





CHAPTER ONE

Fucked From the Start







HE WAS HALF-naked when I walked in.

Locker open. Shirt already off. Pants nowhere in sight. He stood in nothing but fitted charcoal boxer-briefs, barefoot on cold tile, one hand braced casually against the metal shelf like changing in front of interns was just part of his routine.

I stopped short in the doorway.

“Oh—sorry,” I said, throat catching. “I can come back.”

He didn’t even glance at me.

“Don’t bother,” he said, voice flat. “You’re already here.”

I hesitated, but he kept talking—unbothered, mid-change, like my presence was irrelevant.

“You’re Larkin, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Intern?”

“First overnight.”

“Right,” he said, still half-turned, rummaging through the locker with one hand. “Here’s how this works. I move fast. I don’t repeat myself. If I ask you something, answer. If I give you something, take it. If I make a call, trust it.”

He found a folded pair of scrub pants and shook them out, still in just his underwear.

I tried not to look.

Failed.

His back was all lean muscle and sharp lines, the kind that didn’t come from a gym but from months of bad posture and bending over patients. His thighs—thick, defined, covered in soft hair—flexed as he stepped into the scrub bottoms. But he didn’t pull them up. Not yet. Just let them hang open at his hips, the waistband slack, his briefs still fully visible.

And yeah—there was a lot to see.

The bulge was impossible to ignore. Full, heavy-looking, resting left of center in the kind of soft fabric that offered no plausible deniability. Not obscene, but obvious. Thick. Dense. Like it had presence.

I looked away. Then back again.

Was he showing off? Or just that indifferent?

“Don’t interrupt me in front of a patient,” he said, pulling the pants up slow and tying the drawstring. “Don’t ask questions you already know the answer to. Don’t get in the way. And if you faint, you’re on your own.”

He grabbed a scrub top and tugged it on over his head, smoothing it down with both palms. His stomach vanished beneath the fabric, but the image of it lingered—tight, real, traced with the barest outline of muscle and the kind of body that wasn’t built for show, just… built.

He turned to me for the first time.

Eyes dark. Jaw sharp. Hair still wet, shoved back like he hadn’t bothered to dry it. He looked like the kind of man who didn’t need sleep, just caffeine and forward momentum.

“I don’t do orientation,” he said. “You’ve read the handbook. You’ve earned the coat. Now keep up.”

He handed me a chart on his way out the door. No further explanation. No introduction.

Just that name I already knew from every whispered story I’d heard since I stepped into this hospital.

Dr. Graham Foster.

Fourth-year. Fast-tracked. Rumor-wrapped.

And for the next twelve hours, mine.

Foster didn’t walk like a resident. He walked like someone who knew exactly where he was going and expected the rest of the world to move out of his way.

I followed him down the corridor, trying to match his pace without looking like I was trying. He didn’t speak as we passed the nurse’s station, didn’t explain the route or the patients or the plan. Just grabbed the first chart off the counter, glanced at the notes, and turned toward the patient’s room like it was already handled.

Inside, he barely paused before flipping on the overhead light. The patient stirred—a middle-aged man, post-op, shallow breathing, vitals stable but edging toward concerning. Foster didn’t blink.

“Vitals?” he asked.

I checked the monitor. “Heart rate’s climbing. BP’s soft.”

“Assessment?”

I hesitated, running through the numbers in my head. “Could be early hypovolemia. Labs say hematocrit’s dropping.”

“Plan?”

“Fluids. Type and cross just in case.”

He looked at me then—briefly. A single, evaluating glance. Not praise. Not criticism. Just the way someone checks to see if a machine is doing what it’s supposed to do.

“Good,” he said.

He stepped up to the bed and pulled back the sheet, then reached for the patient’s wrist to check the pulse himself. I watched the way his fingers moved—precise, minimal pressure, just enough to get what he needed.

His sleeves were pushed to his elbows. The veins in his forearms stood out against the fluorescent light. There was a small scar across one knuckle. I wondered, stupidly, if it was from work or something else.

“Make a note,” he said, already halfway to the door. “Trend labs, reassess in an hour. We’ll swing back if he dips.”

I scribbled as I followed him out.

That was how the next hour went. Room to room. Short, clipped commands. Brief assessments. He moved fast, but cleanly. Everything he did had intention. I could see how he had a reputation—how the nurses rolled their eyes when he passed but still updated him first. He didn’t apologize for the pace. Or the tone. Or the fact that he hadn’t used my first name once.

He didn’t need to.

I was watching him. Every step. Every shift of weight. Every line of tension in his shoulders when something on a chart didn’t line up. There was a sharpness to him—something constantly calibrating under the surface. He didn’t miss much. But he didn’t overexplain, either. He expected you to keep up.

