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His hand moves up, tracing my jaw with his thumb, and I lean into the touch, giving into the warmth of his affection. He rewards me with a smile, those perfect white teeth of his flashing in the lamplight. His tongue darts out, tracing his bottom lip, and I know what he wants.

I lower myself down his body, kissing and biting along the elegant trail of hair leading from his navel. He lets out a little chuckle when I reach his boxers, the sound echoing in the silent room, and I can't help but glance up, catching his gaze.

I tug at his waistband, and he lifts his hips off the bed, helping me to slide his boxers down his legs. He’s not the biggest guy in the world, but the girth of his cock more than makes up for it. I lick my lips, taking him in, before slowly leaning forward, planting a soft kiss on the tip.

His hands find their way into my hair, and I part my lips, taking him in deep. His moans are muffled, lost somewhere between his throat and the pillow, but the way his body tenses beneath me, I know he's enjoying it.

His fingers tighten in my hair, pulling me off him abruptly, and I gasp, trying to catch my breath. There's a wildness in his gaze, a crazed look that sends a shiver down my spine. He's never looked at me like that before.

I let out a soft yelp as he flips me over, his body heavy on top of mine. His hands are everywhere, rough and urgent, and I can't help but cry out, my body responding to his touch, my core aching for him. He positions himself between my legs, and I can feel how hard he is, ready to take me.

"Please," I beg, wanting him inside me more than anything.

He teases me, sliding just the tip of his cock inside me, and I try to thrust my hips up, to take him deeper, but he pulls away with a low growl. "Not yet."

He flips me over, and I gasp, burying my face in the pillows. He positions himself behind me, and I know what's coming. He's never been this rough before, this dominant, but I find myself craving it, craving him.

He pushes into me in one slow, agonizing thrust, and I moan, my body trembling beneath him. He pulls almost all the way out before slamming back in, and I scream, the pleasure-pain of it all sending me spiraling.

He's relentless, pounding into me, and I can feel myself teetering on the edge of oblivion. But he pulls out before I can come, leaving me panting and desperate for release. Before I can protest, he's flipping me over once more, his hand finding my throat, pinning me to the bed.

He enters me again, and I'm so close, so ready, that it only takes a few hard thrusts before he's coming, his body shaking as he empties himself into me. He collapses on top of me, and I can't help but feel disappointed. I was so close, but he didn't even care.

The sheets are tangled between us, a soft, silken barrier against my bare skin. The dim glow of the bedside lamp casts long, golden shadows across Ethan’s apartment, the warm amber light flickering against the dark navy walls. Everything about this moment should feel perfect. His arm draped around me, the steady rise and fall of his chest beneath my cheek, the quiet hum of the city beyond the window.

I close my eyes, inhaling the faint scent of antiseptic soap mixed with the expensive cologne I bought him last Christmas. Spicy, with a hint of cedarwood. It’s familiar, comforting. But lately, there’s something unsettling beneath it—a scent that doesn’t quite belong to me.

Ethan’s fingers move lazily along my spine, drawing patterns in my skin, making me shiver. “You know,” he murmurs, his voice deep and drowsy, “I love how quiet you are.”

I stiffen slightly. “Quiet?”

He chuckles, the sound low and warm against my hair. “Most women never stop talking. But you… you listen. You feel things deeply. It’s different. It’s nice.”

I swallow, unsure whether to take that as a compliment or something else entirely. I’ve always been shy. Always struggled to find my voice in a world that seems to reward the loudest. People mistake it for coldness, but it’s not that—I just don’t know how to let people in.

But Ethan? He made me feel seen. At least, I thought he did.

I shift slightly, tilting my head to look up at him. My deep hazel eyes search his face, trying to decipher the emotions lurking beneath the surface. My auburn hair spills over the pillows in soft waves, catching the dim light as his hand moves to brush a loose strand behind my ear.

For a moment, I let myself believe that this is real. That I’m not just another secret in his carefully curated life.

Then his phone buzzes.

The vibration slices through the quiet, the sound small but deafening. I feel him tense against me, his arm slowly retracting as he rolls away to grab the phone from the nightstand. The screen casts a faint glow over his face, and I see it in his expression before he even speaks.

A muscle in his jaw twitches.

He sits up.

I prop myself on an elbow, my pulse quickening. “Ethan?”

