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The fluorescent lights flickered overhead as I clocked in, the scent of coffee and antiseptic already thick in the nurses’ station. I adjusted my ID badge and tied my hair back, smoothing my scrub top before reaching for the patient charts.

“Did you see him yet?” a voice chirped.

I turned. She was standing too close already, bleach-blonde and lip-glossed, flipping her hair like we were still in high school. Brittany.

“See who?” I said flatly, thumbing through the clipboard stack.

“Dr. Sinclair. He’s unreal up close.” Her eyes glittered like she’d just discovered men for the first time.

I looked up just in time to watch him stride past, white coat sharp and perfectly tailored, that same calm, arrogant walk that made my stomach tighten. His jawline alone could cut through surgical tape. His tie was navy silk today.

“He’s professional,” I said coolly.

“Professional doesn’t mean unavailable,” she said, smirking like she already had her legs open in her head.

Heat curled low in my stomach, part jealousy, part possessiveness. Mine. She didn’t even know it yet.

“I’m here to work,” I snapped.

“Sure you are,” she laughed, flipping her ponytail again.

I was about to shut her up when his voice slid into the room like it owned the place.

“Good morning.”

I turned fast. My pulse jumped.

“Morning, Doctor,” I said, straighter than before.

“Good morning,” Brittany echoed, her smile too wide, too eager.

He gave a small nod and moved on without slowing. I watched his broad shoulders disappear around the corner, his coat trailing after him, clean, commanding, untouchable.

My jaw tightened.

“Oh, he’s something,” Brittany said under her breath, pretending to scan the room schedule but staring after him like she’d already pictured him between her thighs.

I didn’t answer. She didn’t matter.

What mattered was the look he’d given me yesterday after I’d stitched a patient solo. The slight tilt of his head. The way he’d said, “Efficient.” No wasted praise.

He respected me. I earned that.

But if Brittany thought she could just waltz in here and get on her back to climb the ladder, she was in for a rude awakening.

I grabbed my tablet, walked past her, and headed down the corridor toward triage. She was still watching the empty hallway where Dr. Sinclair had gone.

Let her chase his shadow. I intended to have the real thing.

By the end of this shift, she’d learn that competition was pointless.

Because I didn’t want to flirt with him.

I wanted him to fuck a baby into me.

—-
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Rounds moved like clockwork, the usual shuffle of notes, vital checks, and quiet directives filling the halls. Dr. Sinclair led us, crisp and unreadable, his stethoscope slung perfectly at his neck, coat moving with every long, confident stride. I walked a step behind him, Brittany glued to the other side.

She laughed too loud at something he didn’t even mean as a joke.

“Your charting is meticulous,” he said, glancing down at the tablet I handed him.

“I like being thorough,” I replied, keeping my voice even, but that single word from him had already uncoiled something low in my belly.

“Stamina matters in this job,” Brittany cut in, brushing her shoulder just a little too close to his arm as we moved.

I looked straight at him. “I don’t get tired easily.”

His brow lifted. Just a flicker of interest. But it was there.

“Interesting,” he murmured, gaze lingering.

She took another step closer, forcing her way into his peripheral. “I’ve pulled three doubles this week,” she added. “No complaints.”

“Focus, ladies,” he said, still calm but sharp enough to make her flinch.

“Always,” I said, eyes locked on his.

He stopped at the next room. I stepped forward automatically, but instead of signaling either of us in, he looked at me.

“Walk with me.”

I didn’t hesitate. I moved beside him, our shoulders nearly brushing as he turned down a side corridor toward the surgical wing.

Behind us, Brittany stayed rooted where she stood. Her forced smile cracked.

He handed me another chart. “You’ve had three successful IVs this morning,” he said, low so only I could hear.

“I keep count.”

“That’s obvious.”

We moved quietly, only the soft echo of our shoes and distant monitors filling the space. His voice dropped more.

“You don’t waste movement. Or words.”

I smiled. “Neither do you.”

He stopped just before the surgical doors. Turned to face me fully.

“You work like someone who wants something.”

“I do.”

The air felt heavier then, not thick, just tight. Pulled between us.

His gaze drifted from my mouth to my throat to the swell of my tits under my scrubs. No hesitation. He wanted to look, so he did.

I let him.

“She won’t stop,” I said.

“She’s not my concern.”

“She wants to be.”

He tilted his head. “And you?”

I didn’t blink. “I want to be filled.”

His jaw flexed. Just once. That was all it took to let me know I’d hit him square in the center of where he lived.

“Not here,” he said quietly.

“Not yet,” I answered.

A beat passed.

“Back to rounds,” he said.

We walked. Not speaking, but something had cracked between us. Not broken. Opened. A slow, hot promise pressed just beneath our pace.

Brittany was waiting at the end of the hall. She didn’t smile this time. Her eyes followed him, then flicked to me.

She knew something had shifted.

But it was already too late for her. He had chosen who he wanted beside him.

And it wasn’t her.

—-
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The break room reeked of burnt coffee and lemon disinfectant. I leaned against the counter, sipping from a chipped mug while reviewing labs on my phone. The door creaked, and Brittany slipped in behind me like a snake.

She tossed her hair over her shoulder and grabbed a yogurt from the fridge like she owned the place.

“You sure you can handle nights?” she asked, voice light but baiting.

I didn’t look up. “I handle pressure well.”

She peeled the lid off her yogurt too slowly, spoon tapping against plastic. “Some people break.”

I looked at her then. “Some rise.”

Her smile twitched. She didn’t like that.

“You’re awful confident lately.”

“Maybe I have reason to be.”

The spoon stopped midair. “You think he’s yours?”

I didn’t blink. “I don’t think. I know.”

The door swung open.

Dr. Sinclair entered with that same quiet control, coat open over dark slacks, eyes cutting straight through the tension.

“Everything alright?” he asked.

“Perfect,” Brittany chirped, her voice a little too fast.

“Just competitive,” I said, stepping slightly toward him.

He looked at me for a beat. Not her. Me.

“Competition can be productive,” he said, watching my mouth.

Brittany scoffed. “Or messy.”

I smiled, sweet and razor-edged. “Only if you’re losing.”

His gaze stayed on me a moment longer before he nodded once and crossed to the cabinet for coffee. I watched his hands move with practiced ease, like everything he touched was his by right.

The silence thickened.

“You’re working close with him lately,” Brittany said when his back was turned.

I sipped from my mug. “I don’t waste time.”

“Neither do I.”

“You waste a lot trying to
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