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  Chapter One












Grant



The NICU is quiet, but not still. Soft beeping from monitors hums beneath the gentle murmur of nurses moving between isolettes. The air smells sterile, clean, purposeful... and familiar. I’ve worked at half a dozen hospitals over the last fifteen years, and it never changes. The gravity in the room. The fragility. The hope. 
“This is the west wing pod,” the nurse beside me says, gesturing to the curved row of incubators. “Usually reserved for our smallest preemies. We try to keep the lighting low and the noise down as much as we can. It’s a really good team here, Dr. Maddox. You’ll fit right in.
She smiles, and the way she looks up at me makes me think of an eager puppy waiting for a reward.
“Alyssa, right?” I ask, keeping my tone polite as we move down the hall.
Her face lights up. “You remembered.”
Not really. It’s just on her name tag. “How long have you been a nurse?”
She flushes. “Two years. I got my degree at night school and started working here six months ago. I’m glad I could be the one to show you around today.”
Alyssa has been giving me this tour since I checked in at the front desk, all polite professionalism wrapped up in low-key flirting. It’s subtle, but practiced. The way her fingers brushed against mine and lingered there when she handed over my badge. The way she tilted her head when she asked how long I'd been in neonatology.
I’m neither flattered nor uncomfortable. Just... aware.
It happens with surprising regularity.
I’m not blind to the fact that I’m not a bad-looking man. I’ve heard the term “silver fox” more times than I care to count, mostly from residents who think whispering in a hospital hallway makes them quiet. I’m calm. Confident. Competent. And women notice.
They try to get my attention, but it never sticks. Not really.
I’ve had a few relationships in the past, if you can call them that. Flings that burned hot, then fizzled the moment they wanted more than I was willing to give. I’ve never been the guy who plans weekend getaways or sends goodnight texts. I live and breathe this job. Neonatal medicine doesn’t exactly lend itself to candlelit dinners and long walks on the beach.
So whenever things started getting serious; when they’d ask where things are going and what I wanted; I’d give the same answer every time.
I don’t have the time. Or the energy. And I’d leave them to work out the part I don’t say. That I don’t have the interest.
It’s not that I’m against settling down with someone. I’ve just never met anyone who made me want to change the rules I live my life by.
Alyssa stops outside a closed door marked ‘staff only’ and rests her hand on the handle. “This is the staff break room. It’s usually pretty quiet this time of day. There’s a coffee machine inside, and it’s decent enough if you like it strong.”
“I do.” I give her a small smile.
Her fingers linger on the handle. “You’ve still got a few minutes before your shift starts, if you want to settle in. Maybe grab a cup.”
There’s a pause. The kind of pause where a woman waits to see if you’ll invite her to stay.
I don’t.
“Thanks for the tour,” I say, holding her gaze just long enough to be polite. “I appreciate it.”
Something flickers behind her eyes, disappointment maybe, but she smooths it out with a practiced smile.
“Of course. If you need anything, just ask.”
“I will.”
She walks away with that light sway some women wear like a challenge. But I turn away and push the break room door open.
It’s ten minutes until my first shift at a new hospital, and I have a feeling I’m going to need a big cup of that coffee to get me through the day.
Or maybe not. Because as soon as I step inside, the world tilts sideways.
There’s a nurse sitting in one of the chairs, her head bowed slightly as she tugs her scrub top down into place. On the table in front of her is a breast pump, the bottle full to the top with milk.
She freezes when she sees me. Eyes wide. A faint pink flush blooming across her cheekbones.
Shit.
“I’m sorry,” I say quickly, lifting a hand and already stepping back. “Do you need more privacy?”
She’s already moving, standing, clearly flustered. “No... ummm... it’s okay. I’m finished.”
She picks up the pump with practiced hands, starts dismantling the parts without looking at me. The bottle of milk gets tucked into the mini fridge with care, and before she closes the door, I notice two other bottles in there, presumably from earlier pumping sessions. She moves to the sink, starts rinsing pieces under a stream of water. Everything about her movements is efficient and graceful, and I can’t take my eyes off her.
She’s... breathtaking.
Long dark brown hair twisted up into a loose bun, soft tendrils escaping around her temples. A heart-shaped face with high cheekbones and flushed skin. Her lips are pink and full, slightly parted. And her eyes are green. Green like spring moss, or forest light, or something softer than anything I’ve ever known.
She’s slender but curvy in all the right places. I try not to look, but my body notices and reacts anyway.
My chest goes tight, and it suddenly feels impossible to draw in a full breath.
There’s a baby at home. A husband, probably. A picture-perfect little family. And the thought settles in my gut like a fucking stone.
She looks up at me then, and I realize I haven’t said a word since she stood up.
“I’m Hannah,” she says quietly. “Welcome to Mercy Hill.”
I nod, stepping fully into the room now, dragging my focus away from her and over to the coffee machine.
“Grant Maddox,” I say, reaching for a mug. “New guy. First day.”
“I figured,” she says, smiling just a little. “I heard a new doctor was starting today, and you’ve got the lost but pretending not to be look.”
Her voice is soft, lightly teasing. Sweet. But not meek. And it punches through me like a pulse of heat.
I pour the coffee. Black. No cream. I don’t trust my hands enough to stir anything right now.
“So,” I say, aiming for casual, trying not to look like I’m unraveling on the inside. “NICU nurse and a new mom? That’s got to be a brutal combo.”
There’s a pause.
I glance over my shoulder. Her brow is knit slightly, like she’s confused. Then she shakes her head.
“Oh... I’m not a mom,” she says, drying the pump parts with a towel. “I induced lactation on my own. Started a couple years ago so I could donate to the milk bank. Some of the moms in the NICU can’t produce right away, or have medical complications. It’s not much, but... it helps.”
My coffee cup stills halfway to my mouth.
Something inside me shifts.
No. It snaps.
She’s not a mother. There’s no baby at home. She just chose this. Chose to put her body through that kind of work; the daily pumping, the hormone shifts, the time, the physical toll; all because she wanted to help.
For the babies. Because she cares.
I’d already thought she was perfect the second I laid eyes on her, but this? It fucking wrecks me.
It awakens something feral and rooted deep in my chest. An instinct to claim, to protect, to own. Not in a cruel way. In the way a man knows, in his blood, that he’s just found something rare. Something sacred.
“So,” I say, voice lower now, stepping a little closer, “there’s not a man in your life then?”
Her head jerks up slightly, her eyes wide again. She’s not just blushing slightly anymore. She’s flushed all the way down her throat to the hint of cleavage shown by her scrubs.
She shakes her head slowly. “No, there’s not.”
“Good,” I say. “But that’s about to change.”
Her lips part. She doesn’t say anything, but she bites her bottom lip, just for a second.
She likes it. I can see it in the way her chest rises. In the way her fingers falter just slightly as she sets the towel down. She doesn’t know what to do with what I just said... but she doesn’t hate it.
Before I can take one more step and say something that crosses so many lines I’d probably end up fired on my first day, the door swings open.
Another nurse pokes her head in. “Hey, Hannah? Dr. Chase needs a second pair of hands with the twins in 3B.”
Hannah blinks, tearing her eyes from mine. “I’ll be right there.”
She flashes me a quick, awkward smile and slips past, disappearing down the hall with quiet footsteps.
And I stand there, coffee forgotten in my hand, pulse pounding in my throat.
Because I don’t need more time to know the truth.
I’ve just met the woman I’m going to spend the rest of my life with.