He exhales sharply, rubbing a hand over his face. His fingers linger at the bridge of his nose, a telltale sign of frustration. But not at me.

At whatever’s on that screen.

“Tayla…” His voice is tight, and controlled. “This is getting too close.”

My stomach plummets. “What?”

He shakes his head, his hand dropping to his lap as he finally looks at me. There’s something distant in his eyes now, something cold.

“My wife… I never meant for this to go this far.”

The words feel like a slap.

I sit up fully, clutching the sheet to my chest, my heartbeat thundering in my ears. “Are you serious?”

His silence is answer enough.

The realization crashes over me like a tidal wave. How could I have been so stupid? I knew. Deep down, I knew. The late nights, the business trips, the careful way he never let things slip too far into the daylight. I let myself believe the excuses because I wanted to. Because I thought he might actually choose me.

Ethan swings his legs over the edge of the bed, reaching for his clothes. The movements are rushed, and frantic, like he’s trying to erase this moment before it stains him.

“I have to go.”

That’s all he says. No apologies. No explanations. No regret.

Just detachment.

He grabs his coat, his hospital badge catching the light as he shrugs it on. The same badge I once traced with my fingers, thinking it belonged to someone who might actually care about me.

Then he’s gone.

The silence that follows is suffocating.

I sit there for a long time, staring at the space he left behind, at the tangled sheets that still carry his warmth.

Then, slowly, I lay back down and let the tears come.

* * *

The hospital hums with life, an unrelenting machine that doesn’t stop for heartbreak. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, too bright, too sterile, washing everything in a clinical glow. The sound of rolling gurneys, the steady beeping of heart monitors, the murmured conversations of doctors and nurses blend together into white noise.

I move through the halls like a ghost, clipboard in hand, my scrubs freshly pressed but feeling like armor against the world. Patients need me. My emotions don’t matter.

But then I see him.

Ethan strides through the corridor, a study in effortless composure. His white coat is crisp, his stethoscope draped around his neck like an accessory. He’s laughing at something another doctor says, flashing that same charming smile that used to make my heart race.

For a second, I almost believe last night never happened.

Then his eyes find mine.

It’s brief, just a flicker, but I see it. That hesitation. That moment of recognition before he quickly looks away.

Coward.

The hospital air suddenly feels heavier. My grip tightens around my clipboard, the plastic edges digging into my fingers. I force my legs to move, to keep walking, to pretend that I don’t feel like an idiot for ever thinking he was mine.

“Tayla.”

His voice stops me mid-step.

I shouldn’t turn around. I should keep walking. But my body betrays me, my head tilting slightly as I face him.

He stands a few feet away, his hands in the pockets of his coat, his jaw tight. “Can we—”

“No.”

The word is out before I can think, sharp and final.

His lips press into a thin line. “Tayla, come on.”

I shake my head, my heart pounding. “Whatever you have to say, I don’t want to hear it.”

I see the frustration flash in his eyes, but I don’t care. I’m done listening.

I walk away before he can say another word.

* * *

I make it through the morning on autopilot, forcing my mind to focus on rounds, on charts, on anything but him. But every now and then, I catch glimpses of him. Walking past the nurse’s station. Talking to a patient’s family. Existing in the same space as me like nothing ever happened.

Like I don’t exist at all.

By lunchtime, my stomach is twisted in knots, but I know better than to hope for peace. I grab a tray in the cafeteria, but the food sits untouched. Claire, one of the other nurses, plops down across from me with an exaggerated sigh.

“Did you hear?” she says, stuffing a forkful of pasta into her mouth.

I blink, barely processing her words. “Hear what?”

“We have a VIP patient in today.” She leans forward like she’s about to deliver the biggest gossip of the century. “Alex Carter.”

I stare at her blankly.

She sighs dramatically. “Seriously? You don’t know who Alex Carter is?”

I shake my head.

Claire gasps. “Only the most arrogant, insufferable, unbelievably hot quarterback in the league.”

I frown. “If he’s so insufferable, why do you sound excited?”

“Because he’s also a walking Greek god,” she says matter-of-factly. “And he’s in our hospital.”

I glance down at my barely touched food. “Lucky us.”

Claire groans. “I swear, Tayla, you live under a rock. Just wait. You’ll see what I mean soon enough.”

