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CHAPTER 1
Iris
The MRI images don't lie. Her knee is shattered, her professional career hanging by a thread. I stare at the scans sent over by her doctors, and there's no doubt about the extent of the injury.
Soccer isn't really my thing, but Anna Forling's reputation precedes her. The legendary talent, the explosive temper, the indomitable fighting spirit that propelled her to the top... Now, it all teeters on a knife's edge.
I take a deep breath and sigh. God, I hate cases like this. The press will find out she's at Watson Memorial soon enough, and then I'll be hounded for updates on her prognosis and recovery timeline. Last year, I had to operate on a top tennis player, and some of his crazed fans even threatened me if I didn't get him back on the court.
"Damn, have you seen the pics?" Arya asks, plopping down in a chair across from my desk.
"That knee looks rough," I admit with another sigh.
"No, not the scans, dumbass. The Google images of HER. This soccer star is smoking hot... and single," she adds, shoving her phone in my face.
I roll my eyes and hand the phone back, barely glancing at it. Still, it's hard to ignore the pic Arya picked, with my soon-to-be patient in shorts and a sports bra, her perfectly toned body glistening.
And that smile... Shit, what a smile.
"Right now, I'm only interested in her knee," I protest.
"Well, watch out for that temper, too. I hear she's got quite the reputation..." Arya warns with a smirk. "Good thing I don't have to deal with her."
Soon, the noise in the hallway grows louder. I peek out my half-open door to see a blonde woman in a wheelchair, surrounded by worried-looking people. It can only be her.
"Let the games begin!" Arya rubs her hands together, a cryptic smile playing on her lips. "This is gonna be fun."
Even slumped in a wheelchair, not a hint of her trademark grin in sight, Anna Forling exudes magnetism. The moment our eyes meet, I feel an electric current zing through my body.
She tries to keep up a defiant, almost haughty air, but I've been treating knee injuries in elite athletes for a long time. Those eyes reflect the fear of facing the potential end of her dreams. I know this feeling all too well—the terror of losing the one thing that defines you, the desperate need to cling to your identity even as you watch everything crumble around you.
"Let's get this over with," she mutters, taking a deep breath as she enters my office.
"As your team doctors diagnosed, you have a complete tear of the anterior cruciate ligament," I inform her.
Anna winces at my words. She knows what this means. She's been lucky to have a long career with very few injuries, but at her age, this could be devastating. Her eyes narrow for a moment, a flash of something between fear and anger.
"I knew it," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "I felt it pop, and then the pain..." She stops herself, squeezing her eyes shut as if trying to block out the memory.
"Can you walk me through how it happened?" I ask gently, trying to better understand the extent of the injury.
Anna clenches her jaw and balls her fists before speaking.
"It was a routine play. I've done that cut a thousand times. But this time, when I planted my foot to change direction, my knee just... gave out. I heard this snapping sound, felt pain shoot up my leg, the instability. I knew right then something was very wrong," she admits.
"The ACL is critical for stabilizing the knee joint," I explain, pointing to the MRI images. "To restore its function, surgery is our only option."
"When?" is all she asks.
"On our end, the sooner, the better," I say, meeting Anna's intense gaze.
"Tomorrow," she interjects, glancing at her team's head doctor.
"Dr. Ramírez is the best for this type of surgery," the man assures, placing his hands on Anna's shoulders in a gesture of support.
Anna flashes a smile and nods, but the worry etched on her face is plain to see.
"The surgery itself isn't complicated," I explain, hoping to put her at ease. "We'll use a graft to replace the torn ligament. If the arthroscopy shows no additional damage to the meniscus or cartilage, it should only take one to two hours. And don't worry, you'll be under general anesthesia, completely asleep and pain-free."
"So basically, you take a nap while Dr. Ramírez does all the hard work," Arya cuts in with a smirk. "When you wake up, bam, all done! It's like a spa day, minus the cucumber slices on your eyelids."
I roll my eyes, bracing for the worst, but to my surprise, Anna cracks a smile. At least Arya's quip eases the tension.
"Well, when you put it that way, it doesn't sound half bad," Anna sighs. "And the recovery?"
From experience, I know this is the part that terrifies athletes the most. Deep down, Anna knows, too. I'm sure she's seen teammates go through this same injury, aware of how long and grueling the process can be.
"We have an excellent sports rehab and physical therapy department to help fast-track your return to competition with the best odds," I assure her. "It's a long and challenging road, but with some luck, you'll be ready to get back on the field by the end of the season."
My words seem to reassure her, and the first hint of a real smile plays on her lips since she entered my office.
"The first few weeks are the toughest," I warn gently. "No weight bearing on that knee. PT sessions will start almost right away, focusing on range of motion exercises, then gradually building strength. Most patients recover fully, but I know from experience it can feel like a slog at times."
"I'm used to grinding," Anna scoffs. "I'm not your average patient."
I just smile and nod, choosing not to mention how many elite athletes have said those exact words to me. The higher the level, the more frustrating the recovery. They're raring to get back in the game ASAP.



CHAPTER 2
Iris
The operating room buzzes with activity, a hive of controlled chaos. Under the harsh lights, Anna Forling, sedated by anesthesia, seems smaller, vulnerable. The fierce magnetism she radiates when her eyes meet yours is now dormant.
"Dr. 'Silky Hands' Ramírez, ready for action," a voice quips behind me.
I spin around. "Arya, what the hell are you doing here? No surgeries in cardio, or did the board ask you to keep an eye on our VIP?"
"Blame the damn flu. No one else available to lend a hand." Her dark eyes sparkle mischievously above her surgical mask. "Hey, bright side — if the soccer player has a heart attack and needs an emergency stent, I'm your girl!"
Once the anesthesiologist gives the green light, I take a deep breath and make the first incision. From that moment, the rest of the world fades away. It's just me, Anna, and the intricate dance of muscle, bone, and ligament beneath my hands.
"If she can't play soccer anymore, she could always model," Arya whispers, uncharacteristically quiet for most of the surgery.
I shake my head, rolling my eyes at her comment, hiding a smile behind my mask. "I thought we were staying professional, Kumari," I chide, positioning the graft in Anna's knee.
"Well, in cardio, I don't usually operate on patients with legs like that." She winks. "But don't worry, I'm speaking from a purely aesthetic standpoint." Her quip earns a chuckle from two interns observing the surgery.
"I'm sure Patricia would love to hear more about your purely aesthetic appreciation of our patient."
"Dammit, Ramírez, way to kill the fun." Arya throws up her hands in mock surrender. "I'm a happily married woman who just happens to have eyes and can admire a hot chick."
"Vitals stable," the head nurse announces, restoring some order to the OR.
The rest of the surgery progresses smoothly. Each incision, each pass of needle and thread, brings us closer to our end goal. Even after years of experience in the operating room, I can't help but marvel at the complexity of the human body.
Finally, it's over after what feels like both an eternity and no time at all. I allow myself a small sigh of relief. We've done textbook work.
"Congrats, if I ever blow out my knee, I know who to call," Arya jokes as we exit the OR.
As the nurses prepare to move Anna to post-op recovery, I steal one last glance and feel a strange tug in my chest. I can't quite explain it, but I want to see her fully recovered. Not just as her surgeon—I want that for all my patients—but also as...
I shake my head and squeeze my eyes shut, trying to banish those thoughts. She's a patient, period. Maybe a complex, fascinating, painfully attractive patient, but a patient nonetheless.
"Earth to Iris." Arya waves a hand in front of my face. "Come on, stop making heart eyes at the soccer star. Let's go change."
"I wasn't making heart eyes," I protest.
"Mark my words, there's something there. Maybe when she's recovered, you should ask her out."
"Arya, don't be a jerk."
"You know my wife was the mother of one of my patients, right?" she asks as we reach the locker room.
"I know the story."
"Well, there you go," she points out.
***
The euphoria of the surgery's success fades a few days later, replaced by the cold, harsh reality of recovery. Anna Forling is a caged tigress, brimming with barely contained energy and aggression fueled by frustration.
On some level, I get it. I've seen this in other elite athletes, though perhaps not with such intensity. Their very identity hinges on talent and physical prowess. The prospect of a lengthy, somewhat uncertain recovery must be terrifying.
"I'm not hungry!" Anna shouts as I enter her room.
The nursing assistant stands frozen, unsure of what to do with the tray of food she just brought.
I flash a smile. "I've got this." Turning to Anna, I ask, "What's wrong with the food?"
"Seriously? You want me to spell it out?" She wrinkles her nose in disgust. "Have you ever eaten this stuff?"
"Many times. It's a nutritionally complete diet that will help you recover, and it's not bad tasting. A bit bland, maybe, but salt isn't good for our patients. That's why we give you a little packet on the side — you can always add some."
"How long do I have to stay here?" Anna asks, her face twisted in annoyance.
"Look, you can go home tomorrow if you want. A typical patient would be discharged by now. In your case, as a high-performance athlete, your team's medical staff asked us to extend your stay to ensure everything goes perfectly. If you disagree, take it up with them." I'm starting to lose patience with her bad mood.
"This place is suffocating," she complains.
"Anna, I know you're worried about your future. I understand you're bursting with energy and feel like you're wasting away in here, but this waiting game is part of your recovery. And you shouldn't take it out on the people trying to help you."
"Fuck!" Anna grabs the food tray and hurls it against the wall. "I don't want this! I just want to play again. It's not fair. Just fucking leave me alone!" She buries her face in the pillow.
"Did you hear a single word I said?" I demand, my anger rising. "Of course, it's not fair. Life is full of unfair things, Anna. Stop acting like a spoiled child and face reality like an adult. Yes, you have months of recovery ahead, and that might seem awful to you, but people die in this hospital every day. Others come in with serious illnesses. There's a whole team working to get you back on the field in top form. Enough with the self-pity and mistreating others."
"But -"
"No, listen to me!" I cut her off, holding up a hand. "I know you're used to being a star, being admired, having everyone do what you say. But now, you need to be patient and let us do our jobs while you focus on yours — cooperating and improving day by day. I've performed this surgery many times. I understand it's a long process. Throwing tantrums like a toddler won't get you back on the field any faster."
I spin on my heel and leave the room with a small slam of the door. This woman is going to be the death of me.



