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Chapter One
Marcus


The low hum of conversation fades the moment I step in front of the podium.

A few students still murmur to each other, but most go quiet, heads turned towards me, eyes blinking with that glassy first-day-of-the-semester glaze. I take in the packed lecture hall, with its tiered seating, rows of open laptops, and the occasional coffee cup clutched like a lifeline. Maybe a hundred and fifty students. Give or take.

I pick up the stack of handouts from the desk, walk to the front row and hand several to each person with instructions to pass them back. It contains a course overview, a reading list, and my expectations of them for the rest of the semester.

I don’t bother with small talk. I never do.

Once I’m back behind the podium, I pause, letting my eyes roam the room.

“Welcome to Innovations in Modern Medicine,” I say, my voice steady. “This course is designed to challenge the way you think about modern diagnostics, treatment innovation, and technological integrations in acute care settings.”

A few heads lift. A girl in the second row actually pulls out a notebook. Most just blink at me, half-awake.

I continue anyway.

“Throughout the semester, we’ll explore real case studies, break down the design process for emerging medical tech, and evaluate the ethical questions surrounding implementation in emergency medicine and trauma care. There will be reading. There will be writing. There will be thinking. Lots of it. If you’re here for an easy elective, you may want to reconsider.”

There are a few scattered laughs, and none of them sound genuine. I don’t care, though. I’m not here to entertain. I’m here to change lives.

I pace lightly in front of the screen as I speak, gesturing occasionally, half-aware of the slideshow cycling through behind me. I don’t need notes. I don’t need to think. I could do this in my sleep.

And then the door opens.

A soft creak. Nothing dramatic. Nothing out of the ordinary.

I glance up out of habit, already preparing to issue a pointed reprimand. The kind that makes undergrads think twice before showing up late again.

Then I see her, and my breath catches. Literally.

She pauses in the doorway, flustered, eyes wide with embarrassment, one delicate hand smoothing the floaty hem of a pale summer dress. Blonde hair falls in loose, glossy curls around her shoulders. Her lashes are long, cheeks pink, her eyes the color of the sky when she meets my gaze.

She whispers, “Sorry,” barely loud enough for me to pick up.

Her voice is soft. Pretty. My heart gives a sharp, aching thud.

What the hell is happening?

I grip the edge of the podium, grounding myself, but it’s no use. The second she starts moving, clutching her bag as she looks for a seat, I’m gone. I’m watching the sway of that dress as it flutters around her knees. I’m watching the way her shoulders curve inwards with nerves, the way her fingers tremble as she tucks a lock of hair behind one ear.

She’s a student. I should not be staring at her like this, with my dick stiffening in my pants. But I can’t look away.

There’s only one seat left, in the center of the front row, and she takes it without looking up, her cheeks still burning.

I want to know her name. Need to know it, suddenly, with a desperation I don’t understand.

I clear my throat. “What’s your name?”

She startles slightly, then lifts her head to look at me. “Leah,” she says. “Leah Ellison.”

I nod, forcing myself to move on. “Stay behind after the lecture, please,” I say, keeping my tone measured.

She nods quickly, eyes dropping back to the desk. She has no idea what she’s just done. No idea that I’m standing here, heart pounding, palms sweating, the lecture forgotten. That I’ve been completely wrecked by a single girl in a floaty dress who walked into my classroom ten minutes late.

No one’s ever had this effect on me. Not in all my years as a surgeon. Not in all my years as a professor. Not in my whole goddamn life.

And now I have to stand here and finish a ninety-minute lecture like she didn’t just tilt my entire world off its axis.

Thanks to muscle memory, I manage to find my place in the slides and I keep talking, but I might as well be reading a grocery list. I go through the motions, pacing, explaining, gesturing towards the screen, but my mind is somewhere else. On her.

Leah.

The name keeps echoing in my head, soft and perfect, like it was made to be whispered into her neck, breathed against her skin.

I look at her again.

She’s trying so hard to focus, pen tapping against her notebook in an anxious rhythm. She doesn’t even open her laptop. Just writes in neat little lines, head bowed, the curve of her neck delicate and exposed.

She catches me staring.

Her eyes flick up, big and blue and startled. She looks away almost immediately, her cheeks turning pink.

But then she looks back.

Quickly. As if she couldn’t help herself.

My pulse kicks up. She’s drawn to me too.

I try to stay focused. I ask a few questions. Call on students in the back. Say something about the evolution of trauma imaging tools and field diagnostics. Something I usually care about. Something that used to matter.

But now there’s only her.

She adjusts in her seat, and the skirt of her dress shifts with her, floating just above her knees. Her legs are crossed at the ankle, making her the picture of innocence. But the things I want to do to her are filthy.

I dig my fingernails into the edge of the podium, hard enough to leave a mark. The clock on the wall tells me there are still fifteen minutes to go.

It’s the longest fifteen minutes of my career.

Finally, it’s time to wrap up. I dismiss the class, offer the usual reminder about office hours, and the students begin gathering their things, the room filling with the familiar scrape of chairs and shuffle of papers.

But I see only her.

She hasn’t moved. She’s still in her seat, fidgeting nervously with the pen in her hand, eyes down again like she’s trying not to draw attention to herself.

Good luck, sweetheart. You’ve had every ounce of my attention since the second you walked through that door.

The room empties slowly, and I wait, watching the last few stragglers file out. When the door finally closes behind the last student, I walk across the room towards her, slower than I need to, like I’m approaching something sacred. Or dangerous.

She looks up at me, startled by the sound of my footsteps.

“I have something for you,” I say softly, holding out the paper with the course overview and reading list from the start of the lecture. “You missed this earlier.”

I could have given it to her the moment she walked in. I should have. But I wanted this. A few minutes alone. Just her and me, with no audience.

She takes the paper with a small, polite smile, her fingers brushing mine. That one second of contact sends a ripple of heat up my arm.

“Thank you,” she says, then bites her bottom lip. “And I’m really sorry for being late. I had to run from the other side of campus, and...”

“It’s okay,” I interrupt, my voice gentler than I intend. Then I steady it. “This time. But I expect you to be on time in the future, Leah.”

Her eyes widen a little. The way her name sounds in my mouth clearly surprises her. She nods quickly.

“Yes, I will. I promise.”

“Good girl.”

The words slip out before I can stop them. Low, quiet, loaded.

She gasps. It’s soft, but unmistakable.

Her eyes widen, her lips parting slightly as she stares up at me like she can’t quite believe what she just heard. Then she catches herself, clamps her bottom lip between her teeth as if she’s trying to stop the reaction. But it’s too late.

I saw it.

She liked it when I called her a good girl.

Leah fumbles to shove her things into her bag, cheeks bright pink, and jumps to her feet like her chair is suddenly too hot to sit on. I don’t move. I just watch her, absorbing every second.

She walks to the door, her steps a little too quick. But just before she reaches it, she pauses and looks back at me over her shoulder.

That one shy, uncertain glance is the final nail in the coffin.

She’s mine.

All fucking mine.


Chapter Two
Leah


The library is almost empty.

It’s late, far later than I intended to stay, and the quiet hum of overhead lights is the only sound filling the space. The study section I’ve tucked myself into is the furthest from the entrance, surrounded by shelves of dusty reference books no one checks out anymore. It’s peaceful here. Usually, it helps me focus.

Not tonight.

Tonight, I can’t stop thinking about anything except him. Dr. Marcus Ward.

Just thinking his name makes my stomach flip in a way that has nothing to do with hunger or stress or caffeine overload. No, this is something else entirely. Something... sharp and warm and dizzying.

He called me a good girl.

I bury my face in my hands for a second, groaning softly to myself.

Who reacts like that to their professor? Who gets completely unraveled because a man at least two decades older says two simple words in a voice so low and deep it practically melted through her skin?

Apparently, I do. And now I can’t stop thinking about it. Or him.

He was so calm. So controlled. His expression barely changed during the whole lecture, but his eyes... God, his eyes. When I’d walked in late, he looked at me like I’d done something unspeakable just by existing. Like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to reprimand me or...

Nope. Not going there.

I press the heels of my hands against my eyes, trying to force the heat out of my cheeks. This is ridiculous. I’m twenty years old now, no longer a hormonal teenager who develops a crush at the speed of light.

But there’s something special about him. Nobody else has ever made my skin feel too tight for my body just by looking at me.

I try to go back to my notes, but the words swim on the page. My highlighter shakes slightly in my hand. I’ve reread the same paragraph five times and still couldn’t tell you what the sympathetic nervous system actually does.

At this point, I’d probably fail a quiz on my own name.

I scribble a few meaningless phrases in the margins, just to make it look like I’m working. My pulse is still too high. My thoughts keep looping back to the moment the classroom emptied, and he walked towards me with slow, measured steps. The sound of his voice. The firm edge when he told me to be on time. The way my body reacted completely involuntarily when he called me a good girl.

I slap my notebook shut and shake my head.