  
  Chapter Two












Hannah



I walk quickly down the corridor towards Room 3B, pretending not to notice the way my scrub top clings uncomfortably to my chest. I didn’t get to finish pumping, and now I’m paying the price. I’m still full, still aching, and completely distracted. 
All because Dr. Maddox walked into the break room like he was the very definition of tall, dark, and devastating.
I’ve never met a man who looked at me the way he did. Like he was trying to memorize me. And when he asked if I had a man in my life? God help me, my heart hasn’t settled since. I should have finished my pumping session. I should have asked for more privacy. But as soon as I saw him... I didn’t want him to leave.
So now I’m flushed, frazzled, and trying to hide the fact that I’m one cough away from leaking through my top. I’ve always got so much milk, and while that’s great for the babies who need it, there can be times when it’s a little inconvenient.
I exhale slowly as I reach the door to 3B and school my face into something resembling calm. Because the babies don’t care about flirty doctors and breast pumps. They just need me to show up.
And I do.
Every time.
I step into the NICU room and find Dr. Adam Chase already standing at one end of the isolette cribs, bottle in hand, his jaw tight with impatience. His blond hair is immaculately styled, not a strand out of place, and there’s always something too polished about the way he carries himself. Like he belongs on a medical drama instead of in a unit with one-pound babies fighting for their lives.
“They need to start bottle-feeding,” he says, not even looking up. “But they are being stubborn.”
Baby Maya is blinking up at him, tiny hands curled into fists, mouth closed tight against the bottle’s silicone tip. Adam presses the bottle again, then sighs as if the baby is personally offending him.
“They’re not stubborn,” I say gently, moving to the opposite side of the isolette. “They’re brand new. Their reflexes are still developing.”
Adam hands me the bottle with a shake of his head. “If they’re old enough to scream, they’re old enough to eat.”
I ignore that and go through my usual checks of temperature, color, and muscle tone. Then I adjust the baby’s position, cradling the swaddled body more snugly and offering the bottle again, this time brushing the teat lightly against her bottom lip. Her mouth opens. I wait. After a moment, she roots, then slowly latches.
“There you go, sweet girl,” I murmur, brushing a fingertip down her cheek. “Just like that.
Adam moves to her twin brother, Mason, with a sigh. His approach is the same. Bottle out, straight to the mouth, no prep, no pause.
“You have to wait for him to root, Dr. Chase,” I say, keeping my voice steady. “He’s not ready to latch yet.”
“Well, I don’t have all day to wait for him to be ready. I’ve got other patients who have actual medical issues.”
I don’t respond. What would be the point? We’ve had plenty of conversations like this before, and I don’t think he will ever change. Instead, I stay focused on Maya, holding the bottle just so, careful not to flood her mouth. I hum softly under my breath, the same lullaby I’ve been humming since my first day in the NICU. The baby drinks slowly, steadily, until her little body relaxes into the comfort of being held and fed.
From the other side of the room, I hear a soft cough, then a wet gurgle. I glance over just in time to see Mason sputter and spit up a thin dribble of milk. Adam immediately pulls the bottle away.
“Ugh, I feel like I’m wasting my time here,” he mutters, grabbing a cloth to dab at the mess.
I grit my teeth and turn my attention back to the baby in my arms. Because it’s not a waste. Not when it’s their first time learning how to eat. Not when every feed is a step towards them going home.
Some doctors get that.
Some don’t.
As I settle Maya back in her isolette, tucking the edges of her blanket snug around her tiny frame, a soft, whimpering cry rises from the next incubator.
Mason.
It’s not loud. It’s just a frustrated little sound, like he’s trying to be brave but needs help and doesn’t know how to ask for it. It tugs at something deep in my chest. And then...
Oh no.
I tense, freezing in place as the familiar tingling starts behind my nipples. The warmth. The pressure. My body’s automatic response.
Letdown.
Milk leaks, slow at first, then heavier. I feel it soaking into my bra, into the fabric of my scrubs. My cheeks flame.
I quickly cross my arms, pressing my forearms against my chest, wishing I could make it stop and trying desperately not to draw attention to myself. Adam doesn’t even glance up.
He’s too busy grumbling under his breath as Mason squirms. “It’s like he’s not even trying.”
I bite back a sigh and move to take over, gently adjusting Mason’s position and watching for the little flutter of his mouth.
“There,” I whisper, keeping my voice soft. Soothing. “That’s it. You’re doing great.”
He starts to root, and I ease the bottle in. He latches, slow but sure, and sucks weakly. His eyelids flutter as he feeds.
Adam watches me for a second, then scoffs. “Typical boy. He’ll do anything to impress a pretty lady.”
“They’re preemies,” I say pointedly, not even looking at him. “Everything is new to them, and they just need a little more patience. I thought they would have taught you that at medical school.”
He rolls his eyes and gathers his notes. “Whatever you say.”
I grit my teeth again, offering no response this time. I just want to finish my notes, get out of here, and change.

      ***As we leave room 3B, my steps are a little faster than usual. The dampness against my skin is unbearable now, and my scrub top clings to my chest in a way that makes me feel exposed and embarrassed.
I try to angle my body away from Adam, bringing my arms across my chest again. He falls into step beside me, clipboard in hand, his tone light and smug.
“You know,” he starts, “you’d be a real catch, Hannah... if you weren’t so into that whole lactation thing.”
I freeze for half a step before recovering, eyes fixed straight ahead.
“It’s just... kind of off-putting, you know? Most guys don’t really go for that.” He shrugs, like he’s offering some generous, well-meaning insight. “It’s just not very sexy.”
I clench my jaw, but I don’t react. Don’t give him any sign that what he’s saying is affecting me.
“I have to go change,” I mumble, and turn sharply down the hall before he can say anything else.
My eyes sting. But I won’t cry. Not here.
The locker room is quiet, thankfully empty. I peel off the damp scrub top and drop it into the laundry bin, grabbing a clean one from my locker.
My bra is a little wet too, but I don’t have a spare. So I grab a folded towel and press it against my chest for a moment, breathing deeply as I sit down on the bench.
God, I hate feeling like this. Like I’m something strange. Like my body is too much, too weird.
I chose this. I induced lactation for these babies. I give milk because I can. Because it makes a difference.
And most days, I’m proud of that.
But then some jerk like Adam looks at me like I’m broken. Like I’ve warped myself into something undesirable.
I blink rapidly and pull on the clean scrub top, shoving the towel back into my locker before slamming it shut.
“I didn’t do it for men like him,” I whisper. “I did it for the babies.”
Still... it would be nice to feel wanted. To feel like maybe someone could desire me exactly as I am.
My heart stutters.
Grant’s voice echoes in my mind. “Good. But that’s about to change.”
He’d sounded so sure. And he didn’t look at me like there was something wrong with me. Even after he’d walked in on me pumping. He’d seemed... curious. Intrigued. And there was an intensity in his gaze that made me feel... seen.
But it was only a few minutes. We’re strangers. I shouldn’t be reading into a random encounter in the break room.
I should just get back to work.
I close my locker and walk out the door, trying not to think about the sexy, intense new doctor.






