answer the phone?" Ucilda’s booming, melodious Jamaican accent exploded from the speaker, her dark, beautifully wrinkled face filling the screen. She was sitting on her veranda in North Miami, a giant glass of iced white rum and ginger ale in her hand. "Me sat down here for twenty minutes a wait on you! You look flush, Naomi. Why your face look so red like tomato? You deh under pressure at the hospital?"

"No, Mom, I'm fine," Naomi whispered fiercely, turning her back to the living room and trying to hold the phone at an angle that only showed the white subway tile of her kitchen backsplash. "I just got home from a very long surgery. What's going on? Is everything okay with the house?"

"The house fine, the house fine," Ucilda dismissed her with a wave of her hand on screen. "Me call to ask about the Nordic boy! The handsome one from the television match! Me see on the news down in the town that him break him leg or something yesterday. Tell me the truth, Naomi—ah you did do the surgery on him? Me know you work on the VIP ward!"

Naomi felt her soul leave her body. Her internal monologue was screaming at the top of its lungs. Hang up. Drop the phone in the sink. Run out of the building.

Before she could speak, a deep, booming baritone voice cut through her kitchen from the living room sofa.

"Hi, Mom! Yeah, she did the surgery! She did an absolutely brilliant job!" Aaron shouted out, leaning his upper body sideways off the sofa cushions so his voice would carry across the open space.

Ucilda froze on the screen. Her eyes widened to the size of saucers, and she practically dropped her glass of rum onto her lap. She leaned forward so close to her camera that Naomi could see the individual lines around her lips.

"Naomi..." Ucilda whispered, her voice dropping into a register of profound, terrifying maternal realization. "Who is that inna your apartment? That sound like a man voice. Turn the camera, Naomi! Turn the camera right now before me get inna me car and drive down there myself!"

"Mom, please, it's just a patient—" Naomi pleaded, her face burning with a heat that could have fried an egg.

But it was too late. Aaron let out a loud, delighted chuckle and waved his massive arm from the couch. "Turn it around, Naomi! Let me say hello to the lady who made the best surgeon in Miami!"

Naomi, thoroughly defeated and wishing the floor would swallow her whole, slowly turned the phone around, exposing the living room. Aaron was sitting up proudly on the velvet sofa, his white tank top stretching across his chest, his golden hair pushed back, waving at the screen with a giant, brilliant smile that could have blinded a solar panel.

Ucilda let out a sound that was half-gasp, half-shriek, her hand flying up to cover her mouth. "Lord have mercy! It is him! The blonde boy from the stadium! Naomi, you have the white giant inna your house? On the velvet couch?"

"Hi, Mrs. Neil," Aaron grinned, completely unbothered by the lack of protocol. "I’m Aaron. Your daughter is currently saving my life and my football career. She’s the absolute best."

"Oh, Jesus, Joseph, and Mary," Ucilda chanted on screen, her accent becoming thick enough to cut with a machete as her excitement took over. She adjusted her straw hat, her eyes scanning Aaron’s massive physique through the screen with total, unrefined maternal approval. "Young man! You look very handsome, you know? Very strong! Naomi, why you never tell me you did bring him home? Look at the shoulders upon him... Lord!"

"Mom! Please!" Naomi shouted, her voice cracking with pure mortification as she turned the camera back to her own face. "He is my patient! He is recovering from a major ankle stabilization! I am monitoring his initial post-op window! It is entirely professional!"

"Professional my foot!" Ucilda scoffed loudly, pointing a finger directly at the camera. "Naomi, listen to me good! That man is a specimen! You see those blue eyes there? Those are the eyes of a man who need a good, strong Jamaican woman to take care of him! Cook some yellow yam for him, Naomi! The ones that Uncle Sam carried up for you from Jamaica last week. Build up him bone them, sweetheart! And don't let him out of that house until him can walk properly on two leg! You hear me?"

"Mom, I am hanging up now," Naomi said, her voice shaking with a mix of laughter and absolute horror.

"Ask him if him single, Naomi! Ask him out for the dinner! Me need me some mixed grandkids with that nice golden hair before me dead! God bless you, young man! Eat the yam!" Ucilda shouted one last time before Naomi frantically pressed the red button, cutting the feed instantly.

The apartment went dead silent for two seconds.

Then, Aaron let out a laugh so loud, so deep, and so completely uninhibited that it rattled the glassware in Naomi's cabinets. He threw his head back against the sofa cushions, his massive chest heaving as he roared with absolute delight.

Naomi stood at the kitchen island, her face buried in her hands, her shoulders shaking as she finally let out her own long, breathless laugh. She walked slowly back to the living room, dropping her phone onto the coffee table, looking down at him with a look of utter exasperation.

"I am never, ever going to live this down," she groaned, sinking onto the far edge of the sofa, away from his leg. "My mother is a menace to society. I apologize, Aaron. She has absolutely no filter."

"Are you kidding me? She is an absolute legend," Aaron wheezed, wiping a tear of laughter from his eye as he looked at her. He shifted his posture, sliding his upper body down the length of the sofa until his side was resting right against her hip, his blue eyes burning with a sudden, devastatingly playful light. "And for the record, Doc... Let me reassure you, I am definitely single. Also, I’ll definitely like to sample that yellow yam she was talking about. On the plus side too, I think your mom has some excellent ideas about our future."

***

The sun began its slow, dramatic descent over the Miami horizon, painting the sky in long, brilliant brushstrokes of burnt orange, deep lavender, and metallic gold. The light flooded through Naomi's floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long, warm shadows across the hardwood floor and turning the emerald velvet of the sofa into a rich, glowing canvas. The ice pack had long since been returned to the freezer, and the professional distance between doctor and patient had evaporated along with the afternoon light.

Naomi was sitting with her legs curled up underneath her on the cushions, her back resting against the arm of the sofa. Aaron had shifted his massive frame so that his back was supported by a mountain of pillows at the opposite end, his long, muscular left leg extended carefully down the length of the couch, his bare knee occasionally brushing against her thigh.

They had been talking for hours. No television, no music, no distractions—just the steady, rhythmic cadence of their voices filling the quiet apartment as the city lights below began to twinkle into life like a sea of fallen stars. She had cooked the yellow yams for him with salted cod, and Aaron absolutely loved it.

"You know, it’s crazy," Aaron said softly, his voice dropping into a reflective, intimate register that felt entirely natural in the dimming light. He was looking down at his large hands, his fingers tracing the edge of the linen blanket Naomi had draped over his lap. "People see me on the pitch, or on the news, and they think my life is just this non-stop party. They think it's all fast cars, clubs in Miami, and endless money. But honestly? Most nights look exactly like this. Just me, sitting in an empty room, staring at a wall, wondering if anyone actually gives a damn about the guy inside the jersey, or if they're just in love with the statistics on the screen."

Naomi watched him, her internal monologue filled with a profound, aching empathy that she couldn't suppress. He’s survived by locking his true self away, she realized, taking in the soft line of his mouth and the vulnerability in his posture. He’s spent his whole life surrounded by crowds, yet he’s completely starved for real connection.

"I get it, Aaron," she said softly, her voice rich with the soothing, musical lilt of her heritage. "People do the same thing to me, just in a different way. They see 'Dr. Neil, Chief of Orthopedic Trauma.' They see the degrees on the wall, the prestige, the charcoal scrubs, and they think I’m some kind of bulletproof machine who doesn't need anything or anyone. They don't see the nights I sit up until three AM, staring at the ceiling, carrying the weight of every broken body I couldn't perfectly put back together. They don't see the isolation of always having to be the strongest person in the room."

Aaron lifted his head, his blue eyes locking onto hers with a sudden, intense clarity that made her breath hitch. The playful, flirtatious mask was entirely gone now, replaced by a raw, unvarnished sincerity that seemed to cut straight through her skin.

"I see you, Naomi," he whispered, his voice vibrating with a deep, emotional weight. "I saw you the second you walked into that hospital room yesterday. You weren't just a doctor to me. You were... everything. The way you carry yourself, the way you look at me like you see right through all the bullshit... it’s intoxicating. I wasn't playing with you when I said I wanted to know you on a soul level. I meant every single word."

He reached out, his massive, warm hand traveling slowly across the space between them on the sofa. His fingers brushed against her knee before his hand moved up, his large, calloused palm settling gently over her wrist. His thumb began to move in a slow, hypnotic circle against her skin, right over her racing pulse point. The heat of his touch was like a direct electrical current, shooting straight up her arm and settling deep in the lower abdomen.

Naomi didn't pull away. Her heart was hammering a frantic, erratic rhythm against her chest, her logical mind completely paralyzed by the sheer intensity of the moment. This is wrong, the professional voice whispered, but it was faint, distant, and completely overwhelmed by the roaring desire pooling in her blood. This isn't wrong. This is the first real thing you've felt in years.

"Aaron..." she murmured, her voice breathless and slightly trembling. "We shouldn't... I am your surgeon. There are rules. There are professional boundaries."

"Fuck the rules, Naomi," Aaron growled softly, his grip on her wrist tightening just enough to be commanding without causing a shred of discomfort. He leaned his upper body forward, his massive chest crossing the distance between them, his face moving into her personal space until she could feel the warm, mint-scented rush of his breath against her lips. "Look at me. Tell me you don't feel this. Tell me to my face that you don't want me right now, and I’ll put those stupid crutches on and leave this apartment tonight. I swear I will. Just say the word."

Naomi looked into his eyes—those fierce, burning blue depths that looked like a stormy sea under a winter sun. She looked down at his lips, which were parted slightly, full, plush, and completely inviting. The conflict inside her fractured into a million pieces, completely destroyed by the raw, undeniable truth of her own desire.

"I can't tell you that, Aaron," she whispered, her dark eyes flashing with a sudden, fierce vulnerability. "Because I’d be lying."

Aaron let out a low, rough sound—a mixture of a groan and a triumph—and pulled her wrist forward.

At the same time, Naomi leaned into his space, her hands coming up instinctively to frame the massive, rugged lines of his jaw. Her fingers buried themselves into the thick, silk-soft strands of his golden-blonde hair, anchoring him to her.

Their lips met in the center of the sofa, and the entire world outside the glass windows ceased to exist.

The kiss was not gentle, nor was it tentative; it was a sudden, violent release of twenty-four hours of high-voltage sexual and emotional tension. Aaron’s mouth was warm, possessive, and incredibly deep, his lips parting hers with a calculated, practiced hunger that made Naomi let out a soft, whimpering sigh into his mouth. He tasted like clean mint, sweet water, and raw, unrestrained masculinity.

Aaron’s right hand left her wrist, traveling up the soft fabric of her scrubs, his large, warm palm wrapping securely around the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in the dark curls of her ponytail to hold her head exactly where he wanted it. His left hand came around her waist, his long fingers sinking into the thick, generous curve of her hip, pulling her lower body forward until her chest was pressed flat against his solid, muscular pectorals. The contrast between them was magnificent—her rich, dark brown skin against his pale, sun-golden hands; her soft, voluptuous curves yielding completely to the unyielding, athletic iron of his frame.

Naomi opened her mouth further, her tongue meeting his in a slow, deep, agonizingly sensual rhythm that made her head spin. She shifted her weight, sliding her knees across the cushions until she was practically straddling his uninjured right thigh, her body completely enveloped by his massive silhouette. She could feel the rapid, powerful thudding of his heart against her ribs, matching the frantic pace of her own.

The kiss went on and on, deepening with every passing second, moving from a frantic release of tension into a deep, slow, profoundly emotional conversation without words. Aaron’s thumb traced the line of her jawline, his lips soft now, tasting her, nipping gently at her full lower lip before burying his face into the warm, fragrant curve of her neck.

He let out a long, shuddering breath against her skin, his lips brushing against her pulse point, which was vibrating like a trapped bird.

"God, Naomi," he whispered, his voice rough, raspy, and entirely undone. "You are magnificent. You have completely ruined me. I am never going to let you go. You know that, right?"

Naomi lay against his chest, her fingers still loosely tangled in his golden hair, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as she tried to reassemble her shattered reality. The smell of his skin filled her lungs, and the solid weight of his arms around her waist felt like the safest place she had ever been in her entire life.

She lifted her head slowly, looking down at him through the dim, amber twilight of the room. Her dark brown eyes were soft, filled with a beautiful, terrifying depth of emotion that she no longer had the strength to hide.

"I know, Aaron," she whispered, a slow, beautiful, genuinely happy smile breaking across her lips as she leaned down to press one final, sweet kiss against his mouth. "I know. Now hold still before you mess up my surgical work on that ankle."

Aaron let out a low, content chuckle, his arms tightening around her waist, locking her securely against his heart as the Miami night fully took over the horizon outside.