CHAPTER 3
Anna
Pain.
It's been my constant companion these past two weeks as I've begun rehab. Searing, relentless agony that seems intent on devouring me from within.
I clench my teeth, trying to breathe deeply as the physical therapist manipulates my knee. Each movement sends a fresh jolt of torment through me.
"Fuck!" I protest when an especially vicious stab radiates from my knee.
"Easy now," Iris soothes, squeezing my shoulder. "I know it hurts, but we need to accelerate your recovery if you want to get back on the field before the season ends."
I roll my eyes, expelling a big breath as I wipe beads of sweat from my forehead. "Easy for you to say. You're not the one being tortured here," I quip.
"True, but I'm the one who has to deal with you in my office later," the doctor counters with a wink.
A silly grin tugs at my lips, and it's starting to worry me. It's not the first or second time this has happened. Far too often, I catch myself smiling at her every remark.
After leaving the hospital, the team's medical staff and Dr. Ramírez thought it best for me to spend a couple weeks at the rehab center in their facilities. I have to admit, it's almost like a five-star hotel, just with doctors, nurses, and therapists everywhere. The amenities are top-notch and save me the daily commute. The hospital charges an arm and a leg for this convenience, but luckily, the club foots the bill.
In the next room, my neighbor is a famous tennis player who spends too much time arguing with his girlfriend or playing video games. At the end of the hall is a basketball player I met at the last Olympics. I barely see the handful of other temporary patients staying here.
Without fail, the highlight of my day is Dr. Ramírez's afternoon visit, though she likes to drop by in the morning to monitor my rehab sessions whenever her schedule allows.
There's something about that woman. I'm not sure what it is — I suppose it's the whole package. She's smart, funny, and doesn't treat me like a superstar, just another patient. I adore her smile... and her ass.
"Shit!" I yelp as another stab of pain hits.
Frustration overwhelms me, and I bring both hands to my head. I'm used to being in control, pushing my body to and past its limits with no consequences. In my entire sports career, I've barely had injuries that sidelined me for more than a couple weeks. And now... fuck, now I feel as helpless as a newborn. It's almost humiliating, and I know it will only get worse.
I've always had a difficult personality. At least that's what everyone tells me. I guess anger feels familiar, comfortable. Since I was little, it's been a shield I hide behind so my shyness doesn't make me seem vulnerable. But these days, I lash out at everyone — the therapists, the nurses. I've even yelled at Iris a couple times, and somehow she still smiles every time we talk.
The truth is, I'm terrified. Soccer is all I've ever known. It's everything to me, the only thing I've ever been good at. Without soccer... who the hell am I? Even I don't know. It's my identity. I always refused to think about what would happen the day I hang up my cleats and never step on a field again. Now, the mere possibility of that moment coming sooner fills me with dread.
At night, alone in my room, I want to scream. Or cry. Or put my fist through the wall. It's horrible. Thousands of hours of training, and suddenly, it could all be over.
And there's her smile again. That smile that makes me tremble, and she doesn't even realize it.
"Hey, you don't have to go through this alone, Anna," Iris whispers, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear. "I'm here to help. We all are."
"What if I can't play again?" I ask as the therapist steps away.
It's the first time I've voiced this fear aloud, and I can almost see the question hanging in the air. Iris gently strokes my arm, leaning in to meet my gaze.
"I don't know how to do anything else," I confess, my voice barely above a whisper.
"That's not going to happen, Anna," Iris replies simply, and my eyes feel inexorably drawn to her slightly parted lips. "We're taking this one step at a time. You're a warrior, a woman used to fighting. You'll make it. And I'll be right here with you every step of the way." She punctuates her promise with a wink.
I nod slowly, not trusting myself to speak or argue. Suddenly, Iris leans in closer, her fingers grazing my cheek, and my heart skips several beats.
The week passes in a blur of pain and progress, frustration and small victories in equal measure. Iris drops by daily to oversee my therapy. She pushes and prods when I need it, but also listens to my fears and worries — things I've confessed to very few people. Sometimes, she lingers just to chat, and we talk about everything and nothing. Her crazy hospital shifts, my childhood in one of New York's worst neighborhoods, how the boys didn't want a girl playing soccer with them. Our bizarre fondness for the most ridiculous reality TV shows and chocolate ice cream.
I don't understand why, but I open up to her in a way I never have with anyone. I confess the pressure I've always felt, the weight of expectations. First, from my family, seeing my soccer talent as a way out of poverty. Then from my team, the fans, the whole damn world. I tell her about my constant fear of failure, of not being good enough.
"I don't know who I am without soccer," I admit one afternoon, twisting a loose thread from the blanket around my index finger. "It's been my entire life for so long. It's become my identity."
"Soccer is what you do, not who you are," Iris counters. "It's an important part of your life, but not the sum total of it. Think about it — if you woke up tomorrow and soccer didn't exist, would you stop being Anna? Would everything that makes you unique, the pain in your knee, just disappear?"
"No."
"Of course not. You'd still be the same person. Funny, even when you don't mean to be. Sweet, once you remove that imaginary armor you insist on wearing so no one gets to know the real you. Soccer may have shaped you, molded you physically and as a person. But it didn't create you. What you are, you've done on your own. You'd still be an incredible, brave woman who fights for what she wants."
"You mean that?" I ask, letting out a breath I didn't realize I was holding.
"Absolutely," she affirms.
At that moment, I'm acutely aware of how close we're sitting. I feel the heat of her body, a tingle spreading low in my belly. Iris seems to notice, her gaze lingering on my lips.
"Anna," she breathes, caressing my cheek with the back of her hand.
I close my eyes, a soft sigh escaping me as I nervously await a kiss that never comes. A knock at the door shatters the magic.
Iris leaps to her feet, clearing her throat and smoothing her lab coat with her palms. I can see the flush in her cheeks when the nurse enters, the slight tremble of her hands as she gathers her things.
"I have to go," she announces. "Everything is progressing very satisfactorily, Miss Forling," she adds before hurrying out of the room, leaving me with a strange emptiness.



CHAPTER 4
Anna
The next day, things are... awkward, to say the least. Iris is as professional as ever but maintains a clear distance between us, a caution that wasn't there before. She keeps every interaction strictly focused on my therapy. No more casual conversations, no more little confessions or those subtle touches on the small of my back that used to make me shiver.
It's like she's built a wall between us.
And I hate it.
Every now and then, I try to break through. I crack jokes and seek more contact with her, but Iris just smiles politely or changes the subject.
It's frustrating.
Really frustrating.
Mainly because I can't get the way she looked at me yesterday out of my head, like she wanted to devour me whole.
And now that she's ignoring me, I'm starting to realize I'm very attracted to this woman. I assumed she felt the same. But now? Now I'm not so sure.
This is new for me. The press calls me a heartbreaker, says I can seduce any woman. The reality is very different. I don't do anything; they seduce me. I'm used to them coming on to me, even if it's for the wrong reasons, and they end up hurting me. They're almost always after something — a lifestyle, being seen at trendy clubs or VIP parties. Gifts, contacts... or just bragging to their friends that they slept with a famous soccer player.
When it's almost lunchtime and we're finishing up the physical therapy session, everything explodes. The exercise is exhausting, and my knee is screaming with every flex. They're pushing me harder than usual today, and the fact that Iris is ignoring me puts me in a really bad mood.
"Come on, I need five more reps," the physical therapist insists.
"I can't," I growl.
"Of course you can! You're not trying hard enough."
"I told you I can't, dammit!" I shout, smacking the exam table.
The physical therapist raises her hands, stumbling back with a look somewhere between surprise and disappointment, and leaves the room.
"What the hell was that?" Iris demands, stepping in front of me to fix me with a stare.
"Oh, so now you want to talk to me? After ignoring me all damn morning?" I bark, trying to stand up and looking away.
"I haven't ignored you for a second, Anna," she defends, grabbing my elbow to stop me and make me sit back down on the table. "I've treated you the way I should, professionally."
"Bullshit!" I yell. "You've been distant, and you know it, nothing like yesterday afternoon..."
I pause, cutting myself off. Maybe I'm imagining things that aren't there.
"Don't, Anna," Iris sighs, her gaze turning sad. "Don't go there."
For a split second, I want to stop. Her eyes are telling me I shouldn't even mention it, but I can't contain myself. Weeks of pain, frustration, and fear of never competing again erupt out of me like a torrent of emotions. They make me lose control.
"Why not? Can't I talk about how you almost kissed me yesterday? Can't I mention that you were looking at me like you were fucking me with your eyes? Or are we supposed to pretend that never happened?"
My breathing speeds up. Her expression changes. It's strange. I can't define it. Fear? Utter disappointment? Something in between? I immediately regret speaking; I'm a damn blabbermouth when I lose control.
"It was a mistake," she admits in a thin voice. "A moment of weakness. It won't happen again."
Her words hit me like a ton of bricks. A mistake. Of course, naturally.
"Anna, I didn't..."
"Forget it, dammit!" I growl, gripping my crutches tightly to escape the recovery room as fast as possible.
"Anna, wait, please."
But her voice is already a distant echo. I slam the door, the sound reverberating down the hallway. Risking a fall, I storm into my room like a hurricane of pure adrenaline and collapse onto the bed as soon as the door closes behind me.
And then, for the first time since the day of the injury, I break. I let out everything I've been holding inside, all the tension I've been retaining. Salty tears roll down my cheeks, soaking the pillow.
I cry.
I cry for my knee, for those damn cruciate ligaments that couldn't hold out a couple more years or three until I retired. For my dreams that are now fading. For the fear that soccer could be over forever, for the frustration of not knowing what to do with my life, of losing my own identity.
And I cry for Iris. Because last night, I was an idiot who allowed herself to dream of a future between us when we don't even know each other.
It's the same old shit. I can't be any more stupid.



