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This is Part 5 of an 8 book series

Book 1 of this series is FREE!

A YEAR OF THE UNEXPECTED has come and passed: unanticipated events, unforeseen turmoil and surprising love.  

Elijah and Charity are about to have their first baby together. They are trying to adjust to married life after living on their own for so long. It isn’t always an easy challenge.

As Charity deals with morning sickness and trying to make Elijah’s house their home, she also worries about her father. Their shaky relationship has changed for the better, but they are two stubborn people who don’t always see eye to eye.

As life continues to be unpredictable, Elijah and Charity must form a nucleus so strong nothing or no one could tear apart their new family.

Love should be something that lasts forever, not lost forever.
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Charity blew her hair away from her forehead and tried not to roll her eyes heavenward. The heat in the room seemed to have gone up ten degrees even though she knew the wall thermostat controlled the temperature and kept it below slightly cool. 

The warmness came from the little belly dancer inside of her. Her hand came protectively around the tiny swell growing in her stomach. She had finally begun popping out about two weeks ago. Not that you could really see much. She still had no problem hiding it. However, there now was a slight bump which hadn’t been noticeable. The little peanut had decided he –or she– needed more room.

“Thompson-Bennet? Are you with us, or did we leave you lagging behind in the battlefield?”

Charity blinked and wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. Four white coats trailed behind the stethoscope leader with the impeccably small eyeglasses. How does he even see out of them? She hurried around the steel table, grabbing her clipboard and slipping into the back of the line.

Five months pregnant and back at the hospital working. Except, not raising money for it anymore. Now she was working in a ward. No wards. Somehow Elijah, her father, Julie, and Simon had convinced her to finish her internship. The final step for a medical graduate to become a fully qualified doctor after obtaining a medical degree. So here she stood again, a first-year resident who was way older than the other first years in her group, working alongside Dr. Grouchy-pants today on rounds. 

Dr. Fulton was his real name, but the interns referred to him as Dr. Grouchy-pants behind his back. The other interns knew Charity was Dr. Scott Thompson’s daughter, married to the hot Dr. Elijah Bennet. They didn’t know she had a teeny tiny bump growing inside of her. 

“... You are interns, working alongside fully qualified doctors and medical staff, in a working environment, where you have the opportunity to practice and train under direct supervision,” Dr. Fulton droned on as they headed down the hall from the morgue room to the elevator. “This is your most crucial step to becoming a qualified doctor. Some of you may not make it through this. It is not easy. You are expected to apply everything you’ve learned and save lives in the blink of an eye. You think and react at the same moment. There is no time to consider or second-guess when you are in the operating room. Today’s surgery is not a leisurely stroll in the park. This patient’s heart needs to be saved and one wrong cut or stitch could kill him.”

Mandy, the girl in front of Charity, let out a shaking breath. Charity tapped her on the shoulder and whispered so Dr. Fulton wouldn’t hear. “He’s just trying to scare us. He still thinks he’s on the battlefield trying to separate the soldiers from the boys. You’re not a boy. Step up and show him you’re a man. A Woman. Doctor Woman.”

“Excuse me, Thompson-Bennet.” Dr. Fulton held his finger over the elevator button and stared down his nose at her. He refused to use the word doctor in front of any of the intern’s names. Stubborn and grouchy. “Do you have something to share with all of us before we scrub in?”

She debated half a second but knew he would love to try and squash her like a bug. Elijah had warned her to keep her comments to a minimum or she would never get any hands-on time in the operating room with Dr. Fulton. “I was just telling Maddy that it’s time to separate the soldiers from the boys.”

Dr. Fulton’s busy, gray eyebrows rose. “Do you believe you’re a soldier, Thompson-Bennet?” He was baiting her.

She saluted him. She knew she shouldn’t do it, but couldn’t stop herself. “Yes, sir.” How she managed to keep a straight face was beyond her.

“Fine.” Dr. Fulton pressed his lips into a thin line as the elevator door opened. “You’re the veteran, you can lead us today.”

She had just set herself up. It could be the best day of her internship or her worst. She was the veteran because of age and because she had already done time as an intern years ago. She had her USMLE. Her father hadn’t known that, when he found out, he pushed her to take the Comprehensive Osteopathic Medical Licensing Examination. He said it would refresh her brain and get in good with the medical staff of Thompson Hospital. Then her residency would be a breeze and she could be working as a doctor and taking over his patients.