I really need to pull myself together. This is a man who teaches med-tech innovation and probably has more letters after his name than I have in mine. He was being professional. Probably says that to all his students. I’m just imagining things.

I reach for my water bottle, trying to cool the flush that’s still clinging to my skin.

And that’s when I feel it. A shift in the air. A presence.

I glance up and freeze when I find him standing right there, beside my table. Dr. Marcus Ward.

He’s wearing a pale blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms, no tie, collar open just enough to make me forget how to form thoughts. He looks like he stepped out of a dream I didn’t know I was having - rumpled and serious and unfairly handsome.

“Mind if I join you?” he asks, his voice low and quiet; intimate somehow, despite the wide, echoing room.

I forget how to breathe for a second.

“No,” I manage to say quickly. “I mean... yes. I mean... please. Sit. Yes.”

Smooth.

He doesn’t comment on my flailing. Just lifts one brow to show his amusement, then takes the seat beside me.

Not across. Not one seat over. No, he chooses the chair right next to mine, close enough that I catch a faint trace of something expensive and clean in the air. Not cologne exactly, just... him.

My heart is hammering.

There’s no one else around. Just him. Just me. And I’m suddenly very aware of every inch of my body and how close it is to his.

He glances at the open book in front of me, then back at me, his eyes soft but curious. “What are you working on?”

I blink at him like I’ve never seen a textbook before. “Oh. Uh. Just... some nervous system stuff. For my neurobio class.”

Smooth, again.

He nods, leaning just slightly closer. “Which part?”

I flip through a few pages like I’ve been diligently working for hours instead of silently panicking and daydreaming about him saying very inappropriate things in that very appropriate voice.

“The autonomic nervous system,” I say, finally landing on the right page. “Sympathetic versus parasympathetic. Fight-or-flight stuff.”

His lips twitch, almost forming a smile. “Ah. The vagus nerve.”

I nod. “Yeah. I mean, I get the basics, but I was reading about vasovagal syncope earlier and...” I trail off, suddenly all too aware of how idiotic I sound trying to pronounce vasovagal syncope in front of a former trauma surgeon-slash-Greek-god.

To his credit, he doesn’t laugh. He just tilts his head slightly, interested. “You’re wondering how it works?”

I nod again, and he shifts in his chair, turning towards me fully. Our knees almost brush. I stop breathing for a second.

“It’s basically an overreaction,” he says. “Your vagus nerve gets stimulated, slows your heart rate, drops your blood pressure, and next thing you know, you’re out cold. Your body thinks it’s protecting you... but really, it’s just throwing a dramatic tantrum.”

I giggle before I can stop myself. “So fainting is the nervous system being... overdramatic?”

He actually smiles at that.

And not the polite professor kind. A real, honest-to-God smile. Just a little crooked, with the tiniest dimple appearing in his cheek.

“It is,” he says. “Very on-brand for med students, actually.”

That makes me laugh again, and he leans back in his chair slightly, clearly pleased. Then he says, “Want to hear about the time a first-year student fainted directly onto a sterile tray mid-surgery?”

My eyes go wide. “Obviously.”

He chuckles, and it’s a warm, low sound that makes my stomach somersault. “Alright. So picture this: trauma bay, chaos, three surgeons, open wound on the table. And then there’s this kid, fresh out of classroom labs, shadowing for the first time. He’s trying too hard to look calm, like he’s done this before.”

“That sounds ominous,” I say, already grinning.

“Oh, it was,” he says. “He’s standing right behind the attending, clipboard clutched to his chest like it’s a shield, and I can see the sweat pouring down his face. Not just nervous sweat. Existential dread sweat. I keep an eye on him, but he gives me the thumbs-up. Big mistake.”

He holds up his hands dramatically, as if reenacting the scene.

“Three minutes in, the smell hits him. Cauterized tissue. Classic. His eyes go wide. He sways once, twice, and then he goes straight down. Right into the instrument tray.”

“No!” I gasp, covering my mouth.

“Oh yes,” he says, eyes twinkling now. “Scalpels everywhere. Scissors clatter across the floor. The attending screams like he’s being stabbed. Someone yells ‘Man down!’ and I catch the kid before he can hit his head on the floor. He wakes up five seconds later and immediately asks if he still gets credit.”

I’m laughing so hard I have to press a hand to my chest.

“Did he?” I ask, breathless.

“Hell no,” Marcus says. “But I bought him a protein bar and told him to stick to dermatology.”

I laugh again, louder than I mean to. The sound echoes softly through the empty library.

He watches me, still smiling, and for a moment I forget we’re sitting in a quiet corner of campus and not somewhere suspended outside of time. His face is softer than I’ve ever seen it, eyes warm, expression open.

“So is that why you left hospital work? Because of all the inept medical students fainting all over the place?” I try to keep my tone light, ignoring the way my heart flutters every time he looks at me.

“No,” he says gently after a long pause. “Not that at all. It was my nephew. His name was Caleb, and he was twelve.”

The sadness in his voice when he says that is so heavy I can feel it settle over both of us. I stay quiet. I don’t move. I barely breathe.

“He collapsed during soccer practice,” he continues, his voice low. “No one knew anything was wrong. His heart just... gave out. I was the attending on call. They brought him in and... I tried. I did everything I could.”

My throat tightens. I want to say something, but nothing feels right.

After a long moment, I manage, “You must have loved him a lot.”

He nods once, eyes on the table. Then, softer than before, “Yeah, I did. I do.”

The space between us feels different now. Softer, somehow. He’s not looking at me anymore. His gaze is fixed on the tabletop, jaw set, hands still, as if he’s afraid that if he moves, he’ll shatter.

Something aches inside me.

Slowly, gently, I reach out and place my hand over his.

His skin is warm. Solid. There’s the barest pause, like he wasn’t expecting the touch, and then he lets out the faintest breath. He doesn’t pull away.

“I’m really sorry,” I whisper. “That you had to go through that. That you had to be the one there.”

His fingers twitch beneath mine.

“I’m sure you did everything you could.”

His eyes lift to meet mine, and that’s all it takes. One look.

It’s like the rest of the world fades out, leaving only this narrow space between us, crackling with something too big to name. Grief. Want. Wonder. All of it wrapped tight and wordless between two people who were strangers just this morning.

We sit there like that, saying nothing.

The silence is thick around us. Not awkward, not empty, but full. Full of questions, full of answers we’re not ready to say out loud.

I know we can't be together. There are so many things keeping us apart, and the fact he's my professor is only one of them. But for now, I'm content to share this moment with him, and imagine a world where I could be his.


Chapter Three
Marcus


It’s been twelve hours and twenty-six minutes since I last saw her.

I know because I’ve counted.

I’m not proud of it, but I’m also not sorry. Not when her voice is still echoing in my head. Not when I can still feel the ghost of her fingers brushing against mine.

“I’m sure you did everything you could.”

No one’s ever said that to me before. Not like that. Not with such quiet certainty. Sure, my family has said similar things in the past, but I can never quite believe it when it comes from them. I can never seem to stop wondering if they blame me for what happened to Caleb.

But Leah, she said it like she meant it. And she touched me.

That’s what I keep coming back to. The feel of her hand over mine. Small. Warm. Certain. Every part of me wanted to close the distance between us in that moment. I nearly did. I wanted to take her hand, pull her to her feet, and tell her she was coming home with me. That I was going to claim her and make her mine, and that I’d never let her go.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I said goodnight. Watched her walk away into the darkness with her backpack slung over one shoulder and her hair swaying softly behind her.

It was the hardest damn thing I’ve done in my life.

I know I can’t move too fast. I know I have to give her time to trust me. To accept my love. But patience has never been my strong suit, and this... whatever this is with her... it’s testing me in ways nothing else ever has.

I turn the corner into the research wing and head for the back corridor, hoping a conversation with Graham will knock some sense into me. He’s good at that. Part scientist, part smartass, and my best friend. We met when I first joined the faculty, and he’s stopped me from getting myself in trouble more times than I would care to admit.

I knock twice on the frame of his open office door.

Dr. Graham Ellis looks up from a chaotic desk, squinting over the top of his glasses like I’ve just interrupted some sort of sacred ritual. His hair’s sticking up in ten directions, and he’s wearing a shirt so crumpled, I can’t imagine it’s ever been anywhere near an iron.

“What,” he says flatly, “do you want, Ward?”

I step inside and glance at the clock. “It’s lunch. I’m saving you from starvation. You’re welcome.”

He snorts. “I’ve got three minutes between appointments and twelve undergrads who are here to report back to me about how their medical trial is going.”

I arch a brow. “You used to be fun.”

“I used to sleep more than four hours a night,” he mutters, flipping through a clipboard. “Now I’m buried in trial paperwork and trying not to violate HIPAA by sneezing in the wrong direction. Not all of us have the means to invent med tech in our spare time and become billionaires, you know. Some of us actually need our jobs to survive.”