At one point, I stepped in ahead of him to present a case. He stood just behind my shoulder, close enough that I could feel his presence without ever touching. I heard his breath, even. Measured. Focused.

“Fluid status?” he asked.

“Borderline. Mucous membranes are dry. Skin turgor’s delayed.”

He waited half a second. “Diagnosis?”

“Possible intra-abdominal bleed. Could be post-surgical, could be unrelated.”

“And?”

“And I’d order a fast scan. Prep for transfusion depending on output.”

A pause.

Then: “Okay.”

That was it. Just okay. But it landed heavier than it should have. Like I’d passed a test I didn’t know he was giving.

We moved on.

And I kept watching.

Not because I was uncertain.

But because I wanted to understand what made him feel so untouchable.

It happened somewhere between GI and general surgery.

We’d just stepped into the room. Elderly male, post-op, history of adhesions and complications. The moment Foster leaned in to check the abdominal distension, the patient turned his head and vomited with no warning—one deep, wet convulsion that hit the floor, the edge of the bed, Foster’s shoulder, and most of my chest.

There was a beat of silence. No one moved.

Then Foster calmly stepped back, peeled off his gloves, and said, “Okay. Showers.”

He didn’t wait for me to respond. Just turned and walked out of the room like this was the third time it had happened this week.










The staff locker room was down a side hallway, marked with a keypad and a metal door that stuck halfway open. I followed Foster through without a word, the stench of vomit still clinging to my scrubs like heat. My stomach had stopped turning. My skin hadn’t.

Foster moved without commentary. He headed to his locker, pulled it open, and yanked off his soiled scrub top in one practiced motion. I glanced away automatically—but too late. His bare chest flashed in the corner of my vision, lean and lightly dusted with hair, marked by the sharp outlines of someone who didn’t skip stairs.

I turned toward the row of lockers opposite his, trying to find one open. Trying to focus on anything else. But the space was small, and Foster wasn’t quiet.

I heard the soft thud of his shoes hitting the floor. Then the whisper-slide of elastic as he pushed down his scrub pants.

When I turned—just to ask if we had clean clothes stashed anywhere—he was standing in nothing but boxer-briefs. Dark. Damp at the hem from where the vomit had splashed. He didn’t meet my eyes. Just peeled them off like it didn’t matter.

And then—

I saw it.

Not all of him. Not yet.

But enough.

He stepped out of the briefs in one motion, bending slightly, balanced with one hand against the locker. And for a second—long enough to register, not long enough to be polite—I saw the full length of him.

His cock hung thick and low, curved slightly left, darker at the tip. Uncut. Heavy, even soft. The kind of size that wasn’t exaggerated, just… undeniable. A quiet fact with its own gravity.

I didn’t mean to look.

But I did.

I blinked. Looked away. Then back again—just to be sure I’d really seen it. Just to commit the shape to memory, because I knew I wouldn’t get another glimpse.

He didn’t notice.

Or maybe he did, and didn’t care.

He walked toward the shower stalls like he wasn’t leaving a trail of steam and silence in his wake. The backs of his thighs were cut with muscle. His ass flexed slightly as he moved—tight, covered in hair, just enough to remind me he was real, not some manicured fantasy.

He didn’t glance back.

He just stepped into one of the open stalls and turned on the water.

Hot. Loud. No curtain. No apology.

I stood frozen, one hand still on my locker door, breath tight in my throat.

And in my head, on repeat:

Jesus fucking Christ.

The door to the showers swung half-shut behind him. Steam was already curling past the frame.

I stood in the locker room a second longer, hand still clutched around the edge of the open door, the smell of vomit sinking deeper into my skin, my collar, my hair. But I wasn’t thinking about the smell anymore.

I was thinking about him.

About what I’d just seen.

That flash of skin. That curve. The sheer fucking weight of it.

Not a fantasy. Not some imagined half-glimpse through a towel or a fogged mirror. This was real. A man, fully nude, walking away like none of it meant anything.

Except I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The kind of thing you don’t forget once you’ve seen it. The kind that does something to you.

My skin burned hotter than the water.

I stripped faster than I meant to. Pants. Shirt. Boxers. All of it into the bin like they’d betrayed me. Then I grabbed a towel off the wall and stepped through the threshold before I could talk myself out of it.

The shower room was all tile and echo—six open stalls with half-walls between them, enough for modesty but not for privacy. A line of small shelves for soap and cheap shampoo. Steam clung to the ceiling in slow, thick curls. The overhead light hummed like it had better things to do.