CHAPTER 5
Iris
"Well, well, look who decides to grace us with her presence," Arya teases as I approach.
She's sitting at her usual table, devouring a bagel with melted cheese and flipping through a medical journal.
"How are things going with the hot soccer player?"
"Don't start; I've got enough of this mess in my head," I protest, rolling my eyes as I sit down next to her.
"So a mess, huh? Tell me more. I want to know everything," she insists, leaning towards me with an ear-to-ear grin.
I shake my head, debating whether I should confess my feelings, but I need to talk to someone, and Arya is trustworthy. Besides, she won't stop until I tell her.
"I think..." I pause, stopping to try to put the words in order or gather enough courage to let them out of my mouth. "I think I'm starting to have feelings for Anna Forling," I confess in a thin voice.
"I knew it! Damn, I knew it! I knew from day one," Arya announces, doing a little dance. "Wow, it was so obvious from a mile away. Those looks, that tension like you wanted to rip her clothes off with your teeth."
"Could you keep your voice down?" I protest, glancing around. "The whole hospital is going to find out."
"What's the whole hospital going to find out?" Rachel inquires, sitting down at our table with a huge cup of coffee and a grilled cheese sandwich.
"Iris has the hots for her star patient," Arya blurts out without a second thought.
"I never said I have the hots for her, I only admitted that maybe I'm starting to feel something," I complain. "Rachel, for heaven's sake, you can't say anything about this."
"Dr. Harris here went through the same thing, so she won't say anything. Well, hers was a lot more disturbing because her patient was in a coma at first. It was a little creepy, but then everything turned out fine," Arya jokes.
"Natalie, was your patient?"
"Yeah, well, don't mind Arya, you know how she is. We didn't have anything until she left the hospital," Rachel explains, raising her hands.
"Yeah, yeah... nothing, nothing... not exactly," Arya interrupts. "But anyway, let's focus on what's important. Are you sure these are real feelings and not some kind of admiration because she's a famous soccer player?"
"I don't give a damn that she's famous. It's... I don't know; something about her attracts me like a magnet. I can't exactly explain what it is. I guess it's a combination of things."
"Or that you haven't gotten laid in a long time, and she's really hot."
"You're a jerk, Arya," I protest. "You're like this all day. It's like you never left high school."
"Must be the water they serve in the cafeteria," she huffs, shrugging.
"Seriously, what am I supposed to do? Anna is my patient, and there are a thousand rules against that. And for good reason. If I had to operate on her again right now, I think I'd get pretty nervous. I can make wrong decisions if I don't keep a completely cool head."
"Ah, rules, rules. Rules are made to be broken. This place has too many of them anyway."
"Take your time, Iris," Rachel cuts in, clicking her tongue to stop Arya from talking. "Don't rush into anything. She has little time left until she's no longer your patient, right? Spend more time with her, get to know her better, and if you see that things can work out between you, then go for it. Give it a shot."
"Yeah, but don't fall asleep on it either; the soccer player's gonna have needs. Watch out; as soon as she gets out of here, she might go looking for someone else," Arya points out, raising her eyebrows.
I give her a little punch on the shoulder, and soon, the conversation moves on to other topics. Arya starts telling me how one of the surgery robots, which she's nicknamed Terminator, seems to have a mind of its own when I get a call.
"Dr. Ramírez," I answer, trying to keep a professional tone despite seeing it's a call from the rehab center affiliated with the hospital.
"Sorry to bother you, Dr. Ramírez," I hear on the other end of the line. "The thing is, Miss Forling is causing some trouble. She refuses to cooperate, claiming she feels a lot of pain in her knee. She insists on talking to you."
I let out a long sigh as I massage my temples. The way she was acting yesterday afternoon, I should have guessed Anna wouldn't make it easy on anyone, not even herself.
"I'll be right there," I reply, ending the call.
"Trouble in paradise?" Rachel asks, raising her eyebrows.
"Apparently, Anna is being a bit difficult. I have to go deal with her," I explain.
"That woman needs to burn off some energy, and I know the perfect way, but I'd rather not say anything else," Arya jokes, throwing up her hands as I leave the table.
Twenty minutes later, I walk into Anna's room at the rehab center, mentally preparing myself for the coming storm. I find her lying in bed, arms crossed over her chest, wearing shorts and a tank top that shows off her gorgeous shoulders.
"Dr. Ramírez, what a surprise!" she greets with sarcasm.
"What's going on now?"
"You didn't come to see me today," she says, clicking her tongue.
"I have other patients, Anna. People who want to get better and don't act like spoiled children. I know this must be very frustrating for you, you're used to action, to everything going well, but you must do your part to recover. We can't work miracles."
"Does it really matter? I'll never be at my best. The years are passing, and this injury has been the final nail in the coffin that will end my sports career. Is it worth recovering just to watch the games from the bench?"
Her voice breaks as she utters those last words, and a lump forms in my throat. Beneath her armor, there's an abundance of fear and vulnerability. She's afraid of losing everything, of being nothing without soccer. It's a feeling I understand all too well.
"Anna, listen to me," I whisper, sitting next to her on the bed. "I know what you're going through, and it's understandable that you're both frustrated and scared."
"You have no freaking idea what I'm going through," she snaps, looking away.
"I may not have been a famous athlete like you, but before I dedicated myself to medicine, while I was in college, I used to run triathlons. There were a few months left before the Olympics, and I had been called for trials to decide the national team. I remember that day it was raining. I pushed too hard on a long downhill with the bike and lost control. The result was a fracture of both the tibial plateau and the distal femur."
"Damn," she sighs.
"Yeah, that's exactly what I said, and that was before I knew the severity of the injury. There were no more Olympics, no return to competition. My sports career was over forever, and since then, I've dedicated myself to fixing other people's knees. So... yes, I know more or less what you're going through because I can assure you that I cried and cried. I cried every day until I had no more tears left. All of a sudden, all my dreams disappeared and I had to recover and start a new life," I explain.
"Must have been hell," she hisses.
"You bet, but listen to me," I say, taking her chin between my fingers so she looks at me. "I know you're scared even though you try to hide it. I know the idea of a future without soccer is terrifying. But I promise you that I will do everything in my power to help you come back in top form. You'll be back before the end of the season, okay? But you have to do your part," I add with a wink.
Anna stares at me, her eyes searching mine as if trying to gauge the sincerity of my words. To my surprise, a lone tear she tries to hide slides down her cheek.
"I don't know if I can do it," she admits with a huff.
"You're Anna Forling," I reply, squeezing her hand. "A fighter, a survivor. Much stronger than you think you are. And I'll be with you every step of the way... if you let me."
Upon hearing my words, she bites her lower lip and squints. A beautiful smile forms on her lips, and in that moment, I know I'm lost. I'm falling, fast and hard, with no safety net.
"Can I propose something?" I ask with trepidation.
"Is it something sexual?" she jokes, making me very nervous.
"You're such an idiot! I think it would help you improve."
"Go ahead."
"Your body will heal, but..." I hesitate for a few moments, choosing my words carefully. "Your mind needs to heal too, Anna, and it's just as important as the physical part, even more so. As an elite athlete, you know that very well."
"What do you mean?"
"We receive many top-level athletes, so our services also include a sports psychologist specializing in dealing with these issues, Dr. Nightman. He has worked with many elite athletes, helping them overcome mental blocks and return to competition and..."
"We already have a sports psychologist on my soccer team, and I don't use him," she interrupts me. "I don't want anyone poking around in my head."
"I imagine it's very difficult for you to open up to someone, even a professional, but you can fully trust him. It's about giving you all the possible tools to help with your recovery. Anna, when a woman breaks, it starts in the mind before reaching the body. Let me help you," I insist, surprising myself as I caress her cheekbone with my thumb.
"Ugh, fine, I'll talk to him, but I'm not promising anything," she sighs, instinctively leaning her face into my hand.
I can't help but smile.
"That's all I'm asking," I whisper, making a titanic effort not to continue caressing her cheek.



CHAPTER 6
Anna
My gaze lingers on the doorknob as my heart pounds with the same force as before a decisive match. However, this time, there's no stadium full of people chanting our name; it's just an office. And the opponent I must defeat is not a soccer team. It's my damn mind. The same one that has been tormenting me since I was a teenager.
I take a deep breath and close my eyes, tugging on my shirt three times to break the loop, as they taught me. I try to concentrate like before the games, but it's more challenging without the crowd's roar, the smell of freshly watered grass, or the feeling of the ball at my feet.
"Anna?" Dr. Nightman's voice pulls me from my thoughts, bringing me back to reality. He fixes those small blue eyes on me, disconcertingly perceptive. "Where did you go?"
"What?"
"Your body was here, but your mind wasn't," he clarifies.
"No, no," I apologize. "It's just that... I don't know, I was thinking about... things."
"About things... I see. Well, why don't we talk about those things?" he suggests, drawing air quotes as he says that last word.
I take a quick glance at the wheelchair the nurse brought me to the office in and wonder if I'll be able to maneuver it fast enough to escape from here without the psychologist catching me. But then I think of Iris and the hope she has in these sessions. I momentarily close my eyes, and a small smile forms on my lips.
"Talk to me about your injury," Dr. Nightman suggests, tapping the tip of his pen on his notepad. "I'm not talking about the physical details, but rather, above all, how it's affecting you emotionally."
I shift into the wheelchair, which creaks under my weight, and let out a long sigh before I start talking.
"It's shit," I admit bluntly. "I can't play, I can't train, I can't do anything I like. It's like they ripped a part of me away."
"So you could say that your identity is closely tied to your role as a top-level soccer player," he nods, scribbling something on his pad.
"Yeah, of course. Soccer is my life; it's what I've been doing since I was a kid. Without it... without it, I'm nothing... I don't know who I am," I confess, lowering my voice and feeling a pang of pain as I hear my own words.
"And that scares you."
It's not a question. It's a blunt statement.
"It terrifies me," I sigh, slowly nodding my head.
Little by little, he gets me to open up more, which is no small feat, because I hate telling people how I feel. I've never known how to open up to others. It's nothing personal; I just don't know how. I'm too clumsy in that facet and I often give the image of a conceited and arrogant person when I'm just shy.
We talk about my fears, my doubts, the tireless and annoying little voice inside me that repeats over and over that I won't be the same, that my sports career is over. And as much as I hate to admit it, it feels good to talk about it, to confess my fears out loud, to give voice to the negative thoughts that have been swirling in my mind for weeks. Iris was right, this man knows what he's doing.
Until he asks a question I wasn't expecting, one that throws me off balance and puts me on the defensive.
"You've mentioned Dr. Iris Ramírez a bunch of times, I don't know if you've noticed," he points out, looking at me over his tortoiseshell glasses. "Do you consider her an important part of your recovery process?"
Shit. What does he mean? It seems like an innocent question, but I'm sure it implies something more.
"She's my surgeon, of course she's an important part of my recovery process," I retort, a bit colder than I intended.
"Yes, of course, without a doubt. But that's it; the fundamental part was the surgery itself, which already happened. Now, it would be logical for you to talk more about your physical therapists, your teammates, and your friends. I don't know. It just seems weird to me that you keep mentioning Dr. Ramírez and not those people. Also..."
"I don't know what you're implying by that," I interrupt, annoyed, perhaps with a passive-aggressive attitude that I should know how to control.
"I'm not implying anything, Anna," he apologizes politely, raising his hands as if to indicate he doesn't want to argue. "I'm just observing, and your eyes light up when you talk about her. That's why I assume you consider her very important in your recovery process."
"She's supporting me a lot, that's all," I defend myself, although I feel my ears turning red to the tips.
I avert my gaze to avoid meeting his, as if I just discovered that the diplomas hanging on the wall were the most fascinating thing in the world.
Dr. Nightman hums an old song, jotting something down on his notepad, which must be full by now. I wonder if he has one for each patient or if he later transcribes it onto the computer.
"Dr. Ramírez is the person treating my knee. End of story," I clarify, surprising myself with the bluntness of my tone.
The psychologist looks at me, confused, though I could swear a strange smile forms on his lips. Maybe it's just my imagination.
"I apologize if the question bothered you. I'm only trying to help you with your recovery."
"Well then, just like Dr. Ramírez," I retort, immediately steering the conversation to emotionally safer ground.
Suddenly, the sessions with the hospital's sports psychologist don't seem like such a good idea anymore and I glance at the wall clock over and over, wanting to get out of this office as soon as possible.
I just want to get away from Dr. Nightman, because, whether he's realized it or not, what I feel for Iris Ramírez is anything but professional.
When I return to my room, I let myself fall onto the bed, and my gaze drifts to the window. The sun is setting. I imagine her leaving work, living her life. Maybe having dinner with friends or curled up on a couch reading a book. I wonder if she has a partner, or if she's looking for one.
And I imagine myself with her, preparing something to eat in her kitchen, or watching a TV show together. Maybe just walking in the mountains or sunbathing on a beach. Simple things that seem like impossible luxuries to me.
What can I offer her? Sure, every night I go out with the team, I can choose between several women to take to bed. But they don't go with Anna Forling, the person, but with Anna Forling, the soccer star. They're curious, looking for their minute of fame, for me to invite them to something... who knows. They almost always want something. It's been like that since I turned pro.
But Iris? She's different. Damn, she's a prestigious surgeon, I haven't even finished high school. She's brilliant and intelligent. As much as the players on my team think we're special, our talent is only on the pitch.
Off it, we're very different. That fearless Anna Forling, the one who's ready to take on the world in every match, doesn't exist outside soccer. When I take off my boots and jersey, I'm just Anna: shy and insecure, full of fears. Vulnerable, someone who doesn't know how to trust others. Without real friends.
I wouldn't dare even invite her to dinner, so I guess it's a good thing that she's my doctor and I'm her patient. Certain lines can't be crossed... and it's better that way.
But, since I've been in this place, every night, when the hospital is quiet and everyone is asleep, those feelings return to my mind.
What if it were different? What if I could make her laugh, if she felt alive and happy by my side?