I ignore his remark about my bank balance, and the smirk he gives me. Instead, I nod towards the stack of papers on his desk. “Are you running a trial or hosting a sacrifice?”

“Both,” he says, gesturing towards the hallway. “See for yourself. The waiting room is full of sacrificial lambs as we speak.”

I chuckle under my breath and move back towards the doorway to glance over at the seating area.

And that’s when I see her.

Leah’s sitting there, with her legs crossed and head bent, scrolling through her phone like this is just another normal Tuesday.

My pulse slams to life, a sharp, immediate surge. I don’t move. Don’t breathe.

She’s wearing jeans and a white T-shirt, her hair pulled up in a loose ponytail, neck exposed. Casual. Comfortable. Too fucking tempting. She’s got one hand tucked beneath her arm like she’s cold. Like she’s vulnerable.

And she’s waiting. Here. For a fucking trial review.

“Graham,” I say, too tightly. “She’s participating?”

He doesn’t even look up. “Who?”

I jerk my chin towards the seating area. “Leah Ellison. Front row. Blonde. White top.”

Graham leans to glance, shrugs. “Can’t confirm or deny. You know the rules.”

“She’s one of my students.”

“I still can’t say anything.”

“Jesus, Graham...”

He looks at me then, like he’s seeing me clearly for the first time. “Are you okay?”

I don’t answer. Because no, I’m not okay. I’m standing here watching the only woman who’s ever made me feel like this, and she’s waiting to discuss a medical trial like it’s no big deal. Like this is just some casual Tuesday activity, like she’s not playing Russian roulette with her body for some spare cash and a few college credits.

Graham frowns. “They’re not risky, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“I’m not worried,” I lie.

He tilts his head. “You sure you don’t know her better than you’re supposed to?”

That gets my attention. I glance at him sharply, spitting out the word. “No.”

And it’s not a lie. Right now, I don’t know her any better than any other student. My future intentions with her are irrelevant.

I glance at her in the waiting room again. I want to drag her out of that chair, wrap an arm around her, and take her somewhere safe. Home. With me. Where she belongs.

Instead, I push a hand through my hair and turn back to Graham. “I’ll leave you to get on with your work then.”

“See you later,” he says, already focused on his paperwork again.

I turn and walk towards the door, and when I step out into the corridor, I purposely angle myself towards the waiting room. Towards her.

She’s still sitting there, unaware. Her fingers skim absently across the screen of her phone, but I can tell she’s not reading. She’s nervous. It’s obvious in the way her leg is bouncing, the way her shoulders are just slightly hunched. Like she feels uncomfortable. Out of place.

I’m done pretending I can stand by and watch her risk her health.

I close the space between us in a few steps.

“Leah.”

She startles slightly and looks up. Her eyes widen when she sees me.

“Dr. Ward,” she says, her voice soft and surprised. She scrambles to sit straighter, her phone clutched awkwardly in her hand. “I... ummm, hi. I didn’t know you’d be here.”

I keep my voice low. Measured. But I don’t bother hiding the weight behind it.

“I want you to come to my office when you’re finished with your appointment here.”

She blinks. “Your... your office?”

“Yes.” I let my eyes linger on hers. “It’s important.”

She shifts in her seat, visibly flustered. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No.” I lower my voice another fraction. “I just want to talk. When you’re done here, come find me.”

She nods quickly. “Okay. Yes. I will.”

“Good.”

I hold her gaze a moment longer. Just long enough to let the weight of my attention settle over her.

And then I turn and walk away. Because if I don’t, I’m going to do something reckless.

The second I’m outside, I exhale a sharp breath and keep moving, jaw tight, heart hammering like I’ve just run a mile.

She’s in a trial. It’s already started. I don’t know what it is. I don’t know what they’ve done to her. I don’t know how far it’s gone. And I hate every fucking second of it.

Leah shouldn’t be putting herself through this. I’m the first person to admit medical testing is essential, but I’ve also seen some of the side effects it can produce. And I don’t want Leah to do anything that might cause her any harm.

She’s mine to protect now. Whether she knows it or not. And I don’t care what I have to do. I’m going to make this stop.


Chapter Four
Leah


I pause in front of his office door and stare at the wood like it’s some kind of threshold to another dimension. Maybe it is. My heart’s beating too fast. My palms feel weirdly clammy. I’m pretty sure I forgot how to swallow about ten seconds ago.

I lift my hand and knock twice.

“Come in.”

Just his voice is enough to make my stomach flip. God, I’ve got it so bad.

I give myself a silent shake. “Pull it together, Leah,” I whisper to myself. He’s my professor. I’m not here for flirting or fantasies. I’m here because he asked to speak to me. Probably about something academic.

I push the door open and step inside.

He’s standing behind his desk, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, dark eyes locked on mine the second I appear. The door clicks shut behind me, and suddenly the room feels too small. Too warm.

“Hi,” I say, voice barely audible. I clear my throat and try again. “You wanted to speak to me?”

He doesn’t return the greeting. He just studies me like he’s trying to stare into my soul and uncover all my secrets.

“What’s the medical trial for?” he asks, voice calm but direct.

I blink. “Excuse me?”

He doesn’t look away. “The medical trial you’re participating in. I want to know what it’s for.”

I freeze, my fingers tightening around the strap of my bag. I don’t know what I expected him to say, but it wasn’t that.

I shift awkwardly. “I... I don’t see how that’s your business.”

“It is.”

Damn it. Why isn’t he backing down? Of all the things he could have asked me that I would have happily answered, he has to ask me this. The one thing I can’t tell him about.

Because if I do, he’ll stop looking at me the way he is right now and he’ll start looking at me like I’m some kind of freak.

“Is it?” I fold my arms, trying to steady myself, and I’m thankful my voice sounds a lot more confident than I actually feel. “Because last I checked, I’m allowed to do what I want with my own body.”

A flicker of something sharp passes through his expression. Not anger, but something close. Frustration, maybe. Worry.

He steps out from behind the desk, and my pulse lurches.

Dr. Ward moves slowly, deliberately, closing the distance between us with all the intensity of a man who knows the effect he has. I take a step back without meaning to, and my spine bumps against the wall behind me.

He doesn’t touch me. But he doesn’t have to.

He’s so close I can feel the heat rolling off him, can see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the tension in his jaw, the faint shadow of stubble on his chin.

I suck in a breath that’s barely air.

Then, with devastating gentleness, he reaches up and brushes a lock of hair behind my ear.

His fingers barely graze my cheek, and even though the contact is featherlight, my reaction is not.

My whole body goes tight and shivery, heat spiraling through my core like I’ve just been plugged into an outlet.

He leans in slightly, his voice dropping even lower.

“It is my business,” he says, “because I care about you. I want to keep you safe, even if you don’t understand that yet.”

My heart stops. I stare up at him, words caught in my throat. knees threatening to give out under the weight of the moment.

“Tell me, sweetheart,” he says, his voice gruff and firm. Something about his authoritative tone makes something inside me melt. “I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

I let out a small sigh. “It’s not dangerous. It’s just... hormone-related.”

He raises an eyebrow, still not looking at all convinced that I’m safe. “Hormones aren’t nothing, Leah. They control everything. Mood, metabolism, reproductive health. Do you know what happens when cortisol levels drop too low? You can go into adrenal crisis. Blood pressure tanks; your organs shut down. People die from that, sweetheart. And you think a hormone study is nothing?”

This time, my sigh is a little bigger. I almost wish he didn’t care so much about me. Then I wouldn’t have to admit my shameful little secret to him. But I can’t let him go on thinking it’s something that might kill me.

“Okay, I’ll tell you,” I say, my voice shaky. “But you have to promise you won’t judge me for doing it. I needed the money. Do you have any idea how expensive all the textbooks are?”

His expression doesn’t change, but he gives a brief nod, as if urging me to go on.

I close my eyes and lean my head back against the wall behind me, so I won’t have to see his face when I tell him what I’ve been doing.

“It’s a clinical trial, and they’re studying ways to induce lactation in women who haven’t been pregnant, for things like adoptive breastfeeding or post-hormone therapy support. It’s a two-part protocol: hormone treatment and physical stimulation.”

Curiosity gets the better of me, and I open my eyes again, just in time to see his eyes lingering on the hint of cleavage displayed by my V-neck T-shirt. But he lifts his gaze to mine as soon as he hears my soft gasp.

“Tell me more,” he says, his voice somehow even deeper.

“They... umm...” It’s getting harder to think as his eyes drop to my breasts once more. It’s entirely inappropriate. I know that. He’s my professor, and I’m his student. But my heart is racing so hard that I can’t help wondering if he can see it trying to beat out of my chest. I thought he’d be disgusted, but if anything, he just looks... hungry. Like he wants to devour me. And that thought has got me dripping in my panties.