Foster was in the third stall from the end, his back to me, water cascading over his shoulders in clean, uninterrupted sheets. His head was tilted down, both hands braced against the wall, his spine curved just slightly—like he’d let go for the first time in hours. Not relaxed, exactly. Just not clenched.

The sight of him—again, still—hit me like a blow to the chest.

Everything about him looked effortless. Natural. His back was strong and lean, muscles moving beneath the skin as he shifted slightly. Hair clung to the nape of his neck. Water tracked down his arms, between his shoulder blades, over the curve of his ass and the backs of his thighs.

I took the far stall.

Not beside him. Not opposite. Just close enough that I could still hear the water hitting his skin.

My hands were shaking.

I turned the knobs. Hot water hissed out in a sharp burst, then softened as it warmed. I stood under it, eyes closed, hands braced against the wall, trying to breathe. Trying not to think about how hard I was already.

I didn’t even know when it happened.

Just that it had.

And I couldn’t get it under control.

Behind me, I heard the slick drag of soap in skin. The shift of feet. A soft grunt as he rolled out his shoulders.

Then his voice.

“Not your typical first night, huh?”

It cut through the steam like a scalpel. Casual. Even a little amused.

I blinked water from my eyes. “Not exactly.”

He didn’t say anything for a second. Just the sound of water. The echo of it hitting tile. I could still see the shadow of him beyond the divider—the blur of movement, the shape of his arm as he reached for the soap.

Then: “You froze up a little. Back there.”

I felt my pulse jump. “Didn’t expect a surprise like that.”

“No one does.” His voice had dropped slightly. Less teasing now. “But you handled it. Didn’t throw up. Didn’t bail. Most interns would’ve needed a stretcher.”

I let out a low breath. “High bar.”

“It is here.”

Another beat passed. Then: “You’ll get used to it.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My hand had drifted lower again without permission. The heat from the water, the sound of his voice, the image in my head—it was too much.

And it wasn’t just about the size. Not really.

It was the casualness of it. The unbothered exposure. The way he didn’t even register that someone might be watching him. Or maybe he did, and just didn’t care. Either way, it made something in me burn.

My fingers wrapped around myself under the water. I moved slow. Quiet.

This wasn’t for pleasure.

This was survival.

His voice came again, closer now. A change in tone.

“You good over there?”

I coughed. “Yeah. Just… warm in here.”

A pause.

Then, quieter: “You get used to that too.”

I bit the inside of my cheek to stay quiet. My hand tightened slightly, the motion kept low, hidden. My forehead pressed to the tile, hot water streaming down the back of my neck like it could wash the thought out of me.

It couldn’t.

I let out a breath. Stilled my hand.

Then—I turned.

Deliberate. Controlled.

I turned just far enough to see around the edge of the divider. My shoulder stayed tucked behind it, just in case. But my eyes—my eyes were on him.

Foster.

He hadn’t moved much. Still in his stall, head under the spray, one arm braced against the tile. He’d started soaping again—slow, methodical, like he was working through a checklist. Biceps flexing. Water dripping down the line of his spine. His hips tilted slightly back, one heel lifted, the weight shifting as he moved to rinse.

And his cock—Jesus.

Even soft, it was obscene. Not in a grotesque way, but in a way that made it real. A thick line of skin between his legs, swaying slightly with each shift of movement, resting heavy against the top of his thigh. Big without bragging. Just… there.

Unignorable.

I didn’t pretend not to look.

My hand moved again. This time not low. Not subtle.

I wrapped around myself fully, palm already wet, grip tight. The rush hit immediately—heat, yes, but more than that. Risk. The thrill of being this close, this brazen. Of jerking off to a man I’d spent the last four hours trying to impress. Of doing it while he stood five feet away, completely naked, completely unaware.

Or at least—acting like he was.

“Water’s decent tonight,” he said suddenly.

His voice cut through the steam like a slow blade.

I blinked. Kept my rhythm steady.

“Yeah,” I said. My voice didn’t crack. I didn’t stop. “Better than I expected.”

He huffed a quiet laugh, not turning. “Low bar. You should’ve seen it in March. It came out brown for a week.”

I bit down a moan. Turned it into a chuckle.

“Good to know.”

He lathered up again. I watched his hand drag across his chest, down his stomach, over the slight swell of his abs—all casual, all routine. Then lower.

He scrubbed between his thighs with mechanical efficiency, rinsed, and shook the water off. Everything about him was clean and practiced—just clinical enough to pretend this wasn’t personal.

But it was.

My breath came faster now, ragged at the edges. My fist worked tighter, timed to the sound of his voice, the rhythm of his rinse.

“You always this quiet?” he asked, rinsing the back of his neck. “Or am I just that charming?”

I swallowed hard.

“Just focused.”