I don’t know it yet, but she’s right.

* * *

The rooftop is my sanctuary.

A place where I can breathe.

I lean against the railing, my fingers curling around the cool metal, the crisp night air biting at my skin. Below, the city stretches in all directions, a sea of blinking lights and humming life, oblivious to the storm brewing inside me.

The past twenty-four hours have felt like a slow-motion car crash, one I saw coming but couldn’t stop. Ethan’s words echo in my head, relentless and cruel. My wife… I never meant for this to go this far.

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block it out, but it doesn’t work. The sting is still there, sharp and fresh.

Then I hear it—laughter. Soft. Familiar.

My eyes snap open.

I turn, my gaze drifting downward through the broad windows of the staff lounge. And that’s when I see him.

Ethan.

And he’s not alone.

A nurse—blonde, leggy, the kind of woman who looks like she belongs in a glossy hospital brochure—is draped across his lap. Her arms loop around his neck, her head tilting back in a flirtatious, breathy laugh as his hand settles possessively on her waist. His lips brush against her ear, whispering something that makes her giggle.

I can see them clearly from my hiding spot. Their laughter and whispers are like a knife cutting deep into my already wounded heart, but I can't look away. I need to see, I need to know the truth that has been hidden from me for so long.

They are tangled together the nurse's legs draped over Ethan's, her hand playing with the hem of his scrubs. His hands are all over her, roaming her body with a familiarity that sends a rush of nausea through me. I've seen him touch me like that, with that same reverence, but now it's for her.

The nurse giggles again, a sound that seems to be a part of her, a part of them, and it cuts me deep. Her laughter is like a poison, a reminder of the woman who has taken my place in Ethan's bed, in his life.

He shifts, his hand moving to cup the back of her head as he pulls her in for a deep, slow, open-mouthed kiss. I can see their tongues entwined, the intimacy of the act sending a jolt of pain straight through me. It's a kiss he's shared with me a thousand times, but now it's her lips that meet his, her tongue that dances with his.

She pulls back, her eyes clouded with desire, and reaches for his scrubs. He lifts his hips, helping her as she tugs them down, his erection springing free. The sight of his cock, something so familiar, so personal, being handled by this stranger, is almost enough to make me vomit. But I stay, my body rooted to the spot, my eyes glued to the scene unfolding in front of me.

The nurse wraps her hand around him, stroking him with long, sure strokes, and I remember the feel of his cock in my hand, the weight of him, the power. But she's in control now, she's the one who knows how to make him buck and moan, how to make him beg.

She leans forward, her mouth inches away from him, and I know what's coming. I've done the same thing so many times, have tasted him, having him at my mercy. But it's not me, it's never going to be me again.

Her mouth closes over him, and he throws his head back, his moan deep. It's a sound I've heard so many times, a sound that used to make me feel powerful and wanted. But it's her name that's on his lips now, her name that he moans as she takes him deep.

I watch as his hands tangle in her hair, guiding her, urging her on. He's close, I can tell by the way his hips are thrusting, the way his breath is coming in short, sharp gasps. Then he explodes.

And she takes everything in her mouth. 

My stomach twists.

The nausea comes fast, curling in my gut like something rotten. My hands tighten on the railing, my knuckles turning white.

So, that’s it.

Less than twenty-four hours after shattering me, he’s moved on. Effortlessly. Like I was nothing. Like I never existed.

I don’t know why it surprises me.

I should have known.

I was just another indulgence for him, something stolen in the dark, kept hidden in the quiet. I thought he cared. I thought maybe, just maybe, I mattered. But I was wrong.

I was a fool.

A complete, naive fool.

And still his wife who he swore was on the brink of divorcing him, does not know. 

The shame ran through me like a train. 

My vision blurs. I blink rapidly, trying to push back the tears burning behind my eyes. I will not cry over him. Not here. Not now.

Not ever again.

I take a shaky breath, forcing myself to look away, to step back from the edge of the rooftop, to let go of the anger boiling inside me. But just as I turn to leave, something else catches my eye.

A movement from the far side of the rooftop.

I tense.

Someone’s watching me.

My gaze snaps to the figure leaning against the wall near the exit, arms crossed over his broad chest. Even in the dim light, I recognize him instantly.

Alex Carter.

The VIP patient.