CHAPTER 4




The morning sun did not merely rise over the Atlantic; it detonated, scattering shards of brilliant, crystalline gold across the expansive floor-to-ceiling windows of Naomi’s twentieth-floor sanctuary. The light crawled silently across the dark mahogany floorboards, catching the rich, deep emerald velvet of the sofa where Aaron Aurelius lay tangled in a web of crisp linen sheets.

Aaron shifted his massive weight, a low groan escaping the column of his throat. His senses returned to him in layers: first, the faint, intoxicating scent of lavender and vanilla that seemed permanently baked into the apartment’s drywall; second, the distant, rhythmic hum of early morning traffic on Biscayne Boulevard far below; and third, a dull, pulsing throb in his left ankle that served as a sharp reminder of his physical vulnerability.

He blinked his eyes open, the piercing blue irises adjusting to the aggressive Miami glare. He looked down at his chest, observing the white linen sheet draped over his torso, emphasizing the heavy, sculpted ridges of his pectoral muscles. He turned his head sharply, expecting to see the empty space of a lonely high-rise, but instead, his gaze found Naomi.

She was standing near the edge of the kitchen island, silhouetted against the bright marble counters. She was draped in a plush, cream-colored Turkish cotton robe that was tied securely around her waist, though the thick material did nothing to hide the spectacular, rolling curve of her hips and the generous, elegant slope of her shoulders. Her hair was gathered in a loose, tumbling crown of dark, tight curls on top of her head, a few errant tendrils kissing the rich chocolate skin of her nape. She was staring at a digital tablet, her face settled into that formidable, analytical mask he had grown to admire over the last forty-eight hours.

Aaron’s heart took a sudden, unprompted leap against his ribs. He watched her for a moment in silence, letting his eyes trace the slope of her profile. A heavy wave of disappointment washed over him as he checked the digital clock on the microwave—7:14 AM.

She’s getting ready for the hospital, he thought, his jaw tightening slightly. She’s going back to that world of white coats, pagers, and shattered bones, and I’m going to be stuck on this emerald couch looking like a discarded piece of athletic equipment.

He cleared his throat, his rich baritone cracking slightly with the residual thickness of sleep. "Hey, Doc. You're up early. What time do you have to be in the operating room today? I figured you'd at least let me make a fool of myself trying to brew you a cup of coffee before you abandoned me for your real love—orthopedic trauma."

Naomi did not look up from her tablet immediately, but the corners of her plush lips twitched with a tiny, secretive smile. She scrolled through a document with a manicured thumb before turning her head slowly to look at him. The amber morning light caught the deep brown of her eyes, revealing a soft, relaxed warmth that was entirely absent when she was on the hospital floor.

"Good morning, Mr. Aurelius," she said, her voice dropping into the soothing, musical lilt of her St. Thomas upbringing. "And to answer your question... I don't have to be in the operating room at all today."

Aaron paused, his hands flattening against the velvet of the sofa as he hoisted his upper body slightly higher against the mountain of pillows. "Wait. What do you mean? You don't have a shift?"

"Today is my official day-off," Naomi announced, setting the digital tablet down onto the marble island with a soft, definitive clack. She crossed her arms over her chest, leaning her hips back against the counter, her dark eyes locking onto his with a teasing, playful intensity. "No surgeries, no trauma consults, no medical students trailing behind me like lost puppies. Just twenty-four hours of absolute, uninterrupted peace. Well... it was supposed to be peaceful, until a six-foot-four Nordic giant decided to colonize my living room."

An expression of pure, unadulterated amazement washed over Aaron’s rugged features. The heavy disappointment that had been settling in his chest vanished instantly, replaced by a bright, predatory spark of excitement that radiated through his entire physique. He sat all the way up, completely unbothered by the sudden protest from his left ankle, his blonde hair falling over his forehead in a wild, chaotic mane.

"Are you serious right now, Naomi?" he breathed, a wide, brilliant smile breaking across his face, transforming him from a dangerous professional forward into an eager, boyish version of himself. "You actually have the whole day off? Damn... we need to make this day incredibly special then. We have the whole city, the whole horizon, and absolutely no schedule to follow."

Naomi let out a low, melodic laugh that vibrated pleasantly in the quiet space of the kitchen. She looked at his massive frame, her gaze drifting down to the heavily bandaged foot resting on her plush ottoman, before lifting back to his enthusiastic face.

“Special how? You can't even move around, Aaron,” Naomi told him, tilting her head with a look of pure, clinical skepticism.

Aaron leaned forward, resting his thick forearms against his knees, the white ribbed tank top he wore stretching tightly across the expansive breadth of his back. A slow, incredibly coy, devastatingly handsome smile crept across his lips, his blue eyes darkening with an explicit, high-voltage energy that made Naomi’s breath hitch in her throat.

“Other parts of my body are functional, Doc,” he said with a coy smile, his voice dropping an octave into a low, rumbling register that seemed to vibrate right through the hardwood floorboards.

The implication hung in the warm air of the apartment, heavy, thick, and completely unvarnished. Naomi did not blink. She maintained her position against the kitchen counter, her internal monologue screaming at her to remain calm, to maintain the fierce, unshakeable boundary she had spent over a decade building in a male-dominated profession. He is a professional athlete, her mind warned. He is accustomed to getting exactly what he wants, when he wants it, with minimal effort. Do not let him see you sweat.

She straightened her posture, walking slowly toward the edge of the living room rug, her bare feet silent against the wood. She stopped at the foot of the couch, looking him dead in the eye with a gaze that could have frozen a river in Oslo.

“I hope when you say other parts of your body are functional, you’re not talking about your dick,” Naomi said, looking him dead in the eye, her tone perfectly even, though a dangerous, competitive spark was dancing in her dark irises.

Aaron’s composure fractured instantly, but not in the way most men’s would. Instead of backing down or growing defensive, he let out a loud, booming laugh that echoed off the high concrete ceiling of the apartment. He threw his head back, his golden hair shaking wildly, his shoulders expanding with a level of pure amusement that was completely contagious.

“Oh, stop being so smutty, Doc, I’m a professional,” he laughed, reaching out with his right hand to loosely grab the corner of the linen blanket, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners with an infectious, boyish charm.

“Yeah, right,” Naomi chuckled, knowing damn well what he wanted. She turned her back to him, shaking her head as a helpless smile finally broke across her face.

She walked back toward the kitchen, her mind a swirling, chaotic mess of imagery that she had no business entertaining at seven o'clock in the morning. She had seen thousands of male bodies in her career—it was an occupational reality. She had touched thighs, hips, torsos, and limbs with the cold, detached precision of a mechanic working on a high-end engine. But the memory of Aaron's massive, solid frame pressing her against the elevator wall yesterday was a stubborn, invasive thought that refused to be filed away under 'clinical assessment.'

She reached for the premium Italian espresso machine sitting on her counter, her fingers wrapping around the chrome portafilter. "Now, can you shower on your own?" she asked him as she now sat up to go for the kitchen to make them a cup of coffee, her voice elevated slightly to carry over the distance of the open floor plan.

Aaron watched her from the couch, his gaze tracking the sway of her hips beneath the cream robe as she moved around the kitchen island. The playfulness vanished from his expression for a brief second, replaced by a deep, appreciative heat that traced the full, magnificent silhouette of her body. He reached out with his long right arm, his fingers wrapping around the smooth, ergonomic handle of the crutch that was resting against the side of the emerald sofa.

“No, Doc, my ankle is all busted up, I’m gonna need your assistance,” he smiled, looking over at her in the kitchen from the couch as he reaches for the crutch, his tone laced with a deliberate, theatrical helplessness that was thoroughly unconvincing given the sheer volume of muscle mass he possessed.

Naomi didn't look back as she scooped the rich, dark espresso grounds into the metal basket, but her dark eyes narrowed with amusement. "Don’t get any nasty ideas when I’m assisting you, got it?" she said from the kitchen, making the coffee, the sound of the water beginning to heat inside the metallic boiler filling the background.

“C’mon, Doc, be civil for once, I told you, I’m a professional,” he teased in laughter, the sound of his voice rich and entirely comfortable in her personal sanctuary.

“If you say so,” Naomi said, and continued to prepare the coffee, her fingers deftly locking the portafilter into the machine, her face split by a wide, silent grin that she took great care to hide from the golden giant watching her from the living room.

***

The rich, deep, chocolatey aroma of dark-roast Jamaican Blue Mountain coffee soon filled the geometric spaces of the high-rise apartment, cutting through the crisp lavender scent and creating an atmosphere that felt undeniably domestic. Naomi walked back to the living room area, carrying two heavy ceramic mugs—one a deep navy blue for Aaron, and a smaller, earthen-brown one for herself.

Aaron had managed to hoist himself into a more upright sitting position on the edge of the sofa, his massive left leg extended out onto the ottoman, his hands resting on his thighs. He took the navy blue mug from her fingers, his large, warm palm intentionally brushing against her knuckles for a second longer than necessary. The brief contact sent a sharp, pleasant jolt of static electricity straight up Naomi’s forearm, but she merely ignored it, sinking onto the plush matching armchair opposite the sofa with a practiced, graceful composure.

She took a slow, deliberate sip of her coffee, letting the intense, robust heat of the liquid ground her system. "So, Mr. Aurelius," she murmured over the rim of her mug, her eyes scanning the rugged terrain of his face. "Since we are officially trapped inside today due to your complete lack of physical mobility, tell me... what does a multi-million-dollar international forward usually do when he has a free day? I assume it involves some kind of high-end lifestyle that I am completely unequipped to provide in a two-bedroom condo."

Aaron let out a soft, thoughtful hum, taking a deep draft of his own coffee. His eyes widened slightly as the rich flavor hit his tongue. "Damn, Naomi... this coffee is lethal. It tastes like real life. What did you put in here?"

"That is pure Blue Mountain coffee, straight from the hills of Jamaica, Aaron," she smiled proudly, her shoulders relaxing back into the cushions of the armchair. "No artificial nonsense, no corporate packaging. Just real flavor from the earth. Now, answer the question. What do you usually do on your holidays?"

Aaron leaned his head back against the velvet sofa cushions, his eyes turning upward toward the white concrete ceiling as he genuinely pondered her question. The morning light caught the sharp, aristocratic line of his jawline, highlighting the subtle, golden stubble that was beginning to emerge along his face.

"Honestly?" he said softly, his voice dropping the playful swagger, revealing that quiet, introspective register that Naomi found infinitely more dangerous. "When I actually get a free day during the season... I usually don't do anything at all. I stay in bed until eleven. I look at tape from the previous match until my eyes ache. I order some high-protein catering from the club’s nutritionist, and I sit on my balcony looking at the ocean, waiting for the clock to run down so I can go back to training the next morning. It’s a very... sterile existence, Naomi. It's a lot of silence."

He paused, turning his blue eyes back to her face, his gaze intense and unblinking. "What about you, Doc? What do you usually do on your breaks when you’re not saving people’s limbs?"

Naomi looked down into her earthen mug, her fingers tracing the textured ceramic edge. A wave of genuine comfort washed over her, a feeling of safety that was entirely foreign to her high-stakes professional life. "I usually try to get away from anything that smells like disinfectant, Aaron. If the weather is nice, I’ll get up early, put on some old clothes, and go down to the state park for long walks. Just for a change of pace and a change of scenery. I need to see trees, I need to see grass, I need to hear birds instead of hospital pagers and sirens on the highway. Or... if I’m feeling really overwhelmed, I’ll just drive down to Key Biscayne and sit on the sand for four hours. Just watching the waves come in and go out. It reminds me that the world is much bigger than the trauma ward."

"Beach?" Aaron cut in, his face lighting up with a mixture of immediate interest and sudden, profound frustration. He shifted his upper body, gesturing with his navy blue mug toward his heavily bandaged left ankle. "I like the beach, Naomi. Seriously. Back home in Norway, the water is freezing, but down here in Miami, the ocean feels like a warm bath. But... I’m too fucked up to go to the beach right now."

He let out a short, self-deprecating laugh, shaking his head as he looked at his immobilized foot. "I’d just end up sinking into the sand like a broken anchor, and you’d have to perform a secondary rescue operation with a forklift."

"Hmm, so I’m guessing we are staying in today," Naomi says, a soft, teasing laugh escaping her lips as she set her empty mug down onto the glass coffee table between them. She stood up, smoothing down the front of her cream robe, her dark eyes locking onto his with a mixture of professional authority and deep, underlying mischief. "No sand, no park trails, no public appearances. You are officially grounded under my direct medical supervision, Mr. Aurelius."

She stepped closer to the edge of the sofa, her posture commanding. "Now let me get you cleaned up and also tend to that ankle. The morning is moving, and you smell like a combination of hospital sheets and old anxiety. Let’s get you into some warm water before you turn into a complete barbarian."