  
  Chapter Three












Grant



I’m behind the nurse’s station, reviewing my first chart of the morning. A baby girl, born at thirty-one weeks gestation with mild respiratory distress. She’s making progress, but still under close watch. I scan the notes, mentally piecing together a plan. A steady start to the day, just how I like it. 
Movement catches my eye down the hall.
Hannah steps out of one of the private rooms with a tall, wiry doctor who walks with the arrogance all junior doctors seem to have. A few years on the job will knock him down a peg or two, though.
But my gaze is instantly drawn back to Hannah, my heart picking up the pace whenever I look at her. She’s walking stiffly, lips pressed into a thin line, her head ducked and her arms crossed over her chest. The guy next to her says something, and I have to fight the urge to rush over there and punch him in the mouth when a smug grin spreads across his face.
She doesn’t answer. Just turns and slips down a side corridor, out of sight. But her posture says it all.
Whatever he said to her, hurt her.
Something about it claws at me, leaving my hands in tight fists. The instinct is overwhelming; the urge to go after her, pull her into my arms and hold her close.
“Hey,” says a voice beside me.
The man who was just speaking to Hannah is standing there, extending a hand. “You’re Grant Maddox, right? Neonatologist from LA? I’ve heard a lot about you.”
I take his hand, but I already know I don’t like this guy.
“That’s me,” I say, keeping my tone neutral.
“You’ve got a bit of a reputation,” he adds. “Some of the nurses were talking about it yesterday, calling you the NICU whisperer. That’s pretty impressive.”
I nod, barely. Compliments mean nothing when they come from mouths like his.
My eyes flick towards the corridor again, anxious to see her again so I can know she’s okay.
“What happened with Hannah just now?” I ask, turning to face him properly.
Adam raises an eyebrow, playing innocent. “Hannah? Oh. Nothing serious. She just didn’t want to take a little well-meaning advice.”
My jaw ticks.
He talks like he was doing her a favor. Like whatever he said wasn’t meant to wound. But I saw her face. That wasn’t irritation or frustration. That was hurt.
“She still looked upset,” I say, voice cool.
He shrugs again. Too casual. Too smug.
“She’s always doing this weird self-sacrificing thing with her body. Induced lactation, pumping milk like it’s some kind of calling. I just said it might be... affecting her chances. You know. Not every guy’s into a woman who’s always dripping milk.”
The words hit like a slap.
My blood runs hot. My fingers twitch at my sides. I clench my teeth to keep from doing something I’ll regret.
Who the hell does he think he is? That’s not just callous. That’s degrading. Cruel. And aimed at my girl.
The fact that he’s a neonatologist who doesn’t see the value in what she’s doing to help the babies who need it tells me everything I need to know about this man. She deserves reverence, not ridicule. And yet this smug little bastard is standing here, insulting her casually like it’s no big deal.
I take a breath. It’s my first damn day. I can’t make a scene. Not yet.
But if he keeps this up... if he keeps pestering her, belittling her... I’m going to lose the professional mask real quick.
I look him in the eye, my voice flat and cold.
“A real man would see the worth in that.”
He blinks, caught off guard. His mouth opens like he’s about to push back, but I don’t give him the chance.
Because that’s when she reappears. Her eyes flick towards the station, and towards me, but only for a second. Then, she ducks through a narrow door off the main hallway. One I don’t remember from the brief tour. Small, unmarked. Probably a storage room.
Adam says something else, but I don’t hear it. My feet are already moving, pushing past him, following Hannah.
I pause in the doorway for a moment. The room is cramped, dim, and stacked with labeled bins and sealed packages from floor to ceiling. She has her back to me as she rifles through the supplies, and she hasn’t heard me come in.
I step inside, shutting the door gently behind me. My voice is quiet, but it still makes her jump.
“Hiding out in here?” I ask.
She looks at me over her shoulder and lets out a quick, sheepish laugh. “Is it that obvious?”
“Only to someone paying attention,” I say. “You okay?”
She shrugs one shoulder. “I just needed a quiet minute. It’s been a long day already.”
I nod slowly, unable to take my eyes off her.
“You don’t have to take that kind of garbage from a guy like Adam,” I say, voice still calm, but tight around the edges. “He doesn’t know what the hell he’s talking about.”
I can’t see her face, but I see the way even her ears turn red with shame. It hits me square in the chest. Hard.
No, she doesn’t get to feel small because of him. She doesn’t get to carry that weight, like she did something wrong. I won’t let her.
I take another step into the room, closing the distance. The air feels warmer here. Thicker. Charged.
The shelves press in around us, crowding the space until I have no choice but to stand close behind her. I brace my hands on either side of her, palms pressed flat against the shelves in front of her, boxing her in. But I don’t touch her. Not yet. Because if I let myself lay a finger on her, I won’t stop.
Her breath catches.
I dip my head, lips brushing the shell of her ear.
“A real man,” I whisper, “wouldn’t hesitate to make you his.”
She shivers, holding her breath like she’s waiting eagerly for whatever I might say next. So I continue.
“A man worthy of your heart would see everything you’re doing for those babies and know it’s the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen. He’d already be planning to put a ring on your finger and a baby in your belly. So you’d have one of your own to pour all that love into. Because you deserve that, Hannah. You deserve everything.”
She melts, and I don’t mean figuratively. I feel it. Her shoulders relax, her head tilts back ever so slightly until it brushes my collarbone. And then she moves. It’s just a step, but it’s enough to press herself back into me.
I nearly lose it.
She fits perfectly. Soft and warm against my chest. I let out a rough exhale, then drop my head, burying my face in the crook of her neck, breathing her in. She smells so sweet, like honey and sunshine.
I know she can feel the way my body responds to her, the way my cock strains against my slacks with a desperate need to be buried inside her, but she doesn’t move away.
My fingers curl against the shelf, white-knuckled with restraint.
She whispers, “Do you really mean that?”
Her voice is so small. So unsure. Like she doesn’t believe she’s worthy of being loved like that. Like no one’s ever told her that she is.
God help me, I will burn the fucking world down before I let her keep believing that.
“I meant every word,” I say, my voice rougher now. “And after our shift tonight, I’m taking you out to dinner. I’m going to prove it.”
It’s not a suggestion. It’s not even a question. I can’t hold back the alpha edge in my voice. Not when she’s standing here, melting for me.
She lets out a little whimper, and it damn near breaks me.
“Okay,” she says, sounding almost breathless. “I’d like that.”
Something about her voice makes me want to push her up against these shelves and do unspeakable things to her.
But I’m not going to do that. Not here.
Hannah deserves more than a fast, frenzied fuck in a closet. When I take her for the first time, I want her in my bed, her legs wrapped around me, moaning my name so loud the neighbors file a noise complaint.
I lower my head one last inch and brush my lips tenderly against the soft skin of her neck. Her breath hitches, and I wonder how I’m supposed to keep my sanity when every little sound she makes is designed to drive me crazy.
“Good girl,” I murmur, and she shivers again. “I’ll be waiting for you at the end of our shift.”
Then, using every ounce of willpower I possess, I peel myself away from her warmth and open the door.
Because if I don’t leave right now, I never will.






