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Chapter 1

The alphabet blocks spell nothing. Red A, yellow G, blue P—Jack's fat fingers knock them across the hardwood before he loses interest, pivots on his padded bottom, and reaches for the corner of the blanket instead. I watch from the couch, my body sinking into cushions that have molded to the shape of too many exhausted evenings.

Baby powder. That's what the apartment smells like now, mixed with the sour-sweet residue of spit-up that never quite washes out of fabric. The light coming through the window has that golden-grey quality of early autumn, the kind that makes everything look softer than it actually is.

My breasts ache. They've been aching for the past hour, hard and full beneath my nursing bra, but Jack nursed himself into a food coma an hour ago. The let-down reflex tingles, a phantom sensation that my body hasn't figured out how to regulate yet.

Graig's keys jangle in the lock.

"Hey." He drops his messenger bag by the door, doesn't look at me. His tie is already loosened, top button undone. Dark circles shadow his eyes.

"Long day?"

"Every day is long." He moves to the kitchen, opens the fridge. The light illuminates his face for a moment—handsome still, but thinner. We're both thinner, actually, except for the parts of me that are fuller now, swollen with purpose.

Jack makes a noise, and Graig glances over. Something crosses his face, too quick to name.

"I could make dinner," I offer, even though my body protests the idea of standing.

"I'm not hungry."

He comes to the couch instead, sits close enough that our thighs touch. His hand finds my knee, slides up. The touch is familiar, mechanical. I know this script.

"Jack's down for a while." It's not a question.

"Probably."

His mouth finds my neck. I tilt my head, let him work his way down to my collarbone. His hands are rougher now, impatient. He pulls at my shirt, pushes up my nursing bra—winces when milk beads at my nipple.

"Sorry," I whisper.

"It's fine."

But he avoids my breasts entirely, his gaze skittering away from the damp spots spreading across my shirt. Instead, he focuses on pushing down my yoga pants, the fabric catching on my hips as he works them over the curves that haven't quite settled back to their old shape. The waistband rolls down, exposing the pale stretch marks that map my body's recent transformation.

I'm not ready—not even close to ready—my mind still caught between the mechanical nature of his touch and the memory of when this used to mean something more. But my body betrays me, slick with the kind of arousal that feels foreign now, disconnected from desire and more like muscle memory. This new configuration of hormones and healing tissue responds without my permission, preparing itself for an intimacy I'm not sure I want.

His belt slides through the loops with a soft whisper of leather against fabric, the buckle catching briefly on his hip before falling free. The sound seems too loud in the hushed nursery air, punctuated only by Jack's steady breathing from down the hall. Graig's hands work at his zipper, the metallic rasp cutting through the quiet as he frees himself.

He's already hard—has been since he walked in, probably. Five inches, maybe a little more, nothing remarkable but familiar. The head is flushed, eager, and when he wraps his hand around the shaft to guide himself, I catch the scent of his arousal mixing with the lingering baby powder and milk that seems to permeate every corner of our lives now.

His cock bobs slightly as he settles between my legs, the tip already glistening. It's the same as it's always been—average length, decent thickness—but somehow it feels different now, like everything else about my body and what it's meant to accommodate. Not better or worse, just... changed. Foreign, even though I've known this particular geography for years.

He enters me in one swift motion, and I gasp at the sudden intrusion. The sound is sharp in the quiet room, echoing off the walls lined with parenting books and baby monitors. My body accepts him, accommodates him, even as my mind recoils from the disconnect between physical sensation and emotional readiness.

The couch creaks. Jack stirs but doesn't wake.

Graig moves fast, urgent. His fingers find my clit, circle it with the practiced efficiency of six years together. My body responds, begins that slow climb toward something that might feel good. Heat pools low in my belly. I rock against his hand, chasing it.

"Graig—"

His rhythm changes, becoming something desperate and primal. Faster now, harder, his hips driving against mine with renewed urgency. The careful circling of his fingers stops abruptly, and suddenly his hand is fisting in my hair instead, pulling my head back as he yanks me up from the couch cushions.

"Turn around," he growls, his voice thick with need.

Before I can fully process the command, he's already pulling out, his hands rough on my hips as he flips me over. My knees hit the carpet hard, my palms bracing against the couch as he positions himself behind me. There's no tenderness now, no careful consideration of my postpartum body—just raw want and the kind of taking that leaves no space for anything else.

He enters me again from behind, deeper this way, and I cry out at the sudden fullness. His fingers dig into my hips as he sets a punishing pace, each thrust sending shockwaves through my oversensitive body. The couch cushions muffle my gasps, and I can hear the wet sounds our bodies make, obscene in the quiet living room where our son sleeps just feet away.

I'm close again, that familiar heat building low in my belly, my body clenching around him despite everything. Right there at the edge, teetering on the precipice of something that might actually satisfy this ache—

He groans against my shoulder blade, his breath hot on my skin, and suddenly he's pulling out completely. I feel the first hot splash across my lower back, then another, his release painting my skin as he finishes himself with his hand. The warmth spreads across my spine, and I understand—this calculated withdrawal, as if spilling his seed anywhere but inside me might somehow rewrite the biology that already gave us Jack.

The sensation dies, leaves me hanging in that awful space between almost and nothing. My body throbs with unspent need.

"I needed that." He stands, tucks himself back into his pants. "I'm gonna shower."

I lie there on the couch, my pants around my ankles, my shirt pushed up, milk leaking onto my stomach. The alphabet blocks spell nothing.

The shower runs in the bathroom. Jack whimpers, then settles. My breasts ache worse than before, demanding attention my husband can't give anymore.

Graig emerges twenty minutes later, hair damp, wearing the grey t-shirt I bought him for his birthday. He sits in the armchair across from me, not the couch. The distance feels intentional.

"We need to talk."

My stomach drops. "Okay."

"This isn't working, Lila."

"What isn't?"

"This." He gestures vaguely at the room, at Jack, at me. "All of this. I can't—I'm drowning here."

"So am I." My voice comes out sharper than I intend. "You think this is easy for me?"

"I didn't sign up for this."

"You didn't—" I stop, breathe through the rage that surges hot and sudden. "You were there, Graig. You cut the cord. You said he was perfect."

"He is perfect. That's not the point."

"Then what is the point?"

"I can't breathe in this apartment. I can't think. Everything smells like diapers and your milk and I just—I need space."

"Space." I repeat the word like it's foreign. "You need space from your three-month-old son."

"From all of it. From you, from him, from this life that I didn't choose."

"You didn't choose." My voice drops low, dangerous. "We had sex, Graig. That's how this works. You made a choice."

"You said you were on the pill."

"I was on the pill. Pills fail. Life happens. And you said—" My throat closes around the words. "You said you loved us both."

"I did. I do." He runs his hands through his damp hair. "But love isn't enough when I can't remember who I am anymore. "Besides, how do I really know you took the pills?"

"What?"

"Or if he's even mine?"

Heat crawls up my neck, spreads across my cheeks like a slap. Jack cries out, a sharp wail that slices through the air. My breasts tighten, warmth flooding through them as milk lets down. I stand, lift my son from his blanket. His weight settles against my chest, solid and warm, more real than anything coming out of Graig's mouth.

"So what are you saying?" I ask, even though I already know.

"I'm saying I need to leave."

"For how long?"

"I don't know."

I press my face into Jack's downy hair, breathe him in. "You don't know."

"I'm sorry, Lila. I really am."

"Sorry doesn't help me pay rent. Sorry doesn't feed your son."

"I'll send money."

"How generous."

He stands, moves toward the bedroom. I follow, Jack heavy in my arms. Graig pulls a duffel bag from the closet, starts throwing clothes into it. Jeans, shirts, his good shoes. The motions are practiced, like he's been planning this.

"When did you decide?" My voice sounds far away, like it belongs to someone else. "When did you decide to abandon us?"

"I'm not abandoning you. I just need—"

"Space. Right. You said that already. Besides you had you one final fuck."

He zips the bag, turns to face me. His eyes are wet, but he doesn't cry. "I never wanted this to happen."

"But it did happen. And now you're leaving."

"I have to."

Jack nurses, his small mouth urgent against my breast. The sensation grounds me, keeps me from flying apart entirely. Graig watches for a moment, something flickering across his face—regret? Relief? I can't tell anymore.

He crosses to us, kisses Jack's head. His lips don't touch me.

"I'll call," he says.

"Don't bother."

He picks up his bag, walks to the door. His hand hovers over the knob.

"Graig."

He turns.

"Did you ever love me? Really love me?"

He opens his mouth, closes it. Opens it again. "I thought I did."

The door clicks shut behind him. The sound echoes in the sudden silence, final as a period at the end of a sentence.

Jack pulls away from my breast, milk dribbling down his chin. He looks up at me with those grey-blue eyes—my eyes—and makes a small, contented sound.

My breasts still ache, fuller than before. They leak through my nursing pads, two dark circles spreading across my shirt. Physical evidence of the life I must now support alone, one feeding at a time.

The alphabet blocks spell nothing, but Jack doesn't care. He reaches for them anyway, ready to knock them down again.


Chapter 2

The café smells like burnt espresso and desperation. Mine, mostly. I stare at the spreadsheet on my laptop screen, watching numbers refuse to add up no matter how many times I rearrange them. Rent. Formula. Diapers. Utilities. The red column grows longer, angrier, while the black column shrinks to a whisper.

Jack sleeps in his carrier beside me, one tiny fist pressed against his cheek. Three months old and already costing more than I earn. My shifts at the hospital barely cover the rent, and the daycare waiting lists stretch into next year. My mother offered help, but help comes with conditions I can't stomach—moving back home, listening to how I should have known better, how Graig was always trouble.

I close the laptop before the tears can blur the screen.

"Lila Foster?"

I look up. The woman standing beside my table doesn't belong in this grimy coffee shop. She wears a charcoal suit that probably costs more than my car, her dark hair pulled into a sleek bun. Everything about her screams money and competence.

"I'm Evelyn Chen." She extends a manicured hand. "Thank you for agreeing to meet."

"I didn't think I had much choice." I shake her hand, noting the firmness of her grip. "Your email said you had an opportunity. I need opportunities."

"May I?" She gestures to the empty chair.

"Please."

Evelyn sits with the kind of grace that comes from yoga classes I can't afford. She pulls out a tablet, taps it once. "I represent Aurora Medical Wellness Facility. We're a private institution specializing in... unique healthcare solutions. Your supervisor at County General recommended you."

"Sandra?" I blink. "I didn't realize she—"

"Ms. Miller has worked with us before, referring candidates who demonstrate exceptional discretion and professionalism." Evelyn's smile doesn't quite reach her eyes. "Your patient reviews are outstanding. Compassionate, attentive, unflappable under pressure."

"That's nice to hear." Jack stirs, makes a small sound. My breasts tighten immediately, anticipating his need. "But I'm looking for more hours, not a new position."

"What I'm offering is both." She slides the tablet across the table. "Take a look."

The numbers on the screen make my heart stutter. Base salary. Housing stipend. Premium childcare benefits. I read the total three times, convinced I'm misunderstanding.

"This is..." I trail off, unable to finish the sentence.

"Generous, yes. Aurora facility takes care of its staff."

"What's the catch?"

"There are unique requirements." Evelyn folds her hands on the table. "Perhaps we should discuss this somewhere more private. My car is just outside."

Every instinct screams danger. Strange woman, vague promises, too much money. But Jack makes that small sound again, and my milk lets down, warmth spreading through my breasts. I glance at the closed laptop hiding my financial reality.

"Okay."

Evelyn's car smells like leather and something floral I can't identify. The back seat is spacious enough for Jack's carrier to fit comfortably beside me. She pulls into traffic with the confidence of someone who's never worried about a parking ticket.

"Aurora facility serves a very specific clientele," she begins, her manicured fingers steady on the steering wheel as we glide through the upscale neighborhood. "Wealthy individuals who value privacy and discretion above all else. CEOs who can't afford scandals, politicians whose reputations hang by threads, celebrities whose every move is scrutinized. People whose time is precious and whose needs are... particular."

The leather seat creaks as I shift, adjusting Jack's weight against me. Through the tinted windows, I watch expensive houses blur past—the kind of homes where people like me only enter through service entrances.

"What kind of needs?"

"Medical, certainly. Our doctors are among the finest in the country. But also personal. Intimate." She glances at me in the rearview mirror, those calculating eyes meeting mine for just a moment before returning to the road. "We offer a full-service experience. Everything our clients require, provided by staff who understand the value of silence."

The words hang in the air between us, heavy with implication. I think of the numbers on that tablet, of Jack's formula sitting on my kitchen counter next to past-due notices.

"And the service would include doctors, other medical personnel..." I pause, my voice smaller than I'd like. "And patients?"

"All of the above," she confirms with the casual tone of someone discussing lunch plans. "Comfort comes in many forms. Sometimes a client needs medical attention. Sometimes they need companionship. Sometimes they simply need someone who can make them feel... cared for."

My stomach tightens, a knot of fear and something else I don't want to name. "You're talking about sex."

"I'm talking about consent." Her voice stays level, professional. "Staff members at Aurora enter into contracts that outline exactly what they're agreeing to. Nothing happens without explicit permission. You would have complete control over your boundaries."

"But sex is part of it."

"For some positions, yes. Intimacy is a component of care."

Jack wakes, his face scrunching toward a cry. I lift him out, settle him against my shoulder. His weight anchors me, keeps me from floating away on panic and possibility.

"Why me?"

"You're a young mother, recently single, financially vulnerable. You're also attractive, educated, and according to your supervisor, someone who can compartmentalize effectively." Evelyn turns down a tree-lined street. "And you're lactating."

Heat floods my face. "What does that have to do with anything?"

"Some doctors and even some clients find it appealing. It would increase your premium considerably."