Aaron looked up at her, his lips parting into a slow, intensely satisfied grin that made the blood in Naomi’s veins feel suddenly warm. He reached for his crutch, his fingers wrapping around the handle as he prepared to hoist his massive frame off the velvet cushions. "Whatever you say, Doc. I am entirely in your hands."

***

The bathroom of Naomi’s high-rise apartment was a masterclass in modern, luxury minimalist architecture. The floors and walls were lined with large, seamless slabs of charcoal-grey slate that held a subtle, natural texture underfoot. A massive, deep-soaking freestanding porcelain bathtub sat near the far corner, positioned perfectly beneath an expansive privacy window that looked out over the distant, shimmering blue expanse of the Atlantic Ocean. The air inside the room was cool, crisp, and currently empty, waiting for the transition.

Naomi stood bent over the edge of the deep porcelain tub, her right hand submerged beneath the rushing, heavy torrent of water flowing from the wide chrome faucet. She adjusted the temperature valve with meticulous, clinical precision, ensuring the stream was perfectly balanced—warm enough to stimulate localized vascular circulation in his injured limb, but not hot enough to exacerbate the underlying cellular inflammation of the surgical site.

As she leaned over the porcelain lip, the cream cotton of her Turkish robe stretched tightly across the substantial, rolling curve of her lower half. The thick fabric outlined the magnificent, voluptuous shape of her backside with absolute clarity, creating a striking silhouette against the dark charcoal slate of the walls.

Her heart was thumping a fierce, erratic rhythm against her ribs, the sound of her own pulse nearly drowning out the roar of the rushing water. You are a medical professional, her internal monologue chanted, her fingers trembling slightly beneath the warm stream. You have treated hundreds of patients. You have seen every iteration of the human anatomy. You can control yourself. This is just a standard hygiene assistance procedure.

But her mind was a rebellious, chaotic territory. The image of Aaron’s intense, unblinking blue eyes and the memory of his heavy, possessive mouth on hers from the night before made the clinical façade feel incredibly thin, like a sheet of cheap glass ready to shatter under the slightest pressure.

"The bathtub is ready!" she called out from the bathroom, her voice elevated, carrying over the rush of the water as she shut off the faucet, leaving the room suddenly quiet, filled only with the rising, fragrant steam of the botanical wash she had added to the pool.

A second later, the rhythmic, heavy thump-clack, thump-clack of Aaron’s crutches echoed down the hardwood hallway.

Aaron reached the threshold of the bathroom, clearing his throat when he saw Naomi’s lovely backside being bent over into the tub as she checked the water temperature with her hand. He stopped dead in his tracks, his broad shoulders practically filling the entire wooden frame of the doorway. He was still wearing the tight, ribbed white tank top and the grey fleece sweatpants, but his gaze was entirely locked onto the spectacular view before him. His blue eyes darkened instantly, a low, appreciative rumble settling deep in his chest.

“Nice ass,” he said, his voice dropping into a rough, completely unbothered growl that bounced off the slate walls of the bathroom like a physical touch.

Naomi spun around instantly, her face burning with a fierce, deep plum blush that she couldn't hide. She straightened her posture, her hands coming up to rest firmly on her voluptuous hips, her dark eyes flashing with a mixture of intense amusement and playful irritation. She pointed a manicured finger directly at his face as she now sat up from the edge of the tub to assist him.

“Language, Aaron, behave,” she playfully admonished him, pointing a finger at him as she now sat up from the edge of the tub to assist him, trying to summon every ounce of her chief-of-surgery authority.

"I am behaving, Doc," Aaron grinned, a slow, utterly unrepentant smirk spreading across his lips as he hopped forward one step, leaning his massive weight heavily onto his right crutch. "I'm just making an accurate, clinical observation about my environment. I thought you medical types appreciated precision."

"Precision is for surgical incisions, not for your locker-room commentary," Naomi countered, stepping into his space, her bare feet steady on the slate tile. She reached out, her hands resting against his broad shoulders to stabilize his core as he balanced on his good leg. "Now, listen to me carefully. I’m gonna strip you off naked and takes these clothes to the laundry room, but first let me remove the wrapping from around this ankle. The water is warm enough for your injuries, plus I threw some healing botanicals bodywash in the tub, which should be good for you. It has arnica and eucalyptus to help with the deep tissue bruising."

Aaron looked down at her, his face barely inches from hers, the rich scent of the botanical steam rising around them like a dense cloud. He let out a slow, deep breath, his blue eyes tracing the soft line of her jaw. “Mmm, it smells really nice in here,” he said, his voice dropping into a low, hypnotic register that made Naomi's pulse take a violent leap. “Now strip me, Doc.”

Naomi let out a soft, helpless laugh, shaking her head as she knelt down on the slate floor at his feet. Her internal monologue was a chaotic mess of static. Keep your hands steady. Do not look up.

She reached out, her fingers deftly working the edges of the medical tape secured around his left ankle. She unwrapped the protective layers with extreme care, her warm, brown skin contrasting sharply against the pale, muscular terrain of his lower leg. The ankle was still significantly discolored—a deep canvas of plum and amber bruising—but the structural alignment was perfect.

Once the bandage was set aside, Naomi stood back up, her chest rising and falling rapidly under her cream robe. She reached out, her fingers catching the bottom hem of his white ribbed tank top. Aaron raised his massive arms over his head, balancing precariously on his right foot, allowing her to slide the tight fabric up the length of his torso.

As the shirt came free, Naomi’s breath caught completely in her throat.

The sheer physical reality of his physique was staggering. His chest was an expansive, chiseled shield of pure muscle, bisected by a deep sternal line and flanked by sharp, defined serratus muscles that looked like they had been sculpted from marble. His abdominal wall was a flawless, tight washboard of eight distinct ridges, tapering down into a deep, prominent V-line that disappeared beneath the waistband of his grey sweatpants.

"You're holding your breath, Naomi," Aaron teased softly, his blue eyes gleaming with an absolute, infuriating level of confidence.

"I am evaluating your core stability," she lied smoothly, her fingers traveling down to the waistband of his sweatpants. She pulled the grey fleece down his long, heavily muscled thighs, leaving him standing only in his tight black boxer briefs.

Naomi swallowed hard, her throat feeling completely dry. She reached for the elastic waistband of the boxers, her knuckles brushing against the hot, radiating skin of his hip bones. With one swift, deliberate motion, she pulled the final layer of clothing down to his ankles, letting them drop to the floor.

Aaron shifted his weight, stepping completely out of the discarded fabric, his massive, six-foot-four athletic frame now standing before her fully, completely nude.

The physical impact of his nakedness hit Naomi like a physical wave. Her gaze moved down the expansive, golden-haired terrain of his chest, down past the hard ridges of his stomach, and settled directly between his thighs.

His white cock was currently semi-flaccid, but even in its resting state, the sheer size and weight of it was undeniable. It hung heavy and thick between his muscular thighs, a prominent, veiny length of flesh wrapped in smooth, pale skin that showed a faint, underlying pulse of hot blood. Naomi froze completely, her eyes locked onto the sight, a deep, hypnotic daze taking over her faculties. Her internal monologue went entirely offline, replaced by a raw, primal surge of pure, unadulterated female desire.

My God... her mind whispered, her eyes tracing the heavy, blunt head of his shaft and the fullness of his testicles hanging low beneath it. He is absolutely packing. I have seen thousands of bodies, but this... this is entirely different.

Without even realizing what she was doing, Naomi’s tongue slipped out, her plush lips parting slightly as she licked her lips, her gaze remaining entirely glued to the heavy swing of his semi-flaccid length.

“Erm,” Aaron cleared his throat, looking down at her with a smug look, “like what you see, Doc?”

The sudden, rich sound of Aaron’s voice broke through the thick, hypnotic haze like a lightning strike. Naomi snapped her head up, her dark eyes blinking rapidly as she scrambled to retrieve the scattered pieces of her professional mask. Her face was burning with a fierce, radioactive blush that turned her rich chocolate skin a deep, beautiful shade of plum. She stood up quickly, her hands smoothing down the front of her tied cream robe, her heart hammering so violently against her ribs she was certain he could hear it over the sound of the air conditioning.

“Please, don’t flatter yourself, Aaron, get in the tub, well, let me assist you,” she said, blushing like crazy as Aaron’s cock swung to and fro as she assisted him in the tub of warm, soapy water, and she couldn’t help but steal glances at his cock.

"I'm trying to get in, Doc, but you're the one holding the anchor," Aaron chuckled, his voice laced with a deep, thoroughly entertained rumble as he balanced on his right leg, his large hands reaching out to rest securely on her shoulders for leverage.

Naomi stepped closer, her voluptuous frame pressing right into his personal space to provide a solid counterweight. She wrapped her arm tightly around his thick, muscular waist, her fingers sinking into the hard flesh of his obliques. As he hoisted himself over the high porcelain lip of the freestanding tub, his lower half shifted, and his semi-flaccid length brushed directly against the soft cotton of her robe, right over the curve of her thigh.

A fierce, liquid heat pooled instantly between Naomi’s legs. Her clit took a sudden, intense pulse under her panties, the sensation so sharp and demanding that a small, breathless gasp nearly escaped her lips. She wanted it so bad, God knows it had been a while since she had a dick in her, and already she could feel her clit pulsing with a rhythmic, heavy ache that made her inner thighs feel weak. She guided his heavy frame down into the deep, bubbling pool of warm, soapy water, her eyes betraying her one last time as she watched his thick shaft submerge beneath the white, fragrant froth of the botanical wash.

Aaron settled back against the sloped porcelain backrest of the massive tub, his long arms extending along the smooth rims, his chest glistening with water droplets and white soap bubbles. The warm water seemed to soothe the raw tension in his face, but the smug, overconfident expression on his features remained entirely intact. He looked up at her from the water, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners, entirely aware of the effect his naked body had just produced on her clinical composure.

Naomi stood over the edge of the tub, her breathing ragged, her chest heaving beneath the cream robe. Seeing that look on his face—that absolute, cocky certainty—she reached out and slapped him playfully on his wet shoulder, the impact making a loud smack against his skin.

"Ouch! Damn, Doc, what was that for?" Aaron laughed, though he didn't move an inch, his eyes gleaming with pure delight.

"Wipe that smug look off your face, Aaron Aurelius," she commanded, her voice fierce but entirely laced with affection. She realized right then that Aaron absolutely loved seeing her all flustered, hot, and bothered; it was a game to him, a tactical forward strategy designed to completely dismantle her defenses until she had no choice but to surrender to the line.

She turned away from the tub, her hands trembling slightly as she gathered up his discarded grey sweatpants, the tight white tank top, and his black boxers from the slate floor. She bundled the laundry against her chest like a shield, turning her body toward the bathroom door, desperate to find a few minutes of cold, logical isolation in her laundry room before she did something that would completely violate every medical board directive in the state of Florida.

When he saw her taking up his discarded clothing and heading out of the bathroom, he stopped her in her tracks with his voice.

“Wait, aren't you joining me, Naomi?” Aaron asked, his tone dropping the arrogant edge, becoming soft, whining, and deeply, intensely persuasive.

Naomi stopped dead at the threshold, her back to him for a fraction of a second before she turned her head slowly over her shoulder. Her dark eyes locked onto his wet, glistening frame through the rising steam of the bathroom.

“Hell nah, if I get in there with you God knows what will happen, I bet you’re as hard as a damn granite under that water now, aren't you?” she said, looking back at him as she stood at the entrance of the door with his clothing in her hands, she was about to do laundry.

Aaron let out a long, dramatic groan, reaching down to submerge a large mesh loofah into the soapy water. He began to run the sudsy material over the broad, expansive muscle groups of his neck and shoulders, his blue eyes never leaving her face. “Oh c’mon, Naomi, stop running from this, join me. I know you want it as much as I do,” he whined from the tub, using the loofah to wash his neck and shoulders, his chest expanding under the warm water as he worked.

Naomi let out a sharp, breathless laugh, her eyes tracing the wet, chiseled landscape of his upper body before she deliberately shifted her weight, putting her free hand on her voluptuous hip. She slid the palm of her hand slowly down the length of her cream robe, emphasizing the dramatic, sultry, and curvaceous silhouette of her wide hips and heavy thighs, while her other hand held his clothing firmly against her chest.

“You can't handle all this with a sprained ankle, Aaron,” Naomi teased, her voice dropping into a smoky, Jamaican-laced purr that made the air in the bathroom feel suddenly combustible.

Aaron’s eyes tracked the movement of her hand over her curves like a predator watching its prey. He let out a low, rough growl, his hand dropping the loofah into the water with a heavy splash. “How I can, Naomi, my dick ain’t sprained, in fact, it’s straight as a freaking arrow right now, come see,” he said, splashing water at her with a sudden, forceful flick of his large wrist.