  
  Chapter Four












Hannah



Grant has been intense all day. Watching me. Tracking me. Like he can’t help himself. 
And I’ve loved every second of it.
Even though we weren’t assigned to the same patients, I still caught him watching me across the NICU more times than I can count, his dark eyes sharp and steady, entirely focused on me.
And now, sitting here beside him in a quiet booth, I feel like I’m glowing from the inside out.
He picked the spot on purpose. One of those curved corner booths in a quiet restaurant tucked between downtown and the hospital. It’s dimly lit, warm, with the low murmur of conversation all around us. But it still feels like we’re the only two people in the world.
He didn’t sit across from me. Of course not.
He slid in beside me, close enough that his thigh brushes mine, his arm slung across the back of the booth, his hand resting lightly at my waist whenever we’re not eating. Like he needs that constant contact. Like I’m his grounding point, and letting go would undo him.
It should be overwhelming. Instead, it’s intoxicating.
While he examines the dessert menu, I take a moment to study him. The strong lines of his profile, the sharp, straight nose and square jaw. The short-cut dark hair peppered with the faintest dusting of silver at his temples.
“So what made you choose neonatology?” I ask, suddenly curious to know everything about him. “You could have done anything in medicine.”
Grant lifts his gaze to mine, and there’s a tenderness in his eyes that steals my breath away.
“I’ve known since I was ten,” he says, his voice quiet but steady. “My youngest brother, Jamie, was born three months early. He weighed just over two pounds. I remember how tiny he was... and how scared my mom looked every time she sat near his incubator.”
My heart aches a little just imagining a ten-year-old version of Grant watching over his mom and baby brother. “That’s so early,” I whisper.
He nods. “Yeah. It was a rough few months. But the NICU team was incredible. I didn’t understand much back then, but I could see how much they cared. How much they fought for him. And I just... I never forgot it.”
A small smile tugs at the corners of his mouth, fond and full of memories. “The doctor who looked after Jamie would always crouch down to talk to me, explain what the machines did, why the lights blinked, what it meant when Jamie finally fed on his own. From that point on, I never wanted to do anything else. I wanted to be just like the man who helped my family.”
I can feel the tears stinging at the corners of my eyes. “That’s beautiful,” I say.
“Jamie’s thirty-two now,” Grant adds. “He’s a pilot, and he recently got engaged. But I think a part of me still looks at him and remembers how close we came to losing him. How different life could have been.”
I reach for his hand instinctively, slipping my fingers into his under the table. His grip tightens gently around mine.
“That’s why you’re so good at what you do,” I murmur. “You’ve been there. You’ve seen it from both sides.”
Grant gives a small shrug, but I can see the way his throat works when he swallows. “I try. I remember what it felt like to love someone that small and helpless and not know if they were going to make it.”
I press my lips together, overwhelmed in the best way. This is who Grant really is beneath all that quiet intensity. A protector. A healer. A man with a big, aching heart that never stopped caring.
And I’m so damn gone for him.
“Anyway, I think that’s enough serious talk for one date,” he says, his lips curling into a slow smile. “So how about we decide on what we’re having for dessert?”
I laugh softly and place my free hand on my stomach, shaking my head. “I’m still stuffed from the main course. You can have something though if you like.”
Grant’s eyes move over me in a slow sweep, making my skin prickle.
“There’s only one sweet thing I want to taste right now,” he says, his voice low. “And she’s sitting within reach.”
Heat floods my cheeks. And lower. Everywhere. Well, this is a sudden change in mood. Except it isn’t. Not really. He’s been looking at me like he wants to devour me all day.
I fumble with my napkin and pretend I’m unaffected, but my body is already on fire. Tingling. Aware. Ready.
“I thought you might prefer a brownie,” I say quietly.
He leans in, brushing his nose against the shell of my ear. “I want you, Hannah. Only you.”
I shiver, my thighs pressing together as my entire body reacts to his words.
He pays the check and takes my hand as we head out. His grip is warm and firm, like he’s afraid I’ll vanish if he lets go.
Outside, the night air is cooler than I expected. The parking lot is mostly empty. Quiet.
Grant walks me to the passenger side of his car, then stops. His eyes search mine, and something in his expression shifts. Deepens.
He steps in close. So close that my back hits the car with a soft thud. His hand comes up to rest beside my head, his body shielding mine from the rest of the world.
He’s breathing heavier now. But so am I.
“I don’t think I can wait any longer,” he says, his voice a rasp. “I’ve been thinking about kissing you all damn day.”
His lips crash into mine before I can even take another breath. His kisses aren’t gentle. They’re hungry. Possessive. Claiming.
His other hand curls around my waist, pulling me flush against him, and I feel everything: his heat, his strength, the low growl of need rumbling from his chest.
I melt into him, my fingers tangling in the front of his shirt, clinging to him like I might fall apart if he lets go.
He tastes incredible, like cinnamon and spice. Like home.
The kiss goes on and on. He doesn’t break it. He keeps kissing me until we’re both gasping for air. Until I’m dizzy, my lips swollen and bruised and tingling.
When he finally pulls away, his eyes are hooded, his cheeks flushed. He rests his forehead against mine, breathing heavily.
“You,” he pants, “are dangerous.”
“Why’s that?”
“Because now I’ve had a taste, I know for a fact I’ll never be able to let you go.”
He reaches into his pants pocket and presses the button to unlock the car. Rather than opening the passenger door for me, he opens the back.
I blink up at him.
“There are other parts of you I need to taste, angel. Parts I can’t taste out here.” His voice is rough. Feral. It makes the ache between my thighs so much worse.
He doesn’t say anything else. He just steps aside and lets me climb into the back. He slides in after me, closing the door. Then, before I can take a breath, he pulls me into his lap, straddling him.
His mouth is back on mine in an instant. My hands fly up to cradle his face. He growls, his palms sliding under the dress that I’d changed into before leaving the hospital, squeezing and kneading my ass as he rocks his hips against mine, letting me feel the hard ridge of his cock through the layers of fabric.
I let out a helpless little moan. He swallows it, his tongue sweeping into my mouth, tasting, teasing, claiming me.
“Fuck,” he grunts. “I need you so fucking badly.”
He’s huge, even with his pants on. The thought of feeling his cock buried inside me has me panting. I grind against him, chasing the friction, the heat, the pressure.
Grant’s hands are everywhere. My thighs. My breasts. My hips. Like he can’t get enough.
I’m trembling. Whimpering. So wet I can feel my panties clinging to my slit.
“You’re a goddamn goddess,” he breathes, his teeth nipping at my bottom lip. “My beautiful girl.”
Then his mouth is trailing down, over my jaw and neck, hot and demanding, until his lips find the tops of my breasts, straining against the low neckline.
He sucks at the tender flesh there, making me gasp. Then, with a low growl, he slides the straps of my dress down and reaches behind me to unclasp my bra, exposing my breasts.
Adam’s words from earlier suddenly come rushing back to me, and I feel my face grow hot. I bring my arms up, trying to cover my chest, but Grant grabs my wrists, pinning them to my sides.
“Don’t,” he says, his voice harsh, his gaze burning into mine. “Never hide from me. Don’t let anyone ever make you think there’s anything wrong with your body, Hannah. I want every fucking inch of you. Everything. Do you understand me?”
I nod, and his grip on my wrists loosens.
“Good girl.” He kisses me again, and this time there’s something even hungrier about the way he claims my mouth, the way his tongue sweeps in, owning me.
When he pulls away, his eyes drop to my breasts. He takes them in his hands, palming them, his thumbs sweeping across the swollen tips, teasing me.
“Perfect,” he growls, before his mouth is on me.
I let out a soft gasp as his lips seal around one nipple, sucking on it hungrily. “Are you sure...” I manage to say, before feeling the first rush of warm milk spilling into his mouth. “Oh God.”
I can’t decide if I’m mortified or turned on, but the way Grant moans around my flesh sends a wave of pleasure rippling through me. He sucks harder, his eyes fixed on mine, his gaze searing.
It feels so good. So unbelievably good. I arch against him, grinding against his cock. He’s huge. Hard. Desperate for me.
I rock against him, letting myself feel him, letting the ache build.
He pulls off my nipple with a soft, wet sound. His lips are wet. Milky. I’ve never seen anything so erotic in my entire life.
“You’re delicious, angel,” he groans, and I can’t stop the whimper that leaves me.
His hands slide up my thighs, gathering the hem of my dress, pushing it higher and higher until the fingers of one hand are teasing against the wet fabric of my panties.
“So fucking wet,” he says. “Is that all for me, angel?”
“Yes,” I pant.
“Good girl. Such a good, sweet girl.”
The praise goes straight between my legs, and I can’t help the way my hips tilt forward, searching.
He brushes his thumb over the soaked fabric, sending sparks of pleasure through me. He traces slow circles over my clit, teasing me through the cotton, until my entire body is vibrating with need.
“Please,” I gasp, squirming against his hand, desperate for more. “Please, Grant.”
He hooks his fingers under the elastic, tugging it aside. The cool air is a shock against the hot, wet flesh of my pussy, but then his finger is there, dragging through my folds, spreading the slickness over my aching clit.
I cry out, burying my face in the crook of his neck.
“Don’t stop,” he demands, his voice raw. “Let me hear how much you like it. How good it feels.”
He slides his finger lower, circling my entrance.
“Tell me what you want,” he commands, and my whole body burns with desire.
“Your fingers,” I whimper. “I need them inside me.”
“That’s my good girl.”
And then his thick, rough finger is pressing inside me, slowly, carefully.
I gasp, my nails digging into his shoulders, my back arching as his finger curls, rubbing against the spot that makes me see stars.
“So tight,” he rasps. “So fucking wet for me.”
“Grant,” I pant, grinding against his hand.
“I’ve got you,” he murmurs. “I’ll always take care of you, angel. Whatever you need.”
And I know it’s true.
He slips a second finger into me, working me open, his thumb rubbing slow circles over my aching clit.
I’ve never felt so good, so wanted. So completely lost in someone.
His eyes are on mine as he lowers his head once more, capturing my other nipple in his mouth, and this time when the warm, sweet fluid spills into his mouth, I don’t try to hide it.
I give in to the sensation, letting myself be consumed by it.
I’m riding his hand now, rocking against him, chasing the release building inside me.
He works me faster, harder, his mouth pulling on my breast, his fingers pumping in and out, filling me, stretching me.
“I’m gonna...” I gasp. “Oh God, I’m so close.”
He groans, his grip tightening on me, his fingers curling deeper.
And then I’m coming, my pussy clenching around him, my whole body shuddering as the orgasm rips through me.
He doesn’t let up. He keeps moving, keeps working me through it, his thumb rubbing my clit, his mouth pulling on my nipple, until I’m trembling, boneless, and utterly spent.
When he finally releases me, his lips are shiny with milk, his eyes dark with desire.
“Goddamn, angel. You’re so perfect.”
He slips his fingers out of me, and I watch with surprise as he sucks them clean. “Mmmm, you taste good everywhere. And I’m going to take you back to my house and feast between your thighs until you lose your voice from screaming so much.”
Heat floods my face. My core. My whole body. But I already know I can’t go home with him tonight. He hasn’t worked it out so far, but surely he will once we start going further. And why would a man like him want to be involved with a twenty-five-year-old virgin? It was a miracle he accepted the fact I’m lactating, and I’m almost certain finding that out would be the end of whatever this is between us.
“Actually,” I say, my voice coming out unsteady. “I have an early shift tomorrow, so I should probably go home and get some sleep.”
Something flashes across his face. Confusion, maybe. Or disappointment. But it’s gone before I can be sure.
“Of course,” he says, his voice soft. “I’ll drive you home, angel. We’ll save the rest for another night.”
He presses a tender kiss to my forehead, and I lean into him, resting my cheek on his chest, breathing him in.
His arms wrap around me, holding me tight.
And I try not to think about how empty my bed will feel when I’m alone in it later tonight.