"Jesus Christ."

"I understand this is overwhelming. Let me show you the facility. No commitment, just information."

The building appears through the trees—sleek glass and stone, surrounded by manicured gardens. Nothing about it screams medical facility. It looks like a luxury resort, the kind of place I've only seen in magazines.

Evelyn parks, leads me through a side entrance. The interior matches the exterior's elegance. Soft lighting, expensive art, the kind of hush that money buys. We take an elevator to the third floor, enter a small conference room overlooking the gardens.

"Have a seat." She gestures to a leather chair. "Would you like water? Coffee?"

"Water's fine."

She pours from a glass carafe, sets it in front of me. Jack nurses, his small hands kneading my breast. Evelyn watches without judgment, like breastfeeding in business meetings is perfectly normal.

"The contract." She opens a folder, slides papers across the table. "Everything is outlined here. Salary breakdown, benefits, housing details. The childcare facility is on-site, staffed twenty-four hours. You'd have a two-bedroom apartment in our residential building, fully furnished."

I scan the numbers again. The base salary alone exceeds what I make now. Add the housing stipend and childcare benefits, and the total becomes life-changing.

"And in exchange?"

"You work as a nurse in our facility. Standard medical duties—checking vitals, administering medication, wound care. But you also consent to what we call Free Use."

"Meaning?"

"Doctors , other staff members and clients can request your services at any time during your shift. If you consent, you provide whatever they ask for. Conversation, companionship, physical intimacy." She pauses. "You can refuse once per week without penalty. Any additional refusals result in salary adjustments."

"So I say yes or I lose money."

"You say yes to the contract terms up front. By signing, you agree that during working hours, you are available. The weekly refusal is your safety valve, for situations where you genuinely cannot proceed."

I set the water down, hands shaking. "This is insane."

"This is pragmatic." Evelyn's voice softens slightly. "You're a single mother with no support system and dwindling savings. This contract offers security. A safe place to live, excellent care for your son, and compensation that will allow you to build a future."

"By letting strange men fuck me whenever they want."

"By consenting to intimacy with doctors and clients who have been thoroughly vetted, health-screened, and contractually obligated to respect your physical safety." She taps the papers. "You won't be hurt, Lila. You won't be coerced. You'll be compensated."

Jack pulls away from my breast, milk dribbling down his chin. He looks up at me with those grey-blue eyes, completely trusting. Completely dependent.

"Can I read the full contract?"

"Of course. Take your time."

The language is clinical, precise. Section after section outlines duties, compensation, termination clauses. Then I reach the Free Use provisions.

Staff member consents to physical and sexual contact with facility doctors and  clients during scheduled working hours. Consent is indicated by verbal affirmation of "yes" to any request. Staff member may refuse one request per seven-day period without financial penalty.

Acceptable activities include but are not limited to: manual stimulation, oral sex, vaginal intercourse, anal intercourse, lactation services, role-play scenarios, and domination and submission play.

All activities will be conducted with appropriate safety measures. Doctors nad clients are required to wear protection unless staff member explicitly consents otherwise. Staff member has the right to end any encounter if safety is compromised.

My hands shake. The words blur together, rearrange themselves into impossible choices. Jack sleeps against my shoulder, his breath warm on my neck. I pull out my phone, open the photo I took last week—him smiling for the first time, that gummy grin that makes everything hurt and heal simultaneously.

Graig's words echo in my head. I can't breathe. I need space.

He used me. Used my body, my love, my willingness to build a life together. Then he left when it got hard, when the reality of fatherhood didn't match his fantasy. He took what he wanted and gave nothing back.

My breasts ache, heavy with milk that will come whether I want it or not. My body produces nourishment on a schedule I can't control, responding to Jack's needs without asking permission. I'm already being used—by biology, by circumstance, by the relentless math of survival.

Why not be used for something that pays?

The thought makes me nauseous. Then I look at the numbers again. Really look at them.

S = B + H + C

Salary equals base plus housing plus childcare. Equals stability. Equals a future where Jack doesn't grow up in poverty, where I'm not one missed shift away from eviction.

"What about Jack?" My voice sounds distant. "If I'm working, who—"

"The childcare facility is exceptional. Low ratios, experienced staff, enrichment programs. You'd have break times to nurse. He'd be close, well cared for." Evelyn leans forward slightly. "You're a good mother, Lila. This contract allows you to continue being one."

"By fucking strangers."

"By providing services you're capable of providing, in exchange for resources you desperately need." She doesn't flinch from the crudeness. "Sex isn't sacred. It's an exchange like any other. You've already given your body to someone who offered nothing in return. Why not give it to people who'll compensate you fairly?"

The words land like punches, brutal and true. Graig took everything—my trust, my body, my vision of our future—and left me with debt and a baby I love more than breathing. He used me for free.

These people want to pay.

I read the salary line again. The number would mean Jack has everything he needs. Formula if my milk dries up. Clothes that fit. A warm apartment. A mother who isn't drowning in stress every waking moment.

"How do I..." I swallow hard. "How do I just say yes? To everything?"

"You practice. Start small. A client requests conversation, you say yes. A doctor requests a handjob, you say yes. Eventually, the word becomes automatic. Consent through repetition."

"And if I can't do it? If I freeze or panic?"

"Then you use your weekly refusal. But Lila..." Evelyn's gaze holds mine. "You won't freeze. You've already survived worse than anything our clients will ask for. You've endured pregnancy, childbirth, abandonment. You're still here, still fighting. This is just another battle in a war you're already winning."

Jack stirs, makes a small sound. I adjust him, feel the weight of him against my chest. My breasts leak, warm droplets soaking through my nursing pad. Evidence of my body's purpose, its relentless drive to nourish life.

I pick up the pen.

"Where do I sign?"


Chapter 3

The facility looks nothing like a hospital.

Glass walls catch morning light, fracturing it into prismatic patterns across polished concrete floors. Chrome fixtures gleam under recessed lighting. Everything curves—no sharp angles, no harsh transitions. Even the reception desk sweeps in an arc of white marble, seamless and pristine.

I adjust Jack on my hip, his fingers tangling in my hair. The diaper bag weighs heavy on my shoulder, packed with everything he might need for his first day. Formula, even though I'm still nursing. Extra clothes. The stuffed rabbit he's barely old enough to notice but that I can't bear to leave behind.

"Ms. Foster." A young woman in dove-grey scrubs approaches, her smile professional but genuine. Name tag reads Simone. "Welcome to Aurora. I'll be showing you to childcare first, then getting you settled in your quarters."

Quarters. Not apartment. Not home. The word choice feels deliberate, clinical. A reminder that this place operates under different rules.

We move through corridors that smell like expensive candles—something woody and clean, nothing like the antiseptic bite of a regular hospital. Simone chatters about amenities. Full kitchen in my suite. Gym access. Weekly stipend for personal items. Her voice fades to background noise as we pass doorways, some open, some closed. I catch glimpses—exam rooms that look more like bedrooms, leather chairs instead of plastic, ambient lighting instead of fluorescents.

A door stands ajar. Inside, a woman in navy scrubs kneels between a man's spread legs, his hand gentle in her hair. He's dressed in a suit, tie loosened. They could be anywhere—an office, a hotel room. Except for the medical equipment lining the walls, the blood pressure cuff on his arm.

The woman pulls back, wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. Says something that makes him laugh.

Business as usual.

My stomach clenches. Jack squirms, sensing my tension.

"Here we are." Simone pushes through double doors into a space that makes my chest ache. Soft mats cover the floor in primary colors. Age-appropriate toys line shelves. Natural light floods through floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a garden. Three staff members tend to six babies, ratio better than anywhere I could afford on my own.

A woman with silver-streaked hair approaches, arms already reaching for Jack. "You must be Jack. What a handsome boy." She looks at me, understanding in her eyes. "I'm Margaret. I've been doing this thirty years. He's safe here."

I hesitate. Jack's weight against my chest feels like the only real thing in this surreal place.

"First day is hardest for mom, not baby." Margaret's smile crinkles her eyes. "We have cameras. You can check the feed anytime from your phone. And you'll have scheduled nursing breaks—every three hours to start, adjusted as needed."

"What if he needs me before then?"

"We'll come find you. Always." She gestures to a comfortable chair in the corner. "Want to nurse him now, before you start orientation?"

I sink into the chair, grateful. Jack latches immediately, his small hand resting on my breast. This I know. This I can do. The familiar tug and release, his contented sounds. My body responding, milk letting down, fulfilling its purpose.

When he finishes, drowsy and satisfied, Margaret takes him with practiced ease. He doesn't cry. Just blinks up at her, then at the mobile spinning slowly overhead.

"Go." Margaret nods toward the door. "He'll be fine. So will you."

My quarters occupy the third floor—a studio with exposed brick and those same floor-to-ceiling windows. King bed with white linens. Kitchenette with marble counters. Bathroom with a soaking tub deep enough to drown in.

Everything whispers luxury, from the Egyptian cotton towels to the organic toiletries. Subtle cage, gilded and comfortable.

Simone leaves me with a tablet containing my schedule. First shift starts in thirty minutes. Meet Dr. Reid for orientation and medical clearance.

I shower quickly, let hot water beat against muscles tight with anxiety. Dress in the navy scrubs from the wardrobe—they fit perfectly, somehow both professional and flattering. Someone measured me, anticipated my size. Prepared for my arrival before I'd even signed.

The face in the mirror looks like mine. Auburn hair still damp, grey-blue eyes wide. But I'm looking at a stranger. A woman who agreed to be available. To say yes. To let her body become currency.

My breasts ache, already filling again. Constant reminder of my body's productivity, its value.

I think of Jack's face, peaceful in Margaret's arms. Think of the eviction notice I won't receive. The formula I won't have to choose between and rent.

Then I head downstairs to meet Dr. Reid.

His office sits at the end of a quiet corridor, away from the main clinical areas. The nameplate reads Dr. Marcus Reid, Chief Medical Officer in understated letters.

I knock. Wait.

"Come in."

The voice carries authority, the kind that doesn't need volume to command attention.

Dr. Reid stands at a window overlooking the garden, hands clasped behind his back. Early forties, I'd guess. Dark hair silvering at the temples. Athletic build evident even under the white coat—shoulders broad, posture perfect. A man who takes care of himself, who understands discipline.

He turns, and his eyes assess me with clinical precision. Not lustful, not yet. Just evaluating.

"Lila Foster. Please, sit." He gestures to a leather chair facing his desk. "How was your first impression of Aurora?"

"Overwhelming." Honesty feels safer than pretense. "Beautiful, but overwhelming."

"Good. Honest." He settles into his own chair, leaning back slightly. "I've reviewed your file. Pediatric background, excellent patient reviews, recent maternity leave. You're overqualified for basic nursing duties, which means you're here for other reasons."

"I need the money."

"Everyone needs money. You need this specific arrangement." He steeples his fingers. "Your contract includes provisions most nurses wouldn't accept. I need to understand your capacity for them. Mental, emotional, physical."

My pulse quickens. "What kind of understanding?"

"The practical kind." He stands, moves to the door. The lock clicks into place—loud in the quiet room. "I don't require elaborate fantasies or pretense. I need to know you can perform required duties without hesitation or trauma response. Consider this a calibration."

He's going to ask. My body knows before my mind fully processes. Shoulders tense, thighs clench together.

"Your contract gives you one refusal per week. This isn't a requirement—you can say no right now, save your refusal for later. But I'll ask anyway." He leans against the desk, close enough I smell his cologne. Something expensive, cedar and citrus. "I'd like manual stimulation. A handjob, to be crude about it. Assess your technique, your comfort level. Are you willing?"

The words hang between us. Clinical language for something that should feel intimate, personal. But there's nothing personal here. Just an exchange, terms already agreed upon.

I signed the contract. Took the money. This is what it means.

"Yes."

He nods, satisfied. "Good. We'll start simple. I'll remain clothed initially—sometimes clients prefer that. Intimacy through layers, maintaining some boundaries."

But he doesn't remain clothed. He shrugs off the white coat, hangs it carefully. Unbuttons his shirt with unhurried precision, revealing a chest that confirms my assessment—he's fit, disciplined. A body maintained deliberately. Then the belt, the zipper. Slacks pushed down just enough.

His cock emerges, and I barely suppress a sharp intake of breath.

Massive doesn't quite cover it. Thick enough my fingers won't meet around the shaft, long enough to make my hand look small. Already half-hard, it pulses with blood flow, darkening as I watch.

"Problem?" His voice carries amusement.

"No. Just... I need both hands."

"Then use them."

I stand, close the distance between us. My hands shake slightly—adrenaline, not fear. I wrap both around him, feel the heat of him, the weight. Velvet over steel, that cliché that turns out to be accurate. He grows harder under my touch, expanding until he's fully erect and I genuinely don't know how this thing fits inside anyone.

"Start slow," he instructs, voice steady. "Pressure at the base, lighter at the tip. Most men finish too quickly. I won't. Take your time, find a rhythm."

I follow instructions, physician orders just like any other day. Grip firmly at the root, slide upward. His foreskin moves with my motion, exposing the head briefly before covering it again. Precum beads at the slit—body responding even if his expression remains controlled.

I twist slightly on the upstroke, let my thumb graze the sensitive ridge. His breath catches. Small victory.

"Good. Add the second hand—alternate the pressure."

I adjust, creating a stroking pattern that covers his full length. Up with the right, down with the left. Continuous motion, no breaks. His cock throbs in my grip, veins prominent along the shaft. So much blood, so much heat. My own body responds despite myself—pulse quickening, breathing shallow. Not arousal exactly. Something closer to focus, to performance anxiety transformed into determination.

I will be good at this. I will make this transaction worth every dollar.