A spray of warm, soapy water shot through the air toward the doorway. Naomi shrieked playfully, ducking her head sharply to the side as she made a run for it, her bare feet throwing her body down the hallway as she closed the heavy bathroom door firmly behind her, her laughter echoing through the quiet apartment as she ran off with his clothes to the laundry room, carrying her personal hamper as well from her bedroom.

***

The laundry room was a small, functional alcove located just past the main kitchen corridor, finished in clean white lacquer and stainless steel appliances. Naomi slammed the door shut behind her, leaning her back against the cool wood, her chest heaving as she let out a long, stabilizing breath. She dropped the bundle of Aaron’s wet clothes and her own wicker-wicker hamper onto the floorboards, her hands coming up to cover her flushed face.

Her heart was beating like a tribal drum. You are out of your mind, she told herself, her internal monologue a chaotic, swirling mess of pure arousal. You are a grown woman, a chief surgeon, and you are running through your own house like a teenager playing hide-and-seek.

She straightened her posture, trying to clear the vivid, hyper-detailed image of Aaron’s naked length from her mind, but it was an exercise in futility. She reached out, her fingers tapping the digital wall-mounted smart console next to the shelving.

"Alexa, play my favorite playlist," she commanded, her voice slightly raspy.

A second later, the smooth, atmospheric introductory chords of Chris Brown's "Residuals" began to filter through the premium surround-sound speakers built into the apartment's ceiling. The R&B production was heavy, modern, and deeply sensual, the slow, thumping bassline pulsing through the air and settling directly into Naomi’s lower abdomen, matching the heavy, demanding ache that was currently radiating from her clit.

She knelt down on the floor, opening the chrome door of the front-loading washing machine. She began to stuff Aaron’s tight tank top, his sweatpants, and his boxers into the drum, followed by a selection of her own discarded linens. But as her fingers handled the soft fabric of his clothes, her mind ran right back to that cock Aaron had on him.

She had never been with a white man before. In her twenty-eight years of life, her dating history had been exclusively composed of black professionals—corporate lawyers, fellow residency doctors, men who shared her cultural background but lacked an untamed, primal edge. And my god, Aaron was packing. The sheer length and thickness of his semi-flaccid state was larger than most men she had encountered at their full potential. She could only imagine how massive he must be when fully hard, how that pale, veiny iron would feel stretching her open, filling her up until she couldn't breathe.

I mean, this is not the first time she had seen dicks, she reasoned with herself, her fingers frozen on the laundry detergent cap as the Chris Brown track reached its emotional, bass-heavy chorus. She was a doctor for crying out loud. She spent her days examining human bodies without a single shred of personal attachment. But Aaron was just different. There was just something about that cock pulling her in like a moth to a flame, a magnetic, heavy pull that was completely dismantling her logic, her training, and her rules.

She closed the washing machine door with a sharp click, turned the dial to a standard cycle, and pressed the start button. The machine began to hum, the internal drum spinning slowly as the water began to rush into the chamber.

Naomi stood up, her dark eyes reflecting the bright fluorescent lighting of the laundry alcove. She looked down at the tied belt of her cream Turkish robe. Her breathing stabilized, but the vulnerability gave way to a sudden, fierce wave of unyielding female confidence. Today is your day off, her mind whispered, a bold, rebellious voice taking over her internal monologue. You work eighty hours a week. You carry the weight of the world. You deserve to live. "You deserve to be held and cherished until the entire outside world simply melts away into sweet, quiet comfort." She was going to surprise him. She didn't want to play the safe, clinical supervisor anymore. She just had to see how big he was; she had to touch it, to feel that heavy Nordic iron pulse in the palm of her hand until he was entirely at her mercy.

With slow, deliberate movements, Naomi reached down and untied the thick cotton belt of her robe. She parted the heavy cream material, letting it slide off her shoulders slightly, showcasing her dark purple lace bra and matching high-waisted G-string panties against the rich, flawless chocolate of her skin.

She reached back, her fingers brushing the brass clasp of her bra, but she left it fastened. Her full breasts remained cradled in the lace cups, their heavy, rounded weight pressing warmly against her ribcage beneath the fabric, the dark, prominent aureolas faintly visible through the delicate material as they tightened in the cool air of the apartment. She slid her fingers down to the elastic band of her purple G-string, adjusting it against her skin without removing it, keeping the flimsy garment in place as she stayed fully covered.

She picked up the cream robe, wrapping it loosely around her body over her bra and G-string without tying the belt, leaving her entire front split open from her throat to her thighs. The open robe offered a tantalizing preview of her voluptuous chocolate figure, the lace of her bra and the purple triangle of her G-string still visible as she moved. She walked out of the laundry room, her bare feet silent, her heart pounding a heavy rhythm as she approached the bathroom door

She reached out, turned the handle, and unlocked the bathroom door, stepping inside the steam-filled chamber. Aaron was leaning back in the water, his eyes closed, but the moment the click of the door lock echoed off the slate, his head snapped around. His blue eyes went wide like saucers, his jaw dropping slightly as he took in the sight before him.

“Wow, you’re sexy as hell,” he said, his voice a low, gravelly whisper as his gaze eyed her form up and down, tracking the open line of her robe.

Naomi closed the door behind her, her eyes fixed firmly on his face. She reached out, her fingers releasing the edges of the cream cotton, and when it dropped to the floor in a soft heap, Aaron really took her in.

The air in the bathroom went completely static. Underneath the clear, soapy water, Aaron’s cock began stirring again, its length rising rapidly from the froth like a waking leviathan. His blue eyes burned with a predatory hunger as Naomi pulled off her bra, her alluring breasts coming free, the heavy weight of them bouncing slightly as she stood before him. Aaron licked his lips, his throat moving as he swallowed hard, wanting to tongue her nipples already, his chest rising and falling with a ragged, heavy breath.

And when she slipped out her panties, revealing the patch of bush above her pussy, Naomi did the unthinkable. She hooked her index finger into the elastic band of her pink G-string, spun it loosely around her finger, and threw her G-string right into the tub.

The flimsy piece of wet purple lace sailed through the steam and landed right on the top of Aaron’s wet, blonde hair.

Aaron froze for a fraction of a second, the sheer audacity of the move catching him completely off guard. Then, a slow, deep, incredibly wicked smile broke across his rugged features, knowing the doctor had a kinky side to her that was far more dangerous than anything he had anticipated. He reached up with his large right hand, taking the flimsy material off his head. Instead of tossing it aside, he brought the wet lace directly to his nose, closing his eyes as he sniffed the flimsy material, inhaling the deep, musky, sweet scent of her arousal that was already clinging to the fabric.

“Dayum, Doc, you smell good, your pussy perfume makes me hard as fuck,” he remarked, his voice a rough, granular growl as his blue eyes snapped open, locking onto her full, sultry chocolate figure on display.

Naomi knew this was wild, but today was her day off, and she needed to unwind and live a little. She stepped over the high porcelain lip of the tub, her thick, magnificent thighs gleaming in the amber light as she entered his space.

“How is the water treating you?” she teased, going down slowly to submerge her body in the tub filled with the amazing botanical bodywash, her dark eyes fixed on his face as the warm, soapy water rose around her hips.

“A whole lot better now that you’ve entered,” Aaron quipped, his voice a low, raspy vibration that seemed to travel directly through the water, eyeing her amazing thick thighs, wide, curvy hips and that amazing pussy of hers that looked juicy as fuck as her lower half was completely now in the bathtub with him.

The freestanding tub was massive—custom-built for the high-rise—but with Aaron’s six-foot-four athletic frame and Naomi’s full, voluptuous silhouette occupying the space together, their lower halves were completely intertwined beneath the thick layer of white, fragrant foam. The water was hot, slick with the botanical bodywash, creating an environment of intense, frictionless intimacy.

Aaron had never been with a chocolate woman before. Growing up in the cold, homogenous youth academies of Scandinavia and playing his early professional career in Northern Europe, his romantic encounters had been exclusively confined to pale, athletic blonde women who moved with a specific, predictable rhythm. He had always heard the guys on his team—especially the Brazilian and West African forwards—talking about how amazing in the bedroom black women were, how their heat was entirely different, how their bodies held a rich, deep-seated rhythm that could drive a man insane. He had always taken it as standard locker-room hyperbole, but looking at Naomi now, with her rich chocolate skin glistening under the bathroom light and her dark curls softening in the steam, he realized that today might be his lucky day.

“You like what you see, Mr. Aurelius?” Naomi teased, leaning her upper body back against the opposite rim of the tub, her alluring breasts floating beautifully near the surface of the water, the dark tips puckered and prominent. She looked at him as he kept sniffing the flimsy material, inhaling her arousal deeply as he now tossed the material aside onto the charcoal slate floor.

“I do, Naomi, and my lower-half can attest to that,” he smiled, his blue eyes narrowing with a look of pure, unadulterated confidence that bordered on arrogance.

“When you say lower-half, do you mean your cock?” Naomi teased, her tone smoky and entirely devoid of her usual clinical severity.

She did not wait for his answer. She shifted her hips slightly against the porcelain bottom of the tub, extending her right leg down through the warm, slick depths of the water. She navigated the space between his thighs with the precision of a surgeon, her bare foot sliding past his thick knees until she reached her destination.

Aaron felt her toes on his testicles, and he fidgeted slightly from the sudden intrusion, his entire upper body stiffening for a fraction of a second as a sharp, intense jolt of pure pleasure shot straight up his spine. His eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat as Naomi’s warm, dexterous toes curled gently around the heavy fullness of his ballsack.

A wide, helpless smile broke through his shock as Naomi started massaging his ballsack with her toes and then began running her toes up his shaft. The texture of her skin against his ultra-sensitive flesh was pure torture; her toes moved with a slow, deliberate pressure, tracing the thick, prominent veins that wrapped around his cylinder like steel cables. Aaron began moaning in the tub as Naomi continued to tease him, his hands gripping the smooth porcelain rims of the tub so hard his knuckles turned white.

“Jesus Christ, Doc, you’re driving me nuts,” he revealed, moaning as Naomi kept running her toes up his length, his head dropping back against the sloped headrest, his chest heaving under the water as his cock swelled to its absolute, monstrous limit under her touch.

“Well, that’s the plan,” Naomi smiled, her dark eyes gleaming with a fierce, triumphant satisfaction as she felt out the sheer volume of him beneath the foam. She curled her toes around the blunt, heavy head of his shaft, pressing down slightly before sliding her foot back down to the base. “It seems like you’re packing, Aaron. I knew you were a big boy, but this... this is a serious piece of hardware.”

“You wanna find out for real, Doc? Come over here and come give me a kiss,” he told her, his voice rough, raspy, and entirely undone by the torture she was inflicting beneath the surface.

Naomi’s smile softened into something deeply sweet, yet heavy with raw, physical promise. She began moving over in the tub, shifting her voluptuous weight through the warm, soapy water with extreme care, taking great precaution not to graze his sprained left ankle which was resting safely near the opposite side of the tub’s interior wall. She crawled through the slick pool until her thighs were framing his hips, her body settling directly in between his legs now.

The proximity was explosive. The tips of her full breasts brushed against the wet, golden-haired expanse of his chest, and she could feel the hard, iron length of his fully erect shaft pressed flat against her lower abdomen, burning through the slick layer of water.

They started kissing like crazy. Aaron’s mouth slammed into hers with a desperate, hungry violence, his lips parting hers instantly to send his tongue deep into her mouth. Naomi let out a low, shuddering moan against his lips, her hands coming up to grip his wet, muscular shoulders, her fingers digging into his deltoids as he made love to her lips, his mouth moving with a slow, possessive mastery that made her head spin.

“You are so beautiful, Naomi,” he muttered against her lips, breaking the kiss for a fraction of a second to press a series of hot, wet kisses along her jawline and down the column of her neck. “So fucking beautiful. I'm going crazy in this water.”

While they continued to kiss, Naomi’s right hand went downward, diving beneath the white, bubbly froth of the botanical wash. Her fingers slid down the smooth landscape of his stomach, past the hard ridges of his obliques, until she found it; his cock.

Her palm wrapped securely around the thick, pulsing cylinder of his shaft, and she let out a muffled moan directly into his mouth as her hand fully closed around him. He was massive. Her fingers could barely meet around the circumference of his trunk. It was solid as granite, burning hot, and pulsing with a heavy, rhythmic beat in her hand.

She began stroking it. She moved her hand in a slow, steady down and upward motion, her thumb tracing the deep groove beneath the heavy head before sliding all the way down to the base where his ballsack was tight against his body.

Aaron moaned into her mouth as she began working his shaft, his entire body shuddering beneath her touch, his hips making an involuntary, upward jerking motion as she made him pulse in her hand. The pleasure was too intense; his tongue moved against hers with a frantic, uncoordinated hunger, his hands leaving the porcelain rims to wrap tightly around her waist, his large fingers digging into the soft flesh of her lower back.