  
  Chapter Five












Grant



The water scalds my skin, but I barely feel it. 
Steam curls around me in thick waves, fogging the mirror and blurring the tiles. It’s just me and the burn of last night, still seared into every nerve ending. I barely slept. I should be exhausted, but I’m wound too tight to rest. My body’s still humming with her.
Hannah.
I close my eyes, press both palms to the shower wall, and let the stream beat down on the back of my neck, hoping the heat might do something to take the edge off. It doesn’t.
I can still feel her.
The softness of her body pressed to mine in that dark booth, the warmth of her tucked under my arm like she belonged there. Like she’d always been mine. That sweet, nervous smile she gave me over her plate, like she couldn’t quite believe I was real. Like she didn’t know I was the one who felt lucky.
She has no idea what she does to me.
And then in the car...
Fuck.
My cock throbs at the memory, and I can’t resist reaching down to wrap my hand around the base as I think of her. The way she whimpered when I touched her. The way she trembled under my hands, melted for me, unraveled for me without hesitation. The way she looked, with her lips parted, cheeks flushed, eyes wide and dazed as I drank from her like a man starved. And the taste...
So sweet and warm. Addictive.
Like nothing I’ve ever had. Like everything I never knew I needed.
My hand starts moving up and down my shaft. A poor substitute, but better than nothing.
I’ve never been obsessed with a woman before. Never even come close. But Hannah? She’s fucking irresistible.
I think back to how her pussy fluttered around my fingers, how she clenched and pulsed when she came, the way she ground against me like she was hungry for more.
What would she be like, writhing underneath me, taking my cock, moaning and bucking as I filled her? What would it be like to make her mine, completely, utterly? To fuck her until she can’t remember her name, only mine, until her entire body is branded with my touch, and she’s sobbing with pleasure, her perfect little cunt milking my cock, begging for more, over and over, until she’s completely sated?
It’s all I’ve been able to think about since I had her on my lap in the back of my car last night, listening to her sweet moans of pleasure. I had wanted to claim her last night, but she hadn’t been ready. That much had been obvious, despite her insistence it was because of her early shift. But I hadn’t pushed. When she gives herself to me fully, I want her to be a hundred percent sure. No room for doubt.
Because she’s not just a random fuck.
This is not just lust.
It’s more. It’s something deep and primal, something I can’t explain. All I know is that I need her like I’ve never needed anything else in my life.
When she’s ready, I will fill her. Mark her. Watch her swell with my child and know that no one else will ever touch her again. I will give her a family of her own that she can pour her heart into every day. She deserves all of it. She deserves to feel safe and desired.
And goddamn, I’m going to make sure those are the only things she ever feels from now on.
As another image of Hannah naked and pregnant fills my mind, her stomach round and smooth, her breasts heavy with milk, I groan, my fist moving faster.
It doesn’t take long. I’m already so worked up, I come in a matter of minutes, spilling over my fingers, my cock twitching and pulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me.
Fuck.
That didn’t help. Not one bit.
I wash up quickly and turn the water off, stepping out of the stall. I towel off absentmindedly, scrubbing a hand through my wet hair, eyes unfocused, mind already back at work. Not for the patients, not for the rounds or the paperwork.
For her.
I’m going to see her again today, and I can’t wait. I want her to feel it every time I look at her. I want her to know she’s mine. That I see her. Every part of her. And I’m going to take damn good care of her.
She will have everything she’s ever wanted.
And one day soon, my baby will grow in that beautiful body of hers.
She has no idea how badly I want that. How deep this obsession runs already. I’ve never felt this kind of hunger before. Not for anyone.
But with Hannah... it’s primal. It’s instinct.
I toss the towel aside and start getting dressed, my pulse already picking up at the thought of seeing her again.
I’m in deep.
And I wouldn’t have it any other way.