The arrogant, larger-than-life quarterback.

He’s dressed in loose hospital sweatpants and a hoodie, his injured leg slightly elevated on the ledge beside him. The crutches lean against the wall beside him, forgotten. His dark hair is slightly messy, like he ran his hands through it one too many times, and his sharp blue eyes are locked onto me with an intensity that makes my skin prickle.

How long has he been standing there?

“Rough night?” His voice is low, and smooth, with the kind of easy confidence that makes it sound like he already knows the answer.

I straighten, my defenses slamming into place. “You shouldn’t be up here.”

He shrugs, unconcerned. “Neither should you.”

I don’t respond.

I don’t know him, and I don’t owe him anything.

But he doesn’t look away. He studies me for a long moment, something unreadable flickering in his gaze. Then, to my surprise, he speaks again.

“I get it,” he says, his voice quieter now.

I blink. “Get what?”

“The look in your eyes.” He tilts his head slightly. “It’s the same one I had when I found out my best friend sold me out for money.”

I hesitate. I wasn’t expecting that.

I glance at him again, really looking this time. The arrogant smirk is gone. The cocky quarterback isn’t standing here. Instead, there’s just a guy—one who looks exhausted, like the weight of the world has been pressing down on him for too long.

I don’t say anything.

He doesn’t push.

For a few moments, we just stand there, two strangers on a rooftop, bound by something unspoken.

Then he exhales, pushing himself off the ledge. “You should get some sleep, Nurse Tayla.”

I frown. “How do you know my name?”

He smirks, the arrogance creeping back in just enough to be infuriating. “I make it my business to know the names of beautiful women.”

Heat rushes to my face. I scowl. “Goodnight, Carter.”

He chuckles, grabbing his crutches. “See you around, sweetheart.”

I watch as he disappears down the stairwell, leaving me standing there with a racing pulse and an unsettling thought.

* * *

The hospital cafeteria is nearly empty, save for a few nurses and interns grabbing a late lunch. I sit alone at my usual table by the window, picking at a wilted salad I have no intention of eating. My appetite has been nonexistent since last night. Since him.

Since Ethan.

The memory of what I saw on the rooftop is a fresh wound, raw and bleeding. The way his hand settled so easily on that blonde nurse’s waist. The way she laughed, pressing her body into his like she belonged there. Like I never even existed.

I push the salad away, my stomach twisting into knots.

“Tayla.”

I look up to see Claire sliding into the seat across from me, her tray filled with a burger and fries. She sets her drink down, eyeing me like I’m some kind of science experiment.

“You look like hell.”

I snort. “Thanks.”

“Seriously.” She takes a massive bite of her burger, chewing before speaking again. “You didn’t sleep, did you?”

I shake my head. “Couldn’t.”

She sighs, wiping her hands with a napkin before leaning in. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on with you, but I do know that whatever it is, it’s messing with you. And I don’t like it.”

I press my lips together. I could tell her. I could spill everything. But I don’t.

Because saying it out loud would make it real.

“I’ll be fine,” I mumble.

Claire doesn’t look convinced, but she doesn’t push. Instead, she changes the subject, launching into some story about a patient who refused to take his medication unless it was delivered with a song and dance. I nod along, grateful for the distraction.

But the second my lunch break ends, reality crashes back in.

I’m back on the floor, moving through my shift, trying to keep my head down. But fate has other plans.

Because as I turn a corner, I walk straight into a wall of muscle.

My hands fly up instinctively, pressing against a broad chest. The scent of clean soap and something inherently masculine floods my senses before I even look up.

“Whoa.”

That voice. Deep. Amused. Familiar.

I step back, my eyes snapping up to meet sharp blue ones.

Alex Carter.

He’s standing in the hallway, his crutches tucked under his arms, wearing a loose hospital T-shirt and sweats. Even in something so basic, he manages to look devastatingly good.

“Didn’t take you for the type to throw yourself at me, sweetheart.” His lips twitch, amusement dancing in his gaze.

My face burns. “I—I wasn’t—”

His grin widens. “Relax, I’m kidding.”

I swallow, stepping back further. “Should you be out of your room?”

He shrugs. “Needed a change of scenery.”

I frown. “You had major knee surgery. You shouldn’t be wandering around like this.”