His hips shift slightly, chasing my hands. First sign of lost control, composure cracking. I tighten my grip, speed up just slightly. Watch his jaw clench.

"Use your mouth on the tip. Just the head—keep your hands moving on the shaft."

I lean forward, let my tongue dart out. Taste salt and skin and something uniquely him. Swirl around the crown while my hands maintain their rhythm below. He groans, the sound rumbling from deep in his chest.

"Fuck. Yes, like that."

Professional detachment vanishing. Just a man now, not a doctor. Just someone responding to sensation, to pleasure I'm creating.

I work him harder, faster. Feel his thighs tense against my body, his cock pulsing with increasing urgency. He's close—every physical sign points to imminent release. I pull back, focus on my hands, create the pressure and speed he needs.

"Lila—" Warning in his voice.

Then he erupts.

The first spurt hits my chest, hot through the scrubs. Second catches my neck. Third, fourth, fifth—he comes like a dam breaking, massive release matching his massive cock. I keep stroking, milking every pulse from him until he's empty and shaking slightly.

Silence except for his ragged breathing.

I straighten, wipe my hands on my already-ruined scrubs. His cum drips down my chest, soaking through fabric. Evidence of competence, of contract fulfilled.

"Fcuk." He reaches for tissues, hands them to me. "You've done this before."

"I was in a relationship for three years. You learn technique."

"That's beyond technique. That's talent." He tucks himself away, reassembles his professional appearance with the same care he disassembled it. "You'll do very well here, Lila. Very well indeed."


Chapter 4

The break room smells like burnt coffee and antiseptic. I've cleaned myself up as best I can, changed into fresh scrubs from my locker. The stains won't come out of the others—Dr. Reid's release was too thorough, too abundant. I'll have to throw them away.

My breasts ache. Not yet time to pump or nurse Jack, but the pressure builds steadily. A constant reminder of my body's dual purpose now—nurse and mother, caregiver and commodity.

"First day?"

I turn. A woman leans against the doorframe, dark skin glowing under fluorescent lights, natural hair pulled into a high puff. She's younger than me—mid-twenties maybe—wearing scrubs that somehow look fashionable instead of functional. The top three buttons undone, collarbone on display.

"That obvious?"

"You have the look. Shell-shocked but trying to hide it." She pushes off the frame, extends a hand. "Nina Davis. Intern. Been here six months."

"Lila Foster." Her grip is warm, confident. "Nurse."

"I know. Evelyn mentioned you'd be starting today. How was the orientation?"

Heat crawls up my neck. "Thorough."

Nina laughs, the sound rich and unguarded. "Dr. Reid?"

"Yes."

"He always does the new hires. Says it establishes baseline expectations." She moves to the coffee pot, pours two cups without asking. Hands me one. "Don't worry. Gets easier. The first time you think you'll never adjust, but the body adapts fast. Mind follows eventually."

"You sound like you're discussing a workout regimen."

"Isn't it?" She sits, gestures for me to join her. "Physical activity, routine maintenance, health benefits. The facility covers our gym memberships, by the way. Most of us need it."

I sit, sip the coffee. It's terrible, but warm. "This is your normal now? The... arrangement?"

"Free Use." Nina says it without flinching, without lowering her voice. "Yeah. Look, I get it. I did my residency at County General—traditional hierarchy, traditional harassment. At least here it's transparent. Compensated. We have actual power because they need us more than we need them. You know how rare that is in medicine?"

"I'm a nurse, not a doctor."

"Same principle. They're paying you what? Six figures? Housing, childcare, benefits?" She watches my expression. "Thought so. You think any hospital would offer that? For your skill set plus your consent, you're getting what you're actually worth. Revolutionary concept."

She shifts, crosses her legs. The movement draws my attention to her thighs, the way the scrubs cling. She notices, smiles.

"You're beautiful, you know that? Auburn hair, those eyes. Bet Dr. Reid appreciated the view."

"He appreciated the technique."

"Even better." Nina leans forward. "Can I ask you something personal?"

"More personal than this conversation already is?"

"Fair point." She gestures toward my chest. "You lactating?"

The question lands like a physical touch. "I have a son."

"I can tell. You keep shifting, trying to relieve the pressure. How long until you need to pump?"

"Hour, maybe."

"Must be uncomfortable." Nina stands, crosses to the door. Locks it. "Want some help with that?"

My heart hammers. "What?"

"You heard me." She returns, stands close enough I smell her perfume—something citrus and clean. "I'm curious. Always have been, but the opportunity never came up. You're full, I'm interested. Simple transaction, like everything else here."

"I don't—"

"You don't have to. That's the beauty of the contract. One refusal per week, remember?" Her fingers brush my arm, feather-light. "But I'm not a client. I'm a colleague. And I think you want this. Want to feel desired for all of you, not just the parts Graig noticed."

The name strikes deep. She did her research, knows my history.

"Evelyn's thorough," Nina admits. "We all read the files. Single mom, recent separation, financial desperation. Standard sob story, except you're not sobbing. You're here, making moves. I respect that."

Her hand cups my jaw, thumb tracing my lower lip.

"Let me taste you."

The words unlock something. Permission I didn't know I needed. I nod.

Nina's smile widens. She guides me to the couch—worn leather, probably seen a thousand encounters like this. Her hands move to my scrub top, untie the knot at my waist. I raise my arms, let her pull it over my head. The nursing bra beneath is industrial, functional. She unhooks it with practiced efficiency.

My breasts spill free, heavy and aching. Nipples already leaking, small drops of milk beading on the surface.

"Fuck," Nina breathes. "You're gorgeous."

She lowers her head, tongue darting out. Licks one nipple, then the other. The sensation shoots straight through me—relief and arousal tangled together. She takes the left breast in her mouth, sucks gently. Milk flows, and she moans against my skin.

"Sweet. holy pony, you're sweet."

She drinks, pulls more from me. The pressure eases, replaced by something deeper. Connection, intimacy. Her hand finds my other breast, massages gently, coaxes more milk to the surface. She switches sides, gives equal attention. I thread my fingers through her hair, hold her against me.

This is what I needed. Not just release, but appreciation. Someone who sees my body's changes and wants them, celebrates them.

The door unlocks. Clicks open.

Nina pulls back, milk on her lips. We both turn.

Dr. Murphy fills the doorframe. Older than Reid, late forties maybe. Silver at his temples, broad shoulders straining his button-down. His gaze travels over us—my exposed breasts, Nina's flushed face.

"Ladies."

"Dr. Murphy." Nina doesn't sound surprised. "Join us?"

He steps inside, locks the door behind him. "Miss Foster. Heard you had an impressive orientation."

"News travels fast."

"Small facility. Tight community." He shrugs off his jacket, loosens his tie. "Nina, you sharing?"

"Depends." Nina looks at me. "This your refusal, Lila? Or you want to see where this goes?"

I should say no. Should establish boundaries, prove I have limits. But my body thrums with need Nina awakened but didn't satisfy. And Dr. Murphy's presence shifts the energy—makes it darker, more intense.

"Where does it go?"

"Wherever we want." Nina stands, strips off her scrub top. Her breasts are smaller than mine, darker nipples tight with arousal. She shimmies out of her pants, stands naked except for pink cotton panties. "I'm thinking you're the center. We work around you."

Dr. Murphy approaches, hands finding my waist. "You comfortable with that?"

"Yes."

"Say it clearly."

"I consent to this. Both of you."

"Good girl." He lifts me effortlessly, positions me on my knees on the couch. Nina climbs up, arranges herself against the armrest. Spreads her legs.

"Eat me out while he fucks you," she says simply. "And let me drink while you do."

Dr. Murphy's hands strip off my remaining clothes—pants, underwear gone in seconds. His finger slides through my wetness, confirms what my body already knows. I'm soaked, ready.

Nina guides my head down, and I taste her—salt and musk and arousal. She gasps as my tongue finds her clit, circles it slowly. Her hands tangle in my hair, pull me closer.

Behind me, Dr. Murphy's cock presses against my entrance. Thick head breaching, stretching. He's not as massive as Reid, but substantial enough I feel every inch as he pushes inside. Fills me completely, hits depths Graig never reached.

"Wow, you're tight." His hands grip my hips, pull me back onto him. Sets a rhythm immediately—deep, powerful thrusts that rock my whole body forward. My face presses harder against Nina's pussy, tongue working frantically to maintain focus.

Nina leans forward, mouth finding my breast again. Sucks hard, pulls milk from me while I devour her. The dual stimulation overwhelms—pleasure cascading from three points simultaneously. My nipples, my clit grinding against the couch with each thrust, my tongue against Nina's swollen flesh.

"Don't stop," Nina gasps. "Right there, fuck, right there—"

Dr. Murphy increases his pace. Pounds into me with bruising force, each impact sending shockwaves through my core. The angle hits my G-spot perfectly, builds pressure I can't control. My orgasm approaches fast, unstoppable.

"She's close," Dr. Murphy announces. "Feel her clenching."

"Make her come." Nina's voice shakes. "Want to feel it against my pussy when she screams."

He reaches around, finds my clit. Rubs firm circles while maintaining those devastating thrusts. The combination shatters me. I come hard, screaming into Nina's flesh, body convulsing. Nina follows immediately, thighs clamping around my head, flooding my mouth with her release.

Dr. Murphy doesn't stop. Fucks me through the aftershocks, chases his own finish. His grip tightens, bruising. Then he pulls out, comes across my back and ass. Hot spurts marking me again, claiming me.

We collapse together—sweaty, satisfied tangle of limbs.

Nina kisses me, tastes herself on my lips. "Welcome to Aurora, Lila. You're going to fit in perfectly."


Chapter 5

Jack's fingers relax around my pinkie as he drifts into sleep. I ease him into his crib in the facility's childcare suite, watch his chest rise and fall. Two days at Aurora and already the rhythm feels natural—nurse my son, then move through these pristine halls offering different care to different people.

The duality should unsettle me. Instead, it centers me.

I adjust my navy scrubs, check my reflection in the chrome elevator doors. Auburn waves secured in a low ponytail, minimal makeup, professional veneer intact. No one could guess what happened in that break room. What I let Nina and Dr. Murphy do. What I'm becoming.

Fourth floor. Private recovery suites. My tablet lists the patient: Francis "Frankie" Sullivan, 21, pre-op for reconstructive knee surgery. Notes mention anxiety about the procedure, requests for extra attention. Standard stuff.

I knock twice, push open the door.

The man in the hospital bed steals my breath.

Even reclined, he's enormous. Six-four easily, shoulders broad enough to fill the frame, muscles defined beneath his thin hospital gown. Copper hair catches afternoon light through the window—not quite red, not quite blond. That distinctive Irish ginger that glows. His face could sell magazines: sharp jawline dusted with stubble, high cheekbones, full lips. But his eyes capture me most—deep blue like the Atlantic, currently wide with nervous energy.

"Hi." His voice carries that thick Boston accent, drops his R's. "You must be the nurse."

"Lila Foster." I close the door behind me, approach with my practiced smile. "How are you feeling, Frankie?"

"Nervous as hell." He laughs, runs a hand through that copper hair. "Surgery's tomorrow morning. They tell you that?"

"I saw your chart. Reconstructive work on the ACL, correct?" I check his vitals monitor, note his elevated heart rate. "Playing college ball?"

"BC. Boston College." Pride flickers across his features. "Running back. Was anyway, before I wrecked my knee. This surgery's supposed to get me back on the field next season."

I wrap the blood pressure cuff around his bicep—solid muscle, warm under my fingertips. "Your accent gave away the Boston part."

"That obvious, huh?"

"Distinctly so." The cuff inflates, releases. Slightly elevated but nothing concerning. "The hair's a giveaway too. Irish ancestry?"

"Grandparents came over from Cork. Dad's side." He grins, relaxes marginally. "Whole family's got the curse. My brother Patrick looks like a damn leprechaun."

I laugh, genuine. "I think it's beautiful. The coloring."

His cheeks flush pink beneath freckles I hadn't noticed before. Shy despite his size, despite the confidence his body projects. Something about that combination appeals to me—raw masculinity tempered with vulnerability.

"Thanks." He watches me work, studies my face. "You're really pretty, you know that?"

"Frankie—"

"Sorry, sorry." He holds up his hands. "Too forward? My ma always says I got no filter. But like, you are though. Really pretty."

Heat creeps up my neck. When was the last time someone called me pretty? Really meant it, looked at me like this boy does—direct, honest, appreciative without being crude.

"Thank you." I finish recording his vitals, set my tablet aside. "Try to save some of that charm for after surgery."

"Can't help it around beautiful women." But his smile falters, nerves reasserting themselves. His knee bounces beneath the blanket, restless energy seeking release.

I sit on the edge of his bed, gentler now. "What's really bothering you? The surgery itself or something else?"

He exhales slowly. "My dad arranged everything. Aurora, the surgeon, recovery. Said I'd be 'taken care of' here." Those blue eyes meet mine, searching. "I know what that means. What Aurora is."

Ah. There it is.

"You're scared."

"Not scared exactly." He shifts, uncomfortable. "Just... I'm not sure I'm built that way? Like, I've had girlfriends, hooked up plenty. But paying for it, having it arranged, feels weird. Transactional."

I touch his forearm, feel tension coiled beneath skin. "Nothing has to happen you don't want. That's the rule here—consent matters. Always."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." My thumb traces circles on his wrist, soothing. "You're in control, Frankie. Whatever you need."

He swallows hard, Adam's apple bobbing. "What if I need distraction? From thinking about tomorrow, about them cutting into my knee, about whether I'll ever play again?"

The request hangs between us. Unspoken but crystal clear.

I stand, walk to the door. His face falls—disappointment, resignation. Then I twist the lock. Turn back to face him.

"All you have to do is ask."