CHAPTER 7
Anna
The flickering fluorescent lights on the ceiling cast an almost sinister glow on the walls of the rehabilitation room. I grimace impatiently, my knee throbbing in protest as I shift restlessly on the padded bench. Today's the big day. If all goes well, I can go home and continue my rehab from there.
Iris observes me with that intense gaze that seems to see straight into my head. It was thoughtful of her to come to support me on her day off. She's swapped her hospital gown for tight jeans and a white blouse and... damn, I wish I could see her dressed like that more often.
"Are you ready?" asks Michelle, the physical therapist who's been working on my knee since the day I started recovery.
I take a deep breath, letting out a large amount of air, and slowly nod my head. She then shows me the exercise I'm supposed to do and my eyes widen. I don't think it would be easy to perform that routine even without the injury.
"Your turn," she announces, taking a couple of steps back to give me space.
"I can do it," I mutter through gritted teeth. "I'm the fucking Anna Forling, a shitty knee injury isn't going to stop me."
Except... it does stop me.
As soon as I put weight on my bad leg and start the movement, a lightning bolt of pain shoots through me. My knee buckles, I stumble, and I'm about to fall to the floor if not for Michelle holding me up.
"Fuck!" I yell angrily. "What's the point of doing that shit movement? It's totally unnatural. I don't know any sport where you have to twist like that. I don't see how it will prove if I've improved."
"Okay," the physical therapist indicates, raising her hands. "Let's do a Lachman test, okay? Lie down on the table. I will flex your knee to about twenty or thirty degrees, and then I'll pull the tibia forward while stabilizing the femur."
"Does it hurt?"
"It shouldn't. I just want to see if there's excessive forward displacement, which would indicate that the anterior cruciate ligament is still not well enough to move on to the next phase," she explains calmly.
"Fucking hell, shit! Do you want to injure me forever?" I protest when she starts the test.
"I've seen ten-year-old girls complain less," the physical therapist grumbles with a sneer.
"And I've seen plenty of PTs who do their job well, which clearly isn't the case with you," I growl.
Michelle rolls her eyes and lets out a loud huff of desperation. Luckily for both of us, Iris squeezes my shoulder lightly, and just the touch of her skin manages to calm me down.
"You're doing well, Anna, relax," she whispers with a smile. "These tests are a bit uncomfortable at first, but you can do it. Physically there's nothing to indicate otherwise, I've reviewed your MRI images a bunch of times and the knee is progressing very well. I wouldn't put you through this if I wasn't totally sure, okay?"
"I can barely take a few steps without losing my balance and falling flat on my face."
Iris takes my chin between her fingers and forces me to look at her. She gives me a beautiful smile before speaking.
"You can do it, Anna. You'll get through this, no matter how hard it is. You'll be playing again before the end of the season, and you'll be in top shape, I assure you," she adds with a wink.
I nod and close my eyes, resting my head on the table and trying to relax as the physical therapist slightly bends my knee and pulls on the tibia. Maybe she was more careful, or maybe it's partly psychological, but it doesn't hurt as much this time.
"Perfect," Michelle announces, giving Iris a thumbs up. "Now let's do an anterior drawer test and we'll call it a day," she adds.
I groan in desperation as I flex my knee to 90 degrees while the physical therapist watches for any abnormal displacement when pulling the tibia forward. I grip the paper covering the table tightly, glancing sideways at Iris, whose satisfied smile is the only thing stopping me from screaming in pain and ending up kicking Michelle.
"Perfect!" the physical therapist whispers when the test is finished.
"Does it mean I'm going home?" I ask, eager to leave the boring rehab center as soon as possible.
"It means you can finish your recovery outside of here. Your team's medical staff will set you up with a PT, and we'll send them the exercises you need to do."
"Jodi-" I nod.
"Yes, someone named Jodi," Iris affirms. "But you're not getting rid of me that easily. I have to check on you every week."
For a few moments, we stare at each other, and I can almost feel the tension crackling between our bodies, like static electricity. I'm too aware of how close she is, how her hair falls in soft waves around her face, and the faint scent of her perfume. I want to reach out and tangle my fingers in her mane, pull her towards me, and never let go.
"Well, I'm off," the physical therapist announces, breaking the magic floating in the air. "Good work, Anna. My job with you is done, but I hope to see you on the field very soon. You've gained a new fan."



CHAPTER 8
Anna
"You did great today," Iris assures me, gently caressing the small of my back as soon as we enter my room.
I smile and look around. I won't miss this place, that's for sure, but it will be strange to see Iris only once a week. I want to get back to my daily routine, to the tranquility of my home. I want to watch my teammates practice and play with my cat... but Iris... In my short time here, she's become an essential part of my life. I know it's silly. Fuck, I feel like a teenager, but that woman has something that attracts me like a magnet.
"I don't think I could have done it without you," I admit, letting out a ridiculous sigh. She's going to think I'm really stupid.
A strange silence falls as I sit on the bed and she settles next to me. I discreetly wipe the sweat from my hands on the sheet and feel my heart race. Is Iris noticing how nervous I am?
"I'm so proud of you," she whispers, gently caressing my shoulders and giving me a smile to die for.
I remain silent; words elude me. Instinctively, I close my eyes as she brushes a strand of hair from my forehead and tucks it behind my ear, and I let out a silly sigh I didn't even know I was holding in.
This time, she notices. Maybe she did before, too. I don't know. But now I'm sure. Iris narrows her eyes, shakes her head, and bites her lower lip in a half-smile that makes me tremble. I'm looking like a complete idiot. If I want to get something, now is the time. I can't let her get away, but I've always been horrible at this.
"Iris... I..."
I go blank, practically shaking. Shit. Usually, it's easier, but in the nightclubs, I always know what they want.
I slowly lean towards her and stop. Iris smiles, locks eyes with me, bites her lower lip again, and I swear her gaze has now settled on my mouth.
"Iris," I sigh.
But I don't have time to keep talking. Before I know it, I feel her soft lips caressing mine. It's just a light touch, but it feels like the most sensual kiss I've ever been given. I close my eyes, sigh against her mouth, and our lips seek each other in a delicate dance that makes me shiver.
"Fuck," I hiss when she pulls away.
"I hope I didn't bother you," she admits with concern.
"No," I confess in a barely audible whisper.
Again, there's no chance to keep talking. She buries her fingers in my hair and kisses me again. This time, her tongue parts my lips, seeking mine; I let out a small moan against her mouth as I wrap my arms around her neck, pulling her until she falls on top of me on the bed.
"Wait, wait. Slow down," she says breathlessly, pulling away from me. The kiss ends as quickly as it begins.
"Iris..."
"I'm your doctor, Anna. As much as I want to, this is totally out of bounds. I'm sorry; it should never have happened. I don't know what came over me," she apologizes, and her face reflects a pain that breaks my heart.
"Iris, I have no problem with that," I assure her, taking her hand in a vain attempt to keep her from pulling away.
"Well, I do, Anna. I really like you, but these types of situations aren't ethical—not while you're my patient. I better go now; I have things to do, and you need to rest," she adds, rushing out of the room and leaving me with my heart in my throat.
And when the door closes behind her, I lie on the bed, my mind spinning in a whirlwind of emotions. The soft touch of her lips on mine still lingers, and I feel totally alive for one perfect instant.
But she left so quickly, so abruptly, that I almost wonder if it was all a product of my imagination, although my racing heartbeat and the tingling in my lower belly tell me it was very real.
I close my eyes and touch my lips with my fingertips, reliving that moment in my mind. The way we kissed, the soft moan I stifled against her mouth, the fire in her eyes when we parted.
I'd like to know what it feels like to wake up naked in her arms, to fall asleep with my head resting on her chest, listening to the beat of her heart. I want to discover all the ways to make her smile, to make her sigh with pleasure. I wish I could be the reason she looks forward to each day with anticipation.
But I have to be realistic. Her hasty retreat is a clear sign that there's no hope. That relationship will never be real. She's my doctor, and I'm her patient, and after that... after that, nothing.
Iris
I practically flee Anna's room, my heart pounding so hard I fear it might burst out of my chest. What the hell just happened? One moment, I was celebrating the progress of her knee, and the next... the next, we were kissing like our lives depended on it.
I can still taste her on my lips and feel the warmth of her body. It was a magical, intoxicating moment—everything I had dreamed of these past two weeks and more.
But it was also wrong.
Very wrong.
I'm her doctor, for heaven's sake. I should never have crossed that line; the hospital rules are very clear, and they were written for a reason. I can't keep a clear head if I have feelings for her.
If anyone were to find out about this... I'd rather not think about it.
Despite having the day off, I order the discharge papers to be prepared so Anna can leave the rehabilitation center tomorrow morning, and my hands tremble as I fill in the box indicating who will be in charge of the follow-up on her knee. The person who will have to meet with her every week.
I take a deep breath, close my eyes as I let out a long sigh, and write a name.
Doctor Violet Anderson.



CHAPTER 9
Anna
"What the fuck is this?" I shriek, clutching the discharge papers Iris just handed me.
"Your discharge, what do you think it is?"
A stab of pain courses through my entire being. A primal pain, like a dagger piercing my heart, like flesh being torn from bone. I clench my fists, not even sure what I'm feeling: confusion, anger. How could I have been so stupid?
"Is it that easy? That's it?" I ask, raising my voice much higher than necessary.
"Anna, I don't understand. You already knew that starting today, you'd continue your recovery from home. Please don't yell, keep your voice down."
"Keep my voice down? You're cutting me out of your life with a fucking signature on these papers, and you want me to keep my voice down?" I protest, slamming the discharge papers against the wall.
"I'm not cutting you out of my life. Let me explain."
"What the fuck do you want to explain? That yesterday you kissed me, left me trembling, and now, because I'm something inconvenient for you, you're tossing me aside like a bag of trash?" I insist, pushing her slightly.
Iris stares at me like she doesn't understand anything. She gestures for me to calm down, but it's too late. She's hurt me, badly, and when I lose control, it's hard for me to get it back. It always happened ever since I was a child.
"Did you have fun skirting the hospital rules? Do you think it's funny to kiss your patient and then tell her to fuck off? You know I have feelings, right, you bitch?" I growl.
Iris's eyes widen, and she rushes to close the door to the room, though I imagine the whole rehab center is finding out what's going on.
Fuck them.
"Anna, it's not what you think," she sighs, approaching me with small steps.
"I trusted you, fuck. I told you things about myself I haven't even told that fucking psychologist. After the kiss, I imagined you felt something, and now... Fuck, now you haven't hesitated to get rid of me like I was in your way. You operated on me. Aren't you supposed to be the one to do the follow-up and not that doctor?" I protest, placing my palms on her chest to keep her from getting closer.
"Violet Anderson."
"I don't give a fuck what her name is!" I shout. "I just wanted to see you once a week. That's all I was hoping for, and now..."
I pause. I hadn't even realized I was crying.
"Will you shut up already, you idiot?" she interrupts, pressing against my body and placing her hands on my waist.
"How do you want me to...?"
"Shut up," Iris insists, silencing my lips with a soft kiss.
"What...?"
I stare at her, not understanding anything, not even sure what I'm feeling. I'm confused, angry, shaking. I feel like slapping her across the face and kissing her at the same time, and I don't know how to react.
"I transferred your case to Dr. Anderson because now that you're no longer my patient, I can do this," she whispers, planting another kiss on me that leaves me breathless.
"I don't understand," I sigh in confusion.
"Anna, what don't you understand? Yesterday's kiss left me trembling, but I can't cross that line. Now, I'm not your doctor anymore, and I'm not doing your follow-up. There are no rules preventing something from happening between us. If you want, of course," she adds, slipping her thigh between my legs.
"Fuck, of course, I want to," I confess against her lips.