“You offering to escort me back?” His tone is playful, but there’s something underneath it. A quiet challenge.

I exhale, resisting the urge to rub my temples. “Come on.”

I turn on my heel, expecting him to follow. He does.

“So,” he drawls as we move down the hall. “You and Dr. Perfect got history?”

I nearly trip over my own feet. My head snaps toward him. “What?”

He smirks. “The guy you were staring daggers at this morning. Doctor… something?”

“Rhodes,” I mumble.

“Right. So?”

I clench my jaw. “So, it’s none of your business.”

He lifts a brow. “Touchy.”

I shoot him a look. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I don’t?” He tilts his head slightly. “Seems to me like you’re a woman scorned.”

I let out a humorless laugh. “That obvious?”

“Pain recognizes pain, Tayla.”

Something about the way he says my name makes my stomach flutter.

I shake it off.

“Look, I just need to get through today,” I say. “Without any distractions.”

He studies me for a moment. Then he smirks. “Too bad. I’m a distraction by nature.”

I roll my eyes, but deep down, I know he’s right.

* * *

Night shifts at the hospital are different. The air is heavier, the silence thicker. The halls are dimly lit, the usual chaos of the day replaced by an eerie stillness. Patients sleep. Machines hum. The world outside fades into darkness.

But tonight, my mind refuses to settle.

I’ve thrown myself into work, hoping the endless rounds and patient charts will keep my thoughts from drifting back to Ethan. To the rooftop. To the way his hands fit so easily around her waist.

But nothing is enough.

I press my fingers against my temple as I walk toward the nurse’s station, exhaustion dragging at my limbs. Just as I reach for the next patient chart, my pager buzzes.

Room 312 – Alex Carter

I sigh. Of course.

I grab a fresh set of gloves and head toward his room, pushing open the door quietly. The lights are dim, but I can see him clearly, shifting restlessly on the bed. His brow is furrowed, his jaw clenched, and even though his eyes are shut, I know he isn’t asleep.

“Carter?” I say softly, stepping inside.

His eyes blink open, sharp blue meeting mine. He exhales slowly, rubbing a hand over his face. “Hey, Nurse Tayla,” he murmurs, his voice rough with exhaustion. “Didn’t think I’d get the VIP treatment tonight.”

I ignore the way my stomach tightens at the sound of my name on his lips. “Your page said you’re in pain.”

He nods slightly, shifting in bed. “Yeah. Feels like someone took a baseball bat to my knee. Which, technically, is probably not far from the truth.”

I move closer, checking the IV drip. “You’re due for another dose of pain meds.”

“Bless you,” he groans, tossing his head back dramatically against the pillows.

I bite back a smile as I prepare the syringe. “Big, tough quarterback can’t handle a little post-op pain?”

His lips twitch. “I could, but why suffer when I have a pretty nurse willing to help?”

I roll my eyes, but my face heats anyway.

I inject the medication into the IV, watching as he exhales, his body slowly relaxing as the drugs take effect.

Silence settles between us. For once, he isn’t smirking. He isn’t teasing. He just looks… tired.

I hesitate before speaking. “You weren’t sleeping.”

His gaze flicks to me, unreadable. “Neither were you.”

I inhale sharply. He’s right.

“I have a lot on my mind,” I admit, my voice quieter than I intended.

He studies me for a long moment. “The doctor?”

I freeze.

“I don’t—”

“You don’t have to tell me,” he says, cutting me off. “But I see it. The way you look at him. The way you don’t look at him. He messed you up.”

A lump forms in my throat. I turn away, busying myself with the chart. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Bullshit.”

I snap my head toward him, surprised by the sharpness in his tone.

His blue eyes are steady, serious. “If it didn’t matter, you wouldn’t be here, looking like you’re about to fall apart.”

Something inside me cracks.

I suck in a shaky breath, pressing my lips together. I will not cry. Not here. Not in front of him.

But then, against all logic, I do.

A single tear slips down my cheek before I can stop it.

I turn away quickly, but not fast enough.

Alex shifts in bed, wincing slightly as he sits up. “Hey,” he says, softer now. “Tayla.”

I squeeze my eyes shut. “I’m fine.”

“Liar.”

His voice is warm. Steady. Not teasing this time.