"I..." He sits up straighter, hope warring with uncertainty. "I don't wanna pressure you or nothing."

"Frankie." I cross back to the bed, stand close enough he has to tilt his head up to maintain eye contact. "Ask me."

"Will you... can we... fuck." He laughs nervously. "Not great at this part."

"Try again. Clear words."

"Will you have sex with me? Please?"

"Yes."

I strip methodically. Pull my scrub top over my head, reveal the simple white bra beneath. Unhook it, let my breasts free. His eyes go wide, fixed on my chest. I shimmy out of my pants, panties, stand naked before him.

"Jesus Christ." His voice drops an octave. "You're fucking perfect."

"Your turn."

He peels off the hospital gown. His body exceeds expectations—carved muscle, defined abs, powerful thighs built for explosive speed. His cock rises thick and heavy between his legs, already hard. Not as massive as Dr. Reid, but substantial. Impressive.

"Before we go any further," I say, settling onto the bed beside him, "let me show you how to touch a woman properly."

I take his hands in mine, guide them to my breasts. His palms are warm, slightly calloused from years of gripping footballs and gym equipment. I position his fingers, demonstrate the pressure I crave.

"Gentle at first," I murmur, covering his hands with mine. "Feel how full they are? How sensitive?" His touch sends electricity through my chest, makes my nipples tighten. "Now use your mouth."

He leans forward eagerly, but I place a palm against his chest. Stop him.

"Slowly. Kiss my neck. The hollow of my throat." I tilt my head back, expose the column of my neck. "Women need time to build. We're not machines—you can't just flip a switch."

His lips find my pulse point, soft and uncertain. I guide him with gentle pressure, my fingers threading through his short dark hair. "That's it. Now trace down with your tongue."

He follows my direction, maps the path from my throat to my collarbone with reverent kisses. When he reaches the swell of my breast, I feel his exhale ghost across my skin.

"Now you can use your mouth here," I whisper. "But remember—build up to it. Kiss around first, then—"

He captures my nipple between his lips, and I arch into him. The sensation shoots straight to my core, makes me gasp. His technique needs work, but his enthusiasm more than compensates.

"Perfect," I breathe. "Just like that."

I retrieve a condom from the drawer—Aurora stocks them everywhere—and tear it open. His breathing quickens as I approach.

"Ever had a woman on top?"

"Once or twice."

"Good." I roll the latex down his length, feel him pulse in my palm. "Because I'm going to show you exactly what I like."

I climb onto the bed, straddle his hips carefully—mindful of his injured knee. Position myself above him, grip his shoulders for balance.

"Watch." I guide his hand between my legs, let him feel my wetness. "This is how you know I'm ready. Always check first."

"You're soaked."

"Because I want this." I sink down slowly, take him inch by inch. He stretches me perfectly, fills me completely. "See how I control the pace? How I take what I need?"

"Fuck yes." His hands find my hips, grip tight. "You feel incredible."

I start moving. Roll my hips, grind against him. Find the angle that hits my G-spot, sends sparks through my core. Establish a rhythm that builds pleasure methodically.

"Some women need clitoral stimulation to come during penetration." I take his hand, guide his thumb to my clit. "Right there. Circles, not too hard."

He follows instructions perfectly. Rubs steady circles while I ride him, while I chase my own pleasure. His other hand explores—traces my waist, cups my breast, thumbs my nipple. Learning my body through touch.

"You're so hot." His Boston accent thickens with arousal. "Never seen anything like this."

I increase my pace, bounce harder on his cock. His hips buck up to meet me despite the injured knee, drive deeper. The bed creaks beneath us, headboard tapping the wall.

"Talk to me," I gasp. "Tell me what you feel."

"Tight. So fucking tight around me." His thumb maintains those circles, pressure perfect. "Warm and wet and—, I'm not gonna last long."

"Don't hold back." I lean forward, change the angle. Take him impossibly deeper. "I want to feel you come."

His control fractures. Thrusts turn erratic, desperate. His free hand grips my ass, guides my movements faster. The combination overwhelms, his cock hitting that sweet spot, his thumb on my clit, the sheer intimacy of connection.

My orgasm builds fast. Pressure coiling tighter, tighter. I grind down hard, take him to the root.

"Frankie…"

"I am close…"

"Cum Frankie…" I shatter. Clench around him, muscles spasming. Pleasure crashes through me in waves, steals my breath. I cry out, shameless, riding the sensation.

He follows immediately. Groans deep and guttural, hips jerking up. Empties himself into the condom, fills it with hot release. His fingers dig into my flesh, hold me against him while he pulses inside me.

We collapse together. Sweaty, breathless, satisfied.

I stay draped across his chest, feel his heartbeat slow beneath my cheek. His hand strokes my back, gentle now.

"That was..." He trails off.

"Distracting?"

"Life-changing."

I laugh, kiss his shoulder. "You're sweet."

"I mean it." He tilts my chin up, meets my eyes. "Thank you. For making it about connection, not just getting off. For teaching me."

Something warm blooms in my chest. This is why Aurora works—why the contract doesn't feel like selling myself. Because I choose. Because each encounter means something, gives something.

"You're going to do great tomorrow," I tell him. "The surgery, recovery, all of it."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." I climb off carefully, dispose of the condom, find my clothes. "And when you're back on that field next season, remember this moment. Remember you're strong enough to ask for what you need."

He watches me dress with something like reverence in those blue eyes. "Will I see you again? After?"

"Maybe." I smooth my scrubs, check my reflection in the bathroom mirror. Professional veneer restored. "If you're very good during recovery."

"I'll be perfect."

I unlock the door, pause in the threshold. "Frankie?"

"Yeah?"

"Your girlfriend's going to be very lucky. Someday."

His grin could light the whole facility. "Thanks, Lila."

I slip into the hallway, close the door behind me. Check my tablet for the next patient, the next need to fill. My body hums with satisfaction, my mind clear and focused.

This is my normal now. And I'm beginning to love it.


Chapter 6

Two days into my new normal, and I've already serviced three doctors, a recovering athlete, and a venture capitalist with stamina that defied his age. My breasts ache constantly now—Jack's feeding schedule conflicts with my body's overproduction. The dull throb serves as a reminder of both my roles: mother and provider in the most literal senses.

My tablet pings. Room 612. Mr. Thompson. Post-surgical recovery from a cardiac procedure. Notes indicate he's cantankerous, demanding. Refuses medication from male nurses.

I knock twice before entering.

The man propped against starched pillows radiates Old Money—silver hair impeccably styled despite hospitalization, manicured nails drumming against the bed rail, thousand-dollar pajamas that probably cost more than my old monthly rent.

"Finally." His voice carries the clipped authority of someone accustomed to immediate obedience. "I've been waiting twenty minutes."

"I apologize for the delay, Mr. Thompson." I approach with my professional smile, check his vitals on the monitor. "How are you feeling this afternoon?"

"How do you think I'm feeling? I just had my chest cracked open." He eyes me up and down, lingering on my breasts in a way that makes my skin crawl. "Though the view's improved considerably."

I maintain composure, make notes on my tablet. "Your heart rate looks good. Any pain or discomfort I should know about?"

"Plenty of discomfort." His hand shoots out, grips my wrist. "But I know just the cure. You're one of those Free Use girls, aren't you?"

My stomach tightens. "The contract allows for intimate encounters if both parties consent, yes."

"Good." He doesn't release my wrist. "On your knees."

Every instinct screams to refuse, to walk out. But I signed the contract. Accepted the money. The apartment where Jack sleeps safely costs more per month than I used to make in three.

"All right." I set my tablet aside, lower myself to the floor beside his bed. Professional distance evaporating. "But we need to establish—"

"No talking." His other hand fists in my hair, grip painful. "Just open that pretty mouth."

He yanks my head forward, fumbles with his pajama bottoms. My scalp burns where he holds too tight, drags me closer than I'm ready for.

"Mr. Thompson, please ease—"

"I said no talking." He forces himself past my lips, hits the back of my throat immediately. I gag, eyes watering. "That's better. See? You're good for something."

I try to pull back, create space to breathe, but his grip tightens. Holds me in place while he thrusts shallow and rough. My jaw aches, stretched too wide. Saliva pools, drips down my chin.

"Hospitals used to have real nurses." He grunts, hips moving faster. "Women who knew their place. Not these uppity bitches who think they're doctors."

My hands brace against his thighs, trying to control the pace. He slaps them away, digs fingers deeper into my hair. Pulls me forward until I'm choking, gasping around him.

"Take it all. That's what they pay you for, isn't it?" His voice turns cruel. "High-class whore playing nurse."

Something breaks inside me. Not my will—my tolerance.

I wrench backward, his grip tearing strands from my scalp. Scramble to my feet, chest heaving.

"No."

The word echoes in the pristine room. My safety word. My one refusal per week.

"What did you just—"

"No." Louder now, voice steady despite my racing heart. "The contract allows intimate contact. It doesn't allow abuse."

His face purples. "You little cunt, I'll have you fired—"

"Help!" I scream it, full volume. "Security!"

The door crashes open within seconds. Two large men in Aurora uniforms flood the room, followed by a third with a supervisor badge. They take in the scene—my disheveled appearance, his exposed state, my split lip where he thrust too hard.

"Ms. Foster?" The supervisor's voice stays calm, professional. "Are you injured?"

"She's fine," Mr. Thompson snarls. "The bitch is just dramatic—"

"Sir, I'm going to need you to be quiet." The supervisor signals to his team. "Gentlemen, please escort Mr. Thompson to a different wing. Dr. Chen will want to review his contract terms."

"You can't do this! Do you know who I am?"

They lift him—bed and all—wheel him toward the door despite his protests. His threats echo down the hallway, fade to nothing.

My legs shake. I grip the bed rail for support, try to steady my breathing.

"Ms. Foster." The supervisor remains, closes the door. "I need you to know—what just happened was not acceptable under any interpretation of your contract."

"I know." My voice sounds small. "That's why I said no."

"Good." He hands me a tissue, waits while I clean my face. "You'll need to file an incident report. And I recommend using your personal day tomorrow."

"I can't afford—"

"Paid." He meets my eyes, something like respect in his expression. "You protected yourself. That's exactly what the protocol exists for."

The adrenaline starts to fade, leaves me hollow. Shaking. I think about Jack sleeping in the daycare three floors down, about the apartment I can finally afford, about the choices that led here.

"Thank you," I whisper.

"Don't thank me for doing my job." He opens the door, pauses. "But Ms. Foster? You handled that perfectly. Not every woman finds her voice that fast."

***

The alarm blares at 2 AM—Code Blue, pediatric wing. All hands needed.

I sprint down the corridor, scrubs clinging to my sweat-dampened skin. The past six hours blurred together—routine checks, medication distribution, one gentle encounter with an elderly patient who just wanted someone to hold. My breasts ache with fullness, overdue for pumping.

The pediatric ward erupts in controlled chaos. Doctors bark orders, nurses rush with equipment. A child seizing in bed, parents sobbing in the hallway. I dive into the fray, follow commands without thought.

"Lila, I need you on compressions."

I lock my hands, count the rhythm. One-two-three-four. The child's ribs flex under my palms, fragile and terrifying. Someone bags oxygen, another starts an IV line. Time compresses, expands. Could be seconds or hours.

"We've got a pulse!"

The collective exhale fills the room. The child stabilizes, color returning. The parents allowed back in, clinging to their daughter.

I stumble into the hallway, legs weak. My hands tremble with leftover adrenaline.

"Hell of a job in there."

The voice rumbles deep, accented with Caribbean warmth. I turn to find the shift supervisor—Marcus, according to his badge. Six-foot-five of solid muscle, skin dark as espresso, dreadlocks pulled back in a neat tie.

"Thank you." I lean against the wall, try to catch my breath. "First Code Blue at Aurora."

"You handled it like a veteran." His eyes drop to my chest, where milk has started leaking through my scrubs. Dark spots bloom across the navy fabric. "Looks like you need some relief."

Heat floods my face. "I was supposed to pump an hour ago, but—"

"Supply room's empty." Not a question. An offer. "Private."

My body decides before my mind catches up. I follow him down the corridor, into a storage room lined with medical supplies. He locks the door, turns to face me.

"I need—" The words catch. "This is going to sound—"

"You need release." He steps closer, towers over me. "Physical and otherwise. That much adrenaline, nowhere to go."

"Yes."

His hands move to my scrub top, gentle despite their size. Pulls it over my head, reveals my swollen breasts straining against a nursing bra. Milk leaks steadily now, soaks through the thin fabric.

"Beautiful." He traces one finger along the wet spot. "May I?"

"Please."

He unhooks my bra with practiced ease. My breasts spill free, nipples dark and hard. Milk beads at the tips, runs in thin streams down my skin.

Marcus lowers his head, takes my left nipple into his mouth. Sucks hard, immediate. The relief is instantaneous—pressure releasing in a warm rush. He swallows, throat working, and  pulls more from me.

"Oh God." My hands fist in his scrub top. "That feels—"

He switches to the other breast, lavishes the same attention. His tongue circles my nipple, coaxes more milk. I arch into him, feel his erection pressing against my stomach through layers of fabric.

"Need you." The words tumble out, desperate. "Please, I need—"

He releases my breast with a wet sound, spins me to face the wall. I brace my hands against the cool surface while he strips my pants down, removes his own. His hands grip my hips, position me.

"Tell me if it's too much."

I feel him then—the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. Thick. Impossibly thick.

"I don't know if—"

"We'll make it fit." His fingers find my clit, rub circles. "Breathe."

He pushes forward. The stretch burns, borders on pain. I gasp, tears pricking my eyes.

"Too much?"

"No." I push back against him, force myself to relax. "Keep going."

He slides in another inch. My body protests, clenches around the intrusion. He maintains those circles on my clit, builds pleasure alongside the discomfort.