CHAPTER 10
Iris
"Why did you transfer the soccer player's case to me?" Violet asks as soon as I sit down at the cafeteria table.
"I prefer not to continue treating her."
I choose not to give explanations, although I fear the face Arya is making will bring me trouble.
"Why not? The surgery went well. Don't tell me the golden girl of soccer is giving you as many problems as she has the rehab center staff. They tell some pretty disturbing stories about her bad temper," Dr. Anderson insists.
I shift uncomfortably on the plastic chair, trying to get my mind to think of some excuse believable enough to avoid explaining the real reason. The last thing I need is for the news to leak and end up being harassed by paparazzi when there's nothing serious between us yet.
"No, it's not that... it's just... Look, Anna's not an easy patient, that's true, but that's not the problem," I explain.
"What's the problem then?"
"Iris wants to fuck her," Arya blurts out without further ado, while Violet stares at me, eyes wide open.
"Fuck, Arya," I protest. "It's not quite like that. I have feelings for her, and we may explore the possibility of getting to know each other a bit more."
"Without clothes, say it clearly," Arya insists.
"Well, the point is it wouldn't be ethical on my part, besides going against hospital rules. If her knee recovery gets complicated, I'd rather have someone without an emotional burden make the decisions."
"Did you rehearse that? Because it sounded super professional," Arya jokes.
"But nothing's happened yet, right?" Violet cuts in with a worried look.
"That's why I want you to take over her recovery," I rush to explain, pondering if the kisses count as "nothing" to our Human Resources department.
"Whoa, better that way. Sometimes I wish I could get inside your head to see the indescribable things you would've done to that soccer player while treating her," Arya comments, bringing a hand to her forehead.
"Arya, fuck! Iris could get in big trouble if something happened between them," Violet interrupts.
"Nothing happened," I settle. "Can we change the subject?"
"As if anyone in this hospital is free of guilt," our head of surgery quips. "By the way, have you seen the way Dr. Patel looks at the new nurse? The redhead? I'm surprised he hasn't tripped over his own tongue yet."
Luckily for me, soon, the three of us are laughing at the expense of the stoic Dr. Patel, imagining his indiscreet glances at the pretty nurse that I'm sure are only a product of Arya's imagination.
***
The cool night air caresses my face as I roll down the car window to identify myself.
"Miss Forling is waiting. You may enter," states the security guard controlling access to the gated community where Anna lives.
The streetlights cast a soft glow over the luxurious neighborhood, and I soon park in front of her house, nestled in an area of tall oaks and surrounded by a perfectly manicured lawn. The house itself is beautiful—modern yet elegant, with large floor-to-ceiling windows.
I'm barely finishing climbing the cobblestone path leading to the entrance when Anna opens the door with a gorgeous smile on her face.
"Wow!" I tease, biting my lower lip upon seeing her dressed casually in a tight white t-shirt and worn-out jeans.
Anna smiles and rolls her eyes in amusement, but that gesture steals the air from my lungs.
"I'm glad you came," she sighs, stepping aside to let me in.
The house's interior is as impressive, if not more so, than the exterior. It has clean, elegant lines that lead to a spacious living room with leather and solid wood furniture.
"Nice house."
"I moved here two years ago, mainly for security reasons. The whole development is well-protected," she explains, gesturing with her finger as if describing the perimeter. "I have businessmen, other athletes, and even two of your colleagues as neighbors. I used to go running in the mornings with Nicole Wright. She was the one who recommended I put myself in your hands for the knee surgery. She's super nice and in a physical shape that rivals any professional athlete."
"I hope I haven't disappointed you," I joke with a wink.
"Not at all. Do you want something to drink?"
Before I can respond, Anna erases the small distance separating us and seeks my lips with hers in a wonderful kiss. She has a hint of the wine she was drinking, and in her mouth, it becomes a taste so intoxicating it makes my head spin and my knees tremble.
"You better sit down. If you hurt your knee, I don't know how I'll explain it," I whisper against her lips as I wrap my arms around her neck.
"How about on the table?" Anna murmurs, bracing her hands on the edge to boost herself up.
She parts her legs for me to nestle my hips between them as our kiss grows more passionate, and she slips her hands under my blouse, making every nerve ending in my body cry out for her touch.
"Anna," I gasp as I feel her unhook my bra.
"If you think we're going a little fast, tell me," she sighs next to my ear before kissing me behind the earlobe, giving me goosebumps.
"We're both grown women," I respond, trembling as I feel her thumbs harden my nipples.
She firmly wraps her arms around my neck, pulling me to her to gently bite my lower lip. They're possessive but sensual kisses. Her tongue traces the outline of my lips until it makes its way in search of mine, getting lost in a passionate kiss that leaves me breathless.
"You're wearing too many clothes," Anna whispers, slowly unbuttoning my blouse until it falls to the floor.
Anna raises her eyebrows, biting her lower lip with desire as she gazes at my breasts. She smiles and, leaning into me, caresses me again, sliding her hands down my sides, making me shiver under the pad of her fingers.
Without stopping our kisses, Anna removes her t-shirt and sports bra, revealing perfect tits, tanned and soft skin I'm dying to kiss. Her nipples harden under my tongue; she moans with pleasure, soft gasps that take my breath away. She wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me closer, pressing her chest against my mouth, rubbing it against my tongue and lips, driving me crazy with desire.
Suddenly, she hops off the table and positions herself behind me, encircling my waist with her arms and rubbing her breasts against my back. I feel her warm breath on my neck, her ragged breathing, the soft moans escaping her lips as she unbuttons my pants.
Anna slides them down my legs slowly, leaving them at knee level, and slips her right hand under my panties.
"You better sit down; don't strain your knee," I remind her between gasps.
Anna gives me a small bite on the shoulder before sitting in a chair in front of me. She firmly grabs my buttocks and pulls me to her body, kissing my stomach as she lowers my underwear to caress my sex. She glides a finger through my wetness, as if wanting to make sure I'm aroused enough, then inserts it inside me, making me sigh with pleasure.
"Turn around and take off all your clothes," she orders, placing her hands on my hips to turn my body.
Anna gently pushes my back forward, so I bend over, resting my forearms on the kitchen table, while she caresses my ass and gives me a small bite. She then covers it with kisses, inserting two of her fingers inside me, pressing down at a steady rhythm until my knees tremble as I feel I'm close to orgasm.
Anna laughs, withdraws her fingers, leaving me desperate, and gives me a playful spank on the ass. I turn my neck as if asking for an explanation. Still, she just smiles, winks at me, and puts her fingers in her mouth, savoring my arousal on them before inserting them inside me again.
"Please don't ever do that to me again. I was just about to..." I complain.
"I know, that's why I did it. Are you in a hurry? You'll come harder this way," she assures me, fingering me again at the same rhythm as before and leaning in to kiss my ass.
Soon, I can't take it anymore. I grip the edge of the table tightly and come undone in moans as Anna slides her free hand under my belly to caress my clit. Her movements become faster and more precise, touching me with her fingertips right where I need it most.
And suddenly, an explosion of pleasure expands from my sex. I cry out, feeling it spread in small waves, feeling my sex contract against her fingers, until I'm left relaxed on the table, my breathing accelerated, gasping for air.
"Wow, you're super intense," Anna whispers, slowly caressing my back with an open hand.
"That was incredible," I admit, turning my neck to meet her gaze as she smiles and winks at me.
As soon as I minimally catch my breath, Anna places her hands on my waist and pulls me away from the table. She sits on it completely naked, spreading her legs, inviting me to explore her sex, already glistening with arousal.
I slide my fingertips along her strong legs, getting closer and closer to her sex, eliciting soft moans from her mouth each time I do. I glide my fingers between her folds, feeling the wetness already accumulating in that area, then gently brush her clit, making her sigh with pleasure.
Anna moans loudly when my fingers enter her. It's my favorite part of making love to a woman, feeling her heat and wetness on my fingers and the softness of her skin.
Anna bends one of her legs, allowing me better access. She writhes in pleasure, and I have to place my free hand on her belly to calm her.
Each time the palm of my hand grazes her clit, Anna lets out a beautiful moan until she tenses her abdomen, revealing gorgeous abs. A deep gasp escapes her throat. She grips my wrist, pleading for me not to withdraw my fingers. She arches her back, moving her hips and holding my neck to kiss me, lost in an intense orgasm.
We embrace and, as we seek to catch our breath, feeling how her body responds to each of my caresses, I feel connected to her, as if she were the woman I've searched for my whole life without finding. It's a strange feeling, a sensation I think will stay with me forever.