“Mmm, you are definitely packing a massive hardware,” she moaned into his mouth as she kept stroking that hard cock of his in a slow down and upward motion, driving him nuts, her thumb catching the slick bead of pre-cum that was beginning to emerge from his tip, smearing it over the smooth, sensitive head until he let out a loud, broken cry against her lips.

Wanting more of Naomi, and wanting to enjoy her body to the fullest without the physical restrictions of the narrow porcelain basin, Aaron suddenly broke the kiss, his blue eyes blown out, his breathing a frantic, ragged gasp. He looked up at her, his hands gripping her hips with an unyielding, desperate force.

"Naomi... please," he choked out, his voice shaking with the sheer effort of holding back his release. "We need... we need to take this to the bedroom. Right now. I can't finish in this tub. I want to feel you under me. I want to see you on the sheets."

Naomi looked down at him, her own eyes dark with an identical, burning hunger. Her clit was pulsing so hard it felt like a wire under tension, her body entirely ready to surrender to the iron between his legs. She gave him a slow, definitive nod, a wicked, beautiful smile breaking through her flushed features.

"Alright, Mr. Aurelius," she whispered, her voice a smoky vibration. "Let's go see what that forward strategy is really made of."

The process of exiting the bathroom was a slow, agonizing exercise in sustained erotic tension. Naomi stood up first, the warm, botanical water cascading down the rich, chocolate landscape of her body in long, shimmering streams. She grabbed a large, oversized white Egyptian cotton towel from the heated rack, wrapping it loosely around her torso to dry her breasts and hips, before taking a second, identical towel to begin drying Aaron off as he sat up in the tub.

She patted down his massive, muscular shoulders, the expansive shield of his chest, and the tight ridges of his stomach, her fingers lingering over his skin with an affection that had completely transcended the clinical. Aaron stood up slowly, balancing all his weight onto his iron-solid right leg, his blue eyes locked onto her face as she knelt down one last time to dry his thighs and his uninjured calf, taking great care to avoid the surgical bandaging on his left ankle.

Once the water was drained from the tub, the heavy gurgle of the pipes leaving the room suddenly silent, Naomi helped him hoist himself over the porcelain lip. She handed him his crutches, ensuring the ergonomic handles were secure beneath his palms.

They exited the bathroom together, entering the bright, sun-drenched corridor of the apartment, both of them still naked.

Aaron walked with a slow, deliberate rhythm—thump-clack, thump-clack—his long, muscular arms controlling his weight on the metal bars. But without the concealment of the soapy water, his hard, thick, and veiny white cock was bouncing in front of him with every step he took, a massive, unyielding arrow of pure masculinity pointing directly toward their destination. The sight of it bouncing proudly against his lower abdomen made Naomi’s mouth go completely dry all over again.

She walked right at his side, her naked hip pressed against his flank to provide stability. As they moved down the hallway, Aaron shifted his upper body weight, intentionally leaning his torso to the right so that the heavy, rounded fullness of Naomi’s alluring breast felt against him, the soft chocolate skin pressing directly into his side. He let out a low, content purr at the contact, his large hand tightening on the crutch handle.

"You feel incredible, Naomi," he whispered, his voice rough and thick as they reached the threshold of her master bedroom. "So fucking soft."

"Save your breath for the bed, Aaron," Naomi chuckled softly, her dark eyes flashing with an unshakeable, fierce promise as she pushed the bedroom door open.

The master bedroom was dominated by a massive king-sized platform bed dressed in stark, immaculate white silk sheets, completely framed by the brilliant gold of the Miami morning. Things were about to get heated for sure when they hit the bedroom, the physical and emotional geometry of their lives completely aligning as they stepped across the final threshold together.


CHAPTER 5




The heavy mahogany door of the master bedroom clicked shut behind them with a soft, definitive finality, a sound that seemed to slice through the frantic, neon-veined energy of the Miami streets twenty stories below. Inside, the world shifted its axis. The suite was a cathedral of concrete and glass, suspended precariously between the brilliant turquoise expanse of Biscayne Bay and a blinding, relentless Atlantic sun. Golden morning light didn’t merely enter the room; it colonized it, pouring through the floor-to-ceiling glass in thick, liquid sheets that turned the floating white silk of the massive king-sized platform bed into something resembling a molten mirror.

The air itself was thick, textured, and heavy with contradictory signals. It carried the sharp, clean, botanical snap of eucalyptus and lemongrass from the bath they’d just shared—a scrub that had been far more transactional in theory than execution—mingling intricately with the musk of two bodies that had spent forty-eight hours pretending their hearts weren't knocking against their ribs like trapped birds. Underneath it all was the unmistakable, copper-and-salt tang of mutual arousal, an old, unresolved tension that had been compounding interest since their eyes first locked across the sterile, fluorescent misery of the hospital corridor.

Naomi didn't look at him immediately. She stood by the threshold, her feet bare against the dark, cool teak flooring, letting her chest rise and fall. She was a woman who lived by measurement, by the precise calculation of dosage, heart rate, and bone density, but right now, the arithmetic of her own blood pressure was entirely off the charts.

"Easy, big man," she murmured. Her voice was a low, melodic purr, the heavy, rhythmic cadence of St. Thomas Parish sliding into her words like honey through warm milk. It was a sound that usually meant she was about to reset a joint or deliver an unpleasant prognosis, but today it was laced with a low, deliberate heat that made the hair on the back of Aaron’s neck stand up. "Lie down for me before you hackle back up that ankle."

Aaron didn't argue. For a man who made his living by refusing to yield an inch of turf to six-foot-two defenders, he was remarkably compliant when Naomi put her hands on him. Her palm, broad and warm and slightly calloused from years of gripping surgical steel and heavy weights, pressed firmly into the center of his back. The heat of her hand burned through the residual dampness on his skin.

He lowered his massive six-foot-four frame onto the edge of the platform bed with a long, rumbling groan that was part relief and part sheer, unadulterated exhaustion. The white silk sheets whispered and groaned beneath his weight, stretching taut over the sculpted, pale-gold ridges of his back and the powerful, heavy curve of his thighs. With a practiced efficiency that belonged more to an expensive clinic than a penthouse bedroom, Naomi moved around the perimeter, her hips swaying with a slow, hydraulic rhythm as she grabbed a stack of oversized down pillows.

"Up," she ordered softly.

"You’re bossy when you’re in your element, Doc," Aaron rumbled, his voice scraping against the bottom of his throat. A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth, though his eyes remained heavy, darkened by a hunger that had nothing to do with the breakfast they hadn't eaten.

"I’m licensed, Mr. Aurelius. You are merely contracted," she shot back, her lips twitching as she expertly arranged the pillows beneath his left leg. She bandaged his ankle swiftly and then guided it onto the makeshift tower with a tenderness that contradicted her sharp tongue, ensuring the joint was perfectly elevated to clear the lymph drainage. "There. If you twist that joint because you’re trying to be an alpha male, I’m going to personally report you to the front office as an uncooperative asset."

Aaron settled back onto his side, propping his head up with one massive forearm. The position forced the thick, iron-like muscles of his chest to bunch together, the light catching the fine silver scars across his ribs—souvenirs from a particularly brutal match against Buenos Aires three winters ago. He looked like an ancient marble statue that had been dragged out of the Mediterranean, scrubbed of its barnacles, and given a haircut that cost more than Naomi’s first car. His piercing blue eyes—the color of glacial ice under a mid-day sun—never left her as she stepped away from the edge of the frame.

"You’re still talking a lot," Aaron said, his gaze dropping down the length of her body with the slow, deliberate weight of a physical inspection. "But you’re standing too far away."

Naomi smiled, a slow, predatory curving of her full, plum-colored lips that showed just a hint of her teeth. She didn't hurry. She liked the waiting; she liked the way his pupils dilated until the blue of his irises was reduced to a thin, electric rim. With a deliberate, unhurried grace, she climbed onto the mattress. The heavy foam and silk dipped significantly under her voluptuous curves, the physical reality of her weight shifting the landscape of the bed.

Naked and radiant in the unfiltered morning light, Naomi’s rich chocolate skin didn't just absorb the sun—it seemed to generate its own. It glowed with the deep, iridescent luster of polished mahogany, the undertones of red and gold flashing along the line of her collarbone. Her breasts were full, heavy, and unapologetically real, swaying with a heavy, natural inertia as she shifted her weight onto her knees. Her dark nipples, already tightened into firm, pebble-like peaks from the cool draft of the air conditioner, pointed toward him like accusations. The soft, rounded curve of her belly—the healthy, generous fullness she’d inherited from a long line of Maroon women who didn't believe in starving themselves for the amusement of men—flowed seamlessly into wide, heavy hips and thick, powerful thighs that jiggled faintly, a rich, rhythmic movement as she positioned herself above his hip. At the apex of her thighs, a neat, dense patch of dark curls sat like a crown, already glistening with the bright, clean shine of her own arousal.

Aaron drank her in like a man who had spent forty days in the salt flats. His breath came in short, jagged hitches that rattled his ribs. Below his navel, his cock—thick, heavily veined, and fully, aggressively erect—was twitching against his lower abdomen. It was a massive piece of machinery, the blunt, flared head flushed a deep, needy pink, glistening with a single, clear bead of anticipation that caught the light like a diamond.

"Fuck, Naomi," he breathed, the words breaking apart in his mouth. The arrogance was gone, replaced by a raw, gravelly reverence that made him sound small despite his size. "You are... Jesus Christ. You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Come here. Stop torturing me."

"I am a medical professional, Aaron. We don't torture," she murmured, though her dark eyes sparkled with pure, unadulterated mischief. "We investigate."

Instead of climbing straight into the cage of his arms, she started lower, dropping her weight onto her forearms and crawling down the mattress with a heavy, feline deliberate. Her skin slid against the silk with a dry, hissing sound. She bypassed his chest entirely, ignoring his low grunt of protest, and planted her first kiss along the hard, dense meat of his uninjured right thigh.

Her full lips brushed the pale skin, the contrast stark and beautiful against the dark fullness of her mouth. Her tongue flicked out, rough and wet, tasting the clean, soapy salt of his skin, tracing the thick, ropey line of his vastus lateralis muscle. Aaron’s entire lower body went rigid. His breath hitched, his fingers instantly knotting into the sheets, his knuckles turning white as he fought the instinct to buck against her.

"Naomi..."

"Hush," she whispered against his skin, her breath hot and damp against his groin. "Let me look at you. I’ve spent three days looking at your charts. This is much better data."

She worked her way upward, her nose nudging aside the soft hair that began to thicken near his groin. The scent of him was intoxicating—pure, high-grade masculinity, old sweat that had been scrubbed clean but still lingered in the marrow, and that sharp, metallic tang of testosterone that always made her own pelvis ache with a dull, throbbing heat. She reached the deep, shadowed crease where his thigh met his pelvis and nuzzled there, her lips parting to leave a wet, heavy ring of moisture before she shifted her focus lower.

With a slow, deliberate tilt of her chin, she dropped her gaze to his heavy ballsack. It hung low and full, tight against his thighs from the air conditioning but heavy with potential. Naomi let out a soft, appreciative hum that vibrated directly against his skin. She parted her lips wide, her hot, wet mouth expanding as she took one smooth, swollen testicle between her teeth—not biting, but letting him feel the hard, ridge-like pressure of her incisors before her tongue took over, swirling around the sensitive orb with an agonizing, slow-motion rhythm.

"Shit—Naomi!" Aaron’s head slammed back into the pillows, his jaw clenched so tight the tendons in his neck looked like guitar strings. His hips jerked involuntarily, an automatic, spasmodic reaction to the sheer intensity of the sensation.

She didn't let up. She sucked gently, drawing the skin tight, her tongue working the underside of the orb with a wet, heavy friction before releasing it with a soft, distinctly obscene pop that echoed in the quiet room. She moved to the other one immediately, her hand reaching up to grip his hip, her fingers digging into the muscle to keep him still while she repeated the treatment. Aaron was groaning continuously now, a low, guttural vibration that felt like a diesel engine idling in his chest. His thick cock jumped violently against his belly with every stroke of her tongue, leaking another fat, clear bead of pre-cum that ran down the side of his shaft and onto his abs.

Her right hand slid up from his hip, her palm coating itself in the slick moisture at his base. Her fingers wrapped around the thick trunk of his shaft—her hand was large for a woman, but her fingers barely met around the sheer, girthy circumference of him. She squeezed, hard enough to restrict the vein, and began a slow, firm, piston-like stroke that pulled the pale skin tight over the dark, purple head.

"Fuck, Naomi... put that cock in your mouth," Aaron groaned desperately, his hands searching blindly behind him until they found her hair. He didn't pull, but his fingers tangled in her tight, dark curls, his knuckles resting against her scalp. "I need to feel your tongue on me, Doc. Please. I’m about to lose my mind here."