"That's it." His voice drops lower, soothing. "Open up for me."

Milk still leaks from my breasts, drips onto the floor. The sensation heightens everything—fullness in my chest, fullness between my legs. He works himself deeper, patient and relentless.

When he finally bottoms out, I can't breathe. Can't think. Can only feel him everywhere, stretching me impossibly wide.

"Move," I beg. "Please move."

He pulls back, drives forward. Sets a rhythm that builds from cautious to demanding. Each thrust pushes me against the wall, forces milk from my breasts in steady streams. The dual release overwhelms—emptying from both ends, giving everything.

"Fuck, you're tight." His fingers work faster on my clit. "Squeezing me so good."

The pain transforms to pleasure, sharp and bright. I rock back to meet his thrusts, take him deeper than should be possible. His free hand reaches around, cups my breast. Milk flows over his fingers, slick and warm.

"More." I arch my back, change the angle. "Harder."

He complies. Pounds into me with enough force to rattle the shelves. Medical supplies shift, clatter. Neither of us cares.

His mouth finds my neck, sucks hard. "Come for me, Lila. Let me feel you."

The orgasm detonates. I clench around him, muscles spasming. Milk sprays from my breasts in forceful jets. Pleasure crashes through me in waves, steals coherent thought.

Marcus follows immediately after. Buries himself deep, fills me with heat. His groan reverberates against my spine, primal and satisfied.

We stay locked together, panting. Milk still drips slowly, trickles down my stomach. His softening cock slips free, leaves me empty and sore.

"Christ." He steps back, steadies me when my legs buckle. "That was—"

"Necessary." I turn to face him, accept the paper towels he offers. "Thank you."

"Anytime, nurse." His grin transforms his face, makes him look younger. "Door's always open. Literally."

I clean up as best I can, redress in my milk-stained scrubs. My body hums with satisfaction, the earlier trauma from Mr. Thompson finally purged.

The sun rises pink and gold over the city skyline. My shift ends in thirty minutes.

I stand in the observation room, watch Jack sleep through the monitor. He's sprawled in his crib in Aurora's daycare, thumb tucked in his mouth. Safe. Fed. Loved.

The door opens behind me. Dr. Chen enters, tablet in hand.

"Ms. Foster. I wanted to personally apologize for Mr. Thompson's behavior. He's been removed from the facility permanently."

"Thank you." I don't turn from the monitor. "I appreciate the support."

"The incident report will be sealed. It won't affect your standing here." She moves to stand beside me, follows my gaze to Jack. "You're doing remarkable work, Lila. In every capacity."

Something warm blooms in my chest. Pride, maybe. Or acceptance.

"I'm exactly where I need to be."

Dr. Chen nods, leaves me alone with my thoughts.

I watch my son sleep and feel the pleasant ache between my legs, the lighter weight of my emptied breasts. Think about Marcus's hands, Frankie's gratitude, the power in my voice when I said no.

Graig left me broken, desperate, doubting my worth.

Aurora gave me back my power.

I'm not the woman he abandoned. I'm a mother. A nurse. A sexual being who chooses her encounters, sets her boundaries, reclaims her body on her own terms.

The contract doesn't own me. I own the contract.

Jack stirs on the monitor, settles back into sleep. My beautiful boy, my reason for everything.

I touch the glass, whisper to his sleeping form.

"Mama's got us now. Everything's going to be okay."

And for the first time since Graig walked out, I believe it.


Chapter 7

Mrs. Gallagher's room smells of lavender and antiseptic. The diffuser on her nightstand releases soft clouds of essential oil, attempts to mask the clinical reality of post-operative recovery. She sits propped against pillows, silver hair framing her face like a delicate halo.

"There you are, dear." Her voice carries the rasp of age and exhaustion. "I was hoping you'd check on me before your shift ended."

"Of course, Mrs. Gallagher." I cross to her bedside, check the monitors. Vitals stable. Pain medication administered two hours ago. "How are you feeling?"

"Truthfully?" She shifts, winces. "Like someone carved out my hip and replaced it with steel."

"That's essentially what happened." I adjust her pillows, ease her into a more comfortable position. "The pain should lessen significantly in a few days."

"Days." She closes her eyes. "When you're eighty-three, days feel like lifetimes."

I take her hand. Papery skin, prominent veins, wedding band loose on her finger. Married fifty-seven years before her husband passed. She told me that yesterday, showed me photos of their life together.

"Tell me about dancing," I say. "You mentioned you used to dance."

Her eyes open, brighten. "Oh, honey. Frank and I—we'd tear up every dance floor in Boston. Swing, foxtrot, even tried our hand at the tango once." She laughs, then grimaces. "Look at me now. Can't even walk to the bathroom unassisted."

"The physical therapist starts tomorrow. You'll be dancing again before you know it."

"Sweet liar." But she squeezes my hand. "Your husband must adore you. That gentle way you have."

The words land wrong, hollow. "No husband. Just me and my son."

"Then he's a fool, whoever let you go." She studies my face. "You're young. Beautiful. Got your whole life ahead."

"I'm figuring it out." I check her IV line, smooth the blanket across her legs. "One day at a time."

"That's all any of us can do." She yawns, eyelids heavy. "Will you stay a few more minutes? I hate the nights here. Too quiet. Makes me think too much."

I settle into the chair beside her bed. "I'll stay until you fall asleep."

She nods, grateful. I watch her breathing slow, deepen. Ten minutes pass. Fifteen. Her mouth falls open slightly, soft snores emerging.

My phone vibrates. Text from daycare.

Hi Lila! Jack was getting fussy, so we took him up to your apartment. Night nurse (Sarah) is staying with him until you're done. Take your time!

Relief floods through me. I text back a quick thank you, slip from Mrs. Gallagher's room. The hallway stretches empty, fluorescent lights humming overhead. My feet ache. My breasts feel tender but manageable—I pumped during my break, stored the milk in the daycare fridge.

The break room beckons. Coffee. I need coffee.

The pot gurgles, fills the carafe with dark liquid. I grab a mug from the rack, pour carefully. Steam rises, carries bitter comfort. I close my eyes, inhale.

Footsteps approach behind me. Light. Deliberate.

I don't turn. Don't need to. The energy shifts, becomes electric.

"Nina."

"Lila." Her breath warms my neck. "Long shift?"

"Aren't they all?"

She moves closer. Heat radiates from her body, presses against my back. Her hands find my hips, fingers spanning my waist.

"I've been thinking about you." Her lips brush my ear. "About how you always take care of everyone else."

"That's my job."

"Mm." She kisses my neck, slow and deliberate. "But who takes care of you?"

My pulse quickens. The mug trembles in my hand. I set it down carefully, grip the counter's edge.

"Nina—"

"Let me." Another kiss, lower this time. Her tongue traces my pulse point. "It's time someone did."

My head tilts back, grants access. "Yes."

Her hands slide around, flatten against my stomach. She pulls me flush against her, eliminates space. One hand travels up, cups my breast through my scrub top. The other moves down, pauses at my waistband.

"Tell me what you need." Her teeth graze my earlobe.

"Touch me." The words come out breathy, desperate. "Please touch me."

She hums approval. Her hand slips beneath my scrubs, inside my underwear. Fingers find wet heat, stroke once. I gasp, knees weakening.

"So ready for me already." She applies more pressure, circles my clit. "You've been aching, haven't you? All shift, taking care of everyone, staying professional. But underneath, you're desperate."

"God, Nina—"

"Shh." She increases speed slightly, maintains that maddening rhythm. "Just feel."

Her other hand squeezes my breast, thumb finding my nipple through fabric. The dual sensation overwhelms—pleasure building between my legs, sensitivity radiating from my chest. She knows exactly how to touch me, reads my body's responses.

"That's it." Her fingers slide lower, tease my entrance. "Show me how much you want this."

She pushes one finger inside. Slow. Torturous. I clench around the intrusion, need more.

"Please—"

"Not yet." She adds a second finger, stretches me open. Her thumb finds my clit, maintains steady pressure. "We're going to take our time."

The break room fades. Nothing exists except Nina's hands, her mouth on my neck, the pleasure building in waves. She pumps her fingers carefully, hooks them to stroke that perfect spot. Her thumb circles, circles, never stopping.

"You're so tight." Her breath catches. "Squeezing my fingers so good."

My hips rock, fuck her hand. She matches my rhythm, gives me exactly what I need. The hand on my breast pinches my nipple, sends sharp pleasure through me. I bite my lip, suppress a moan.

"Don't hold back." She increases pressure, drives deeper. "Let me hear you."

The orgasm approaches, coils tight in my core. Her fingers work faster, thumb pressing harder. My legs shake, threaten to give out. She supports my weight against her body, keeps me upright.

"Come for me, Lila." She curls her fingers, strokes that spot relentlessly. "Show me how beautiful you are when you let go."

The climax detonates. I cry out, clench around her fingers. Pleasure crashes through me in endless waves, steals my breath. She maintains her rhythm, draws out every aftershock. My body shudders, overwhelmed.

She slows gradually, gentles her touch. When the spasms finally subside, she carefully withdraws her fingers. Turns me to face her.

Nina's eyes are dark, satisfied. She brings her fingers to her mouth, licks them clean. Never breaks eye contact.

"You taste incredible." She cups my face, kisses me slow and deep. I taste myself on her tongue, musky and intimate. "Get some rest, beautiful. You've earned it."

She steps back, adjusts her scrubs. Walks toward the door like nothing happened, like she didn't just unravel me completely.

"Nina—"

She glances back, grins. "See you tomorrow, nurse."

Then she's gone.

I stand alone in the break room, legs shaking. My coffee sits forgotten on the counter, probably cold now. I grip the edge, steady myself.

The door opens again.

I freeze, heart still hammering from Nina's touch. My body thrums, oversensitive and electric.

Dr. Reid steps inside. Closes the door behind him with a quiet click.

"Lila." His voice carries that same measured authority from our first day. "I see Nina took care of you."

Heat floods my cheeks. "I—yes."

He crosses the room with deliberate steps. Stops close enough that I smell his cologne—cedar and something darker, masculine. His eyes travel over me, taking in my flushed skin, my rapid breathing, the dampness still clinging to my inner thighs.

"She prepared you for me." He reaches out, traces my jawline with one finger. "Didn't she?"

My breath catches. "Did you plan this?"

"Plan?" A smile tugs at his lips. "No. But I know Nina. Know how generous she is with her attention." His thumb brushes my lower lip. "And I've been waiting patiently since that first day in my office. Watching you grow into this place. Into yourself."

"Why wait?"

"Because you needed time." His hand slides down, spans my throat gently. No pressure, just possession. "To understand what you want. To choose it freely." He leans closer, breath warming my ear. "Do you want this, Lila? Want me?"

My body answers before my mind catches up. "Yes."

"Say it properly." His thumb strokes the pulse point in my neck. "Tell me exactly what you want."

"I want you to fuck me." The words emerge breathy, shameless. "I want to feel you inside me. I've thought about it since—since I touched you that first time."

"Such a good girl." He kisses me then. Deep and claiming, his tongue sliding against mine with practiced skill. I melt into him, taste coffee and mint. His hands grip my hips, pull me flush against him. I feel his hardness pressing through his slacks, remember the weight of him in my palm.

He breaks the kiss, studies my face. "I'm going to take my time with you. Make you come on my tongue first. Then my fingers." His eyes darken. "Then, if you're very good, I'll give you my cock."

"Please—"

"Patience." He lifts me onto the counter, pushes my legs apart. His hands slide up my thighs, hook into my scrub pants and underwear. "Up."

I lift my hips. He strips me bare from the waist down, leaves my scrub top on. The air conditioning chills my exposed skin, makes me shiver.

"Beautiful." He kneels between my legs, runs his palms up my inner thighs. "So wet already. Nina did her job well."

His breath ghosts over my sensitive flesh. I grip the counter's edge, knuckles white. He kisses my inner thigh, teeth grazing skin. Then the other side. Teasing. Building anticipation until I squirm.

"Stay still." He spreads me wider, thumbs parting my folds. "Let me look at you."

The exposure feels obscene. Clinical lights overhead, his gaze cataloging every detail. My face burns, but arousal spikes through embarrassment.

"Perfect." He leans in, licks one slow stripe from entrance to clit. I gasp, hips jerking. "I said stay still."

His hands grip my thighs, hold me in place. He licks again, tongue flat and deliberate. Then circles my clit, applies perfect pressure. My head falls back against the cabinet, eyes closing.

"Watch me." His voice carries command. "I want you to see what I'm doing to you."

I force my eyes open, look down. The sight nearly undoes me—his dark hair between my legs, his mouth working me with focused precision. He seals his lips around my clit, sucks gently. Pleasure shoots through me, makes my legs tremble.

"That's it." He adds his tongue, flicks rapidly while maintaining suction. "Let me feel you shake."

He alternates techniques—long, slow licks followed by quick flutters. Gentle suction then firm pressure. He reads my responses, adjusts accordingly. When I clench, he slows down. When I relax, he intensifies.

"You taste incredible." He pulls back just enough to speak. "Sweet and desperate." Two fingers probe my entrance, slide inside easily. "So fucking wet for me."

He curves his fingers, strokes upward while his mouth returns to my clit. The dual sensation overwhelms. I grip his hair, hold him against me. He groans approval, vibrations adding another layer of pleasure.

"I'm—Dr. Reid, I'm going to—"

"Come." He pumps his fingers faster, tongue working relentlessly. "Come on my face. I want to taste it."

The orgasm crashes through me. I cry out, thighs clamping around his head. He doesn't stop, works me through every spasm. My body convulses, overwhelmed. When the waves finally subside, he gentles his touch. Withdraws his fingers carefully.