CHAPTER 11
Iris
I wake up in the morning to the warmth of a naked body pressed against my back, the soft rise and fall of a breath that's not my own, Anna's right arm encircling my waist.
"Good morning, sleepyhead," she whispers beside me before parting my hair to kiss my neck.
"Did I wake you?"
"I've been awake for a while," she admits, stretching with a purr. "But it's really nice being next to you."
"It's not bad at all waking up like this, honestly. You wore me out last night," I joke.
"I'm going to make you exercise more, Dr. Ramírez. You get tired too quickly," she teases, giving me a playful spank on the butt.
I smile, and for some reason, I'm hyper-aware of the heat at every point where our bodies touch.
"Do you want me to make you something for breakfast?"
"Are you trying to seduce me with your culinary skills?" Anna whispers in my ear with a new kiss.
"Maybe. Is it working?"
"Definitely. It would be a positive point in your favor. You can fix a knee and make breakfast. I'll have to marry you someday," she hisses, playing with her tongue behind my earlobe.
"Challenge accepted."
Laughing, I help Anna out of the warmth of the bed, offering her my arm to lean on, although she protests, saying nothing will happen to her.
"You've got a pillowcase mark on your cheek," she points out, smiling as she covers me with kisses.
In the kitchen, still naked, Anna watches me, amused, sitting on a stool while I prepare some toast and coffee.
"Do you usually make breakfast for your patients, or am I special?" she asks, throwing a paper napkin ball at my head.
"It's part of our comprehensive care package for VIP patients. You obviously didn't read the fine print when you signed the consent for the surgery. You're entitled to several breakfasts prepared by me," I joke.
"You haven't exactly gone all out with this one," Anna whispers as I approach her to place the plate on the table. "I'm a professional athlete. I'm going to need a varied diet," she adds, slipping a hand between my legs and making me tremble.
I roll my eyes and sit next to her. Between bites, we talk about a bit of everything, joke around, and laugh as if we've known each other our whole lives. Certainly very different from our situation at the hospital's rehab center. It's so different that I'm starting to believe in an increasingly real possibility of being together someday.
"You know? It's very strange."
"What's strange?"
"I never thought anything good would come out of blowing out my knee, and yet, now..." Anna interrupts herself, leaving the insinuation hanging in the air, as if afraid to hear the words that were about to leave her mouth.
"Sometimes, good things come out of a negative situation."
"Like you?"
"Or like you," I sigh, leaning in to kiss her cheek. "Look at the circumstances under which I met you, and here we are, having breakfast naked in your kitchen," I add, shrugging and drawing a beautiful smile on her lips with the comment.
"Why do you think it's not something I usually do?" Anna jokes, making a provocative gesture.
"I hope not."
"In a little while, they'll be bringing me some machines for my gym, you know, to do those exercises to strengthen the knee. Normally, I greet them naked or in my underwear."
I know she's joking, but still, the coffee gets stuck in my throat.
"Damn, you should see the look on your face!" Anna teases, bringing a hand to her forehead. "I was kidding, idiot. This body is for your eyes only. Well, and my physical therapist's, but don't get jealous."
I shake my head in amusement, though I prefer not to respond that, for now, and as much as I'd like to take this to a higher level, what we have is just sex.
"Have I seduced you with breakfast yet?" I ask to change the subject.
Anna stops with the toast halfway to her mouth and smiles before answering. And I swear, every time I see that smile, my whole body trembles.
"You're on the right track," she admits with a strange expression. "Do you want to help me shower, or should I ask my physical therapist? You know, to avoid losing my balance if my knee fails me."
"Are you trying to make me jealous with your PT?"
And I shouldn't have asked that stupid question because half an hour later, an authentic Greek goddess with sculpted arms and shoulders and a model's face enters the house, directing the placement of the new gym machines like a general on the battlefield.
"For heaven's sake, be careful with that weight training equipment. It's worth a fortune," she shrieks at one of the workers just before turning to us and giving us an innocent smile, as if she's never hurt a fly.
Anna seems amused by her. They constantly joke around, and my blood boils every time she comes close to caress Anna's arm or slyly slide her hand around her waist.
"We'll have you back on the pitch before you know it, gorgeous," she whispers, winking and causing a pang of something too close to jealousy to run through me.
"That's what I told her," I rush to add, although I don't even know why I said it.
"You've done a great job with the surgery. Now I'll take care of our star player," the PT assures, not losing her smile, although something strange flickers in her gaze, so fast that I almost think I imagined it.
Why do I have the feeling that this woman wants to elbow me out of here?
Luckily, Anna doesn't notice the tension between us.
"Jodi, what do you think about taking advantage of Dr. Ramírez being here to review the recovery timeline with us?" she innocently proposes, although it's clear that neither Jodi nor I are thrilled about it.
Seated on one of the comfortable leather sofas in the living room, I try to focus on the medical aspects and ignore the way the physiotherapist's right hand rests on Anna's thigh.
"It seems like an ambitious but feasible plan," I admit, feeling eaten up by jealousy every time I see that hand. "Just remember to listen to your body and, of course, follow everything Dr. Violet Anderson recommends to the letter," I add, raising my voice to make it clear to the handsy physiotherapist that until Anna receives full medical clearance, Violet is in charge.
"That's what I always tell Anna. She pushes herself too hard. You don't know how many discharge sessions I give those legs each year."
Fuck, I want to murder this woman. Again, she uses that possessive tone that makes me sick, as if she feels Anna belongs to her.
"Jodi, if we're done with the planning, I was going to go out to eat something with Iris."
For a moment, I think both the PT and I are waiting for her to invite Jodi to join us, but Anna simply smiles, and Jodi takes the hint. That fleeting expression of disappointment is priceless, and I almost let out a sigh of relief.
"Don't worry. Anna will be in the best hands, literally," the PT jokes before leaving, causing a smile on the soccer player's face that I wish I had caused.
And as she says goodbye, I clearly realize that I'm very jealous.
Ridiculously, irrationally, and monstrously jealous.
"Okay, spill it. What's wrong with you?"
Anna's voice pulls me out of my thoughts and brings me back to reality.
"Nothing," I reply dryly.
"Why that face?"
"What face? It's my normal, ordinary face."
Anna sighs and rolls her eyes, moving closer to me while leaning on her crutch.
"You've been weird since Jodi arrived," she insists.
"I don't think so."
"I do think so, Iris. Did she say something that bothered you? Sometimes, she's very blunt."
"No, not at all," I deny, looking away.
"Iris?"
"What?" I huff.
"Come here, look at me!" she whispers, pinching my chin between her fingers to make me turn my head. "Are you jealous of Jodi?"
"That's bullshit! Why would I be?"
"Maybe because she's gorgeous and spends hundreds of hours with me while she gropes my whole body... with oil and completely naked," she adds with a whisper.
"Look, I'm leaving because if you're going to say stupid things..."
"Come here, silly," she interrupts.
"I'm in a hurry."
"Please, Iris," she whispers, taking my hand so I don't move.
"What?"
"You know I'm kidding. But... I mean, I know I'm an idiot, but I like that you got jealous. I guess that means you feel something for me?"
"I feel something for you, but I'm not a jealous person. Not at all, absolutely not. I've never been," I blurt out, shaking my head vigorously.
And the worst part is that it's true. I've never been a jealous woman.
Until today.
"Okay, damn it, I admit it. Yes, that Jodi made me jealous. I know it's totally irrational because there's nothing serious between us and..."
"Yet," Anna interrupts me. "Iris, it's okay. Jodi is very beautiful. Anyone with eyes on their face can see that. And yes, she's seen me naked more times than I can count, but she's just my physiotherapist, okay? I've never felt anything for her, but with you..."
"With me...?" I trail off with a sigh I didn't know I was holding.
"With you, it's different. Very different," Anna hisses before pulling me toward her to kiss me.



CHAPTER 12
Anna 
"Feel like staying for a bit?" I propose, seeing Iris is ready to leave. "We could... I don't know, maybe have a relaxing afternoon watching a movie on TV?"
"Sounds like a better plan than going home to read some medical journals," she jokes. "But only if you let me choose."
"I'm subscribed to practically every platform. You won't have trouble finding something you like."
But when Iris grabs the TV remote and stops on a science fiction movie, it leaves me speechless.
"An alien movie? You're kidding, right? Not exactly my idea of a relaxing afternoon," I protest.
"Where'd your sense of adventure go, Miss Soccer Player?"
"The aliens in that movie probably took it," I quip. "How about a romantic comedy?"
Iris rolls her eyes and shakes her head before continuing to flip through movie after movie until we reach a fantasy one.
"This one looks good," she announces, reading the synopsis aloud. "It says it's about unexpected connections and the magic of finding someone who fully understands you where you least expect it."
Our gazes meet in a moment that seems eternal. I wonder if Iris has also felt how much those words reflect what I feel right now.
As soon as the opening scenes start, I take the opportunity to snuggle up next to her, resting my head on her shoulder. I close my eyes and relax when she wraps her arm around my waist, absentmindedly caressing my back.
Soon, I'm more aware of Iris's body than the plot. The soft sound of her breathing, the slight movement of her chest as she laughs or makes a comment, the way her thumb caresses my knuckles or the back of my hand.
"Do you think those kinds of things can happen in real life?" I inquire, stretching against her like a cat. "I mean, connecting with someone so deeply in such a short time."
"I'm not the best person to talk about love. All my relationships have gone to shit," Iris confesses, shrugging. "Still, I know some cases where it has happened, and they're very happy now."
"I haven't had much luck in love either, but this morning, while watching you get jealous with Jodi, I thought that maybe... maybe you could be the woman I was looking for," I admit, letting out a sigh and closely observing her reaction.
Iris doesn't respond. She stays still for what feels like an eternity to me, though it's possibly only a few tenths of a second, as if processing what I just said. And just when I start to regret my words, she leans in to give me a wonderful kiss.
"I'd like to be that woman," she whispers, running her fingers through my hair.
"Sometimes I'm not easy to put up with," I acknowledge.
"I know. You've got quite a temper. I don't think I'll ever forget how you reacted when I brought you the medical discharge and you read Violet's name as your doctor. When you threw the papers against the wall, I almost turned around and ran."
I bring a hand to my forehead and shake my head. It's something I'd rather forget.
"Don't remind me. I just wanted to keep seeing you... although I must admit your solution was very good. You wouldn't have slept with me if you were my doctor, right?"
"No, I don't think I would have," Iris mumbles, kissing my forehead.
"Although, come to think of it, Dr. Anderson is also very hot," I tease, and the slap I receive on my ass makes me stop my provocations.
Soon, we completely lose track of the movie, and I only have eyes for Iris, who straddles my thighs to kiss me with a passion that leaves me breathless.
And as I run my hands over her back and she wraps her arms around my neck, I realize this is exactly what I want. I don't need grand trips to exotic places. Nor expensive dinners at the city's best restaurants.
I want this.
I'm content with being able to share a lazy afternoon with someone who matters to me and understands me.
On the screen, the movie's protagonists share their dreams and fears, building an intimacy that transcends time. Here, on my couch, with Iris sitting on my legs, I feel we're doing the same. Each kiss, each caress, brings me closer to her.
And, as the afternoon turns to evening and the light filtering through the large windows grows colder, I realize that perhaps, by pure chance, I've found an extraordinary woman in the place I least expected.
I dream of more afternoons like this, of long conversations lasting until dawn, of millions of kisses and caresses. I dream of the promise of a future together, with the woman who will give meaning to my life when soccer is no longer there.
"Iris, do you believe in destiny?" I ask while covering her neck with kisses.
She smiles.
"I'm starting to believe in us," she whispers.
***
"Are you really going to make me risotto?" I ask, puzzled. "Wouldn't you rather we order dinner from a restaurant?"
"Don't you trust me?" Iris teases, gathering her hair into a messy bun before rummaging through my kitchen for ingredients. "I bet you don't know how to cook, do you?"
"Looks like you've got me figured out," I confess. "Just a couple of super basic things."
"We're going to make my famous mushroom risotto together. It's a dish that requires patience and attention to turn out well, like love."
"Then I think I'm in excellent hands," I murmur next to her ear.
"Whispering sweet nothings in my ear won't get you out of work. Chop the onion and garlic while I take care of the mushrooms," she orders, pointing her index finger toward the kitchen counter.
As I chop the onion and garlic on the cutting board, I can't help but steal glances at Iris, who doesn't seem to take her eyes off my ass.
"See something you like?" I quip, wiggling my hips.
"Everything," she responds without hesitation, and the way her cheeks blush seems adorable to me. "But you better sit down. I don't want you straining that knee."
The olive oil sizzles slightly when the pan reaches the right temperature, and as we add the onion and garlic, the kitchen atmosphere fills with a delicious aroma.
When it's time to add the rice, Iris stands behind me and wraps her arms around me, guiding my movements. It's a good thing I'm sitting on a tall stool because the heat of her body against my back is enough to make my legs tremble.
"Now we need a little wine," she whispers behind my ear, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.
"I never thought cooking could be so exciting," I confess, letting my head fall back to kiss her lips.
"I guess it's a new meaning of cooking with love," Iris quips, adding a bit of butter and Parmesan cheese, stirring slowly until they melt into a perfect creaminess.
"Can I taste it now?"
Iris brings a small spoonful to my mouth, and damn, that risotto is simply perfect. Creamy, full of flavor, imbued with a wonderful richness and depth. Or maybe it's that everything this woman does is starting to enchant me. In any case, I momentarily close my eyes and let out a small moan that I immediately regret when I open them and see the amused look on Iris's face.
"It's almost as good as you," I admit, biting my lower lip.
Iris smiles, blushing again. Just a little, but enough to drive me crazy every time she does it. She then serves the risotto on plates and places them on the kitchen table. The conversation flows easily, like two friends who have known each other forever, although neither of us can avoid a certain amount of flirting and teasing during dinner.
Or maybe quite a bit.
"The best part of dinner is usually dessert," Iris whispers when we're about to finish.
"What do you have in mind?"
"For that, I need to take your clothes off," she responds, lowering her voice and moving closer to me until I get goosebumps.
Iris begins to undress me slowly and sensually, tracing the contours of my most sensitive areas with her fingertips as she kisses me. I tilt my head and close my eyes, feeling the softness of her lips exploring my neck, her warm breath on my collarbone.
She takes her time, savoring each moment as if it were the last, driving me crazy in the process. She grazes the lace of my bra, and I immediately feel my nipples harden against the fabric. When she finally frees my breasts, she leans in to kiss them, circling the areola with her tongue, making me sigh as I feel a jolt of pleasure course through my entire body before settling in my sex.
She continues to lavish attention on my breasts, sucking them, nibbling the nipples between her lips, making me writhe under her caresses as I feel a growing wetness between my thighs.
As if reading my mind, Iris slides her hand down my belly and slips it under my panties until she reaches my sex, slowly, teasing me with her touches before pressing a little harder at the entrance of my pussy, making me moan.
She introduces one finger slowly, simultaneously caressing my clit with her thumb, and I wanted her to do it so badly that with each of her movements, she brings me closer to the edge.
Iris smiles, removes her finger, and brings it to my mouth, making me suck it while I taste my own arousal on it. Then, she removes my panties, and that finger is joined by another. I instinctively spread my legs as I feel her bend them slightly upward, pressing right where I need it most, making me gasp with pleasure.
I cry out when the sensation intensifies, rocking my hips against her hand. Iris silences me with a passionate kiss, thrusts forcefully inside me, brushing my clit with the palm of her hand, and her mouth muffles my continuous moans.
"You're driving me crazy," I pant when our lips part briefly.
"Lie face down on the couch," she whispers next to my ear.
I do as she asks while she removes her clothes. Iris positions herself on top of me, covering me with her body until I feel her warm breath behind my ear and her hard nipples rubbing against my back. She slides a hand under my belly in search of my clit and presses it for a few moments before once again inserting her fingers inside me.
Between moans, I reach back to dig my nails into her ass, feeling the wetness slide down my thighs as she caresses me.
"Come for me," she whispers before biting my earlobe.
The pleasure is overwhelming. With ragged breaths, I beg her not to stop as I approach orgasm. Iris seems to sense it and slightly increases the pace until I let out a loud moan, closing my legs around her fingers, as a wonderfully perfect orgasm washes over me.
Iris purrs like a cat without pulling away from me. She gently kisses my neck and shoulders, as if wanting to calm me. When she finally moves to allow me to turn over, the way she looks at me, as if I were the most beautiful thing in the universe, makes me feel desired, special. Ready to fight for her.
"Is it dangerous if I put weight on my knee?" I ask in a thin voice.
"It's better if you don't, just in case," Iris whispers before standing up to straddle my face and bring her sex to my mouth.
I observe it with desire for a few moments. It's beautiful. I gently part her lips, blowing on her clit, causing her abdomen to tense. I run my tongue over it, licking it very slowly, and she arches her back, gripping my hair tightly.
I can't help but smile against her sex, seeing the way her body reacts each time I slide my tongue over it or when I press her clit. Iris moans loudly, dissolves into pants as I lick rapidly. She tenses, her legs tremble, she rubs forcefully against my tongue, and suddenly, Iris goes very still and throws her head back, letting herself go in a lengthy orgasm as she presses her sex against my mouth.
That night, as I drift off to sleep in her arms, I think, for the first time, that maybe fate exists. Maybe Iris is the woman I've been searching for and never had the luck to find until now.