  
  Chapter Six












Hannah



It’s barely 9 a.m. and I’ve already been on my feet for three hours straight. 
Rounds, charting, an early feeding for the new twenty-six-weeker in 2D, and helping with a triple phototherapy setup for the baby in 4A. It’s been busy, but manageable. I even managed to fit in some time to pump, so I’m not too uncomfortable.
But then I catch sight of Grant.
He’s standing behind the central desk, flipping through a chart with that intense, thoughtful look he gets when he’s focusing on something medical. A look that is unfairly attractive, by the way. His hair’s a little damp at the ends, like he didn’t bother to blow-dry it after his morning shower, and the sleeves of his lab coat are already pushed up to his elbows.
I swear my heart skips a beat. Or two.
He glances up.
And the second our eyes meet, that thoughtful expression turns into something else entirely. Something that makes the air around me heat up. It’s soft and electric all at once, like I’m being pulled toward him by a thread only the two of us can see.
Then he lifts the chart in his hand slightly, giving it a casual wave. “I was hoping you’d be here already,” he says, voice low and warm. “Come help me with a patient?”
“Of course,” I say, hoping I don’t sound too breathless.
I follow him down the corridor, doing my best to ignore the fluttering in my stomach. It’s just Grant being professional. Asking a nurse to help him. Totally normal. Completely non-flirty.
Except... it doesn’t feel normal.
Not when his hand grazes the small of my back as we walk, as if to guide me forward. Not when I catch him glancing at me out of the corner of his eye with that secret little half-smile that makes my knees weak.
We slip into 3A together, and I can’t help but smile when I see who we’re checking on. Baby Nolan. He’s thirty-four weeks, just working on feeding and growing now. He’s a sweet little guy with a tuft of blond hair. His mother is sitting beside the incubator looking tired and anxious. I offer her a smile before turning my attention to Nolan.
“He pulled his NG tube halfway out,” Grant says with a small chuckle, peering into the isolette like he’s looking at something priceless. “He’s a feisty little one. Got that fighting spirit.”
He smiles at the mom, and her worried expression seems to soften a little.
Grant lifts the cover on the isolette and reaches in carefully, sliding his large hands around the baby’s tiny swaddled form. “You and me again, little man,” he murmurs, and his voice drops into the softest, warmest baby tone I’ve ever heard. “Let’s not eat the tube this time, okay?”
My heart actually aches.
It’s the first time I’ve seen him this close with one of the babies, and it’s doing things to me. Dangerous things. Like making my ovaries stage a riot and chant put a baby in me like they’ve lost all common sense.
He’s so gentle. Confident, but careful. He moves like someone who’s done this a thousand times, but never forgets that the life in his hands is tiny, precious, and still fighting to grow stronger.
After a minute of soothing, he lays Nolan down on the warming bed again and reaches for the new feeding tube. I help him steady Nolan’s head while he replaces the tube, explaining the entire process to the mom in a gentle voice as he works, offering her reassurance that this is all completely normal and Nolan will be home in no time.
Suddenly, it’s not just my ovaries that are melting. It’s all of me.
How is this man even real? How is he single?
And most importantly, how is he mine?
Everything he does is so full of confidence and grace. He’s kind and patient. Strong. Gentle. Powerful. And sexy. So damn sexy.
I want him so badly it almost hurts.
Grant checks the placement of the tube, then reaches into the drawer for a Tegaderm patch to secure it in place.
“Hannah,” he says, keeping his voice soft. “We seem to be out of Tegaderm in here. Please can you run to the storage room to grab some more?”
I nod, already moving. “I’ve got it.”
“Thanks, angel,” he whispers just as I step past him, his voice barely audible.
I feel the warmth of that nickname all the way down to my toes.
And suddenly, I can’t get to the storage room fast enough, because I need a second to cool down before I do something wildly inappropriate in front of our little patient and his mom.
Like throw myself at the man.
I slip inside the small, narrow space and press a hand to my chest, trying to calm the frantic rhythm of my heart. For a second, all I can do is lean against the cool metal shelving and take a slow breath in. Grant Maddox is going to ruin me. I’m already at least halfway there.
I shake off the daze and cross to the correct shelf, grabbing a few packs of Tegaderm. I take more than I need so I can refill the drawer in 3A.
I hear a throat clearing behind me.
I stiffen and turn, already smiling politely in case it’s one of the techs or another nurse needing something from the shelves. But my smile drops the moment I see Adam.
He’s leaning casually against the doorframe with a smirk that makes my skin crawl.
“Hey. Need something?” I ask, trying to remain calm.
“Yeah,” he says, stepping in a little. “I was thinking... dinner. You. Me. Tonight.”
My stomach drops. Although I can’t help thinking it’s funny that this is the second day in a row where I’ve been asked out in this closet. This time, the offer of dinner is a lot less appealing.
“I’ll pass,” I say quickly, trying to keep it light but firm. “Thanks, but I’ve already got plans.”
His smirk fades, lips flattening into something colder. “That so?”
He steps fully into the room, and my muscles tense. He’s standing directly in front of the door now.
“It might be your only chance, you know,” he says, his voice quiet and cutting. “Guys don’t exactly line up to date a woman who’s always leaking milk. That’s usually a turnoff.”
I stiffen, but don’t flinch. I lift my chin and meet his eyes. “You’re wrong about that. There’s already a man in my life.”
He snorts, giving a slow, exaggerated eye roll. “You mean the new guy? Grant Maddox?”
His tone is mocking. Ugly.
“I’ve seen the way you two look at each other. It’s cute, really. But come on, Hannah. You really think a guy like that is going to stick around once he realizes you’re just a dairy cow, and that, worst of all, you chose to be this way?”
His words dig at old wounds. Wounds created by every cruel thing he’s said to me over the past two years.
For one small, dangerous second, I let the shame creep in.
But then I remember last night. Grant’s mouth on my skin. His voice, reverent and low, whispering how perfect I am. The way he drank from me like it was a gift. Something sacred.
I straighten. The shame drains away like a switch flipped.
“He already knows,” I say clearly, proud now. “And he still wants me. He’s twice the man you’ll ever be, Adam.”
The muscles in his jaw twitch. His eyes narrow, and for a moment, I see something terrifying in his eyes.
“You’re lying,” he says. “That’s not true. A guy like him? No way.”
“Keep talking like that, and I’ll start thinking you’ve got a crush on him too,” I say, the words slipping out before I can stop them.
He steps closer. I automatically step back until my shoulder hits the shelving behind me.
“Now that’s not nice, Hannah. But it’s alright. You can make it up to me. Dinner tonight. And maybe later, if you’re a good girl and spread those pretty legs for me... I might consider forgiving you.”
I don’t even think. My hand flies up, and I slap him. Hard.
His head whips to the side from the impact, and he stumbles back a step, blinking in shock.
His face contorts with rage, but he barely has a second to react before a new figure bursts through the doorway.
Grant.
His eyes go straight to me, then to Adam. And everything about him snaps. His expression turns feral, and he grabs Adam by the front of his shirt and slams him backwards out of the room. Adam trips over his own feet, landing hard on his back just outside the storage room doorway.
People turn. Gasps ripple through the nurses’ station as Grant towers over Adam.
“Don’t you dare ever touch her again,” Grant growls, his voice sharp and venom-laced. “You are not worthy of her. And you never will be.”
Nurses scramble to separate them. Another doctor stands between them, tension high and buzzing.
I step out of the room slowly, my legs trembling. Heat rushes to my face as all eyes flick to me. I hate the attention. Hate that this entire scene unfolded because of me.
But the second I reach Grant, he softens.
He wraps an arm around me like a shield, tugging me gently to his side. His lips press against the top of my head in a kiss so tender I could cry.
The voices around us fade. All I can feel is the safety and warmth he gives me.
His quiet, unshakable presence.
“It’s alright, angel. Everything’s okay,” he murmurs, and my chest tightens. “I’ve got you.”