A deep breath shudders through me. “I thought he loved me,” I whisper. “I really, truly thought—” My voice breaks, and I swallow hard. “But he never did. And now, he’s already moved on, like I never even mattered.”

Silence.

Then, a rustling sound.

I turn slightly, and my heart nearly stops.

Alex Carter—one of the most arrogant, larger-than-life men I’ve ever met—is reaching out.

For me.

His fingers brush against mine, warm and steady.

And for the first time in a long time, I don’t pull away.

I don’t know how long we sit like this, our hands barely touching, the weight of the night pressing around us. But somehow, with him, it doesn’t feel as heavy.

And for the first time since my world shattered, I feel like maybe—just maybe—I’m not alone.

* * *

The morning light filters through the hospital windows, casting pale golden streaks across the linoleum floors. The quiet hum of monitors and the occasional muffled conversation of nurses fills the air as I move through my shift, but my mind is still tangled in the events of last night.

The way Alex looked at me.

The warmth of his fingers against mine.

The way, for a brief moment, I let myself lean into the comfort of his presence.

I shake off the thought, focusing on the chart in my hands. I can’t afford distractions. I can’t let myself get pulled into another complicated situation, especially not with someone like him.

I pass by the nurse’s station just as a familiar voice cuts through the air.

“Tayla.”

I freeze.

Ethan.

I turn slowly, schooling my features into an impassive mask. “Doctor Rhodes.”

His lips thin at the formality. He steps closer, lowering his voice. “We need to talk.”

I grip my clipboard tighter. “I don’t think we do.”

He exhales sharply, his gaze flicking around to make sure no one is listening. “Look, I know you’re upset, but you can’t keep making a scene.”

A bitter laugh bubbles up before I can stop it. “I’m making a scene?”

His jaw tightens. “You’re talking about me. People are starting to whisper.”

I shake my head in disbelief. “You cheated on your wife, Ethan. You lied to me. And now, you have the audacity to worry about whispers?”

His eyes harden. “I need you to let this go, Tayla. Move on.”

My chest tightens. “Like you did?”

He steps closer, his voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “If you keep stirring up drama, I’ll make sure you don’t have a job here anymore.”

I stiffen. “Are you threatening me?”

“I’m giving you a warning.” His gaze sharpens. “Stop this obsession before it ruins your career.”

The words hit me harder than I expect. Not because I’m afraid of losing my job—though I should be—but because he’s acting like I’m the problem. Like I’m the one clinging to something that never existed.

Like I’m the one who needs to move on.

The anger surges hot and fast, but before I can speak, another voice cuts through the tension.

“She’s not alone.”

I turn.

Alex Carter stands a few feet away, his crutches tucked under his arms, his sharp blue eyes locked onto Ethan with quiet intensity.

Ethan straightens, narrowing his eyes. “This isn’t your concern, Carter.”

Alex tilts his head slightly. “Yeah? Looks like it is.”

Ethan scoffs, rolling his eyes. “Oh, please. You’re just another one of her patients. This has nothing to do with you.”

Alex’s smirk is slow, calculated. “See, that’s where you’re wrong. Because I don’t like the way you’re talking to her. And I don’t like guys who throw women away like they’re disposable.”

Ethan’s jaw clenches. “Stay out of this.”

Alex steps forward—just enough to make it clear that he’s not backing down. “Or what?”

The tension in the air is thick, crackling like a live wire. Ethan looks between us, his gaze flickering with something unreadable before he exhales sharply.

“Whatever,” he mutters. “Just stay out of my way, Tayla.”

Then he turns and walks off, his footsteps echoing down the hall.

Silence lingers in his wake.

I exhale shakily, turning to Alex. “You didn’t have to do that.”

He raises an eyebrow. “Yeah, I did.”

I cross my arms, trying to suppress the warmth creeping into my chest. “What are you even doing out of your room?”

He smirks. “Looking for trouble, apparently.”

I shake my head, but I can’t help the small smile tugging at my lips, “Come I’ll walk you back,” I say and my heart races. No-one has ever stood up for me like that. 

The moment we enter his room I close the door, and lock it.

“What are you doing?” his eyes are surprised.

“Don’t ask any questions,” I say this was so left field for me. 

In the blink of an eye, I slip the stethoscope from around my neck, letting it dangle freely and seductively between my breasts. "Just taking care of your heart rate," I whisper in my most sultry voice.