He was crazy. 

Internships were notoriously hard work. Everyone knew that. She was already working long hours, like sixteen-hour shifts, over sixty hours a week. She had no time to study for the COMPLEX and try to jump the gun, or get in anyone’s good books. She knew a residency would up the hours, like over eighty hours a week. She didn’t want that – yet. 

The interns followed Dr. Fulton into the patient’s room. His bedside manner sucked but he was a good surgeon, and as much as she didn’t want to admit it, he knew how to teach. He questioned them on the surgery, went over everything with the patient and then asked them again for the procedure as they walked down the hall to the operating room. 

Charity shoved her hand into her white coat pocket so no one would notice it shaking. She knew the procedure and had actually been practicing sewing on a grape last night. Confident, and nervous. What had she gotten herself into?

“Charity!” 

She paused as she passed an open door. Elijah stepped out into the hall, stethoscope around his neck and blue hospital scrubs on. The color made his beautiful eyes even brighter. He grinned as he stared at her, hands on his hips and his runner squeaking on the polished tile floor as he twisted his foot. “How’s it going?”

How could he be this delicious? He was oozing with sex appeal. Maybe it was the pregnancy hormones coursing through her, but he looked and smelled... She had to physically take a step back so her brain could focus and let her mouth speak. “I’m okay. How about you?” He had been on call last night so she hadn’t seen him since before dinner. 

“I’m good. Did you sleep alright?”

Seriously? He wanted to talk about their bed? Her cheeks flushed and a flutter in her lower belly hinted at the possibilities. “F-Fine. You on call tonight?”

He gave her a single shake of his head. 

“Dr. Bennet, do you want us to wait for you to finish chatting with your wife, or do you mind if we get ready to save a man’s life?” Dr. Fulton called out clearly from down the hall.

Elijah waved his hand. “She’s all yours, Dr. Fulton. Don’t go easy on her.” He brushed the tips of his long fingers against his lips and then reached out to trail them lightly across her belly. “Mornin’ peanut.” 

His touch sent a shiver that was not unwelcomed down her back. “Text me later?” she murmured.

“Definitely. Let’s try and do lunch. I’ll make sure my schedule’s open. I’ll order us some subs? Have it in my office?” He blinked and Charity couldn’t tell if he had winked at her and was trying to imply something else or if he had just blinked. It happened so fast and subtly.

“Lunch it is. I’ll let you know when we’re finished in surgery.” She nodded then hurried to catch up with the others when Dr. Fulton cleared his throat loudly. She tried to stop the smile arching its way up on her lips but couldn’t. 

If half a minute with Elijah could do that, what would a lifetime do? 

Ten minutes later they stood just outside the surgery room. “Again, Thompson-Bennet. What are you going to do?” Dr. Fulton barked.

Charity stood behind the sink trough scrubbing in. She had gone over the order of the procedure, making plenty of room for variations should any issues arrive. Even the other residents were watching her with a kind of deer-in-the-headlights expression. She wasn’t trying to show off. Not at all. Dr. Fulton kept asking her if she knew what she had to do. 

All the med-school classes, the first half year of her intern residence prior to her mother getting sick came flooding back like it had never left. Being in the hospital doing it again, holding a scalpel, operating – it was all an adrenal rush. She didn’t want to get off the crazy train.

Slipping her mask on, she shoved the swinging metal door to the operating room open with her butt and moved across from Dr. Fulton.

“Again.”

She picked up the sharp metal cutter and held it in the air as she began repeating what she would be doing.

Dr. Fulton cut her off. “This time, say it in your head and let your hands show me.”

She hesitated only a millisecond before letting her hands get to work. The only time she spoke was to ask for a surgical tool or suction or help with closing. 

The surgery was over in less than an hour.

“Well done, Dr. Charity.” Fulton nodded when Charity stepped back. “All four of you, grab some food and some sleep. You look like crap. Except one. You’ve all got seventy-five minutes before we head to the ER.” He moved to let a nurse in. He glanced up and looked Charity in the eye. “I’ll tell you this right now, I’m not calling you Dr. Thompson or Dr. Bennet. And there is no way in hell I’m going to use Dr. Thompson-Bennet. I’ll be gasping for air by the time I finish saying it. Find a name that’ll work, and that sticks.” He pulled his gloves off and tossed them in the correct bin before disappearing out the door.

Mandy moved beside Charity as they headed out of the OR to clean up. “How about Dr. T-B?”