She stopped her hand for a fraction of a second, looking up at him through her long, dark lashes. Her eyes were wide, dark, and alive with a ferocious combination of mischief and raw hunger. "Since you asked so nicely... and since it’s technically part of your rehabilitation to reduce stress levels."

She didn't plunge in. Naomi was a woman who appreciated architecture, and Aaron’s body was a monument. She planted feather-light, dry kisses along the underside of his throbbing length, savoring the velvety heat of the skin and the way the thick, blue veins pulsed like living wires under her lips. When she reached the swollen, glistening head, she paused, her breath silvering the tip. Then she swirled her tongue around the rim in lazy, teasing circles, dipping the very tip into the tight, vertical slit to taste the salty, metallic pre-cum he’d been offering her.

Aaron shuddered so hard his uninjured leg kicked out against the mattress. "Goddamn it, Naomi..."

With a sudden, deliberate drop of her jaw, Naomi parted her plush lips and took him in.

The stretch was immediate and intense; she felt the corners of her mouth pull taut against his impressive girth, her cheeks hollowing as she created a vacuum. She sank down slowly at first, letting her throat adjust to the heat and the width of him, then she sucked hard, her tongue flattening against the bottom of his shaft while her head began a steady, wet, enthusiastic bobbing motion.

The bedroom was suddenly filled with the raw, wet acoustics of total surrender. Loud, obscene slurping sounds drowned out the distant hum of the city as she worked him, her saliva dripping down his pale shaft and coating his balls in a glistening sheen. The sheer volume of him forced her to breathe through her nose, her nostrils flaring as she inhaled his scent. She pulled off him for a fraction of a second with a sharp gasp, long, silver strings of spit connecting her dark lips to his glistening cock, before she dove straight back down, taking him even deeper this time. She relaxed her throat, letting her eyes water as the blunt head pushed against the back of her soft palate, the raw, primal rhythm of it driving her own pulse into triple digits.

Aaron’s moans turned from groans into something ancient and animalistic. His hands left her hair and moved to the sides of her head, his palms broad and heavy against her temples. He wasn't forcing her down—he knew better than to try and muscle a woman who spent her mornings deadlifting almost three hundred pounds—but he was guiding her, his hips beginning to rise off the bed in small, rhythmic, desperate thrusts that met her mouth halfway.

"Yes... take it. Swallow it... just like that. Fuck, your mouth feels incredible. You’re so tight, Naomi. So fucking warm."

The wet, rhythmic gluck-gluck-gluck of her throat as she gagged slightly and drooled around him only served to accelerate his rhythm. Naomi loved it. She loved the temporary loss of control, the raw, sweaty power of this golden giant using her mouth as a sheath while she still held every ounce of real dominance in the room through the sheer, calculated mastery of her tongue and lips. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes from the depth of his penetration, but lower down, between her own thighs, her pussy was throbbing with a heavy, rhythmic ache, a thick, hot cream dripping down her inner thighs and ruining the white silk sheets beneath them.

After several minutes of relentless, wet worship, Aaron’s fingers tightened on her skull with a sudden, warning pressure. He pulled her off him gently, his chest heaving as if he’d just run a baseline-to-baseline sprint. His face was flushed, a dark, hot red spreading from his throat up to his cheekbones.

"Your turn, beautiful," he panted, his breath coming in ragged gusts. "Your turn. Lie on your back. Spread those gorgeous legs for me before I ruin this for both of us."

Naomi didn't hesitate. The analytical part of her brain had completely shut down, replaced by a dark, wet urgency that demanded weight and friction. She rolled onto her back in the center of the bed, her heavy hips sinking deep into the mattress. She reached down and caught the backs of her own knees, pulling her thick thighs wide apart, exposing the slick, puffy, pink reality of her sex to the harsh clarity of the Miami sun. She was soaking wet, the dark hair of her mound glistening with her own moisture, a clear, viscous trail already running down the crease of her buttocks.

Aaron crept between her legs like a predator moving through tall grass, his broad, pale shoulders forcing her knees even wider apart until her hips were fully tilted toward the ceiling. He didn't look at her face; his eyes were fixed on the wet, pink flower opening between her thighs.

He dropped his head and kissed the soft, dark patch of curls above her clit first, taking a long, deep snort of her scent, before he dragged his tongue slowly, heavily, from the very bottom of her perineum straight up the center of her slit.

"Damn, Naomi... this pussy is delicious," he growled, his voice vibrating directly against her sensitive, exposed flesh. "You taste like sugar and salt."

He used his thumbs to spread her fat, heavy outer lips apart, revealing the slick, bright crimson interior that was pulsing in time with her heart. He dove in with an unrestrained, messy hunger. His tongue was wide and flat, lapping broad, heavy strokes from her opening up to her clit, before he focused his attention entirely on the swollen, pea-sized nub of her pleasure. He sealed his lips around it, sucking it into his mouth like a sweet, and flicked his tongue against it with a rapid, vibrating motion.

Naomi’s back arched completely off the bed. A loud, high-pitched moan tore from her throat, shattering the quiet of the penthouse. "Oh fuck, Aaron—yes! Right there... don't you move!"

Her fingers flew to his head, tangling desperately in his long, golden hair, her nails digging into his scalp to hold him exactly where she needed him. He didn't need the encouragement. He ate her like a starving man who had finally found bread, his tongue fucking deep into her tight, wet channel before returning to slurp noisily on her clit as if he were trying to drink her dry. The wet, lewd acoustics of his mouth devouring her filled the room, mixing with her loud, rhythmic cries and the rhythmic creak of the platform bed.

He was relentless, far better than any man she’d ever allowed between her legs. He didn't just use his tongue; he used his entire mouth—sucking, licking, nibbling the sensitive inner skin of her thighs until her legs began to tremble uncontrollably, the muscles in her calves cramping from the sheer tension.

Naomi came hard the first time without warning. Her hips bucked violently against his face, her internal muscles clamping down on nothing as she flooded his mouth and tongue with a thick, sweet surge of her own cream. Aaron didn't pull back; he swallowed her greedily, groaning into her folds, using the lubrication to push her straight through the first wave and into a second, even stronger orgasm by sealing his lips tighter and letting out a low, bass-heavy hum that vibrated directly into her clitoral nerve.

"Fuck—Aaron—I’m cumming again! Stop—no, don't stop!" she wailed, her eyes rolling back into her head, her dark fingers clawing at his shoulders as her body shook with a series of long, exhausting tremors.

Only when she was a panting, trembling mess, her skin covered in a fine sheen of sweat that made her mahogany flesh look like wet glass, did she reach down and grab his wrists. Her voice was hoarse, stripped of its melody by her screams.

"Please, Aaron... no more games. I need your cock inside me. Right now. Fuck me."

He crawled up her body slowly, his massive weight settling between her thighs but keeping his bulk off her chest by bracing himself on his forearms. He captured her mouth in a deep, filthy, wet kiss, forcing his tongue between her teeth so she could taste the sweet, dark flavor of her own arousal on his breath.

One of his large hands reached down between their bodies, his fingers wrapping around the thick base of his cock as he rubbed the swollen, wet head up and down her soaked slit. He used the blunt tip to tease her clit, sliding through her cream until she was whimpering against his mouth, her hips rising instinctively to meet him.

Then, with a slow, heavy lean of his shoulders, he pushed forward.

The stretch was magnificent and terrifying. Naomi gasped directly into his mouth as the fat, wide head popped through her entrance, her tight walls resisting before reluctantly parting to accommodate the sheer width of him.

"Go slow... sweet Jesus, Aaron... you’re too big," she whispered, her eyes wide and wet with tears of pressure.

"Inch by inch, baby," he whispered against her lips, his voice strained as he fought his own urge to slam into her. He kissed her neck, her jaw, her collarbone, using his mouth to distract her nervous system as he slowly fed more of his massive length into her tight, burning channel.

Naomi reached down between them, her own hand joining his, her fingers rubbing frantically at her clit to keep the pleasure overriding the pressure. Her eyes were locked on the space between their hips, watching in absolute awe as her dark, heavy pussy lips stretched obscenely around his pale, heavily veined shaft. It looked impossible, like an iron rod being driven into solid earth, but she kept taking him. He kept sinking deeper, slow and steady, until finally his heavy, hair-roughened balls rested flat against her perineum and he was buried to the absolute hilt.

"Ah... fuck," Aaron growled, his forehead resting against hers, his breath coming in hot, short puffs. "You’re taking every inch of it... look at you. Such a good girl, Naomi."

He began to move. He didn't rush into a frantic rhythm; he used long, deep, agonizingly slow strokes that pulled almost entirely out before plunging back in, the wet friction making her moan loudly with every repetition. Within a few dozen strokes, the heat between them reached a boiling point, and he picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming harder, more athletic. The wet, heavy slap of his pubic bone against her ass echoed through the room like small cracks of thunder. Her pussy, packed to capacity and overflowing with fluid, began to queef with each deep thrust—a loud, lewd, air-trapped sound that drove Aaron absolutely wild.

"Harder, Aaron—fuck me deeper!" Naomi demanded, her usual professional restraint entirely incinerated.

Her long nails dug deep into the hard, muscular globes of his ass, her fingers tearing at his skin as she pulled him into her with everything she had. She squeezed his cheeks, forcing his pelvis against hers until she felt the blunt head of his cock striking the very top of her cervix.

Aaron gave her exactly what she asked for. He forgot about his ankle; he forgot about his contract; he forgot about the twenty stories of concrete beneath them. He pounded into her with the powerful, rhythmic strokes of an elite athlete, his thighs working like pistons. Naomi’s head thrashed from side to side across the silk pillows, her eyes rolling back as another massive orgasm began to build in the center of her belly.

She glanced sideways, her vision blurred by sweat, and caught their reflection in the full-length mirror attached to the teak wardrobe. The sight made her let out a low, broken moan: there was his pale, golden, muscular ass flexing and bunching in the sunlight as he drove into her, his heavy balls slapping against her skin with every brutal thrust, while her own dark, full pussy swallowed his pale shaft completely, disappearing into her body like a secret.

Aaron caught her gaze in the mirror and a wicked, sweat-streaked grin split his face. "You like watching me fuck you, Doc? You like seeing what this big white dick does to you?"

"Yes—don't you dare stop," she ordered, her voice cracking as she reached up and pulled his face down to hers, burying her tongue in his mouth to drown out her own screams.

He fucked her through two more shattering, full-body orgasms that left her legs twitching before his own release finally caught up with him. The veins in his neck bulged, his chest expanding as his breathing turned into a series of harsh, dry gasps.

"Naomi—I’m gonna cum... I’m dropping it..."

"Cum deep inside me," she begged, her hips rolling in tight circles against his groin as she rubbed her clit with a frantic, desperate speed. "Fill me up, Aaron. Paint me from the inside. It’s been so fucking long."

Aaron roared—a sound that was pure, unfiltered animal triumph—as he buried himself to the absolute root, his hips pinning her to the mattress. His body locked up, every muscle in his back standing out like iron cables, as he erupted, sending thick, hot, high-pressure ropes of cum flooding into the very back of her pussy. Naomi came with him on the exact same heartbeat, her internal walls convulsing in a violent, milking rhythm that squeezed every single drop out of his length.

They collapsed together into a heavy, wet heap, a sweaty, panting mess of tangled limbs, racing hearts, and ruined silk.

The transition from the ancient, primal violence of the bedroom to the domestic reality of a Monday afternoon was always a strange architecture, but Naomi handled it with the same efficiency she used to clean a wound.

An hour later, the master bedroom was airing out, the floor-to-ceiling windows cracked just enough to let the salty Atlantic breeze sweep away the scent of their noon-day marathon. Naomi had traded the raw, magnificent nudity of the morning for a simple, loose-fitting cotton sundress—yellow, with small white daisies that made her skin look like dark honey. Her hair was pulled back into a neat, wet puff at the base of her neck, smelling of coconut oil and shampoo.

Aaron was currently marooned on the massive emerald-green velvet sofa in the living room, his left leg elevated on three separate cushions, a fresh ice pack strapped to his ankle with a blue compression wrap. He looked slightly smaller now that he was clothed in a plain grey tank top and gym shorts, but his skin still had that post-coital, golden-hour flush.

"You really do make a mean tuna sandwich, Doc," Aaron said, his voice still carrying that low, gravelly rasp from their earlier exertions. He was currently holding half a sandwich made from thick, crusty Cuban bread, a small dollop of mayonnaise clinging to his thumb. He licked it off, his eyes following her as she moved between the kitchen counter and the laundry nook. "There’s something different about this. What did you put in here? It’s got a kick."