“They gave me herbal supplements and a low-dose herbal cream. Something that mimics prolactin and oxytocin. I have to apply it twice a day. The other part is using a hospital-grade breast pump on a schedule. Fifteen minutes every four hours. I have to track output, log any symptoms, and bring in milk samples twice a week.”

He makes a little noise that’s almost like a grunt, and he finally lifts his gaze back up to my face. His expression is unreadable, but his eyes are so dark and intense, it’s like he’s looking right through me.

“So you’re lactating,” he says, his voice rougher than before.

I nod, not daring to speak.

He reaches out, and for one heart-stopping moment, I think he’s going to touch me again. But instead, he places his hands on the wall, one on either side of my head, his body leaning into mine.

“And they’re paying you for this?” he asks, his voice low. Rough.

I nod again, trapped between his body and the wall. “A thousand dollars if I complete the whole study.”

He curses under his breath. Then he brings his face so close to mine, I can feel his breath ghosting over my lips. The arousal coursing through me is so strong that I can barely catch my breath. I would have thought talking about this with someone as gorgeous as him would be embarrassing. Shameful. But instead, he’s looking at me with such intensity that there isn’t space for anything else inside me besides my need for him.

“I don’t want you taking part in that study anymore, sweetheart.”

That jolts me out of my haze. “What? But I need the money.”

“Not anymore, you don’t. You’re mine, and I’m going to take care of you. Whatever you need, I’ll get it for you. But I don’t want you doing things to mess with your body again. I want you safe. Healthy.”

I blink up at him, trying to make sense of his words. But before I can fully process it all, he leans in even closer, brushing his lips so tenderly against mine that I barely feel it. It’s not a kiss. Not yet. Just the faintest whisper of contact.

“Plus, I want you to stop for a much more selfish reason too,” he whispers against my lips. He brings a hand down from the wall to place it on my hip, slowly gliding it up my side until his thumb is almost touching the underside of my breast.

I want to ask what his selfish reason is, but I can’t speak. I’m completely lost, overwhelmed by his touch, his scent, the intense hunger in his eyes.

“I don’t want you giving away what’s mine, sweetheart. I want to keep every damn drop of it for myself. I’m not good at sharing what belongs to me.”

My eyes widen, my mouth opening slightly on a gasp I can’t hold back. A thousand questions and objections swirl in my head. This is insane. This is my professor. This is wrong. But all that comes out of my mouth is a breathy, “Oh.”

He must hear the need in my voice, because his lips are finally on mine then, firm and demanding, parting them to sweep his tongue inside. The kiss is hungry, possessive, and tastes of an unspoken promise that I’m too dizzy to unpack.

He slides his hand higher, his thumb finally brushing against my breast. The simple contact is so electric, a sharp jolt of pure pleasure shoots through me. My nipples, already tender from the herbal supplements and pump, harden into painfully sensitive points, pressing against the thin fabric of my bra. He must feel it, because he groans against my mouth and his hand moves to fully cup me, his thumb circling my nipple through my shirt.

I can’t stop the moan that escapes me. It’s high and desperate and wanton.

“I want to see you,” he says when he pulls back slightly, his voice almost a growl now. “I want to see the milk dripping from your hard little nipples. To see how much you’re making. To taste it.”

I whimper, my body trembling. Without a second thought, I grab the hem of my T-shirt and pull it off over my head. His eyes darken as he looks down at me, at the simple white lace of my bra, at the faint wet spots already forming over my nipples where my milk has started to leak. A strangled sound escapes him. He reaches behind me and expertly unhooks my bra, his knuckles brushing against my spine. The straps fall down my arms, and he tosses it aside, baring me completely to his gaze.

My breasts feel heavy, full, and achy. My nipples are beaded with moisture, flushed dark pink against my pale skin.

I’ve never felt so exposed. So... seen. And yet, there’s no shame. Only a sharp, piercing desire that has me slick and ready for him. He takes in the sight of me with an intensity that makes my entire body feel like it’s been set on fire. Then he looks back at my face, his eyes burning with a hunger so raw, I feel it in my bones.

“So fucking beautiful,” he says, his voice thick. “All full. All mine.”

All I can do is whimper and nod, because he’s right.

I am his. And whatever he wants, I want to give it to him.


Chapter Five
Marcus


I’m not a man prone to prayer. The operating room stripped that out of me a long time ago. But right now, looking at her, at the soft, swollen curves of her breasts pearled with the promise of what’s mine, I feel something perilously close to divine. An answered prayer I didn’t even know I’d made.

Of all the things I’d imagined when I found out she was taking part in a medical trial, this hadn’t even entered my mind.

Lactation.

A primal, visceral wave of possessiveness slams into me, so potent it’s a wonder I can still stand. She’s doing this for a study. Letting strangers collect what is, by all biological rights, meant for a baby. For her to nurture young life. But the drop of milk beading on the pebbled bud of her nipple looks so delicious that there’s no way I can resist the temptation.

My dick is rock hard, straining against the fabric of my pants. I’ve wanted her since the moment I first saw her, but this... this is something else entirely. This is an animalistic, gut-deep need to claim. To mark. To own every part of her.

I reach out, gently cupping her breast in my hand, testing the weight of it before giving it a gentle squeeze. My eyes widen slightly as another droplet of milk appears at the tip, only to slide down the curve of her tit in a slow, tempting trail.

I can’t resist the urge any longer.

I lean in, my gaze locked on that single, perfect drop, and close my mouth around her nipple. The first taste of her milk is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. It’s sweet, warm, and slightly creamy, with a subtle hint of something else. Something that is uniquely her.

And it’s the most fucking delicious thing I’ve ever tasted.

I feel a shudder run through her as I begin to suckle, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, drawing more and more of her milk into my mouth. I can hear her soft gasps and moans, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer, silently begging for more.

My other hand slides down her back, pulling her flush against me, her soft curves molding perfectly to my hard body. I can feel the heat radiating from her, the rapid beat of her heart, the slight tremor in her limbs.

I lift her easily and push her back harder against the wall, bringing her to the perfect height so her breasts are level with my face. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, and she lets out a surprised moan.

The new position gives me even better access to her, and I take full advantage, switching to her other breast, my mouth hungry, demanding. I can feel her milk flowing freely now, a steady stream that I drink down greedily, like a man dying of thirst who’s just found an oasis in the desert. The taste of her is intoxicating, addicting, and I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my bones, that I will never get enough of this. Of her.

“Oh God,” she whimpers. “I didn’t know it could feel this good. It feels so much better than the pump.”

With a growl, I release her nipple from my mouth so I can lift my head and look into her eyes. “No more pump,” I grunt. “The only thing that will be draining these luscious tits in the future will be my mouth. Understood?” I ask, my voice a deep, rumbling command that leaves no room for argument.

She’s all soft and pliant in my arms. Her eyes are half-lidded with desire, her lips parted and swollen from my earlier kiss. I can feel the heat emanating from her core, even through the layers of our clothes, and I know she’s wet for me. Ready for me.

“Yes,” she breathes, nodding. “I understand.”

“Good girl,” I praise her, before leaning back in to taste the other side again, laving my tongue over her nipple, teasing and tormenting her, drawing out soft cries and whimpers that make my dick ache with the need to be inside her.

Her hips begin to rock against me, a slow, rhythmic grind that speaks of a desperate need for release, and I know I’m not the only one who’s feeling overwhelmed by the intensity of this moment. Her nails dig into my shoulders as she tries to pull me even closer, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as my teeth gently graze her sensitized flesh.

That’s it. I’ve had enough. I can’t wait any longer.

With a frustrated groan, I pull my mouth away from her breast and lift my head. My eyes lock with hers, and I can see the same desperate hunger reflected in their depths. I have to have her. Now.

I carry her across the room and gently lay her down on my desk, sweeping aside a stack of papers and a pen holder without a second thought. They clatter to the floor, but I don’t care. All that matters is her.

She looks up at me, her chest rising and falling with ragged breaths, her legs still wrapped around my waist. Her eyes are wide, a mix of trepidation and anticipation, but there’s no fear. Only trust. And that trust is the most potent aphrodisiac I’ve ever known.

I reach down and fumble with the button of her jeans, my fingers clumsy with urgency. She lifts her hips to help me, and I make quick work of pulling them down her legs, along with her panties, until they’re a forgotten puddle on the floor.

I take a moment to just look at her, to commit this sight to memory. Her pussy is glistening with her arousal, the delicate pink folds flushed and swollen with need. She’s so fucking beautiful it makes my chest ache.

“You’re so wet for me, sweetheart,” I murmur, my voice thick with emotion. I run a single finger through her slick folds, collecting her moisture before bringing it to my lips. Her taste is even sweeter than I imagined.

She whimpers, her back arching off the desk. “Please, Marcus,” she begs. “I need you.”

The sound of my name on her lips, spoken in that breathless, desperate plea, is my undoing.

I quickly unbutton my shirt and shrug it off, then my hands go to my belt, my movements frantic. I need to be inside her. To feel her tight, wet heat surrounding me. To claim her in the most primal way possible.