  
  Chapter Seven












Grant



The break room is empty, quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator and the distant beeping of monitors from the NICU. I lean forward, elbows resting on my knees, trying to release the tension that’s been knotted in my shoulders since this morning. 
The day’s been... a lot.
HR handled everything quickly. Professional and thorough. They pulled me in, along with Hannah and a few of the other staff who saw what happened after I shoved Adam out of that supply room. I got a gentle verbal reprimand for putting hands on a coworker. But they said they understood the circumstances. Understood I was protecting one of the nurses.
Adam didn’t get off so easily though. He was fired on the spot and escorted off the floor by hospital security. And good riddance to him.
But the weight of it still lingers. The moment I stepped into the storage room and saw Adam standing too close to her, trapping her, will be burned into my memory forever. I keep thinking: What if I’d been a minute later? What if he’d touched her? Hurt her?
I clench my fist. My jaw tightens.
I’ve never wanted to hurt someone the way I wanted to hurt him.
But then I think of Hannah. Of how she looked when she walked out of that storage room: her cheeks flushed, her chin high. Quiet, but not broken. She didn’t crumble after what happened. She didn’t hide. She went right back to her patients, held those tiny lives in her hands with such gentleness it damn near made my chest ache. She’s stronger than most people realize.
Stronger than she probably realizes.
And I swear, I’ve never admired anyone more.
I glance at the clock. She’s with her last patient now, then her shift’s over. I’ve been counting the minutes. I just want to get her out of here. Let her decompress somewhere. Maybe take her for a drink if that’s what she needs. Wrap her up in my arms and just... be near her.
The door opens, and I lift my head to see Hannah standing there. And when she smiles at me, it lights up every dark corner of me. My chest lifts with something warm and grateful.
“Hey,” I murmur, rising to my feet.
She walks straight into my arms without hesitation, and I fold her against me. Her head tucks under my chin like she was built to fit there. I run a hand over her back, slow and reassuring.
“Are you done for the day?” I ask.
She nods, her voice a little breathy. “Yeah, finally. So... is that offer to come back to your place still open?”
The growl that rumbles low in my throat is involuntary... and not at all subtle. She pulls back just enough so that she can look up at me with wide eyes.
“Hannah, that offer is always open to you.”
She bites her lip. Hesitates. Then her eyes meet mine once more, and there’s a flash of vulnerability in them that guts me.
“I should tell you something first,” she says. “Before we go.”
I nod. “You can always tell me anything, angel.”
“I’m... I’m still a virgin.” Her voice is barely louder than a whisper. “I’ve just always been focused on school and work. I never really made time for dating. Then, when I started lactating and donating, it felt even harder. Until I met you, of course. But I get it if that’s... too much for you.”
There’s a pause. But only because it takes me a second to get a grip on the absolute inferno her words set off in me.
Too much?
She has no idea.
I gently cup her jaw. “It’s not too much. It’s everything. And I feel lucky as hell that you’d trust me with this. That I get to be the first man to be inside you. To show you how it’s supposed to feel.”
Her cheeks flush, but she holds my gaze.
I lower my voice. “I’m going to take real good care of you, Hannah. And if we don’t leave now, I might lose whatever patience I’ve got left.”
I lace my fingers through hers, tugging her gently towards the door.
She follows without hesitation.
The drive to my place is short, but my mind’s a mess. All I can think about is how she’s going to look under me. The way she’ll gasp when I stretch her open for the first time. How I’ll get to worship every inch of her. Make her mine in the only way that matters.
When I pull into my driveway, I’m out the car in a heartbeat. I open her door, take her hand again, and lead her inside without a word. Straight through the hallway. No distractions.
She deserves soft sheets and slow hands. But I can’t lie. There’s a growling, possessive beast inside me that wants to bend her over the nearest surface and show her who she belongs to.
But I rein it in.
Barely.
Once we’re in my room, I stop. I turn to her, placing my hands on her waist.
“You’re still sure about this?” I ask quietly.
She nods. “Yes.” Then she steps in closer, her gaze searching mine, full of trust. “Please. Grant.”
I groan and lower my head, crushing my lips to hers.
Her mouth opens under mine, a breathy little moan spilling free. I swallow the sound greedily, deepening the kiss, letting the heat rise between us. She clutches the front of my shirt, pressing her body against me, her breasts firm and round and perfect.
I slide a hand up to cup her cheek, tilting her head, devouring her like a starving man. I can’t get enough of her. The taste of her. The feel of her. Her tongue meets mine, a little clumsy, but eager. Desperate.
“You have no idea what you do to me, Hannah,” I say, breaking the kiss for a moment. “No fucking idea.”
“Show me,” she whispers, her hands sliding up my chest. “Please.”
I don’t need any more encouragement.
I kiss her again, walking her backwards towards the bed, and only a second later, her knees hit the edge, and she drops down onto the mattress, eyes wide and dark with desire.
My pulse pounds, the sight of her laid out for me like a feast. She’s so fucking gorgeous.
I reach for her shirt and start tugging it up, and she pulls herself up enough that I can slip it off over her head. When her bra falls away, my mouth goes dry. Her full, heavy breasts are flushed and pink-tipped, and a small droplet of milk beads at her nipple.
“So beautiful,” I murmur, lowering my mouth to her breast. I take the tight peak into my mouth, and the sweet taste of her hits my tongue. She arches under me, a little cry escaping her.
I release her with a low groan, reaching for her pants and tugging them down her legs, along with her panties. And then she’s bare for me. Her skin smooth and warm, her thighs trembling.
“Look at you,” I breathe. “Fucking perfect.”
I can’t resist gripping her knees and pushing them apart, exposing the pretty pink hole nestled between them. My mouth waters at the sight, and I slide my thumb down the length of her slit. She moans, hips rising instinctively.
I can’t wait any longer.
I need to taste her.
I drop down between her legs, pulling her hips towards the edge of the bed, and lick into her.
“Grant!” she gasps, her fingers tangling in my hair.
She’s fucking exquisite. I lick her like I’m ravenous, devouring her like she’s the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted. Her body shakes under my mouth, and she moans and cries and begs as I tease her with my tongue and suck on her clit. I can’t get enough.
She’s perfect.
Sweet and responsive and so damn beautiful.
I work two fingers into her, groaning at the tight clasp of her walls, imagining how good it’s going to feel when her pussy is gripping my cock instead.
I can’t fucking wait.
But first, I need her to come on my mouth.
“Come on, angel. Come for me,” I say, pumping my fingers inside her and sucking her clit into my mouth.
“Oh God! Grant... Please!” she cries, her legs shaking.
Her pussy starts to flutter, her moans growing louder and more frantic, and then she breaks. A ragged cry tears from her throat as she comes hard, her orgasm wracking her whole body.
Fuck, it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.
And I’m nowhere near done with her yet.
I stand beside the bed, pulling off my own clothes with frantic urgency. Hannah sits up on the bed, her eyes roaming over my body. She doesn’t look away. Doesn’t hesitate.
Her gaze is hungry and shameless, and it makes me even harder.
My dick strains up towards my belly, thick and aching, and her eyes widen when she sees it. She licks her lips and glances up at me, and the look on her face almost undoes me.
“Can I...?”
“Whatever you want, angel,” I rasp, stroking myself.
She sits on the edge of the bed, wrapping her fingers around the base of my shaft and bringing her mouth close. Her warm breath tickles the sensitive skin, and then she slides the head of my cock between her lips, looking up at me with big eyes as her tongue swirls around the tip.
“Christ, Hannah,” I grunt, trying not to buck my hips and fuck her mouth. “You’re killing me.”
She takes me a little deeper, and I groan, fighting the urge to spill down her throat. But it’s not gonna happen.
Not the first time.
Not when I’m about to be inside her.
“Lie down,” I say, gently cupping her cheek and easing her mouth away.
She does, lowering herself onto her back once more and spreading her thighs to reveal that pretty, glistening cunt.
I can’t tear my gaze away from it even as I speak. “Do I need to use a condom, angel?”
It’s not what I want. I need to flood her womb with my seed and make sure it takes root inside her. But it has to be her choice.
“No,” she whispers, and my eyes fly up to her face. “You said a real man would want to put a baby inside me. That I deserved a baby of my own to love. But I think you deserve that too, Grant. I saw you pouring all of your love into the babies in your care today, and I think you’d be an amazing father. So... no. You don’t need a condom.”