CHAPTER 13
Anna
"You seem like a machine today," Dr. Anderson exclaims, nodding slowly with admiration as she performs the final tests on me. "We'll have to recalibrate your knee recovery schedule again. I'm very happy," she adds.
"Do you think I'll be able to play again before the end of the season?"
"If everything continues like this, I'm sure of it. If it's okay with you, we'll start introducing more stationary bike sessions with low resistance, so you can begin regaining your fitness. Before you know it, you'll be jogging on the soccer pitch. Just remember..."
"Yeah, I know. Don't push too hard, listen to my body... blah, blah, blah," I quip, rolling my eyes. "I know the drill, Dr. Anderson."
"I imagine a certain colleague of mine whose name starts with 'I' reminds you often."
"You have no idea."
"If it's even half the number of times she talks about you at work, it's a lot," Violet jokes.
"Iris talks about me?"
"She never shuts up," Dr. Anderson replies, narrowing her eyes. "I don't know what you give her because she's obsessed with you. Well, better not tell me," she laughs.
"I want to take her out to dinner tonight. You know, we've always ordered in or cooked something, but we've never had a proper date at a restaurant."
"Iris is a bit worried about the paparazzi. I guess it's not something you can avoid," the doctor explains.
"No, at first they'll take some pictures because of the novelty, but they get bored quickly when it stops being news."
I nervously slide my fingers across my phone screen, debating between a text message or a call. I don't want to interrupt her work, but in the end, I decide to do it. It feels more personal.
"Dr. Ramírez," she answers, without even looking at who's calling.
"Please tell me you have my number saved," I tease.
"You know I do, silly. I'm glad to hear your voice," she sighs. "How did the check-up with Violet go?"
"Very well. I'm improving by leaps and bounds. She's going to accelerate the recovery process again. That's why I was calling. How about we have dinner out to celebrate? My treat."
Silence.
A long pause.
"Iris, who cares if someone takes a picture of us? Damn it, we're dating. This is serious. Stop worrying about the paparazzi once and for all. Sooner or later, they'll have to take the first pics of us, and then they'll forget about us," I remind her again.
"Okay," she agrees.
"Will you pick me up at eight? You know I still can't drive. I'm taking you to a small Italian restaurant in Cobble Hill that's wonderful."
***
The afternoon passes in a mixture of nerves and indecision about what clothes I should wear. It may seem silly, but I want everything to be perfect. The doorbell jolts me out of my thoughts. I glance at the clock, and it's only seven-thirty. Iris is usually very punctual, extremely punctual, but she would never arrive half an hour early.
"Jodi? What are you doing here at this hour?" I ask, confused to see my physical therapist standing at the door.
I step aside to let her in, and as she enters, Jodi looks around as if searching for something... or someone.
"I just came to see how you're doing, to... to check on you after today's session. It was pretty tough."
"I'm fine," I explain. "But you didn't need to come all the way here. A text or a call would have been enough."
"Are you going out?" Jodi interrupts, pointing at my clothes.
"I'm having dinner with Iris."
"I don't think that's a good idea," she blurts out.
"What don't you think is a good idea?"
"I don't want you to go back to your old routine of eating out, staying up late, drinking. Parties. You know the temptations are there, and you have a tendency to get carried away. You're recovering really well now, and you can't screw it up," Jodi protests.
"It's... it's just a damn dinner with my girlfriend."
"Oh, so now she's your girlfriend?" Jodi asks in a tone of voice I don't like at all.
"Yeah, she's my girlfriend. I thought it was obvious. You've seen her at my place a bunch of times," I remind her.
"I assumed you were just fucking her."
"What's all this about, Jodi?" I insist, not understanding what's happening.
"Nothing. You'll know what you're doing with your life. You've made enough mistakes to not have learned from them. I'm just saying that woman is no good for you. She seems very obsessive. It's possible she only wants to be with you for the fame and..."
"She's one of the best knee surgeons in the country," I interject, arching my eyebrows.
"I'm not going to tell you what to do, Anna. I'm just your physical therapist. But do you remember your relationship with Alisha?"
"Alisha was half crazy," I admit with a sigh.
"Yeah, well, that woman reminds me a lot of Alisha. She's very territorial. Maybe you don't realize it, but this has all the makings of turning into a very toxic relationship that could end what's left of your sports career."
And just like that, Jodi spins on her heels and leaves the house, leaving me speechless and not understanding anything that just happened. She has always been a bit intense, but this? I don't get it at all.
I wish I could have told her it's impossible to start comparing Iris to Alisha. I'd like to remind her that my personal life is none of her business, but she doesn't even give me the chance. By the time I recover from the surprise, the lights of her car are already fading into the distance.



CHAPTER 14
Anna 
I don't remember ever being this nervous. I stand at the edge of the soccer pitch, my cleats digging into the soft grass, barely daring to enter as I watch my teammates play a practice match I wish I could join.
"Are you ready, Forling?" the coach's gruff voice snaps me out of my thoughts.
I nod slowly, unable to utter a single word. The truth is, I'm terrified, paralyzed by fear.
Today is the day. The first training session, even if it's on my own, separate from the team and consists of just light jogging on the pitch. The endless hours of physical therapy and gym work are behind me, as well as Iris's pep talks.
Now is the moment.
"I want only a gentle jog. Take it easy. We just want to see how that knee behaves. Stop immediately at the slightest discomfort," the coach reminds me, furrowing his bushy eyebrows.
Again, I nod and start jogging. My legs feel like they're made of lead. Each step, each footfall on the grass, sends a jolt of anxiety through me. All my attention is focused on my knee, on every sensation, every slight tension as I land.
I clench my fists tightly, trying to forget the fear I feel in these moments. Suddenly, as I glance away, my heart skips several beats.
There she is, standing a few meters from Jodi. Iris waves at me, smiles, gives me a thumbs-up, and it's as if all my worries have vanished in an instant.
She's come to see me, to cheer me on in my first training session after the injury. That simple gesture gives me renewed strength, an emotion I can't even express in words.
"You look pumped, champ!" Iris shouts as I pass by her.
And suddenly, I'm no longer Anna Forling, the soccer player starting to recover from a serious injury. I'm a damn warrior, ready to conquer every soccer pitch my boots touch.
"Slower, Forling!" the coach yells, and I realize I've increased the pace too quickly.
And now, each step feels lighter, each footfall on the grass is more stable, and my breathing is easier. Her cheers of encouragement every time I pass by her contrast with Jodi's grim warnings, reminding me that my knee hasn't fully recovered yet.
"That's enough for today, Forling. Good work. Hit the showers!" the coach orders.
For a moment, I want to argue, to ask for more training, but I know I shouldn't. I remember Iris's words; patience will be key.
As I leave the pitch, both Iris and Jodi approach me. Iris reaches me first, hugs me tightly, and my heart does a somersault as I feel the warmth of her body.
"You were amazing. Before you know it, you'll be scoring goals like crazy. I won't miss a single game," she whispers before kissing my lips.
I'm about to reply when Jodi interrupts.
"We need to ice you immediately," she cuts in with a worried look, pulling me away from Iris.
"I'm perfectly fine. I'm going to take a shower. We have plans," I explain, pointing my index finger at my favorite doctor.
"Anna, you can't risk your recovery over something silly," Jodi insists, and the look of contempt on her face as she finishes the sentence chills my blood.
Luckily, Iris intervenes. She promises to take a look at my knee in the locker room and make sure everything is okay, although the mere idea of going to the showers with her makes me tremble.
***
"You know, having you here today, coming to see my first day of training, meant a lot to me," I confess as soon as we get into her car.
Iris gives me a beautiful smile after fastening her seat belt, placing her hand on mine to squeeze it gently. "I wouldn't have missed it for the world. And what I said before is true. I'm not going to miss any of your games."
"Since when have you become a soccer fan?"
"Since I started dating a gorgeous player. And don't laugh so much. I'll be shouting like a mad woman from the stands. If any of your rivals makes a tackle that puts that knee at risk, I'm going to come down to the field and drag her by the hair," Iris jokes with a lovely wink before merging onto the road.
I close my eyes, lean back in the seat, and I'm sure a silly smile is drawn on my lips. My knee hurts a little, a slight discomfort that reminds me of the long road ahead. But whenever Iris tells me I'm recovering well, she makes me fearless.
At the restaurant, the light from the candle placed on the table flickers across her face, casting shadows that seem to dance in her beautiful eyes.
"Earth to Anna," Iris teases, waving her open palm before my eyes. "Are you still here?"
"Sorry, I was... thinking," I apologize.
"About your knee? Are you still worried?"
"No, well, yeah, I am," I clear my throat and take a sip of wine to buy some time. "Actually, I was thinking about how beautiful you are."
Iris looks away and smiles shyly as a slight blush spreads across her cleavage and cheeks. "You're so silly," she whispers, amused.
"Asking for a private dining room in this restaurant, is it because you're thinking of doing something indecent to me?"
"Do you usually get aroused after every practice session?" she jokes, taking off her shoe and slipping her right foot between my legs.
"Only when my girlfriend watches me shower and doesn't do anything to me."
"Don't think it wasn't hard for me," Iris admits, pressing my sex lightly with her toes. "But I would have died if any of your teammates had walked in at that moment."
"We're all grown women. They would have turned around and that's it, case closed," I assure her, holding her foot so it doesn't move away and rubbing against it.
The waiter's voice, entering at that very moment to ask if we've decided, interrupts us. We separate immediately, like two teenagers who have just been caught by one of their parents.
"I'll have the grilled salmon with lemon and dill," Iris requests, her face blushing.
"Excellent choice. And for you?" the waiter asks, turning to me.
"I'll have the pepper steak. Rare, please," I reply, trying not to laugh.
When the waiter leaves, I notice Iris nervously fidgeting with her napkin, as if something bothers her.
"Look, actually, the private room is because I'm terrified of being photographed. Deep down, I'm a pretty shy person, and I've never liked being in the media, not even in specialized medical journals. Arya makes it her business to Google you, I guess to make me nervous. She loves to torment me, and every time you go out with someone, it comes with photos and comments from your fans and..."
"It's just the first few days, because of the novelty, you know," I interrupt her.
"Some of those comments are really cruel, Anna. They criticize every imperfection," Iris protests. "And that's when you usually date models. When they see me, they're going to crucify me."
"They're more like aspiring models looking for contacts or a few minutes of fame," I explain. "And I wouldn't trade you for all of them put together. As for the comments, they are just a minority. It's best not to pay attention to them. I guess some of them prefer to see me single. I don't know; maybe they delude themselves into thinking they might meet me in person someday, and it might work out. It's hard to know what's going through their heads, but they're isolated cases. In any case, they don't see the real Anna Forling, just a well-known soccer player. You, on the other hand, don't even like soccer. You're the only one who's with me for who I really am."
"Suddenly, I've become a big fan, and I remind you that my family comes from Argentina," Iris jokes, taking my hand to kiss my knuckles.
I'm starting to believe the restaurant has a camera through which they can observe what's happening in the private dining room because, again, the waiter enters at the least appropriate moment, cutting off our conversation.
As he sets the plates on the table, the delicious aroma of my steak mingles with Iris's grilled salmon, making my mouth water immediately.
We eat in silence for a while, as if we're separately mulling over the implications of the conversation we were having. And as we do, I can't help but be surprised by the contrast between us. Iris cuts her salmon precisely, almost like she's in an operating room, and savors it calmly. I barely pause between bites, devouring the rare meat as if I haven't eaten in a week. It's like a reflection of our relationship; her calmness somehow balances my energy.
"I don't want to hide," Iris suddenly blurts out.
"Fine by me," I assure her. "Anyway, you were very natural today on the soccer field in front of my teammates."
"And Jodi," she reminds me. "Although it's different from your pictures appearing in a magazine or on the internet, but in any case, I don't want to hide," she repeats.
"Speaking of Jodi..." I sigh, pausing to organize my words.
"What about her?"
"It's just... I don't know. Lately, she seems strange," I confess.
Iris puts down her cutlery on the plate and looks at me, her facial expression carefully neutral.
"Strange in what way?"
"Strange in the sense of very intense. I mean, she always was, but now she sends me many messages and calls me constantly. I know she's my physiotherapist and worries about my knee, but... it seems excessive."
Iris falls silent for a few moments, caressing the edge of her wine glass with her fingertips.
"I suppose we have to consider her perspective. Your recovery is a priority for your team and, therefore, for her professionally. Maybe Jodi's just worried about her own career."
"Okay, maybe I'm getting a little paranoid," I admit in a thin voice, not wanting to tell her what happened when Jodi got angry at my house and compared Iris to Alisha.
"I didn't say that. Your feelings are valid, and if Jodi's behavior makes you uncomfortable in any way, it's something we need to address. I'm just saying that maybe she's under a lot of pressure," Iris explains.
And as we discuss the merits of tiramisu over crème brûlée to share for dessert, Jodi soon becomes just a distant echo. Perhaps something that will need to be addressed at some point, but now it pales in comparison to every smile the woman in front of me gives me.