While I’m freeing my dick, her hands move to my chest, roaming over my muscles, her touch sending sparks of electricity through me. I groan as her fingers brush over my nipples, and I know I can’t wait another second. I grab her hips and pull her closer to the edge of the desk, and as she lies back, she spreads her legs wider as if offering herself to me.

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her slick opening. I look down at her, my eyes searching hers, needing to see her consent, her desire, her complete surrender to me.

“Before we do this,” she says quickly, a sense of quiet urgency in her voice, “there’s something I need to tell you.”

It takes every inch of willpower I possess, but I pause, the bulbous crown just gently kissing her soft, wet folds. “What is it, sweetheart?” I ask, and my voice is so rough, animalistic, that I barely recognize it anymore. “You can tell me anything.”

She hesitates, capturing her lower lip between pearly white teeth for a brief second. “I’m... I’ve never done this before.”

My cock throbs in response, my entire body tensing with a rush of possessive satisfaction so fierce it’s almost painful. I’m her first. The thought of it, the sheer, unadulterated privilege of it, sends a jolt of primal pride through me.

“And you want me to be your first?” I ask, needing to hear her say it. Needing to be sure.

She nods, her eyes wide and glistening. “Yes,” she whispers. “I want it to be you.”

A deep, guttural groan rumbles in my chest. I lean down and capture her lips in a searing kiss, pouring all my emotions into it. All my desire, my possessiveness, my overwhelming need to make this feel good for her. Just when I thought this woman couldn’t be any more perfect, she goes and says something like that. It’s everything I can do to slow things down, to not just plunge into her and take what’s mine.

“I’ll be gentle,” I promise against her mouth. “I’ll make it good for you, sweetheart. I swear.”

I straighten up, my gaze dropping to the place where we’re about to join. I spread her folds with my thumbs, exposing her clit, already swollen and begging for attention. I rub the head of my cock against her, coating myself in her wetness, teasing her, preparing her for what’s to come. She moans, her hips lifting, trying to take me inside her.

“Patience, sweetheart,” I murmur, though I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince more, her or myself. “Let me make sure you’re ready for me.”

I begin to circle her clit with my thumb, applying just the right amount of pressure to send a jolt of pleasure through her. Her back arches, and she cries out, her hands clenching into fists at her sides.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice a low growl. “Let me feel you, sweetheart. Let me hear you.”

I continue to tease her, to build her pleasure until she’s writhing on my desk, her breaths coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling with need. I can feel her getting closer, her muscles tensing, her cries becoming more desperate.

And that’s when I know she’s ready.

I position myself at her entrance again, and this time, I don’t hesitate. I press forward, slowly, carefully, breaching her tight, virgin channel. The feeling of her stretching around me, her hot, wet walls welcoming me, is the most exquisite torture I’ve ever experienced. It’s heaven and hell rolled into one, a pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

I pause, giving her a moment to adjust, to get used to the feeling of being so full. I look down at her, my eyes searching hers, making sure she’s okay. Her face is flushed, her eyes wide with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice thick with emotion.

She nods, a small whimper emerging from her pretty pink lips. “Yes,” she whispers. “Don’t stop. Please.”

That’s all the encouragement I need.

I push forward, sinking deeper into her, until I’m fully seated, my hips flush against hers. The feeling of being completely buried inside her, of her tight heat enveloping me, is almost enough to make me lose control. I have to take a deep breath, to focus, to keep myself from spilling inside her right then and there.

I wait, letting her get used to the feeling, letting her body accept me, welcome me. Then, I begin to move.

I pull out slowly, almost all the way, before thrusting back in, a slow, deep rhythm that has her gasping and writhing beneath me. Each stroke is a deliberate act of possession, a silent declaration of my ownership.

“Mine,” I growl, the word torn from my throat. “You’re all mine.”

She answers me with a broken moan, her head thrown back, exposing the delicate line of her throat. The sight of her, so lost in pleasure, so completely surrendered to me, is my undoing. My control shatters.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, deeper, more demanding. The sound of our bodies slapping together, the slick, wet noise of my cock driving into her tight heat, fills the room, a carnal symphony that makes my blood run hot. Her milk, warm and sweet, trickles from her breasts, running down her sides in glistening trails, a testament to her body’s response to my possession.

I lean down, my mouth finding her nipple once more, and I suckle, drawing her milk into my mouth as I drive into her, over and over again. The combined sensations are too much for her. Her body arches off the desk, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm crashes over her.

Her walls clamp down on me, milking my cock, and it’s all I can do to hold on. I ride out her pleasure, my thrusts relentless, determined to drag every last drop of ecstasy from her.

I can feel my own release building, a tight coil of heat in my gut, a pressure that’s almost unbearable. I want to come inside her, to mark her from the inside out, to fill her with my seed until it’s dripping out of her.

I release her nipple and look down at her, my eyes locked on hers. “I’m going to cum inside you, sweetheart. I’m going to fill you up so you can feel me dripping out of you for the rest of the day. So you will have a reminder of who you belong to.”

My hips start to move faster, more erratically. I’m close. So close.

“But... what if I get pregnant?” she whispers, her eyes wide with a mixture of worry and a dark, thrilling curiosity.

And just like that, the coil in my gut snaps.

The thought of her, round and swollen with my child, of carrying my baby inside her, of her milk swelling even more, all for me, is the most erotic, the most primal, the most perfect thing I have ever imagined.

“Then you’ll be mine forever,” I rasp, my voice thick with a possessive hunger that borders on insanity. “And everyone will know it when they see you big and round with my baby growing inside you.”

She must like that thought, because she lets out a guttural moan that has me pumping my hips even harder, filling me with a desperation to empty myself inside her. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and let go, my orgasm ripping through me like a storm. My cock jerks, spilling my hot seed deep into her womb, wave after wave of intense, earth-shattering pleasure that leaves me breathless, my entire body trembling with the force of it.

I collapse on top of her, my weight pinning her to the desk, our bodies slick with sweat and her milk. My head is buried in the crook of her neck, my ragged breaths mingling with hers as we both struggle to come back down to earth.

For a long moment, we just lie there in a tangle of limbs, our hearts beating in a frantic, unsteady rhythm against our ribs. I can feel her body trembling beneath mine, the aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her. My dick is still inside her, semi-hard, a possessive, pulsing presence that claims her as my own.

I lift my head and look down at her. Her face is flushed, her lips swollen, her eyes half-lidded with a sated, dreamy glow. She looks beautiful. Radiant. Mine.

I brush a stray strand of hair from her forehead, my fingers lingering on her skin. “You okay?” I ask, my voice soft, a stark contrast to the guttural growls of moments before.

She nods, a small, shy smile playing on her lips. “I’m more than okay,” she whispers, her voice husky. “That was... incredible.”

I can’t help the smug, masculine pride that swells in my chest. I lean down and kiss her, slowly and tenderly.

When we finally break apart, I reluctantly pull out of her, my softening cock sliding out of her with a wet, squelching sound. I watch as a trickle of my cum leaks out of her, mingling with the slick evidence of her arousal. The sight is primal, possessive, and it sends a fresh wave of desire through me. I reach down and use two fingers to scoop up my seed and gently push it back inside her, determined not to waste even a single drop. She whimpers softly at the contact, her body still sensitive from our earlier coupling.

I pull her up into a seated position and hold her against my bare chest. Her head rests over my heart, her soft breasts pressed against my skin. I can feel the faint, sticky dampness of her milk, and the scent of it, mixed with her own unique fragrance, fills my senses, calming and arousing me all at once.

“No more medical trials,” I say, my voice much softer now. “And no more pumping. I take care of what’s mine. And right now, sweetheart, every inch of your beautiful body, and every drop of your milk, is all mine.”

She looks up at me, her eyes soft. “Okay,” she agrees. “But what about the money?”

“Don’t worry about that,” I say firmly. “I told you I’ll take care of you. Your only job is to focus on your studies. And on me.”

She blushes a pretty shade of pink, but she doesn’t argue. She just snuggles closer, a soft, contented sigh escaping her lips. I hold her tight, relishing the feel of her in my arms, the steady beat of her heart against my chest.

This is where she belongs.

With me. Forever.


Chapter Six
Leah


I’m not even sure where I’m going.

One second I was heading to my last lecture of the day, and the next... I was just wandering. Floating, really. The corridor looks familiar, but I don’t care enough to figure out where I actually am. My thoughts are somewhere else entirely.

Marcus Ward is all I can think about.

It’s been a couple of hours since I left his office, and I can still feel him on my skin. I keep remembering how good it had felt to have his hands on me, to have his mouth on my breasts as he drank from me. The sheer, overwhelming pleasure he’d given me.

I haven’t been able to stop thinking about the look in his eyes, the raw hunger, the possessive pride, when I told him I was a virgin. Or the way he’d claimed me, his body moving with a primal rhythm that had left me breathless and aching.