He watches me with half-lidded eyes, an invitation clear in his glance. I slowly move closer to him, the heat of his body radiating towards me. "Tayla," he breathes, his voice husky with anticipation.

But I'm not finished teasing him yet. I place a finger against his lips, shushing him. "We don't want to be too loud, now do we?" I ask with a coy smile. He shakes his head, his eyes never leaving mine as I drop to my knees in front of him. Carefully, I undo his pants, my hand trembling with lust as his massive cock comes into view. It's even bigger than I imagined, and my pussy clenches with need. Oh, I'll make it fit, I promise myself.

I circle the base of his length with my fingers, my other hand reaching up to massage his balls as I take the head into my mouth. He hisses in pleasure as I swirl my tongue around the tip, tasting the pre-cum that's already beaded up there. He's just as eager for me as I am for him.

I take more of him into my mouth, my hands stroking him in time with my lips. He's moaning now, and I can feel him getting harder, bigger as I continue to suck and stroke him. "Fuck, Tayla," he curses, reaching for my hair and grabbing a handful. I know he's close, so I decide to go for my surprise.

Suddenly, I pull away and stand, reaching behind me to undo my bra. His eyes go wide as my breasts bounce free, but I don't give him time to appreciate them. I'm straddling him now, grinding my panty-covered pussy against his still very hard cock. His hands go to my hips, trying to help me get the friction I need, but I'm not done yet.

I reach between us and pull my panties aside, positioning him at my entrance. I look him straight in the eyes as I slowly begin to sink down, feeling him stretch my pussy wide. It's a tight fit, and I can tell he's trying not to thrust up into me. As I fully impale myself on him, we both sigh in relief and pleasure. For a moment, we just sit there, reveling in the sensation of him inside me.

Slowly, I begin to rock back and forth, my clit grinding against his pubic bone as I ride him. He's thrusting up now, trying to go deeper, but it's not enough. I need more. I grip the edge of the bed, using it for leverage as I start to bounce on his cock.

He reaches up, pulling my shirt and bra the rest of the way off, and begins to play with my tits. Rolling and pinching my nipples, he sends an electric jolt of pleasure straight to my clit. "Oh, Alex!" I cry out, my orgasm building fast. "Yes, fuck me harder!"

He doesn't disappoint. He begins to hammer into me, each thrust hitting my g-spot perfectly. I'm screaming his name now, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave. As I clench around him, I can feel him explode inside me, his own screams joining mine in a symphony of pleasure. However, Alex continues to thrust even as he comes down from his high, prolonging my orgasm until, finally, we both collapse on the bed, our bodies shaking with aftershocks.

"Shit, Tayla," he gasps when he can finally speak again. "You're incredible."

I smile lazily, reaching down to remove my panties and his shirt. I want to feel his skin on mine. "You're not so bad yourself, Alex. Just remember, you started this, tempting me with your big, bad football player body," I tease.

He grins, reaching out to pull me closer. "And I'd do it again in a heartbeat." He kisses me deeply, and I know we're both ready for round two.

* * *

The hospital gala is the kind of event I usually avoid. An evening of forced smiles, small talk, and doctors congratulating themselves for their “philanthropic efforts” while sipping champagne in an overpriced ballroom.

But this year?

This year, I need to be here.

The black silk dress I chose is simple yet elegant, clinging in all the right places while still professional enough to keep people from asking questions. My auburn hair cascades in soft waves down my back, and for the first time in weeks, I actually feel… good.

Tonight is about reclaiming my power.

And delivering one final blow.

I weave through the crowd, past clusters of doctors and hospital benefactors, past the donors in tuxedos discussing funding and expansion projects, until I spot him.

Ethan.

Standing near the bar, a glass of bourbon in hand, looking every bit the polished, esteemed doctor he pretends to be. And right beside him, her.

The blonde nurse.

She leans into him, laughing at something he says, completely oblivious to the way my stomach tightens at the sight. But I push it down. Because tonight, I’m not the heartbroken nurse who let herself fall for the wrong man.

Tonight, I’m something else entirely.

I take a deep breath and straighten my shoulders before stepping forward.

“Mrs. Rhodes?”

Ethan’s wife turns at the sound of my voice, elegant in a champagne-colored gown, her smile polite but puzzled. “Yes?”