Charity pulled her mask off and smiled. “T-B? Tuberculosis?” She crinkled her nose.

“He called you doctor. He never calls us that. It’s only our last name, and never our first.” Mandy sighed and rubbed her neck. “He gave you Doctor and Charity. That’s huge.”

Charity shrugged, not sure she was ready to make a big deal out of it, but dying to tell Elijah what had happened. “So was that procedure!”

“And you aced it! How many years did you say you were working before you came back to finish?” Mandy yawned. “Sorry. I’m not bored. I’m exhausted.”

“Go sleep.” Charity pointed down the hall to where the beds were in the small room they tried to crash in between shifts. “You’ve got an hour. I’ll grab you some lunch and wake you up before we do the next rounds.”

“What are you going to do? Study how to make a crushed windpipe perfectly whole again?” Mandy teased. She nudged Charity. “Go see your hot doctor husband. Squeeze in a quickie. Tell him I said hi.”

“While I’m having a quickie?” Charity laughed. “Might be kind of awkward.”

Mandy rolled her eyes. “You’re crazy, Dr. C, crazy.” She made circles by her temple with her finger. “But impeccably smart. Cool job in there. I couldn’t have done it.”

“Yes, you could have. You’d have done the same thing I did.”

“No, I wouldn’t have. You are your father’s daughter. I’ve seen Dr. Thompson operate. It’s like watching a concert musician pick up a violin and play. It isn’t a person and an instrument, the violin becomes an extension of the performer. That’s how you are inside an operating room... Just like Dr. Thompson. Senior.”

Charity didn’t know what to say. She knew her mouth had dropped open in surprise but didn’t even try to close it or her wide eyes. 

Mandy smiled. “Go. Find Dr. Bennet. Then come back here in an hour and wake me up.” She yawned as she leaned against the closed door to the bunk bed room. “I’d ask for details, but you’re married, not just fooling around with a random doctor.” She ducked behind the door before Charity could throw something at her.

Charity pulled her phone out of her pocket and headed toward the elevator. She texted Elijah: On my way up. Just finished. I have 1hr. 

She glanced out the window from the third floor and stared at the city view. A wing of the hospital shadowed the right side. There were loads of windows on the gray walls to take advantage of as much light as possible. Her father had been instrumental in the design, like a nucleus with rays of building extending from it, but also connected so nothing was truly far away.

She tightened her ponytail and tucked a chunk of blonde hair behind her ear. Her hair had been growing strangely fast the past while. Her bangs had grown too long and needed to be cut, she just hadn’t had the time to get it done. Maybe this weekend.

The elevator slid open and she waited for a man in a business suit to exit before stepping inside. She grinned when she saw a doctor leaning against the back corner looking at his phone. His dark brown hair sat slightly messed, but only made him appear more ruggedly sexy with the slight shadow already showing against the jaw line. He didn’t look up. 

She turned her back to him as she reached for the sixth-floor button already lit. She closed her eyes and silently sighed thinking back to the first time she had met Elijah. Ironically in the same elevator.

She remembered staring too long at his face instead of his badge. At least she didn’t have to wonder what he looked like with his shirt off, she knew that like the back of her hand now. “You a doctor here?” she asked, refusing to turn around and look at him.

“Pardon? Char—” He chuckled as he moved to stand very close beside her, his hand brushing against her derriere before settling close to her fingers. “I am. What about you?”

She tried not to smile and stared at the red elevator digital number increasing from four to five. “I’m working on it.”

“Your office on the sixth floor?”

“My father’s is.”

“Ohhh...” He let out a low whistle. “That kinda sucks.”

She turned to him not missing his sexy smile. “You scared of my father?”

“Dr. Thompson?”

The elevator slowed to a halt, pausing a moment before the door slid open.

Elijah’s fingers entwined with hers. “I’m not scared of your dad—yet.” His breath hot against her ear as he leaned close. “I’m standing behind you when you finally tell him you’re having my baby.”

She instinctively brought her hand over her stomach. “Your mom’s coming next week. Let’s wait till then. Tell them both at the same time.” She stepped forward, letting her hand slip out of his. “You know how they both are. They’re like kids themselves.”

Elijah grunted. “Stubborn on one.” He stopped at the nurse’s station and rested his hands on the high counter. “Did anything come in for me, Helen?”