Even now, walking through the bustling university hallway, my panties are soaked, my breasts are heavy and achy with a need to feed him again, and there’s a dull throb between my legs.

It’s almost embarrassing how much I want him again.

I round a corner slowly, dragging my fingertips along the wall, heart light and limbs still soft from the memory of him.

And then I stop walking, because he’s right there.

Marcus is striding down the corridor towards me like he was conjured by sheer will. His sleeves are rolled again, his shirt clinging to his broad shoulders, his jaw tight, his eyes already locked on me like I’m the only thing that exists.

My breath catches.

“Come with me,” he says, not even slowing down.

I don’t ask where. I just follow.

He leads me through a side door and down a quiet service corridor I’ve never really noticed before. At the end of it is a heavy-looking door with no label, just a key panel. He swipes a card, the lock clicks, and he pulls it open, waiting for me to slip inside first.

It’s a supply room. Or maybe a storage cupboard. Dimly lit, cluttered with shelving and boxes. Definitely not somewhere we’re supposed to be.

And I absolutely do not care.

The door clicks shut behind him, and he moves closer. His hands lift to my face, his thumb brushing my cheek, and then he’s kissing me. His mouth is urgent, demanding, full of a dark, possessive fire that sends a jolt of pure electricity right through me.

I moan against his mouth, my hands fisting in the front of his shirt, pulling him closer, arching against him like a cat in heat. He’s already hard. I can feel him pressing against my belly, thick and insistent, and it sends a fresh gush of arousal straight to my core.

When he finally pulls back, I’m breathless.

He doesn’t step away. His forehead rests against mine, and I can feel the heat of him everywhere. In his touch, in the air between us, in the way he’s looking at me.

“I missed you,” he says quietly. “I know it’s only been a few hours, but it felt like too long.”

I swallow, lips tingling. “I missed you too.”

He leans down, brushing his mouth over mine again, softer this time. A whisper of a kiss.

“Come home with me tonight. I want you sleeping in my bed. In my arms. Not in that dorm room.

I feel it like a lightning strike to the chest. Warm, devastating, perfect.

“Yes, please.”

A low sound escapes him, and he presses his lips to my temple. At the same time, his hand slides up to cup my breast, his thumb instantly finding the nipple and teasing the sensitive nub through my clothes. A soft moan slips from my lips.

“And I can’t wait to taste you again. It’s all I can think about. Your milk is so damn sweet. Addictive.” He squeezes gently, and a fresh thrill of desire shoots through me. “Are you full for me again, sweetheart?”

I can only manage a weak nod, my mind already hazy with need.

“Maybe there’s time for me to help you with that.”

He slides his hand under my T-shirt, his fingers grazing against the bare skin of my stomach.

Before they can reach any higher, the door creaks open.

Marcus turns towards it at the same time I do, and the breath leaves my lungs in a sharp, horrible jolt.

Dr. Penrose, one of my other professors, is standing in the doorway, his face frozen in a mix of shock and horror. His gaze moves between me and Marcus, taking in the closeness, the flushed cheeks, the unmistakable intimacy in the air.

I go ice cold.

“Oh God,” I whisper.

Dr. Penrose blinks like he’s trying to make sense of what he’s seeing. Then his expression hardens.

“This is highly inappropriate,” he says, voice sharp and furious. “She’s a student. She’s in my class.”

Marcus straightens slowly, not even a hint of panic in his posture. “I can explain.”

But Dr. Penrose shakes his head. “There’s nothing to explain. You are way out of line here, and I’m going to the dean right now.”

I can’t breathe. My stomach is in knots. I feel like I might throw up or cry. Or both.

Dr. Penrose turns and leaves, the door swinging shut behind him.

“Oh my God,” I whisper again, blinking hard. “What just happened? What do we do?”

Marcus turns to me. His gaze is steady. Warm. Unshaken.

“You don’t need to do anything,” he says gently, stepping in close. “I will take care of it.”

“But Marcus...” My voice wobbles. “What if they fire you? What if...”

He cups my cheek, and the soft pressure of his palm quiets my panic just enough to help me focus.

“They can’t take anything from me that matters,” he says, his thumb brushing my cheek. “You are the only thing that matters to me now. I will take care of this. I promise.”

And just like that, he turns and strides out the door, leaving me breathless, terrified, and completely alone with my racing thoughts.

I stand frozen in the supply closet, heart pounding, the ghost of his touch still warm on my skin.

He said not to worry. That he’ll take care of everything. And maybe he will.

But all I can think as I stare at the door is... what if I’ve just ruined his whole life?


Chapter Seven
Marcus


I’m only a few steps behind Penrose when he barrels into the dean’s office, huffing like he’s just uncovered some grand scandal. He doesn’t even bother acknowledging the secretary. He just throws the door open and storms inside.

The woman at the desk glances up at me, eyes wide. She starts to say something, but I don’t slow down.

“We’ll only be a minute,” I tell her, brushing past.

Inside, Dean Hargrove is already rising from his chair, eyebrows knit together with surprise at the sudden intrusion. Penrose is mid-rant, his words loud and self-righteous, but I ignore him completely.

Dean Hargrove sighs when he sees me. “Marcus, an allegation’s been brought to my attention. Dr. Penrose has informed me of an incident he just witnessed that could be considered a breach of the university’s code of conduct.”

Penrose clears his throat, eager to be the star witness. “Yes, I witnessed Professor Ward and one of my students, Miss Leah Ellison, in what I can only describe as a compromising situation. Alone. In a storage room.”

The dean’s brows draw together even more. “Is that accurate?”

I keep my voice level. “We were speaking privately. That’s all.”

Penrose makes a disbelieving noise. “Speaking? Your hands were...”

I cut him off with a look. “Careful.”

He bristles, but the dean lifts a hand, silencing him. “Regardless of the details, you understand how this appears, Marcus. Even the perception of impropriety can create serious complications for the university.”

I nod once. “I understand perfectly.”

The dean studies me, perhaps expecting an argument, an excuse, some attempt at damage control. When I don’t offer one, he shifts uncomfortably in his chair.

“I’m sure you also understand,” he continues, “that we have policies regarding faculty-student relationships. They’re in place to protect both parties and to maintain the integrity of the institution. Whether or not there’s any... misconduct, this situation will require review.”

Penrose looks entirely too smug. “Review? I think termination...”

“Enough,” the dean snaps, surprising us both.

Then he turns back to me, his voice quieter now. “Marcus, you’ve been an asset to this college. Your students respect you. You’ve contributed a great deal. But this situation... well, it places us all in a difficult position.”

I let a beat of silence stretch. Then I smile, small and deliberate.

“No, Dean Hargrove,” I say. “It doesn’t.”

Penrose blinks. “Excuse me?”

“It doesn’t put you in a difficult position. I’m not going to fight you on this. I’m going to make it very easy.”

The dean straightens slowly. “Meaning?”

“Meaning,” I say, calm as ever, “I resign.”

Penrose’s mouth falls open. The dean just stares at me for a long second, clearly unsure if he heard me right.

I slide my university ID from my packet and set it neatly on the desk between us.

“There,” I say. “Problem solved.”

The silence after my resignation hangs heavy.

The dean blinks once, twice, as if he isn’t sure he heard correctly. Penrose looks like a man who’s just bitten into something sour but is trying to pretend it’s sweet.

“Marcus,” the dean finally says, voice measured, “are you certain? You’ve been with us a long time. You’re one of our strongest lecturers.”

“I’m certain,” I tell him. “It’s the right decision.”

Penrose can’t help himself. “So that’s it? You’re going to just throw your career away because of a girl?”

I glance at him, calm as ever. “No. I’m choosing a different kind of career... and the woman I want beside me while I build it.”

The dean sits back, watching me closely. “Different how?”

I let out a slow breath. “For years, I’ve been working on an idea in my spare time. A diagnostic device that can identify heart defects before they become fatal. If this kind of machine had been around when my nephew was still alive, he likely would have survived.”

Their expressions soften, and even Penrose’s mouth closes.

“It’s finally been licensed in several countries,” I continue. “Hospitals are already using it, and I can see it’s making a real difference. The royalties are more than I could ever earn teaching, but that isn’t what matters. What matters is that it’s working. And I have more designs waiting for space to breathe.”

I meet the dean’s eyes. “I was already thinking about stepping away to focus on it, but I just needed the right push. And it turns out Leah was that push.”

The dean exhales slowly, the tension in his shoulders easing. “You’ve always had a clear sense of purpose, Marcus. I can’t say I’m pleased to lose you, but I respect your choice.” He rises, extending his hand. “You’ll be missed, but I wish you luck with your future.”

I shake it. “Thank you, Dean.”

Penrose mutters something under his breath, but I don’t bother hanging around to find out what it was. I turn on my heel and walk out the door.

Leah’s pacing outside the office, eyes wide and anxious. The second the door opens, she stops short.