Ethan stiffens.

I hold her gaze, steady and unflinching. “I think you should know that your husband has been sleeping with one of his nurses.”

Silence crashes over the room.

The conversations around us falter.

A few heads turn, whispers already beginning to ripple through the crowd.

Ethan’s face drains of color. “Tayla, don’t—”

“Don’t worry,” I cut him off, my voice calm, even. “I quit.”

Gasps echo around us, but I don’t wait to see the fallout. I turn on my heel and walk away, my heart pounding in my chest.

I make it halfway across the ballroom before I feel someone watching me.

I glance over my shoulder.

And there he is.

Alex Carter.

Standing near the entrance, dressed in a perfectly tailored tux, still leaning on his crutches, looking at me like I’m the most interesting thing in the room.

A slow smile spreads across his face. “Damn,” he says, voice low and admiring. “You really know how to make an exit, sweetheart.”

My breath catches.

“You’re here,” I murmur, almost in disbelief.

He smirks. “What, you thought I’d miss my chance to dance with the most beautiful woman in the room?”

I glance pointedly at his crutches. “You can’t dance.”

He steps closer, his blue eyes locking onto mine. “You willing to take that bet?”

And just like that, the weight I’ve been carrying for weeks feels a little lighter.

Because for the first time in a long time, I don’t feel alone.

I step into his arms.

And as the music swells around us, I let myself fall.

Into the dance.

As we dance, I'm acutely aware of the curve of his biceps beneath my hand, the heat of his body radiating through his tuxedo. I can feel the bandage beneath the fabric of his leg, a reminder of his near-death experience.

"How are you feeling?" I ask, my voice hushed.

He grins down at me, a cocky smirk that sends a shiver down my spine. "Better now," he murmurs, and there's an unmistakable tone of suggestion in his voice.

"I'm not wearing any panties," I whisper, my face flushing at the confession. His breath hitches, his eyes flaring with heat and surprise. He glances around the ballroom, his gaze landing on a door down the hall. His jaw hardens with determination.

Without a word, he releases me, reaching for his crutches and taking my hand in his. We move quickly, our steps silent on the plush carpet, and soon we're slipping through the door and into the quiet hallway beyond.

"Alex," I hiss, my heart pounding in my chest. We're not exactly hidden here, and the door doesn't lock. I glance back at the ballroom, but no one is following us.

He swings the door shut behind us, pressing me against it as his mouth comes down on mine. His kiss is demanding, desperate, his tongue swiping against my lips, seeking entrance. I gasp, opening for him, my hands clutching at his tuxedo jacket.

We're mouths and hands and panting breaths, desperation and need ruling over us. I reach up, my fingers diving into his thick hair, my hips rocking against his one good leg. His crutches fall to the floor with a clatter, but neither of us cares.

"God, Tayla," he breathes against my neck, his teeth nipping at my earlobe. "I need you."

"Here?" I gasp, even as my body clamors for more.

He nods, reaching down to cup my ass, his fingers brushing against my pussy. I'm already slick, wet and ready for him. "I'll make it quick," he promises, his voice rough with need.

My legs wrap around his waist as he frees his cock from his tuxedo pants. It's as massive as I remember, thick and long, and I clench around nothing in anticipation. "Now, Alex, please," I plead, and he doesn't make me wait.

He spears into me with one swift thrust, and I cry out at the stretch, the burn, the sheer rightness of it. He's not gentle, but I don't want gentle. I want him, as wild and desperate as I am.

We're a tangle of limbs and hurried breaths, his hips pounding against mine, the door rattling with each thrust. I'm close, my body winding tighter and tighter, and with a final, brutal thrust, I explode, my pussy clamping down on him.

"Fuck, I can feel you," he grinds out through gritted teeth. "You're milking me, sweetheart."

He spills inside me with a final thrust, both of us shaking with the aftershocks of our orgasms. He eases me down, my legs wobbly, and hands me his discarded crutches.

"We should get back before they notice we're gone," I murmur, glancing towards the ballroom door.

He nods, tucking himself away and helping me adjust my dress. I'm aching, deliciously sore, and I can't help but smile at him. "Thank you, Alex," I whisper, and he grins back at me.

"Anytime, sweetheart. Anytime at all."

__________________________________________________________________________
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