I’m stunned. Speechless.
My chest aches, and all I can do is reach down and press a reverent kiss to her forehead.
“Thank you,” I say, meaning it with every fiber of my being.
She nods. Then, her legs spread wider.
I move between them, gripping her thighs, and line up the head of my cock with her entrance. She’s dripping wet, and it’s slick and warm and feels like heaven as I push forward and ease myself into her.
Hannah whimpers. Her fingers dig into the sheets.
“You okay, angel?” I ask, my voice gruff and strained.
She nods quickly. “Yes. Just... so big.”
I chuckle softly. “Just getting started, Hannah.”
I push forward and sink deeper, stretching her tight walls until she’s almost taken me to the hilt.
She moans, her pussy clamping down on my shaft, and it takes everything in me not to come right then.
“Hannah,” I rasp, my eyes locking on hers. “You’re so perfect. You feel so fucking good.”
Her hips rock against me, and her body relaxes just a fraction.
It’s enough.
I grip her hips and start moving, pumping my cock into her slowly at first, building the rhythm until we’re both breathing hard and sweat is trickling down my spine.
I lean down, kissing her as I thrust. “You’re so fucking tight. Your pussy is made for me. I could stay buried inside you forever.”
Her legs wrap around my waist, her hands roaming over my back, touching me everywhere she can reach, and it drives me wild.
“Please,” she whimpers. “It’s so good.”
I pick up the pace, fucking her harder and faster. I bring one hand up to her breast, gripping the soft flesh and giving it a firm squeeze. The feel of her warm milk spraying against my chest pushes me even closer to the edge, and I groan, lowering my head and bringing her nipple to my lips, sucking her hard, swallowing every drop of her sweet cream as it floods my mouth.
Her cries grow louder, her hips rising to meet mine as her pleasure builds. She’s a goddess, and I can’t get enough. Can’t get close enough. Can’t love her hard enough or deep enough.
“Grant!” she cries, her back arching as her cunt clenches tight around me.
Her orgasm crashes over her, and her nails rake down my back as her muscles tense and contract.
“That’s it,” I growl, releasing her nipple. “Come for me, angel. Come all over my cock.”
I don’t hold back, fucking her straight through her orgasm. Her body shudders under me, and her eyes go unfocused, pleasure still radiating through her.
I grip her thighs, lifting her hips up and pounding into her harder. Deeper. My cock swells, and every muscle in my body tightens, my orgasm building, burning through me like a wildfire.
The need to fill her with my seed is a primal thing. An animal instinct that won’t be ignored.
“Gonna come,” I grunt. “Gonna fill you up, angel. Fuck, it’s so good.”
Her moans are constant now, the sound music to my ears. Her walls are still pulsing and fluttering around my cock, and it’s almost more than I can take.
Then her hips roll, and she looks up at me, her eyes shining. “Please,” she says, her voice breathless. “Give me a baby, Grant.”
My vision goes hazy. Heat sears through me, and then I’m coming, hard and heavy, my cock throbbing as I unload inside her, pumping her full of my cum.
“Hannah,” I breathe. “Fuck, angel.”
I keep thrusting, making sure I’ve emptied every drop of my seed into her.
I collapse on top of her, and she holds me, her arms tight around my shoulders. We’re both breathing hard, our chests rising and falling in sync, and it feels fucking incredible.
We stay there, tangled together, until the high fades and my cock slips out of her.
I lift my head and look down at her, brushing a lock of hair out of her eyes.
“How was that?” I ask, a smile tugging at my lips.
“Amazing,” she says, and her answering grin is blinding.
“Good. You’re going to get a lot more of that, angel.”
She laughs, and it’s the sweetest sound.
I shift, rolling onto my side and pulling her against me. She rests her head on my shoulder, and I kiss her hair, breathing in her scent.
She says something, but the words come out muffled as she hides her face in the crook of my neck, and I miss them.
“Hmm?”
She hesitates. Pulls back just enough so that she can look up at me. Her eyes search mine.
“What did you say, angel?” I ask.
“I...” Her lips twitch. “I said, I think I love you.”
The words hit me like a bolt of lightning. Shock and elation flood my system, and I can’t hold back my smile.
“Say it again.”
“I love you,” she says.
And the next thing out of her mouth is a surprised squeak as I pull her on top of me. She giggles, straddling my hips, and the weight of her is heaven.
“I love you too,” I tell her, gripping her waist.
I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s beautiful. Strong and fierce. Kind and compassionate. And so fucking perfect.
And I’m not going to let her go.
“You’re mine, Hannah,” I say. “You hear me? Mine. Now and forever.”
Her cheeks flush. Her lips part. “Yes, I am.”
I lean up and capture her mouth with mine. My chest feels tight. My heart is pounding.
And I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with her.
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Nine months later: 
I lower the isolette panel with practiced ease, the familiar hush of the NICU wrapping around me like a warm blanket. Baby Theo blinks up at me, all wrinkled skin and determination, like he’s already conquered a lifetime in his tiny first weeks.
“Alright, little guy,” I murmur softly as I check the velcro tabs of his diaper. “One last diaper change from me before I hand you off to someone else for a few weeks.”
Technically, I could have started maternity leave already. Most people in this condition probably would have. My belly is a full moon under my scrubs, taut and heavy, and I’ve caught more than one of the new interns looking mildly terrified that I might drop into labor in the middle of rounds. But something about saying goodbye to this place, even temporarily, felt hard. I wanted one last day. One last baby.
Theo kicks weakly, and I smile as I finish the change, then take a moment to gently assess the healing skin near his hips and under his arms. His mom is sitting nearby in the recliner, watching me with a soft smile on her face.
“How far along are you now? she asks, her voice kind and curious.
“Nine months,” I say, rubbing the small of my back as I rise slowly. “I’m due any day now. And this little guy is my last patient before I start maternity leave.”
Her eyes widen, and she lets out a little laugh. “You’re brave, walking around here like that.”
I chuckle. “The delivery rooms are just down the corridor, so I would have been in the best place if anything had happened at work.”
“Well, congratulations,” she says warmly. “You’re going to be such a good mom. I can tell.”
I press a hand over my heart. “Thank you.”
“Are you finished in here, Hannah?”
I turn, and there’s Grant leaning against the doorway in his scrubs, arms crossed, a crooked smile tugging at his lips. My heart does its usual flip at the sight of him, even after all this time. He somehow still manages to look at me like I’m the only person in the room, even when I’m waddling like a duck.
“Yep,” I say, giving Theo’s mom a parting smile. “All done.”
Grant steps aside so I can walk past him, his hand instantly finding the small of my back like it always does. I lean into it without thinking.
“Where are we going?” I ask.
“You’ll see,” he says with a grin as we turn the corner towards the staff lounge.
When he pushes the door open, I blink in surprise.
The room is packed.
Streamers in soft yellow and pale blue hang from the ceiling. There are tiny pastel balloons tied to the backs of chairs, and a table loaded with cupcakes, cookies shaped like baby bottles, and a giant punch bowl that I hope is safe for pregnant women and medical staff to drink.
And everyone’s here. Nurses, residents, even Louisa from admin, who rarely attends any kind of work gathering, is standing in the corner, holding a gift bag and smiling.
“Surprise!” they all yell.
I laugh, genuinely caught off guard, a rush of warmth flooding my chest. “Oh my God. Thank you, everyone!”
Grant leans in and whispers, “You didn’t really think I was going to let you sneak off for maternity leave without a proper sendoff, did you?”
I look up at him, eyes misty, and shake my head. “I can’t believe you did all this for me.”
“I’d do anything for you,” he murmurs, kissing my temple. “You should know that by now.”
The next half hour is a blur of things, sweet words, and too many thoughtful gifts. Blankets, onesies, stuffed toys. Someone even made a framed collage of all the ultrasound photos of our little one.
I sit in the center of it all, surrounded by the people who have become my second family during my time working here, while Grant watches from just behind me, his hand never leaving my shoulder.
I glance up at him once, mid-laugh, and find him already looking at me with that same steady, possessive tenderness I fell for all those months ago.
My heart swells.
He’s everything I could ever need. And soon, our own little family will have another member.
“I love you,” I mouth, and the slow, sweet smile he gives me in return is the most wonderful thing.
“I love you, too.”
I’m the luckiest woman in the world.
And the best is yet to come.
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