“What happened?” she asks, voice tight.

“I took care of it,” I say, stepping close enough that she can feel the steadiness in me. “We’re free to be together now... because I’m no longer a professor here.”

Her breath catches. “Oh my God, Marcus. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to get you fired. What are we going to do?”

I brush my thumb across her cheek, the faintest smile pulling at my lips. “It’s okay, sweetheart. I wasn’t fired. I resigned.”

Her eyes fill, but I keep my tone even, reassuring.

“I’d been thinking about leaving anyway. I’ve been working on something new, and I wasn’t sure which path I should take. But now I know exactly where my future is.”

“Where?” she whispers.

“With you.” I tilt her chin up. “I’ll tell you everything later, but right now, I want to take you home and prove to you that you’re mine.”

Her answer is a small, trembling nod. She slips her hand into mine.

And just like that, the hallway, the university, and the noise of the world all fade behind us as we walk away together.


Chapter Eight
Leah


My hand trembles slightly in his, but Marcus’s grip is firm, steady, as he leads me through the campus streets we’ve both walked a hundred times, but never like this. Never together.

We don’t talk during the drive to his place. Neither of us needs to. The silence between us is thick with everything that just happened and everything that’s coming next. The only thing I can hear is the frantic, hopeful rhythm of my own heart.

And his house is beautiful. It’s nothing like I expected.

The driveway is lined with neatly trimmed hedges, and when he opens the front door, the warm glow of light spills out, inviting me inside. It’s not huge or flashy, but it’s solid. Welcoming. It feels like a home.

The moment the heavy front door clicks shut behind us, all that quiet restraint shatters.

He moves fast, crowding me against the cool, solid wood of the door. His hands slide into my hair, tilting my head back as he claims my mouth in a kiss that’s nothing like the urgent, stolen one in the supply closet. This is deeper. Slower. More deliberate. A kiss that says you are mine now.

I melt against him, my hands fisting in the front of his shirt, pulling him closer until there isn’t a single inch of space between us. He’s hard again, a thick, insistent presence pressing against my belly, and a fresh wave of heat floods my core.

He pulls back just enough to look at me, his eyes dark with a possessive fire that makes my whole body ache. “I’ve been thinking about this all afternoon,” he murmurs, his voice a low, rough rasp that sends shivers down my spine. “About you. About this.”

His hands slide down from my hair, tracing the line of my jaw, my throat, his touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He stops at my breasts, cupping their heavy weight, his thumbs brushing against my nipples through the fabric of my T-shirt.

“Look at you, sweetheart,” he murmurs, leaning down to press kisses against the soft swell above the neckline. “So full again. All for me.”

My breath hitches. I can feel the familiar ache starting deep within my breasts, the milk letting down in response to his proximity, his touch. A damp patch starts to bloom on my shirt, a visible sign of my body’s surrender.

He sees it too. A low, guttural sound rumbles in his chest, a sound of pure, unadulterated satisfaction. He slides his fingers under the hem of my shirt and slowly, deliberately, lifts it over my head, his eyes never leaving mine.

My bra follows, and then my breasts are bare, exposed to his gaze. My nipples are tight, pearled with moisture, the cool air of the hallway making them ache even more.

“Beautiful,” he whispers, his voice thick with reverence. “So fucking beautiful.”

He dips his head, and then his mouth is on me, hot and wet and impossibly gentle. His tongue flicks out, tasting the bead of milk on my nipple, and a sharp, electric jolt of pleasure shoots straight to my core.

“Marcus,” I gasp, my hands flying to his shoulders, my nails digging into the fabric of his shirt.

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he closes his lips around my nipple and begins to suckle, a slow, rhythmic pull that draws the milk from my body in a warm, sweet rush. The sensation is exquisite, a deep, primal pleasure that has my knees buckling, my body trembling with need.

His hands come to my waist, holding me up, supporting me as I arch against him, lost in the overwhelming sensation. His other hand comes up to cup my other breast, his thumb teasing the neglected nipple, coaxing it to attention, drawing more of the sweet, creamy liquid from my body.

I can feel the milk flowing from me, a steady, endless stream that he drinks down with an insatiable hunger. The sound of his suckling, soft and wet, fills the silence of the hallway, making me shiver with need.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmurs against my skin, his voice a low, rumbling vibration that I feel all the way to my bones. “Let it all out for me. Every last drop.”

His mouth moves to my other breast, his tongue laving over my nipple before he closes his lips around it and begins to drink again. The pleasure is even more intense this time, a sharp, electric jolt that has me crying out, my back arching off the door.

I reach out, running my hand over the bulge in his pants, my touch tentative at first, then more confident as I feel the hard, thick length of him pulsing under my palm. He groans, his hips bucking against my hand, a desperate, primal movement that tells me everything I need to know about how much he wants me. How much he needs me.

“Please, Marcus,” I beg, my voice a breathy whimper. “I need you inside me.”

He lifts his head, his eyes dark and feral, a thin trickle of my milk running down his chin. “Not yet,” he growls, his voice thick with a possessive hunger that sends a fresh gush of arousal straight to my core. “First, I’m going to taste every inch of you.”

Before I can process his words, he scoops me up into his arms as if I weigh nothing at all. I wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck, and hold on tight as he carries me through the house. He doesn’t stop until we reach his bedroom, a spacious, sunlit room with a large king-size bed that looks like it was made for us.

He gently lays me down on the cool, crisp sheets, my body a landscape of sensation under his hungry gaze. My breasts are still wet with my milk and his saliva, my nipples tight and aching for his touch again. I watch as he quickly strips off his clothes, his movements economical, efficient, revealing a body that’s all hard muscle and raw power.

My breath catches in my throat. He’s magnificent. A work of art carved from marble and steel. Broad shoulders, a chest that’s dusted with dark hair that narrows to a V, leading down to his cock, which stands proud and erect, a thick, imposing length that makes my mouth water and my pussy clench with a desperate need to be filled.

Once he’s naked, his fingers move to the button of my jeans, his eyes locked on mine as he slowly, deliberately undoes it. He pulls the zipper down, the sound loud in the quiet room, and then he hooks his fingers into the waistband of my jeans and panties, pulling them both down my legs in one smooth motion.

I’m completely bare before him. Exposed. Vulnerable. And yet, I’ve never felt more powerful. More wanted. His gaze roams over my body, a possessive, hungry look that makes my skin flush with heat.

“Spread your legs for me, sweetheart,” he commands, his voice a low, rough rasp that sends shivers down my spine. “Let me see what’s mine.”

I obey without hesitation, parting my thighs, exposing my slick, swollen folds to his gaze. I can feel how wet I am, how ready, and the knowledge that he can see it, that he can smell my arousal, sends a fresh gush of wetness to my core.

He kneels on the bed between my legs, his hands coming to rest on my inner thighs, his touch gentle but firm. He leans down, his face so close to my core that I can feel his warm breath on my sensitive flesh.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice thick with reverence. “So fucking wet for me. And all mine.”

Then he dips his head, and his mouth is on me.

His tongue is a velvet ribbon against my clit, a slow, deliberate stroke that has me crying out, my back arching off the bed. He licks me with an unhurried, thorough exploration, tasting every inch of my slick folds, his movements sure and confident.

“Marcus,” I gasp, my hands flying to his hair, my fingers tangling in the dark strands, holding him to me. “Oh God, don’t stop.”

He has no intention of stopping.

He settles in, his hands holding my thighs open, his mouth working its magic. He circles my clit with the tip of his tongue, then flattens it, laving me with broad, wet strokes that make my toes curl. He sucks my folds into his mouth, his teeth grazing them gently, sending sharp, electric jolts of pleasure through me.

He builds me up, higher and higher, his mouth and tongue driving me toward the edge, my body coiling tighter and tighter with each passing second. I can feel the orgasm building deep within me, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatens to drown me completely.

“Please,” I beg, my voice a breathy, desperate whimper. “Please, Marcus, I’m so close.”

He pulls back, just for a second, his eyes dark and feral, a possessive fire burning in their depths. “Not yet, sweetheart,” he growls, his voice thick with a primal hunger that sends a fresh gush of arousal straight to my core. “I want you to come on my cock.”

Then he lowers his head again, but this time, he doesn’t just use his mouth. He slides one finger inside me, then two, curling them upward, finding that secret spot inside me that makes me see stars. He pumps his fingers in and out of me, his mouth still working my clit, the dual stimulation almost too much to bear.

My hips buck against his face, my body moving with a desperate rhythm of its own. The sounds I’m making are obscene, a litany of whimpers and moans and cries that fill the room, a testament to the overwhelming pleasure he’s giving me.

He feels it, the way my body is tensing, the way my walls are starting to flutter around his fingers. He knows I’m right on the edge. And he pulls back again, leaving me hanging, my body trembling with unfulfilled need. I cry out, a frustrated, desperate sound, but he just smirks, a slow, predatory smile that makes my heart pound.