He stands, adjusts himself through his slacks. His erection strains against the fabric, impossible to miss.

"That's one." He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. "Now let's find that spot that makes you scream."

He guides me off the counter, turns me to face the wall. My palms press against cool plaster, legs still shaking. He steps close behind me, one hand sliding around to cup my breast through my scrub top.

"I'm going to make you squirt." His other hand travels down, finds my clit again. "Have you ever done that before?"

"No—I don't think I can—"

"You can." He circles my clit slowly, building arousal again despite my sensitivity. "Your body just needs the right encouragement."

Two fingers slide inside me, curl immediately to press against my front wall. The sensation feels different—fuller, more intense. He strokes that spot with focused precision while his other hand works my clit.

"Feel that?" He applies more pressure. "That swelling under my fingers? That's your G-spot."

"Oh god—"

"Relax." He maintains steady rhythm. "Let your body respond. Don't fight it."

The pressure builds differently this time. Not the sharp climb toward orgasm but something deeper, heavier. My legs shake harder, threaten to give out. He supports my weight with his body.

"That's it." His fingers move faster, press harder. "You're so close. I can feel you trembling."

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can." His thumb circles my clit faster. "Let go, Lila. Give it to me."

The release feels different—more intense, almost frightening. Liquid warmth gushes from me, soaks his hand. I cry out, body convulsing with the force of it. He works me through it, fingers stroking that spot relentlessly until I'm empty and shaking.

"Beautiful." He brings his hand up, fingers dripping. "Absolutely beautiful."

He licks his fingers clean, makes a show of tasting me. My face burns but arousal spikes again, impossible and immediate.

"Now you're ready." He unzips his slacks, frees himself. I glance back, see him stroke his length once. He's massive—just as large as I remember from that first day. "Tell me you want this."

"I want it." My voice sounds wrecked. "Please, Dr. Reid—"

"Marcus." He positions himself at my entrance, presses the head against me. "Call me Marcus when I'm inside you."

"Marcus." I push back, try to take him. "Please—"

"Slow." He grips my hip with one hand, guides himself with the other. "Let your body adjust."

He enters me inch by careful inch. The stretch burns despite how wet I am, how ready. He's too big, fills me completely. I gasp, fingers scrabbling against the wall.

"Breathe." He stills, buried halfway inside. His hand slides around to my clit, circles gently. "Relax for me."

The stimulation helps. My body loosens, accepts him deeper. He pushes forward another inch, then another. Finally bottoms out, hips flush against my ass.

"Fuck." His voice sounds strained. "You feel incredible. So tight around me."

He doesn't move yet. Just holds himself deep, lets me adjust to his size. His fingers maintain gentle pressure on my clit, keep pleasure building despite the stretch.

"Move," I beg. "Please move—"

"Not yet." He withdraws slightly, presses back in. Shallow thrusts that tease rather than satisfy. "I told you I'd take my time."

He fucks me slowly, deliberately. Each thrust hits deep, presses against spots I didn't know existed. His fingers work my clit with practiced skill, builds arousal higher and higher.

"Should I get a condom?" He stills, buried deep. "Or do you want to feel all of me?"

"No condom." I push back against him, desperate. "I want to feel you come inside me. Want all of you."

"Dangerous words." But he groans, resumes his rhythm. "You're going to make me lose control."

His thrusts become harder, faster. Each one drives me up the wall, forces gasps from my throat. His fingers circle my clit relentlessly, push me toward another edge.

"Come for me again." He bites my shoulder through my scrub top. "Come on my cock. Let me feel you squeeze me."

The orgasm detonates. I scream his name—Marcus, not Dr. Reid—and clench around him. He curses, rhythm faltering. Three more hard thrusts and he's there, pulsing inside me. Heat floods my core, marks me from within.

We stay locked together, breathing hard. His weight presses me against the wall, grounds me. Slowly, he softens, slips free. I feel his release drip down my inner thigh.

"Christ, Lila." He turns me carefully, cups my face. "That was—"

"Worth the wait?"

"Understatement." He kisses me soft and deep. "Get some rest. We'll do this again soon."


Chapter 8

The Caribbean sun still warms my skin even though I'm back under fluorescent lights. Two weeks of palm trees and Jack's delighted squeals at the ocean feels like a dream now, but the tan lines hidden beneath my navy scrubs prove it was real. My breasts feel fuller than usual—skipping pumping sessions during vacation left them tender and heavy.

Nina looks up from her phone when I enter the break room, face brightening. "The wanderer returns! Look at you, all sun-kissed and glowing."

"Jack loved the beach." I pour coffee into my favorite mug, savor the familiar bitter scent. "Took his first real steps chasing seagulls."

"God, I bet he was adorable." Nina sets her phone down, studies me with interest. "You look different. More relaxed."

"Paid vacation does that." I lean against the counter, take a slow sip. The coffee tastes better than I remember. "Two weeks without worrying about bills or schedules or anything except building sandcastles."

"Living the dream." Nina grins, then leans forward conspiratorially. "Speaking of dreams—did you see the new intern yet?"

"New intern?"

"Dr. Malcolm." Nina fans herself dramatically. "Transferred from Mass General. Tall, built like he spends half his life in the gym, these intense green eyes that just—" She makes an exaggerated gesture. "Plus he's got this dangerous edge, you know? Like he could break you in half but would be really polite about it."

"Sounds like someone has a crush."

"Please, I'm married to my vibrator." She laughs. "But seriously, you'll understand when you see him. Total smoke show."

My tablet buzzes against my hip. I pull it free, scan the notification—Mrs. Chen in 412 needs her evening meds, Mr. Rodriguez wants his dressing changed, routine post-op checks on the third floor.

"Duty calls." I push off the counter, drain the last of my coffee.

"Hey, Lila?" Nina's voice stops me at the door. "Remember the arrangement goes for all parties."

I glance back, confused. "What?"

"Just—keep it in mind." She returns to her phone, dismissive. "Welcome back."

The hallway stretches quiet in the evening lull. Most patients sleep or watch television, doors cracked to spill blue light across polished floors. I make it three steps before a hand closes around my wrist, yanks me sideways into the supply closet.

The door clicks shut. Darkness, then hands on my waist, familiar scent of cedar and clean cotton.

"Marcus?" My eyes adjust to the dim light filtering under the door. His face comes into focus—sharp jaw, intense eyes, that slight smile playing at his lips.

"Two weeks." He crowds me against shelving units, medical supplies rattling. "Do you know what two weeks felt like?"

"You missed me?"

"Understatement." His hands slide up my sides, cup my breasts through the scrub top. I gasp—they're so full, so sensitive. "I thought about this constantly. About these."

"They're—I didn't pump as much on vacation—"

"Perfect." He unbuttons my top with practiced efficiency, pushes my bra down. My breasts spill free, nipples already tight and leaking. "Christ, look at you."

"Marcus, I can't—I'm due for a pumping session—"

"I know." He dips his head, takes my left nipple into his mouth. The suction feels divine, terrible, exactly what I need. Milk flows freely, and he groans around me, swallows.

My knees buckle. He supports my weight, one arm banded around my waist while he feeds. The relief mingles with arousal—each pull of his mouth sends heat straight between my legs. I thread fingers through his hair, hold him close.

"Fuck, I missed this." He switches breasts, lavishes attention on my right side. "Missed tasting you. Missed making you fall apart."

"We should—someone might—"

"Door's locked." His free hand works my scrub pants open, slides inside. Finds me soaked through my underwear. "And you're dripping for me already."

He strokes over the fabric, applies perfect pressure. I rock against his hand, desperate. He continues nursing, steady pulls that drain my breasts and light up every nerve. The combination overwhelms—I'm already close, trembling and gasping.

"Come for me." He bites down gently on my nipple, increases pressure with his fingers. "Let me feel you."

A gasp tore from deep within me, swallowed by the curve of his shoulder as my body tightened then surrendered, every muscle spasming. His fingers moved with a practiced rhythm, each stroke anchoring me as I rode the wave, a puppet with severed strings.

"Beautiful." He releases my breast with a wet sound, kisses me deep. I taste myself on his tongue—sweet and rich. "I want inside you. Right now. Do I have your consent?"

"Yes—god, yes—"

He turns me, bends me over a supply cart. My scrub pants hit my ankles. He frees himself—I hear the zipper, feel him press against me. Then he's pushing inside, filling me in one slow thrust.

"Tight." His voice sounds wrecked. "Still so fucking tight around me."

He fucks me hard and fast, no gentleness this time. Just need and desperation, two weeks of pent-up hunger. My breasts swing with each thrust, leak milk onto the floor. The cart wheels squeak, medical supplies rattle. Anyone passing would know exactly what's happening.

"Touch yourself." He grips my hip hard enough to bruise. "Make yourself come again. I want to feel it."

I reach between my legs, circle my clit with shaking fingers. The angle makes everything feel deeper, more intense. He hits that spot inside me with every thrust, drives me higher.

"Marcus—I'm—"

"Do it." He leans over me, bites my shoulder. "Come on my cock. Squeeze me."

I shatter. The second orgasm feels bigger, stronger—pulls a scream from my throat I can't contain. He curses, rhythm faltering. Three more hard thrusts and he's there, pulsing inside me, flooding me with heat.

We stay locked together, breathing hard. Slowly, he softens, slips free. His release drips down my inner thigh—warm and marking.

"Christ, Lila." He helps me straighten, buttons my top with gentle hands. "That was—"

"Overdue?"

"Perfect." He kisses me soft and deep. "Don't stay away that long again."

I clean up in the staff bathroom, make myself presentable. My reflection shows flushed cheeks, swollen lips, hair slightly mussed despite my attempts to smooth it. The satisfied glow probably gives me away, but no one says anything when I return to my rounds.

Three hours later, after Mrs. Chen's evening meds and Mr. Rodriguez's fresh dressing, I head back to the break room. My breasts feel lighter, comfortable for the first time today. Marcus took care of one side, my quick pump session handled the other.

The break room door swings open under my palm. Coffee calls to me again—third cup of the night, but who's counting? Then I notice him.

He stands by the window, silhouetted against city lights. Tall—Nina wasn't exaggerating. Broad shoulders strain against his white coat, and when he turns, those green eyes hit me like a physical force. Sharp jaw, dark hair cut military-short, features that belong on a magazine cover rather than a hospital wing.

Dangerous. That was Nina's word, and it fits. Something about his presence suggests controlled violence, power held carefully in check.

"Hi." His voice sounds uncertain, at odds with his appearance. "You're Lila, right? I've heard your name several times tonight."

"Guilty." I cross to the coffee maker, pour myself a cup. "You must be Dr. Malcolm."

"Just Malcolm, please." He shifts his weight, suddenly looking younger. "The 'doctor' thing still feels strange."

"How long have you been at Aurora?"

"First day." He laughs, runs a hand through his hair. Nervous gesture. "Still figuring out where everything is. The layout here is nothing like Mass General."

"Give it a week. You'll be navigating in your sleep." I lean against the counter, study him over my coffee rim. "What brought you to Aurora?"

"The position seemed... unique." Color rises in his cheeks. "They explained some of the facility's specific protocols during my interview. The approach to patient care, the emphasis on holistic treatment."

"Holistic." I hide my smile behind my mug. "That's one way to describe it."

"I—" He clears his throat. "Look, I know what this place is. What the arrangement entails. They were very clear about the expectations and the consent protocols."

"And?"

"And I'm still figuring out if I made the right choice." He meets my eyes, vulnerability showing through the dangerous exterior. "I'm good at medicine. Great, even. But this other aspect..."

Understanding dawns. Nina's cryptic comment suddenly makes sense—remember the arrangement goes for all parties.

"You're worried you won't measure up?"

"I'm worried I'll fuck it up." He sets his own coffee down, crosses his arms. Defensive posture. "That I'll make someone uncomfortable or cross a line I don't see or—I don't know. This isn't exactly covered in medical school."

I set my mug down, walk to the door. His eyes track my movement, wary. I turn the lock—soft click that echoes in the quiet room.

"What are you—"

"Helping." I face him, pulse suddenly racing. "You need practice, and I need..." What do I need? Relief? Connection? The rush of teaching someone new? "This works for both of us. If you consent."

"I—" He swallows hard, Adam's apple bobbing. "Yes."

"Then come here."

He closes the distance in three strides, all that contained power suddenly focused on me. But he stops short, hands hovering near my waist. Waiting.

"You can touch me, Malcolm."

His hands settle on my hips, careful despite their size. I reach up, cup his face. His skin feels warm, slightly rough with evening stubble. Those green eyes search mine—asking permission, seeking guidance.

I kiss him first. Just a brush of lips, testing. He responds immediately, eager but controlled. Good instincts. I deepen the kiss, press closer. His arms band around me, lift me onto the counter.

"Show me what you know," I breathe against his mouth.

"Not much." His hands shake slightly as they find the hem of my scrub top. "I've had relationships, but nothing like—this is different."

"Different how?"

"Permission." He pulls back, studies my face. "Clear consent. No guessing, no mixed signals. Just... honest."

"Then honestly—" I grab his hands, guide them under my top. "I want you to touch me. Everywhere. Learn what I like."

He explores carefully, palms sliding over my ribs, up to cup my breasts through my bra. His touch feels tentative but focused—learning, cataloging responses. When his thumbs brush my nipples, I gasp.

"Sensitive?"

"Always." I arch into his touch. "More pressure."

He complies, rolling my nipples between thumb and forefinger. The sensation shoots straight between my legs. I'm already wet, already aching.

"Can I—" He gestures to my top.

"Yes."

He strips it off, unhooks my bra with surprising dexterity. My breasts spill free, and his breath catches.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous."