Naomi winked at him over her shoulder as she dropped a armful of wet towels into the dryer. The machine started with a low, rumbling whir. "Secret family recipe, Mr. Aurelius. A little jerk seasoning and some scotch bonnet pepper never hurt anyone’s metabolism. If you’re going to heal that tendon, you need thermogenic density. Plain mayo is for people who don't want to live."

"Consider me converted," he laughed, taking another massive bite. "Though I think the thermogenic density from this morning did most of the work. My heart rate hasn't dropped below ninety since ten o'clock."

"That wasn't therapy, Aaron. That was an administrative error," she shot back, though she walked over and took a seat on the edge of the sofa near his good foot, her fingers automatically reaching out to trace lazy, comforting circles over his calf. "And if your coach asks, you spent the morning doing isometric resistance training."

"Technically true," Aaron grinned, leaning forward to press a quick, mustard-tinged kiss to her cheek. "The resistance was incredible."

The easy, domestic banter was cut short by the sharp, dual-tone buzz of the building’s intercom. Naomi stood up, smoothing down the front of her sundress with a swift, professional motion that signaled the doctor was back on duty. She walked over to the wall monitor, flicking the screen on.

"We have company," she announced, looking back at him with an raised eyebrow. "Your entourage has arrived. Jack, Harry, and someone who looks like he’s about to fire you or buy you a car."

Aaron groaned, sinking back into the velvet. "Coach Adams. He’s the head coach of Inter Miami CF. He’s probably here to make sure I haven't been sold to a team in Saudi Arabia behind his back. Let them up."

When the door opened five minutes later, the apartment was instantly flooded with that specific, loud, locker-room energy that seemed to follow professional athletes everywhere. Jack and Harry came in first, both of them towering men in their late twenties, dressed in matching club tracksuits, their eyes immediately darting around the penthouse with that casual, wealthy curiosity that belonged to people who lived in similar high-rises. Behind them walked Coach Adams—a grizzled, thick-necked man in his late fifties with a face like an old boot and a firm, calloused handshake that felt like an industrial vice.

"Dr. Neil," Coach Adams said, taking off his weathered Inter Miami cap as he stepped into the foyer. He gave her a long, calculating look that took in her posture, her dress, and the absolute cleanliness of the apartment. "I have to say—the club’s been worried sick about this idiot. We’ve got crucial championship matches coming up next month, and if our star forward is out for more than three weeks, the owner’s going to personally come down here and start playing striker himself."

"He’s tough, Coach," Naomi replied, her professional confidence settling over her like a well-tailored white coat. She didn't blink under his inspection. She gestured toward the living room with a fluid wave of her hand. "Just like his lookalike, Erling Haaland. He’s got that same Nordic bone density. He’ll recover in time. I’ll make sure of it."

The coach let out a loud, bark-like chuckle, his chest shaking under his polo shirt. "Haaland, huh? Yeah, I can see it. The hair, the build... the goddamn attitude on the field when things don't go his way. Though Erling doesn't spend his off-days getting managed by beautiful doctors in twenty-story penthouses."

Aaron, grinning from the sofa like a cat that had managed to secure a lifetime supply of cream, pulled Naomi closer by her hip as she walked past him to offer the men drinks. "Coach, you should know—Naomi’s Jamaican. Born and raised in St. Thomas Parish before she came over here to teach the Americans how to fix bones."

The room’s energy shifted instantly. Jack and Harry, who had been hovering near the glass balcony windows looking at the view, turned around with genuine excitement on their faces.

"Jamaica? No way!" Harry exclaimed, his thick British accent cutting through the room. "I’ve always wanted to go there, Doc. The beaches, the vibes... every time we do a pre-season tour, we end up in some dreary resort in Ohio. Tell me it’s better than Ohio."

Coach Adams leaned in, his rough face softening into something resembling actual curiosity. "Tell me the best spots, Doc. I’m serious—next off-season, if we take the cup, I’m taking the wife somewhere that doesn't have a golf course attached to it. Somewhere real."

Naomi lit up. The professional reserve she’d maintained since they entered the room melted away, replaced by the warm, infectious enthusiasm of someone who loved their home with a fierce, genetic pride. She launched into a series of vivid, highly detailed descriptions of the island—not the sanitized, cruise-ship version they saw on travel brochures, but the real Jamaica.

"If you go to St. Thomas, you don't stay in the hotels," she said, her hands moving through the air as if she were drawing a map. "You go down to Bath Fountain. It’s this natural sulfur spring hidden deep in the hills. The water comes out of the rock so hot it feels like it’s going to boil your skin, but the old Rastas there rub this blue clay into your joints. It fixes everything—better than any cortisone shot I can give you in a clinic."

"Hear that, Aaron?" Jack laughed, nudging Harry. "Maybe we need to fly you out there and bury you in some clay."

"And the food," Naomi continued, her voice growing richer as she spoke. "You don't buy jerk chicken from a restaurant with a roof. You look for an old oil drum by the side of the road in Boston Bay. The wood has to be sweetwood or pimento wood. If they’re using charcoal, they’re lying to you. The smoke gets into the meat until it’s black on the outside but so juicy on the inside it falls off the bone before it hits your plate."

The men hung on every word, their faces split into wide, hungry grins. Aaron watched her from his perch on the sofa with an expression of open, unadulterated adoration that he didn't even try to hide from his coach. He reached out and squeezed her hand every time she paused for breath, his thumb rubbing the back of her knuckles.

To everyone’s absolute delight, Naomi hadn't just prepared tuna sandwiches for the afternoon. She left the men in the living room for thirty minutes and returned with a massive, steaming pewter platter of traditional Jamaican yellow yam, boiled green bananas, and salted codfish sautéed with Scotch bonnet peppers, onions, and sweet tomatoes.

The savory, complex aroma—sharp, spicy, and distinctly tropical—filled the modern apartment, completely obliterating the residual smell of the eucalyptus soap. The visitors devoured it like a pack of wolves, groaning in appreciation as the heat of the peppers hit their throats.

"This is incredible," Coach Adams said between massive mouthfuls, his forehead sweating slightly from the spice. "If Aaron heals half as well as this food tastes, he’ll be back scoring hat-tricks by next Saturday. What did you say this was called again?"

"Ackee and saltfish is the national dish, but this is the hard food," Naomi laughed, leaning against the kitchen counter with her own small plate. "Yellow yam gives you stamina. Bolt didn't run nine-five-eight on salads, Coach. He ate yam from Trelawny."

The afternoon passed in that warm, easy, noisy conversation that only happens when sports and good food collide. There were endless stories from the pitch—most of them involving Aaron’s ridiculous pre-match superstitions—and plenty of hospital anecdotes from Naomi that made the men wince and check their own knees. Harry and Jack teased Aaron mercilessly about his "private medical supervision," suggesting that his ankle would probably take much longer to heal now that he had a reason to stay indoors.

"I’ve seen his charts, boys," Harry whispered loudly to Coach Adams. "The boy’s got a grade-one sprain and a grade-four case of wanting to stay in bed."

"Shut up and eat your yam, Harry," Aaron fired back, tossing a crumpled napkin at his teammate's head with perfect accuracy.

Naomi fit seamlessly into the middle of it all. Her sharp wit, her easy laugh, and her total lack of intimidation in front of three high-powered sports figures won them over within the first hour. She wasn't just the doctor anymore; she was the anchor of the room.

As the sun began its long, slow descent over the Everglades, painting the Miami sky in brilliant streaks of violet and burnt orange, the visitors finally departed. There were firm handshakes, more thanks, and a final warning from Coach Adams to keep the "asset" functional.

The door clicked shut for the second time that day, and the silence returned—but it was a different kind of silence now. It was heavy, warm, and full of the residue of a good day.

Aaron reached out from the sofa, catching Naomi’s wrist as she walked past him to clear the empty plates. With a single, smooth pull that showed just how much upper-body strength he still possessed, he hauled her onto his lap. She let out a small yelp of surprise before settling against his broad chest, careful to keep her weight off his elevated left leg.

"You were amazing today," he murmured, his face burying itself in the crook of her neck, his lips brushing against her warm skin. "With me this morning... with them this afternoon. Everything. My team loves you. My coach wants to marry you for your cooking."

She smiled, her fingers reaching up to stroke the short, golden hair at the back of his neck. "We make a good team, Mr. Aurelius. Even if you are a terrible patient who doesn't know how to stay still."

"I stay still when I’m full," he whispered, his hands sliding down her back, pressing her hips into his thighs.

The day had been a perfect, complicated blend of passion, laughter, tenderness, and unexpected connection. As the evening lights began to twinkle like fallen stars across Biscayne Bay, Naomi rested her head against his broad chest, listening to the steady, rhythmic, reassuring thud of his heart. For the first time in as long as she could remember, her carefully ordered, clinical world didn't feel lonely. It felt beautifully, wonderfully complete.


EPILOGUE




“If you squeeze that surgical glove any harder, Naomi, it is going to explode like a water balloon right onto the owner’s custom Italian leather wingtips, and I don't think David has the emotional bandwidth for that kind of fluid dynamics tonight.”

Naomi didn't look up from her hands, but her jaw clenched with a rhythmic, predictable click that Aaron had grown to recognize as her unofficial stress-testing sequence. She was currently standing inside the ultra-exclusive, climate-controlled sanctuary of the Inter Miami CF Chairman’s VIP Suite at Chase Stadium, surrounded by the kind of money that didn't just talk—it whispered in high-thread-count linen and offshore banking terms. Outside the tinted, triple-paned glass, forty thousand screaming fans were turning the Fort Lauderdale night into a vibrating, pink-and-black cauldron of pure kinetic anxiety.

On the pitch below, Inter Miami was locked in a brutal, scoreless, ninety-first-minute deadlock against the Chicago Fire. It was the Eastern Conference Semi-Final, and the air inside the stadium was so thick with tension you could have sliced it with a bone saw.

“I am not squeezing the glove because of the owner’s shoes, Aaron,” Naomi murmured, her voice a low, honeyed Jamaican purr that was currently running a few degrees hotter than usual.

She finally turned her head, her dark, liquid eyes flashing under the soft halogen track lighting of the suite. She was wearing a stunning, tailored crimson jumpsuit that clung to her voluptuous curves like a second skin, a deliberate departure from the oversized scrubs she usually inhabited. “I am squeezing this glove because your replacement—that nineteen-year-old academy boy with the fragile hamstrings—is running like a newborn giraffe on wet asphalt. If he drops his hip one more time during a lateral cut, I am going to have to go down to that touchline myself and perform an arthroscopy with a shrimp fork.”

Aaron let out a rich, booming laugh that caused several suits near the champagne fountain to glance over with nervous reverence. He was sitting on the edge of a high-backed velvet stool, his massive six-foot-four frame dressed in a sharp, unstructured charcoal blazer over a crisp white tee. His left leg was stretched out straight, the ankle still wrapped in a protective compression sleeve beneath his trousers—a precautionary measure dictated by Naomi three weeks ago after a particularly nasty collision against Toronto. He looked less like a sidelined athlete and more like a Norse king who had temporarily consented to watch his subjects struggle from a position of comfortable luxury.

“Relax, Doc,” Aaron grinned, reaching out with a broad, calloused hand to wrap his fingers around her wrist, gently pulling her hand away from the nitrile glove she’d stolen from the medical room downstairs. His thumb traced a slow, soothing circle over her pulse point, feeling the rapid, electric rhythm of her heart. “The kid’s got heart. He’s just terrified that if he screws up, you’re going to be the one waiting for him in the tunnel with the big needles.”

“He should be terrified,” Naomi shot back, though the tight line of her shoulders visibly softened under the heavy, steady weight of Aaron’s palm. She leaned her hip against his good knee, her voluptuous frame settling into the space beside him with a familiar, magnetic grace. “I don't like watching games from up here, Aaron. It’s too sterile. I can’t smell the grass. I can’t hear the crunch of the fibulas. It makes me feel like an accountant instead of a clinician.”

“Oh, so you miss the violence?” Harry’s thick British accent cut through the hum of the suite as he materialized from the direction of the gourmet buffet, a plate piled suspiciously high with stone crab claws and miniature sliders. He was sidelined too, nursing a fractured rib that had him breathing in short, careful increments. “And here I thought you were a healer, Naomi. She’s a proper sadist, Aaron. I’ve been telling you this since pre-season.”

“She’s not a sadist, Harry, she’s an investor,” Jack chimed in, leaning over the back of the sofa with a glass of sparkling water. “She’s spent the past month rebuilding Aaron’s knees from scratch. If anyone breaks him before the final, she loses her primary source of entertainment.”

“My primary source of entertainment is currently sitting on a velvet stool with a champagne glass, looking far too pleased with himself,” Naomi countered, her eyes dropping down the length of Aaron’s body with a slow, deliberate heat that made the blonde giant’s smile widen into something wicked. “And if he thinks this nice suit means he’s exempt from his nightly range-of-motion exercises, he is sorely mistaken.”