An older nurse with more sparkles of gray than black pushed her chair away from the computer she was working at and pointed to below Elijah. “It’s right there, Dr. Bennet. You owe me one for not eating it.” She winked. “It smells unbelievable.”

“Thanks.” He reached over and pulled up a white plastic bag.

“There’s two, sweetie,” Helen said. 

Elijah held the handled bag up and shook it slightly. “This one’s ours. I ordered the other one for you.”

Helen spun her chair around and giggled. “You’re such a sweetheart! I’ll have it on my lunch break shortly.”

A spicy sweet, aromatic scent filled Charity’s nostrils. Her stomach growled in agreement. Curry, garlic, chilis, maybe lemongrass and definitely chicken. She inhaled again, almost tasting the flavors. “Pad Thai?”

“For you,” Elijah said and headed down the hall to his office. “Red curry for me.” He glanced down at her belly. “Or we can share. I don’t want that thing growling at me.”

She tapped his shoulder playfully. “Did you get something for my dad, too?” They paused at her father’s office which was directly across from Elijah’s. 

“I didn’t.” Elijah pulled his keys out of his pocket and unlocked his door. “I asked, for the record. Apparently he brought in a salad today.”

Charity hesitated before following Elijah inside. She didn’t know whether to believe her dad. The man did not eat salad as a meal. Maybe as a side but never as the main course, even after his heart attack. “Should I ask him if he wants some of this?”

Elijah waved his hand. “You just want to check up on him.” He smiled and set the bag of food on the table near the far wall. “He’s not in his office. He showed me his lunch when I stopped in before to ask if he wanted anything. He has surgery scheduled for right now.” He chuckled. “You can verify it for yourself.”

The sweet aroma of lunch heightened as Elijah opened the containers. “I believe you.” She reached for the plastic dish he offered her.

“Uh-huh.” He pulled the dish just out of her range and leaned in. “Kiss first.”

She didn’t argue. She ran her tongue over her lips to wet them and then pressed them against his. Her eyes instinctively closed as she felt his soft mouth with just the right amount of teasing scruff around it touch hers.

He rested his forehead against hers. “I missed you.”

“I’m the one who had to wake up in your bed alone.”

He groaned. “Seriously, you want to go there right now?” He kissed her again, this time with more urgency and hunger.

She leaned against him, letting her hand slide up his chest, over his shoulder and down his arm. She curled her fingers around the bowl of Pad Thai still in his hand. “I’ll take that,” she whispered.

Elijah pulled back. “What the—?”

Charity stuffed a forkful in her mouth and as she chewed she said, “I’m starving!” She tried covering with her hand. “It’s crazy! I’m back in med-school... so behind on sleep and food, I can’t think straight anymore.” She stuffed another bite in her mouth.

“Maybe you should slow down.” Elijah glanced at her stomach but apparently didn’t want to say why he thought.

“I don’t need to take it easy. The baby’s doing fine.” Her last appointment with the OB had shown the baby growing and doing well. She set the food down on Elijah’s desk. “We talked about this. My goal is to get most of my intern done before the baby’s born.”

Elijah rested his butt against the arm of a leather chair. “I know. I just don’t want you to feel like you have to do this.”

She wasn’t sure what he meant. She began feeling very guarded. “I’m not quitting.” Her hand made fists against her hips as she set her feet slightly apart.
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Elijah raised his hands as if raising a white flag. “I never said that.”

“But you’d probably prefer if I did.” She was treading on thin ice, she knew it. However, she was exhausted, pregnant and by the growling of her stomach, still hungry.

“You’re putting words in my mouth!” 

“It’s obvious that’s how you feel.” She wasn’t sure at all if that was how he felt – or how she felt and she just didn’t want to admit it. “You think it’s too much. I shouldn’t have gone back or I should have waited until after the baby’s born.”

“That’s not how I feel. You’re jumping to assumptions.” Elijah sighed. “Can we just eat? Maybe once you have some food...”

Charity hated it when he took the doctor tone of voice when he spoke to her. “I’m not quitting.” She stole another bite of food before crossing her arms over her chest.

Elijah pointed to her food. “You can’t give me crap while standing there eating the food I just bought for you! That’s not fair. That’s just plain rude!” 

She stared at him and then burst out laughing. The look on his face, and the fact that he tried to stop the argument brewing with food, struck her as humorous. As she chuckled, her eyes filled. She blinked rapidly, refusing to let the tears fall. She sighed and closed her eyes for a moment
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