"They're full." I cup them, demonstrate. "I produce a lot of milk. Some people find that—"

"Incredibly hot." He leans down, takes my left nipple into his mouth. The suction makes me cry out—he's stronger than Marcus, less practiced but more enthusiastic. Milk flows freely, and he groans.

"Swallow it." My fingers thread through his hair, hold him close. "Don't waste any."

He nurses hungrily, hands gripping my waist. Each pull sends pleasure cascading through me, tightens the coil between my legs. He switches breasts without prompting, gives equal attention to both sides.

"Malcolm—" My voice sounds wrecked. "I need more."

He releases my breast, lips wet and swollen. "Tell me what you want."

"Strip." I hop off the counter, start working my scrub pants open. "Now."

He sheds his white coat, scrubs, boxer briefs in record time. My breath catches—Nina undersold it. He's built like a Greek statue, all defined muscle and lean strength. His cock juts thick and hard, impressive even at a glance.

I finish undressing, let him look his fill. His eyes devour every inch—lingering on my breasts, the curve of my waist, the wetness glistening between my thighs.

"Couch." I point across the room. "Sit."

He obeys immediately, sits with his back against cushions. I cross to him, straddle his lap. Position his cock at my entrance but don't sink down yet. Just tease us both with the promise.

"Do you have a condom?"

"Fuck—no, I didn't think—"

"I'm clean and on birth control. You?"

"Clean. Tested two weeks ago."

"Then we're good." I sink down slowly, take him inch by careful inch. The stretch burns perfectly—he's thick, fills me completely. "Oh god—"

"Too much?"

"Perfect." I bottom out, sit fully impaled on him. "Just stay still. Let me adjust."

He grips my hips, fingers digging in. His jaw clenches with the effort of holding still. I can feel him throbbing inside me, desperate for friction. But I make us wait, let my body accommodate his size.

"Okay." I lift slightly, sink back down. "Okay, you can move."

He thrusts up to meet me, finds a rhythm. Each stroke hits deep, presses against spots that make me gasp. I brace my hands on his shoulders, ride him harder.

"Touch my breasts." I guide his hands up. "Play with my nipples while I fuck you."

He complies eagerly, palms cupping my breasts while his thumbs work my nipples. Milk leaks around his fingers, drips onto his chest. The sight makes him groan, thrust harder.

"You feel incredible." His voice sounds strained. "So wet, so tight—I'm not going to last—"

"Don't hold back." I increase my pace, chase my own release. "I want to feel you come inside me."

"Lila—fuck—"

"Not yet." I reach between us, find my clit. Circle it with practiced fingers while I ride him. "I come first."

The dual stimulation overwhelms me. His cock hitting deep, my fingers working my clit, his hands on my breasts—it all combines into an inferno. I climb higher, tighten around him.

"That's it." He leans forward, captures my nipple with his mouth. Nurses while I fuck him, swallows my milk while I chase orgasm. "Come for me. Let me feel it."

The climax detonates. I throw my head back, scream his name. My body clamps down, milks him. He curses against my breast, rhythm faltering. But I don't stop—I keep riding, keep grinding.

"Again." He switches breasts, feeds from the other side. His hand joins mine between my legs, adds pressure. "Give me another one."

"I can't—"

"You can." His fingers press firm circles, match my own rhythm. "Come again, Lila. Show me."

The second orgasm hits before the first fully fades. Bigger, stronger—pulls a sob from my throat. My vision whites out, body convulsing. He finally breaks, thrusts up hard and pulses inside me. Heat floods my core, marks me from within.

We collapse together, breathing hard. His softening cock slips free, releases a flood of combined fluids. My breasts press against his chest—empty now, comfortable.

"Holy shit." He cups my face, kisses me deep. I taste myself on his tongue—sweet milk and salt sweat. "That was—"

"Earth-shattering?"

"Understatement." He grins, boyish and satisfied. "I think I'm going to like it here."

"Give it time." I climb off his lap, start gathering my clothes. "The arrangement takes adjustment, but the consent protocols make it work."

"Thank you." He stands, helps me dress with gentle hands. "For this. For showing me it could be—"

"Good?" I button my scrub top, smooth my hair. "It should always be good, Malcolm. That's the point."

I leave him sitting on the couch, looking dazed and satisfied. The hallway feels cooler after the break room's heat, and I welcome the temperature change. My body hums with contentment—two orgasms, empty breasts, the pleasant ache between my legs.

My tablet buzzes again. More patients to see, more work to finish before my shift ends and I can go home to Jack. But for now, I walk these quiet halls with a smile playing at my lips.

Two months at Aurora, and I'm finally finding my rhythm. The duality of motherhood and liberation, nursing and pleasure, responsibility and freedom. It all fits together somehow—messy and imperfect but mine.

The break room door opens behind me. Malcolm emerges, hair mussed and eyes bright. He catches my gaze, offers a small wave. I wave back, then turn the corner.

Back to work. Back to my life. Back to being exactly who I'm becoming.

And god, it feels good.


Bonus 1 – Lila in the Caribbean

The Caribbean sun beats down on my shoulders, warm and persistent. I adjust the strap of my bikini—emerald green, new, purchased specifically for this trip. The pool stretches before me, turquoise water glittering with refracted light. Families cluster at the shallow end. Couples lounge on deck chairs. And there, near the infinity edge, a man sits alone.

He's older—mid-forties, maybe. Salt-and-pepper hair, tanned skin stretched over defined muscles. Not gym-sculpted but naturally built, the kind of body that comes from swimming or sailing. He wears simple black trunks and reads a paperback, aviators pushed up into his hair.

I should check on Jack. The daycare closes at six. But it's only three now, and my son loves the jungle gym they installed. Safe, supervised, happy.

And I'm on vacation.

I stand, grab my towel. Walk the long way around the pool—past the tiki bar, along the palm-lined edge. Casual, unhurried. His head lifts as I approach, book lowering.

"Mind if I sit?"

He gestures to the empty chair beside him. "Please."

His accent carries British inflection—proper but relaxed. I settle onto the lounger, arrange my towel. Up close, I notice the lines around his eyes, the silvering stubble along his jaw. Attractive in that effortless way some men achieve with age.

"Vacation?" I ask.

"Conference, technically. Though I've attended precisely one session." He closes his book, sets it aside. "You?"

"Pure vacation. First real one in over a year."

"Congratulations." He extends his hand. "David."

"Lila." His grip feels firm, warm. Lingers a beat longer than necessary.

We talk. Easy conversation that flows without effort. He's a maritime lawyer from London, here for an environmental summit he's now actively avoiding. Divorced, two grown children. Rented a sailboat yesterday and spent the afternoon alone on the water.

I tell him about Jack—carefully edited, no mention of Graig or Aurora. Just that I'm a nurse, a new mother, taking advantage of paid leave to recharge.

"You look recharged." His gaze travels down my body, returns to my face. "Rested."

"I feel it."

"The water's remarkable here." He stands, offers his hand again. "Care to test it?"

The pool feels cooler than the air, but not cold. I wade in, submerge to my shoulders. David follows, moves with an easy grace. We drift toward the infinity edge, away from the families and couples.

"This is perfect." I tilt my head back, let water lap against my neck. "I forget how good it feels to just float."

"You should do it more often."

"Hard to find the time."

"Then you're not prioritizing correctly." He moves closer, close enough that I feel the current from his movement. "Everyone needs moments like this. Away from responsibility, away from expectation."

"Is that your philosophy?"

"Hard-earned." His hand finds my waist underwater, steadies me. "Took forty-five years to learn it properly."

I don't move away. His touch sends heat through the cool water, pools low in my belly. We've drifted to the corner now, partially hidden by an overhanging palm. The family section sits thirty feet away—loud, oblivious.

"David." My voice drops. "Are you flirting with me?"

"Absolutely." No hesitation, no pretense. "Is that acceptable?"

I turn to face him, water sluicing between us. His eyes meet mine—hazel, direct. I can see the question there, the interest. The same hunger I've grown accustomed to recognizing.

"Very acceptable."

His mouth curves. His hand slides from my waist to my hip, fingers splaying wide. I move closer, close enough to feel his body heat through the water. My breasts brush his chest—still heavy with milk despite pumping this morning.

"We're in public," I murmur.

"We are." His other hand joins the first, both gripping my hips now. "Should we relocate?"

"No." The word surprises me, but I mean it. The risk, the exposure—it sends electricity down my spine. "Here. Now."

His eyes darken. "Bold."

"New development."

He pulls me flush against him. I wrap my legs around his waist, feel his erection press against my core through our swimsuits. A family laughs nearby, splashing echoes off the water.

"You'll have to be quiet," he breathes against my ear.

"So will you."

His hand slips beneath my bikini bottom, fingers finding my entrance. I'm already wet—not just from the pool. He strokes carefully, tests my readiness. I bite my lip, force my breathing steady.

"Christ, you're soaked."

"Less talking."

He grins, pushes the fabric aside. His cock presses against me—thick, insistent. I reach between us, guide him. The angle's awkward in the water, but I shift my hips and suddenly he's pushing inside. Stretching, filling.

I bury my face in his shoulder, muffle the sound that threatens to escape. He's big—not massive like Reid but substantial. The water provides resistance, makes every inch feel deliberate.

"Okay?" His lips brush my temple.

"Don't stop."

He doesn't. Moves with shallow thrusts, rocking rather than pounding. The water masks most of the motion, makes us look like a couple embracing. His hands grip my ass beneath the surface, angle me for deeper penetration.

I clench around him, feel him throb in response. The risk of discovery makes everything sharper, more intense. A child shrieks with laughter twenty feet away. A waiter calls out drink orders. And I'm here, impaled on a stranger's cock, chasing pleasure in broad daylight.

"Touch yourself." His voice rasps low. "I can't reach."

I slip one hand between us, find my clit. The water makes the friction strange but effective. I circle, press, match his rhythm. My breasts ache with fullness, nipples hard against my bikini top.

"Your body is incredible." His hips roll, grind deep. "Can feel you getting close."

"Almost—"

"Let go." He captures my mouth, swallows my gasps. Kisses me through it as my orgasm builds, crests. I clench around him, ride the waves. Force myself to stay quiet, to keep my face neutral even as pleasure detonates through every nerve.

He follows seconds later—thrusts once, twice more. Pulses inside me with a groan he muffles against my neck. His fingers dig into my flesh, hold me through his release.

We stay locked together, breathing hard. The pool continues its cheerful chaos around us. No one notices. No one suspects.

"That was—" He pulls back, searches my face. "Unexpected."

"Good unexpected?"

"The best kind." He withdraws carefully, helps me adjust my bikini. "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For approaching me. For being bold." His smile turns wry. "For making my conference worthwhile."

I unwrap my legs, find my footing on the pool floor. My body hums with satisfaction, loose and languid. "When does your conference end?"

"Two more days."

"Mine too." I smooth wet hair from my face. "Room 412, if you're interested in more conversation."

"I'm very interested in conversation."

I leave him there, wade toward the pool steps. Grab my towel, wrap it around my waist. My legs feel shaky, my core tender. Evidence of our encounter leaks between my thighs, masked by pool water dripping down my skin.

The elevator ride back to my room feels surreal. I catch my reflection in the mirrored walls—flushed cheeks, bright eyes, the smile I can't quite suppress. This is who I'm becoming. Bold, sexual, unapologetic.

I shower quickly, change into dry clothes. Check my phone—message from the daycare. Jack's having a wonderful time, made a friend, wants to stay for the puppet show at five.

Perfect.

A knock sounds at my door twenty minutes later. I open it to find David, showered and dressed in linen pants and a white shirt. He carries a bottle of wine, two glasses.

"Thought we could continue our conversation." His eyes travel over me—assessing, appreciating. "Unless you've changed your mind."

I step aside, let him enter. "I haven't changed my mind."

The door closes behind us with a soft click.

David sets the wine on the dresser, doesn't pour. We stand in the small entryway, tension crackling between us like static.

"Come here." His voice carries authority now, different from the pool's playful teasing.

I close the distance. His hands frame my face, tilts it up. The kiss starts slow—exploratory, thorough. His tongue sweeps against mine, tastes of mint and chlorine. I press closer, feel his body respond. Hard already, or still hard from earlier.

His fingers work the buttons of my sundress, peeling fabric away. I wore nothing underneath—no bra, no panties. Planning ahead or just too languid from the pool to bother. Either way, the choice pays dividends now.

"Fuck." He steps back, drinks me in. "Look at you."

My breasts sit heavy and full, nipples peaked. The tan lines from my bikini create sharp contrasts—bronze skin giving way to pale curves. I resist the urge to cover myself, let him look.

"Your turn."

He strips efficiently. Shirt tossed aside, linen pants pooled at his feet. His cock juts thick and proud, already leaking at the tip. Better view than the pool afforded—circumcised, substantial, the kind of cock that demands attention.

I drop to my knees on the carpet.

"Christ, Lila—"

"Quiet." I wrap my hand around his base, stroke once. "You said I needed to be quiet in the pool. Now it's your turn."

His laugh cuts off as I take him in my mouth. Salt and skin, the weight of him on my tongue. I work him slowly, use techniques perfected over months at Aurora. Hollow my cheeks, create suction. Let saliva pool and drip. Take him deeper until he hits the back of my throat.

His hand tangles in my hair, not pushing but anchoring. I glance up, find him watching with parted lips. His abs contract with each breath, muscles defined in the room's filtered sunlight.

I pull off with a wet sound, lick from base to tip. Circle the head, lap at the slit. His thighs tremble.

"Bed." The word grates out rough. "Now. Before I finish in your mouth."

I release him, stand. Wipe my lips with the back of my hand. "Would that be so terrible?"

"Not terrible. Premature." He guides me backward until my legs hit the mattress. "I have plans."