“Patience, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his voice a low, rough rasp. “The best things are worth waiting for.”

He slides up my body, his skin hot against mine, the hard, thick length of his cock nudging against my slick entrance. He’s so big, so imposing, and I’m still sore from when he took my virginity earlier. But that doesn’t stop the desperate need I feel for him.

“I’ve got to be inside you again,” he says. “I’ve been thinking about this tight little cunt since I left you this afternoon.” He slides his cock against my slick folds, coating himself in my wetness, teasing me, tormenting me. “I need to know you’re mine. Inside and out.”

His words are like a match to gasoline, a dark, thrilling fire that burns through me. I lift my hips, trying to take him inside me, a silent, desperate plea.

“Please,” I beg, my voice little more than a breathless whimper. “Please, Marcus, I need you.”

He brings his lips to my ear and whispers in a gruff voice, “I’m going to fill you with my cum again, Leah. Going to do everything I can to make sure I fill your womb with my baby. I want you big and round with my child. I want your tits so full of milk that they are constantly leaking and ready to feed me. And I think you want that too, don’t you, sweetheart?”

A shiver runs through me, a mix of fear and a dark, thrilling excitement. I know I should be scared. I should be thinking about the consequences, the reality of what he’s saying. But all I can think about is how much I want it. How much I want to be his. Completely.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice trembling. “I want it. I want you. Please.”

He gives a low growl of satisfaction. Then he thrusts inside me, one hard, deep stroke that steals the air from my lungs. The stretch is intense, a sharp burn that quickly melts into a deep, aching pleasure. He fills me completely, his thick length stretching me to my limits, claiming me in the most primal way possible.

“Mine,” he growls, his voice a rough, guttural sound that vibrates through my entire body. “You’re all mine now.”

He starts to move, his hips pistoning in a deep, steady rhythm that has me seeing stars. His hands are everywhere, on my breasts, my hips, my face, claiming every inch of me as his own.

My milk, warm and sweet, leaks from my breasts in a steady stream, running down my sides in glistening trails. He leans down, his mouth finding a nipple, and he drinks from me as he fucks me, the dual sensations sending me spiraling towards the edge once more.

I’m completely lost in him, in the pleasure, in the overwhelming sensation of being possessed, of being utterly and completely his. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a desperate, primal rhythm of my own.

“Look at me,” he commands, his voice rough with need.

I force my eyes open, my gaze locking with his. His eyes are dark, feral, burning with a possessive fire that consumes me whole.

“You’re going to take my seed, sweetheart,” he growls, his thrusts becoming harder, more demanding. “You’re going to let me fill you up until you’re overflowing with it. And you’re going to carry my baby. Understand?”

I can only nod, my throat too tight to form words.

His hand slides between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles. The added stimulation is my undoing. The tidal wave of pleasure that’s been building inside me finally crests, crashing over me with the force of a hurricane.

I scream his name, my body convulsing beneath him, my walls clamping down on his cock in a series of rhythmic spasms. My back arches off the bed, my toes curling, my entire body trembling with the force of my orgasm.

At the same time, my milk lets down in a rush, a warm, sweet flood that soaks the sheets and drips down my chest in glistening rivulets. Marcus groans, a deep, guttural sound of pure satisfaction, and his mouth closes over my nipple, drinking from me as his own release takes hold.

His hips buck erratically, his thrusts becoming shallower, more frantic, as he spills his hot seed deep inside me, pulse after pulse of intense, earth-shattering pleasure that seems to go on forever.

He collapses on top of me, his weight pinning me to the bed, our bodies slick with sweat and my milk. His head is resting on my left breast, directly over my heart. I feel a deep satisfaction settle over me, a sense of rightness, of belonging. This is where I’m supposed to be. In his arms. In his bed. Filled with his cum, marked as his. And maybe, just maybe, already carrying his child.

I lie there for a long time, my body humming with a soft, sated energy, listening to the steady rhythm of his breathing, feeling the gentle weight of him on me, the lingering ache of our coupling a sweet reminder of his possession.

He’s still inside me, a soft, persistent presence that connects us in the most intimate way possible. I don’t ever want him to leave. I want to stay like this forever, connected, bound, two halves of a whole, joined in the most primal way imaginable.

Eventually, he stirs. He lifts his head, his eyes heavy with a post-coital languor, but they sharpen as they meet mine, a flicker of that dark possessiveness reigniting in their depths. He doesn’t say a word. He just presses a soft, lingering kiss to my sternum, right over my frantically beating heart, then carefully, almost reluctantly, he pulls out of me.

I whimper at the loss, the sudden emptiness a stark contrast to the fullness I felt just moments before. But he shushes me, his lips brushing against my temple.

“Shhh, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “I’m right here.”

He rolls onto his side, pulling me with him, tucking me into the curve of his body. His arm wraps around my waist, his hand splayed possessively over my belly, right over my womb, as if to remind me of his claim, of his intention to fill me with his child. His leg slides between mine, holding me open, keeping me connected to him even in the aftermath.

I snuggle closer, my head resting on his shoulder, my hand draped over his chest.

“I love you, Leah,” he whispers, before kissing the top of my head. “I know it’s too soon to be telling you this, but I can’t hold it in anymore. Not after everything that has happened today.”

The words wrap around my heart, warm and impossibly perfect.

“I love you too,” I whisper back, and the truth of it resonates through me, a deep, steady thrum that feels more real than anything I’ve ever known. “I think I have since the moment I first saw you in that lecture hall.”

He makes a low, pleased sound in his chest, a deep, rumbling vibration that I feel against my cheek. He tightens his arm around me, pulling me even closer, until there isn’t a single inch of space between us.

“I’m going to take care of you, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his voice thick with a possessive tenderness that makes my heart ache. “You’ll never have to worry about anything ever again. No more money problems. No more struggling. I’ll give you everything.”

“I don’t need everything,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion. “I just need you.”

He shifts slightly, propping himself up on his elbow so he can look down at me, his expression soft, his eyes full of a dark, possessive tenderness that makes my breath catch.

“You have me, Leah,” he says, his voice a low, solemn vow. “You’ve had me from the moment you walked into my classroom. All of me. My mind, my body... my heart.”

I reach up and cup his cheek, my thumb tracing the rough stubble that shadows his jaw. “And you have me,” I whisper back. “All of me.”

He leans down and captures my lips in a slow, tender kiss that’s full of promise and passion. It’s a claiming kiss, but it’s also a vow. A silent promise of everything to come.

And I can’t wait to see what the future has in store for us.


Epilogue
Leah


Nine months later:

The morning light pours in through the bedroom windows, casting soft golden lines across the sheets. It’s quiet, the kind of hush that only exists when the rest of the world hasn’t caught up yet. I can hear birds outside. The rustle of the breeze through the trees. And Marcus’s slow, even breathing behind me.

I’m standing at the window in one of his old button-down shirts, worn soft and hanging open over my belly. A belly that’s growing bigger every day. Seven and a half months pregnant.

I rest a hand there and smile when I feel a tiny kick, like our daughter knows I’m thinking about her.

Behind me, the sheets rustle. Then a warm familiar arm wraps around my waist, and Marcus presses in behind me, bare chest to my back, lips at my shoulder.

“Mmm,” he murmurs, voice gravelly with sleep. “Good morning, sweetheart.”

“Morning,” I whisper, leaning into him.

He palms my belly gently. His other hand comes up to sweep my hair aside so he can kiss the back of my neck. “She’s active today.”

“She always is,” I say softly.

“I like you like this.” His voice deepens, reverent. “Lit up. Glowing. Carrying our little girl.”

I roll my eyes with a grin. “You say that every morning.”

“Because it’s true every morning.”

I can’t believe I’m lucky enough to have found Marcus Ward. The former professor and surgeon, now renowned medical innovator billionaire, who still insists on making me breakfast every day and won’t let me walk down stairs without holding his hand.

In the last year, his device has been picked up in over forty countries. Two more prototypes are already in early development. Everyone keeps calling him a genius. And he is. But when he looks at me, all I ever see is my man.

I turn in his arms, wrapping mine around his neck. “I’ve got to study this morning,” I whisper. “My finals are in two weeks.”

His eyes darken in that way they do when he’s pretending to be reasonable but is secretly planning to talk me out of it.

“You’ll ace them.” He kisses the tip of my nose. “You’re the smartest woman I know.”

“And then graduation,” I say softly, my heart flipping. “Can you believe it?”

He grins, slow and wicked. “Oh, I believe it, Leah. And I’ve got special plans for that day.”

I laugh, blushing instantly. “You’re terrible.”

He lowers his head and kisses me again, his lips lingering on mine. “I’m yours.”

And when I pull back just enough to look at him, I see it. The future we are building. The love that changed everything.

The man who gave up his career in teaching just to be mine.

And the life we’ve created... now growing beneath my heart.

***
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