“Is that what we’re calling them now?” Aaron whispered, his voice dropping into that low, gravelly register that always made the tiny hairs on the back of Naomi’s neck stand up. He leaned in close, his breath hot against the shell of her ear, cutting through the ambient noise of the VIP room. “Because the last time we did ‘range-of-motion exercises’ on the kitchen island, I’m pretty sure we broke a set of imported salad bowls.”

“That was a structural defect in the ceramic, Mr. Aurelius,” she murmured, her dark skin flushing a beautiful, deep plum color as she looked down at him through her long, dense lashes. “And you were the one applying the excessive force.”

Before Aaron could deliver the filthy retort that was clearly forming behind his teeth, the stadium outside exploded into a deafening, unified roar that shook the triple-paned glass in its tracks.

Down on the pitch, the nineteen-year-old giraffe from the academy had just intercepted a sloppy square pass from the Chicago center-back. With a burst of raw, unpolished speed, the kid drove the ball toward the eighteen-yard box, his clumsy strides suddenly aligning into something resembling grace.

“Go on, son!” Harry yelled, nearly dropping his crab claws as he slammed his good hand against the glass.

The stadium held its collective breath. The kid cut inside on his right foot—his weak side—and unleashed a dipping, chaotic strike that clipped the underside of the crossbar and rattled into the back of the net just as the referee’s watch hit ninety-three minutes.

The VIP suite erupted. Suits were hugging suits; champagne was sloshing over the marble counters; and out on the terrace, the owners were jumping up and down like schoolboys. But inside their own little orbit, Aaron didn't look at the field. He pulled Naomi directly into his lap, his massive arms wrapping around her waist as he hoisted her up, her crimson jumpsuit sliding against his charcoal blazer.

“We’re going to the final,” Aaron rumbled against her mouth, his blue eyes blazing with a mixture of competitive triumph and raw, immediate arousal. He didn't care who was watching—the owners, the cameras, or the entire board of directors. He caught her lips in a deep, bruising, celebratory kiss that tasted like the premium prosecco they hadn't bothered to drink.

Naomi wrapped her arms around his neck, her fingers tangling in his long, golden hair as she kissed him back with a fierce, possessive intensity that left them both breathless when he finally let her feet touch the floor.

“Congratulations, captain,” she panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly against his. “Your team survived without you.”

“Yeah,” Aaron whispered, his eyes dropping to the full, heavy swell of her breasts beneath the crimson fabric. “But I’m not going to survive the drive home if you keep looking at me like that.”

The drive back to Aaron’s South Beach penthouse was a blur of neon streaks and tense, quiet electricity. The silver sports car handled the MacArthur Causeway like a bullet through silk, the warm, salty Atlantic air rushing through the cracked windows, carrying the scent of the ocean and the distant, fading pulse of the stadium.

They didn't talk much. They didn't need to. The transition from the public theater of the stadium to the absolute privacy of their own space was a well-traveled road by now, but tonight, the air inside the vehicle felt pressurized, like the cabin of a plane climbing too fast. Aaron’s right hand stayed glued to Naomi’s left thigh the entire trip, his large palm gripping the thick, generous meat of her leg, his thumb rubbing slow, heavy patterns through the silk of her jumpsuit until she was leaning her head back against the leather headrest, her breath coming in shallow, rhythmic increments.

The moment the door of the penthouse clicked shut behind them, the restraint they’d maintained in the VIP suite was entirely discarded.

Aaron didn't even bother to turn on the lights. The apartment was illuminated only by the massive, floor-to-ceiling grid of the Miami skyline outside, casting long, silver-and-blue shadows across the minimalist concrete floors. He caught Naomi by the waist before she could drop her clutch, spinning her around and pinning her back hard against the solid wood of the entry door.

“Aaron—the keys,” she gasped, the metal keyring clattering to the floor as his mouth descended on hers with a sudden, dark violence that made her knees go entirely weak.

“Forget the keys,” he growled against her lips, his hands flying to the zipper at the front of her jumpsuit. He pulled it down with a sharp, metallic zip that sounded like a starter pistol in the quiet apartment. The crimson fabric parted, exposing the rich, mahogany fullness of her breasts, confined only by a thin, lace-edged bra that was entirely inadequate for the situation.

Aaron let out a low, rumbled sound—something primitive and starved—as he buried his face in her cleavage, his tongue licking a wet, burning trail from the center of her collarbone down to the dark, swollen peak of her nipple. He bit down gently through the lace, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh until Naomi’s back arched completely off the door, her hands flying to his hair, pulling him closer, deeper into her skin.

“You’re rough tonight, big man,” she whispered, her Jamaican accent thick and wet, sliding through the dark like honey. Her fingers tore at his blazer, ripping the expensive wool off his shoulders and letting it drop to the floor without a second thought. She gripped the bottom of his white tee, hauling it up over his massive, sculpted chest until he was bare to the waist, his iron-hard abs flexing in the silver city light. “Did that goal down there make you crazy?”

“You make me crazy,” Aaron panted, his hands sliding down inside the split fabric of her jumpsuit, wrapping around the heavy, smooth globes of her bare ass. He lifted her effortlessly, her legs instantly locking around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back as he carried her away from the door.

He didn't make it to the bedroom. He didn't even make it to the sofa. He dropped her down onto the long, polished black marble of the kitchen island, the cold stone a shocking, electric contrast against the burning heat of her bare skin as he stripped the crimson jumpsuit past her hips, leaving her in nothing but her lace bra and a tiny, soaked strip of black silk between her thighs.

Naomi lay back against the marble, her dark curls splayed across the stone like ink, her breath coming in ragged, desperate gasps as she watched him strip his trousers and underwear in two swift, brutal motions. In the dim light of the skyline, his cock was a massive, terrifyingly thick column of muscle, fully erect and pulsing with a deep, dark pink energy, a single bead of pre-cum glistening at the flared, heavy head.

“Look at you,” Aaron breathed, his blue eyes dark as midnight as he stepped between her open thighs, his large hands reaching down to spread her knees until she was completely exposed to him. He leaned down, his chest rubbing against hers, the coarse hair of his chest scraping against her dark nipples as he captured her mouth again, his tongue fucking into her mouth with the exact same rhythm he wanted to use lower down.

“Aaron... please,” she whimpered against his lips, her hips rising off the marble instinctively, her soaked center rubbing against his thigh as she searched for him in the dark. “No more talking. Put it in. Now.”

He didn't make her wait. He caught the base of his shaft, his fingers barely meeting around the girth of it, and pressed the blunt, wide head directly against her slick, swollen entrance. Naomi let out a sharp, high-pitched cry that was entirely swallowed by his mouth as he drove forward with a single, smooth, heavy lean of his shoulders.

The stretch was magnificent and intense. Naomi felt her internal walls screaming in protest before they reluctantly parted, wrapping around his incredible width like a hot glove as he sank deeper and deeper, his pubic bone slamming against hers with a heavy, fleshy thud that echoed through the empty kitchen.

“Oh god... sweet Jesus,” Naomi wailed, her head thrashing against the marble as he buried himself to the absolute root, his heavy balls resting flat against her ass. “You’re so big... you’re filling every single corner of me, Aaron.”

“You like it like that, don't you, Doc?” Aaron growled, his hands sliding up to lock her wrists down against the stone above her head, his weight pinning her completely as he began to move. He didn't use a gentle rhythm; he used long, heavy, athletic strokes that pulled almost entirely out before plunging back in with a wet, heavy friction that had her cream splashing onto his thighs. “You like knowing that you can take all of this. Tell me how it feels, Naomi. Tell me.”

“It feels like... like fire,” she screamed, her voice cracking as another massive wave of pleasure began to build in her lower belly. Her internal muscles were already contracting in a series of tight, violent spasms, milking his shaft until Aaron’s jaw clenched so tight the tendons in his neck looked like steel wires. “Fucking drop it, Aaron! Don't you dare stop! Give it to me harder!”

Aaron gave her exactly what she asked for. He picked up the pace, his powerful thighs working like pistons as he pounded into her, the loud, lewd, wet slap of their bodies echoing through the dark apartment. Naomi’s head was rolling from side to side, her eyes wide as she looked past his shoulder at the massive reflection of their bodies in the glass window overlooking the bay—the sight of his pale, muscular ass flexing in the moonlight as he drove himself into her dark, voluptuous body was so intensely clinical and yet so thoroughly filthy that it pushed her completely over the edge.

She came with a violent, full-body convulsion, her legs wrapping even tighter around his back, her nails tearing into his shoulder blades as she screamed into the quiet room. Aaron let out a guttural, primitive roar as her walls squeezed him, his body going rigid as he delivered a massive, high-pressure torrent of hot cum deep into her core, his chest heaving against hers as they both collapsed onto the cold marble, their hearts hammering like trapped birds against their ribs.

***

The transition from the raw, sweaty intensity of the kitchen island to the domestic warmth of a Sunday afternoon was a path they had perfected over the last year.

Six months had passed since that championship night, and the South Beach penthouse had slowly transformed from a bachelor pad into a home that carried the distinct, unmistakable imprint of Naomi’s life. The sleek, sterile shelves were now stacked with heavy medical textbooks, small jars of Jamaican pimento wood spices, and a collection of framed photographs that showed a side of Aaron the public never saw—Aaron wearing an absurd apron while trying to grill jerk chicken, Aaron sleeping on the sofa with a tiny newborn cousin draped across his chest, and Aaron looking at Naomi with an expression of open, unyielding devotion that no sports journalist could ever capture.

Today, the kitchen was filled with a different kind of smoke. Naomi was standing at the stove, her dark skin glowing in the mid-day sun, wearing nothing but one of Aaron’s old, faded training jerseys that hung down to her mid-thigh. She was currently supervising a massive pot of yellow yam and salted codfish, the rich, savory steam rising from the burner and entirely overriding the scent of the salt air coming through the open balcony doors.

Aaron crawled up behind her with the silent, practiced stealth of a six-foot-four predator, his large, warm hands sliding up underneath the jersey to grip the bare, smooth curves of her hips. He pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the sweet spot just below her ear, his stubble scratching her skin pleasantly.

"If you keep seasoning that pot like that, Doc, we’re going to have to call the fire department to clear the building," he murmured, his voice full of a lazy, post-coital playfulness that always made her chest feel tight with affection.

"This is proper food, Aaron," she laughed, not turning around but leaning her head back against his chest, letting his warmth support her weight. "You have a training session at three o'clock tomorrow, and if I let you eat that cardboard protein pasta your nutritionist keeps sending to the house, you’re going to lose your step on the pitch. I am protecting the club’s primary asset."

"The club doesn't own the asset anymore, Naomi," he whispered, his hands sliding around to wrap possessively over her flat stomach, pulling her back until his erection was pressing firmly against the curve of her ass through the thin jersey. "You do. I’m pretty sure your mother made me sign a contract during Sunday dinner last month that makes you the majority shareholder of my entire life."

"Ma doesn't do contracts, Aaron, she does decrees," Naomi shot back, turning around in his arms with a wide, bright smile that lit up her entire face. She reached up and tapped the tip of his nose with a wooden spoon that carried a drop of yellow curry sauce. "And speaking of Ma, she called while you were in the shower. She wants to know if the grandbaby she’s been praying for is going to have your blonde hair or my good sense."

Aaron’s eyes softened instantly, a deep, beautiful warmth spreading across his face as he looked down at her. He didn't drop a joke; he simply reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, velvet box that had been sitting on the counter behind the coffee maker for three days.

"Why don't we ask her ourselves after the final?" he said softly, his fingers opening the lid to reveal a stunning, emerald-cut diamond ring that caught the midday sun like a drop of frozen ocean water. "I love you, Naomi. From that first chaotic morning in Room 104 when you told me to shut up and let you do your job, I’ve been entirely done for. Sprained ankle, championship cups, everything else—it doesn't mean a damn thing if you aren't the one resetting my joints at the end of the day. Will you marry me, Doc?"

Naomi stared at the ring, her breath catching in her throat as a single, hot tear spilled over her lashes, tracing a slow line down her mahogany cheek. She looked up into his piercing blue eyes, which were filled with nothing but an absolute, unyielding vulnerability.

"You are an insufferable, cocky forward, Aaron Aurelius," she whispered, her voice cracking with a beautiful, emotional weight as she threw her arms around his neck, pulling his head down to hers. "But yes. Yes, I will marry you. Now put the ring on before I change my mind and make you eat the spinach pasta."

Aaron laughed, a rich, triumphant sound that filled the sun-drenched kitchen as he slid the platinum band onto her finger, sealing the final, perfect expansion of a world that had started with a simple click of a hospital door and ended with a love that was entirely, beautifully unbreakable.
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