I fall back, bounce slightly. He follows me down, settles between my thighs. Kisses my neck, my collarbone, the swell of my breast. His mouth finds my nipple, closes around it. Sucks hard.

Milk lets down instantly. The relief floods through me, mixing with arousal. He groans against my skin, swallows. His hand cups my other breast, thumb stroking the neglected nipple.

"Needed this," he murmurs between pulls. "Watching you in that bikini, imagining—"

"Don't imagine." I arch into him, feel milk leak and spray. "Take it."

He switches breasts, works the other nipple with the same focused intensity. The dual sensation—relief and pleasure—makes my hips roll, seeking friction. His cock drags against my inner thigh, leaves moisture.

"David. Please."

He releases my nipple, kisses down my sternum, my belly. Settles between my legs properly now, shoulders forcing my thighs wide. His breath ghosts over my pussy, makes me clench.

"Still wet from earlier." He traces one finger through my folds, collects evidence. "Or is this new?"

"Both."

His tongue replaces his finger. Long, slow lick from entrance to clit. I fist the sheets, force myself to breathe. He works methodically—circles my clit, dips inside, returns to that bundle of nerves. No rushing, no fumbling. Just steady, deliberate pleasure.

My first orgasm builds fast, crashes over me before I can warn him. I buck against his mouth, ride his tongue through the contractions. He doesn't stop, doesn't slow. Just keeps licking, keeps sucking until I'm gasping.

"Again." The command vibrates against my oversensitive flesh. "Give me another."

"Can't—"

"You can." Two fingers push inside, curl upward. Find that spot that makes stars explode behind my eyelids. "I want to feel you come on my hand."

His mouth returns to my clit, suction firm. His fingers pump steadily, massage that internal nerve cluster. The combination overwhelms—too much, not enough, perfect. My second orgasm hits harder, wrenches through my core. I actually cry out this time, past caring about neighbors.

He gentles his touch, brings me down carefully. Kisses my inner thigh, my hip bone. Moves up my body until we're face to face.

"Better than the pool." His smile carries smug satisfaction.

"Different." I pull him down, taste myself on his lips. "But I want you inside me properly now."

"Condom?"

"Clean. On birth control. And you?"

"Clean. Tested regularly." His cock notches at my entrance, pressure without penetration. "Sure?"

"Stop asking. Just fuck me."

He drives in with one smooth thrust. Fills me completely, stretches me around his girth. The angle's different from the pool—deeper, more intense. I wrap my legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass.

We find a rhythm. Hard, steady strokes that make the headboard tap the wall. His pelvis grinds against my clit with each thrust, builds the pressure again impossibly fast.

"Roll over." I push at his shoulder. "Want to ride you."

We separate, rearrange. He lies back, hands behind his head like he's watching a show. I straddle him, sink down slowly. Take him inch by inch until I'm fully seated.

"Fuck, that's a view."

I brace my hands on his chest, lift and drop. Set my own pace—faster, harder than before. Chase the pleasure building in my core. My breasts bounce with each movement, leak fresh milk that drips onto his skin.

He reaches up, catches my hips. Helps drive me down harder. The new angle hits perfectly, grinds my clit against his pubic bone.

"Close." The word barely forms. "So close—"

"Come." His thumb finds my clit, circles firm. "Come on my cock, Lila."

I shatter. Clench around him rhythmically as my third orgasm rips through me. He groans, thrusts up once, twice. Pulses inside me, fills me with heat.

We collapse together, sweaty and satisfied. His softening cock still inside me, our combined release leaking where we're joined.

"Two more days," he murmurs against my hair.

"Two more days," I agree.


Bonus 2 – Lila and the weird request

Room 412 gleams—all chrome fixtures and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking downtown. The entrepreneur, James Rhodes, lies propped against pristine white pillows, laptop balanced on his thighs. Early thirties, sharp jawline, designer stubble. Black-framed glasses perched on his nose. His fingers fly across the keyboard even as I enter.

"Mr. Rhodes? Time for vitals."

He glances up, offers a distracted smile. "James, please. And give me thirty seconds—closing a deal."

His wife rises from the leather armchair by the window. Isabella Chen. Sleek black hair, perfect makeup, tailored Chanel suit that probably costs more than my car did. She extends her hand, grip firm and warm.

"You must be Lila. Evelyn mentioned you'd be handling James's care today."

"That's right." I wrap the blood pressure cuff around James's bicep. "How are you feeling, Mr.—James?"

"Fine. Excellent, actually." He closes the laptop, sets it aside. "Barely notice the appendectomy. Could probably discharge today."

"Tomorrow," Isabella corrects. "Doctor's orders."

I note his vitals—all normal—then check his incision site. Clean, healing well. No redness or swelling. He'll be out of here within twenty-four hours, back to closing deals and building empires.

"Everything looks good." I wash my hands at the sink, dry them carefully. "Pain level?"

"Two out of ten. Mostly just sore."

"That's excellent for day three post-op." I update his chart on my tablet. "Any questions about your recovery protocol?"

Isabella moves closer, heels clicking on tile. She smells expensive—something French and floral. Her hand settles on James's shoulder, possessive and tender simultaneously.

"Actually, yes. A question about the facility's... special services."

My finger pauses over the screen. The way she says special carries weight, intention. I meet her gaze—dark eyes sharp with intelligence and something else. Curiosity? Desire?

"What kind of services?"

"The intimate kind." She doesn't flinch, doesn't blush. States it like discussing stock portfolios. "Evelyn briefed us during James's intake. Said certain arrangements could be made with appropriate consent."

James shifts against his pillows, suddenly very interested in this conversation. Color rises in his cheeks—not embarrassment, exactly. Anticipation.

"That's correct." I keep my voice professional, steady. "All Aurora staff participate in a free-use arrangement during work hours, with proper consent protocols."

"And you?" Isabella's head tilts slightly. "You participate?"

"I do."

"Good." She moves to the door, flips the privacy lock. The soft click echoes louder than it should. "Then I'd like to make a request."

My pulse quickens—not from fear, but from the sheer audacity of what's happening. A wife requesting sexual services for her husband. Not jealousy or insecurity in her posture, just... interest. Control.

"I'm listening."

"I want you to pleasure my husband." Isabella returns to stand beside the bed, one hand still on James's shoulder. "Specifically, I want you to perform oral sex on him. But stop before he climaxes."

James's breath catches audibly. His eyes darken behind those designer frames.

"And then?" I ask, because there's clearly more.

"Then I'd like to pleasure you. With my hands." Her fingers trace absent patterns on James's shoulder. "Bring you to orgasm while he watches."

Heat floods my cheeks, my chest. This isn't standard—even for Aurora. The dynamic shifts everything, makes it more complex, more layered. A performance, a gift, a shared experience.

"Why?"

The question slips out before I can stop it. Probably crosses some professional boundary, but I need to understand.

Isabella smiles—genuine warmth breaking through her polished exterior. "Because James has a fantasy. Watching me with another woman. And I have a fantasy of orchestrating pleasure, controlling the experience. This arrangement allows both."

"Plus the whole medical setting thing," James adds, voice slightly hoarse. "That's... appealing."

"You're into nurse fantasies," I clarify.

"Pretty much every straight man is." He grins, boyish despite the business mogul exterior. "But the reality—you, specifically—is better than any fantasy."

The compliment lands warm in my chest. I turn it over, examine it from angles. They're offering something transactional yet intimate, performative yet genuine. And they're asking—not demanding, not assuming. Following protocol perfectly.

"I consent," I say. "To all of it."

"All of it?" Isabella's eyebrow arches. "There's a final component I haven't mentioned yet."

"Tell me."

"After I bring you to orgasm, I want James to have anal sex with you." She delivers this with the same calm professionalism she'd use ordering wine. "If you're willing. If not, we stop wherever you're comfortable."

My stomach flips—part nerves, part arousal. Anal isn't common at Aurora. Most clients stick to conventional sex, oral, the occasional lactation request. But the contract covers it, and I've done it before. Just not often, not recently.

"I'd need preparation," I hedge. "And lubricant."

"Of course." Isabella moves to her designer handbag, produces a small bottle of premium lube. Came prepared. Planned this. "James is well-endowed but patient. And I'll help prepare you properly."

The clinical discussion of logistics somehow makes it hotter. Like negotiating a complex business deal where the currency is pleasure, the deliverable mutual satisfaction.

"Then yes. I consent to everything."

Isabella's smile widens. She sheds her Chanel jacket, drapes it carefully over the armchair. Kicks off her Louboutins. Underneath she wears a silk camisole, pencil skirt. Still polished, but more accessible.

"James, pants off."

He complies immediately—clearly this dynamic extends beyond the bedroom. Pushes down his hospital-issue pajama bottoms, kicks them to the floor. His cock juts upward, already half-hard from anticipation. Thick, circumcised, with prominent veins along the shaft. Isabella wasn't exaggerating about well-endowed.

I approach the bed, lower the safety rail. Climb up carefully, mindful of his incision. Position myself between his legs, hands braced on his thighs.

"Ready?" I glance up, meet his gaze.

"God, yes."

I lean forward, let my breath ghost over his cock. It twitches, swells fuller. I trace my tongue along the underside—base to tip, slow and deliberate. Salt and clean skin, the faint scent of hospital soap. He groans, fingers fisting in the sheets.

Isabella settles beside us, one hand stroking James's hair. Watching intently, cataloging every detail.

I take him into my mouth—just the head at first, swirl my tongue around the crown. His hips jerk involuntarily. I press down, hold him still, take him deeper. Inch by inch until he hits the back of my throat. Swallow around him, feel him throb.

"Fuck." The word punches out of him. "Fuck, that's—"

"Beautiful," Isabella finishes. "She's beautiful like this."

I hollow my cheeks, create suction. Bob my head in steady rhythm, one hand wrapping around his base to stroke what won't fit. My breasts ache—always do during arousal—and milk dampens my scrubs. Isabella notices, reaches over to cup one breast through the fabric.

"May I?"

I release James's cock long enough to gasp "Yes," then return to my work.

She unbuttons my scrub top with surprising dexterity. Unhooks my nursing bra one-handed. My breasts spill free, heavy and full. Milk beads at my nipples, drips onto James's thigh. Isabella catches a drop with her finger, brings it to her mouth.

"Sweet." She squeezes gently, expresses a thin stream. "Like condensed milk."

I moan around James's cock—the dual sensation overwhelming. Her hands on my breasts, his cock filling my mouth. I increase my pace, take him deeper, faster. His breathing goes ragged, thighs tensing under my palms.

"Close," he warns. "I'm close—"

I pull off immediately. His cock bobs angry and red, precome leaking from the slit. He makes a sound between a laugh and a sob.

"Evil," he accuses his wife.

"Strategic," she corrects.

Isabella helps me strip—pulls my scrub pants down, my underwear. Leaves me naked on the hospital bed, exposed and aching. She positions me on my back, head near James's hip. Spreads my thighs wide, studies me with the same focus she probably applies to quarterly reports.

"You're soaked." One finger traces through my folds, collects evidence. "From pleasuring James, or from me touching your breasts?"

"Both."

"Honest. I appreciate that."

She circles my clit—light, teasing touches that make my hips lift seeking more. Her other hand returns to my breast, massages firmly. Milk sprays, soaks the sheets. The relief mixes with arousal, creates something almost unbearable.

James watches from above, cock still hard against his belly. His hand wraps around himself, slow strokes while his wife fingers me. The visual—him touching himself while watching us—sends fresh heat through my core.

Isabella slides two fingers inside me, curls them upward. Finds that spot that makes my vision blur. Her thumb presses my clit, circles in time with her internal massage. The dual stimulation builds fast, pushes me toward the edge.

"That's it." Her voice drops, goes husky. "Show us how you come, Lila."

She pinches my nipple, presses hard on that internal spot. My orgasm crashes through me—violent and sudden. I arch off the bed, cry out, clench rhythmically around her fingers. She works me through it, doesn't stop until I'm gasping, oversensitive, trying to close my thighs.

"Perfect." She withdraws her fingers, brings them to James's mouth. He sucks them clean, groans. "Now for the final act."

Isabella produces the lubricant, warms it between her palms. Positions me on my hands and knees, facing James. His cock within kissing distance, still hard and leaking. She kneels behind me, spreads me open.

"Breathe," she instructs. "Push out when I press in."

Her lubed finger circles my ass, presses gently. The initial intrusion burns—familiar discomfort that fades as muscles relax. She works me open carefully, adds a second finger, scissors them. Thorough, patient preparation.

"Ready for James?"

"Yes."

She helps position him—kneeling behind me while she moves to sit beside us. Pours more lube, slicks his cock generously. Guides him to my entrance.

"Slowly," she tells him. "Let her adjust."

The head breaches me—burning stretch that makes me hiss. James freezes immediately.

"Don't stop," I gasp. "Keep going."

He pushes forward. Inch by impossible inch until he's fully seated. The fullness overwhelms—pressure bordering pain that somehow transmutes to pleasure. My breasts hang heavy, milk dripping onto expensive sheets.

"Move," I tell him. "Please move."

He withdraws partially, pushes back in. Establishes a rhythm—slow, deep thrusts that punch the air from my lungs. Isabella's hand finds my clit, rubs firm circles. The combination pushes me toward another orgasm impossibly fast.

"Not going to last," James warns. "Too tight, too good—"

"Come," Isabella commands. "Both of you. I want to watch."

She increases pressure on my clit. James speeds up, drives deeper. My second orgasm builds and builds and—

I shatter. Clench around James so hard he shouts, slams in one final time. Pulses inside me, fills me with heat. We collapse together, breathing hard, sweat-slicked and trembling.

Isabella kisses James first, then leans over to kiss me. Soft, tender, surprisingly sweet.

"Thank you," she whispers. "That was perfect."

__________________________________________________________________________
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