Another pause. Another rinse.

“Focused on what?”

My eyes never left his body.

“Trying not to fuck up.”

He chuckled again—low, rough. It hit me in the spine.

“You’re doing fine,” he said. “You just don’t blink much.”

Neither do you, I thought.

I shifted my stance, leaned back slightly against the tile, and let myself chase it. Every flex of his thigh. Every twitch of his hand. Every echo of his voice bouncing off tile and skin.

It came on fast—heat coiled tight, breath catching behind my teeth, my hand working faster now, wrist tucked low, muscles locked tight to keep it quiet.

I looked straight at him when it happened.

When I came.

Mouth clamped shut. Eyes half-lidded. Every nerve in my body lit up like a warning flare.

It took everything in me not to say his name. Ropes of cum spilling from my cock getting caught in the steam of water going down the drain.

Instead, I gasped once—sharp and breathless—and let the water carry the rest away.

When I looked again, he was rinsing shampoo from his hair, eyes closed, head tilted back.

And I wondered—not for the first time—if he knew.

If he’d always known.










CHAPTER TWO

Fucked in the Head







THE LOCKER ROOM was still warm from the steam, quiet except for the low hum of overhead lights and the soft, rhythmic drip of a wet towel hitting tile. I stepped in wrapped in cotton, skin flushed from the heat and the aftershocks of something I hadn’t fully let go of. The room wasn’t spinning, but it wasn’t still either.

Foster was already there, standing in front of his locker with one foot braced against the bench, toweling off like he had somewhere better to be. His scrub pants lay folded beside him. His hair was pushed back, still dripping. The clean lines of his body were backlit by overhead fluorescents, every movement clean, casual, unhurried.

He didn’t look at me, didn’t acknowledge me beyond the faintest tilt of his head when I walked in. I nodded back—barely—and turned to the opposite row of lockers, grabbing the folded set of scrubs someone had dropped off while we were still under the water.

I moved slowly. Deliberately. Anything faster and I’d give myself away.

Behind me, I heard the soft snap of his towel hitting the laundry bin, followed by the shuffling rustle of fabric. Then—a pause.

“Shit,” Foster said under his breath.

I turned, just slightly, pretending to check the bench for socks. “What’s up?”

“That was my last clean pair,” he replied, and he said it like it was nothing, like he was talking about gloves or pens.

I didn’t ask. I didn’t need to. Because when I glanced—carefully, subtly, just enough to see—he was stepping into his scrub pants without putting on underwear. I watched the elastic drawstring slide across his hips, the fabric pulling taut across his ass, hanging a little looser than it should’ve over the front.

He adjusted the waistband and let it go with a snap.

“Guess I’m going commando,” he said. “Not the first time. Won’t be the last.”

There was no wink, no pause for effect. He said it like it was just part of the job—like it didn’t mean anything.

But it did.

Because I was looking. And he had to know that.

He reached for his scrub top next, tugging it on in one fluid motion. His skin was still pink from the heat, chest flushed in patches, the faint line of a surgical scar visible for half a second before it disappeared beneath the collar. He smoothed the fabric down his stomach, then clipped his badge to the neckline and grabbed his chart off the bench.

He moved like nothing had happened. Like he hadn’t just walked around fully naked in front of me. Like he hadn’t just told me—casually, offhandedly—that there was nothing between him and that thin pair of scrub pants.

I dressed in silence, trying to keep my breathing even. My own underwear felt damp, sticking uncomfortably to my skin in a way that reminded me of everything I was still pretending hadn’t happened.

By the time I tied my drawstring, Foster was already halfway to the door. He stopped at the threshold and looked back at me, one hand on the frame.

“Ten minutes until meds. We’ll circle back to ortho before rounds. You good?”

I nodded.

“Sure?”

His eyes held mine for a second longer than necessary. I didn’t blink.

“I’m good,” I said.

He didn’t smile. Just nodded once and disappeared down the hall.

I exhaled. Sat on the edge of the bench for a moment longer. Then I stood, grabbed the chart he’d left me, and followed him out.

My heart was still pounding.

Because now I knew exactly how he looked naked.

And now I knew—for the rest of the night—he wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

—-

It was 3am by the time we hit the neuro floor, the overhead lights had dimmed to night mode, and most of the hospital felt like it had exhaled. Monitors beeped softly down the halls. The occasional burst of laughter echoed from the nurse’s station. You could feel the hour in your bones.

Foster moved a little slower now—not sloppy, just less sharp around the edges. He rolled his shoulder after every other doorway. Pinched the bridge of his nose between consults. The energy was still there, but it ran closer to the bottom of the tank.

We were outside room 514 when he handed me the chart.