CHAPTER 15
Anna  
Sweat droplets trickle down my back as I push myself into a new practice session. We've been raising the intensity little by little. My knee protests but holds up without major issues.
"Move faster, Forling!" the coach yells from the sideline, grating on my nerves.
Iris watches me closely, though with some concern about the intensity of today's training. She's come almost every day for the last two weeks, even if just for a little while, making room in her busy schedule.
"Forling, you're moving slower than an arthritic turtle!" the coach insists. He's particularly angry today for some reason I don't know.
I pick up the pace, and suddenly...
Pain.
A sharp pain in my knee.
"Fuck!" I mutter through gritted teeth, stopping immediately.
Before I know it, Iris is already by my side.
"Are you okay?" she asks, grabbing my elbow to make me stop.
"It's nothing," I protest, brushing her off with a gesture harsher than necessary.
But neither she nor I believe my words. My knee throbs, a dull pain that spreads outward, and panic grips me. No, this can't be happening, not now when I'm so close.
"That's enough for today! She's pushing too hard," Iris announces, addressing the coach who stands there, not knowing how to react.
I clench my fists, feeling a mix of frustration and fear. Even so, I let Iris lead me off the pitch, all too aware of her hand on the small of my back as we walk.
"I want to see that knee right now," she declares as soon as we reach the locker room.
I take off my boots and lie down on one of the benches, trying not to think about the possible consequences of a new injury while Iris examines my knee, though it's totally impossible not to worry.
"Please tell me it's nothing," I beg, hiding my face in my hands.
"I can't be sure without an MRI," she replies, concentrating.
"Bullshit, Iris! You're the fucking expert, tell me what you think," I insist, raising my voice.
"I think we're pushing too hard, too fast," she explains.
"And now what, fuck? What do I do? The damn season is ending," I yell, slamming my fist on the wooden bench.
"Now, we evaluate that knee calmly and decide with all the data in hand, Anna. We do it with our heads, not our hearts. I know you want more than anyone to get back on the pitch, but recovery has to take the right pace."
I hide my face in my hands again, and tears escape me.
"Fuck!" I mutter angrily.
"Anna, look at me." Iris's calm voice pulls me back from the brink of a nervous breakdown. "We're going to figure this out, okay? It's nothing bad. I don't think so. It's just a small setback, but nothing more," she assures me.
I nod slowly, trying to force a smile that doesn't quite reach my eyes, and as I start to undress to take a shower before accompanying Iris to the hospital, the locker room door bursts open.
"I need to see that knee!" Jodi shouts without even saying hello.
"We're going to do an MRI at Watson Memorial," Iris responds, placing herself between us with her hands on her hips.
"With all due respect, Dr. Ramírez," Jodi protests, "I've been working with Anna daily for years, and I know her limits. I seem to remember that you're not even on her case, so I don't understand in what capacity you're giving your opinion."
I stand there watching them with my mouth open, not knowing what to say. I've never seen Iris angry, but I'd swear Jodi's comment didn't sit well with her at all.
"We've agreed with the team's medical services that all recovery planning would be directed from Watson Memorial. As far as I know, you work for this soccer team, so if you have a problem with that, you talk to your superiors," Iris complains, raising her voice.
"Maybe it would be better if you let me do my job instead of constantly interfering," Jodi barks, not seeming willing to back down.
"You're one step away from me talking to the head of the team's medical services and you losing your job," Iris threatens, maintaining a terrifying calm.
"Okay, enough. Stop it already! Both of you!" I yell. "Iris, if you want to take me to the hospital for an MRI, fine, but can we do it without the drama?"
Jodi lets out a slight huff of frustration. She turns around, leaving the locker room with a slam of the door, while Iris watches me with an expression halfway between concern and regret.
"Are you still jealous?" I ask, raising my eyebrows.
"It has nothing to do with jealousy, fuck," she protests. "It's a potentially dangerous situation. I already told you I don't think there's any serious problem, but without an MRI, you can't know, no matter how much that jerk insists she knows your knee very well."
"Okay, you're jealous."
"Let's go to the hospital, don't even shower."
"Aren't you going to answer me, Dr. Ramírez? Are you a little jealous?" I tease, grabbing her by the waist to kiss her. "Are you sure you don't want me to shower before you? I don't want to go to the hospital smelling bad," I joke, lifting my arm and pretending to smell my armpit. "Maybe you could help me in the shower so I don't fall."
***
Nearly an hour later, I find myself in Dr. Anderson's office. Her blonde hair is pulled back in a high ponytail, and she has a serious expression as she observes the MRI images alongside Iris.
They discuss my case in excruciating detail. Most of the words escape me, a jumble of medical jargon that might as well be Aramaic. Still, I understand the essentials: my knee isn't recovering as quickly as they hoped, and they're worried about long-term damage if we push too hard.
"In a nutshell, you need to take it slower," Dr. Anderson announces, turning to me.
"No."
The word leaves my mouth before I can even think of it. But it's a resounding "no," unarguable.
"I have to get back on the pitch before the season ends; my contract renewal is still up in the air and—"
"Anna," Iris interrupts. "If you don't take things easier, there might not be a season to return to."
Her words hit me like a ton of bricks. I slump in the chair, almost without strength. Defeated.
"Do you want me to give up?" I ask, confused.
"No one's talking about giving up," Violet cuts in. "Just a less severe training pace."
"But my contract is up in the air," I insist.
"Any team would be lucky to have you on their roster if you recover one hundred percent. Plus, we're talking about getting back on the pitch in time for the last game or maybe the last two."
"And if not? What if I never manage to come back?" I sigh.
"Then we'll figure out the next move together," Iris whispers, taking my hand in hers and squeezing it gently.
And, curiously, there's something in the way she says it, in the quiet conviction of her voice, that leaves me breathless. I seek her gaze and find in it the strength I want to desperately cling to.
Back in my living room, sitting next to Iris with a glass of wine in hand, my fears refuse to disappear.
"You're so much more than a soccer player," Iris insists. "You're intelligent and charismatic, and you have a lot of knowledge about this sport. Have you ever thought about coaching the next generation of girls? You'd be a role model for them."
"A coach? I'd probably kill half the team the first week," I joke.
"You'd inspire those girls," she insists, and for a few moments, the idea doesn't seem so far-fetched.



CHAPTER 16
Anna 
The ball whizzes past my ear, reminding me I'm not as fast as I used to be. Three girls around eleven years old come running to get it and stop, looking at each other, possibly wondering if what they're seeing is real.
"Hey, superstar, are you going to stand there or are you going to teach these kids a couple of tricks?"
Natasha's voice pulls me out of my thoughts. We played together until she retired five years ago and maintained a good friendship. Every so often, she insists that I spend an afternoon at her soccer school to take some pictures with the girls and give them some advice. I've always made some excuse, but the talk with Iris made me think.
I never had a role model, nor the luck to train at a soccer academy with a pro player. I played in the streets, getting kicked by the boys until someone saw me and offered me the chance to play with a real team.
"I don't know what to say," I complain, lowering my voice so no one can hear me.
"For heaven's sake, you're the fucking Anna Forling. Those girls will be thrilled just to have you show up and breathe. Just say hello, take some pictures with them, sign some autographs, and be yourself," Natasha insists.
"Well, I'm pretty good at breathing," I joke nervously.
"Girls! Who wants to learn some tricks from the best?" my friend shouts, practically pulling me to stand before her players.
The response is immediate and deafening. Dozens of voices erupt in screams, their hands rise in the air, and they look at me with enthusiasm. Soon, I forget my nerves.
"Can you do a bicycle kick?" asks a redheaded girl with a face full of freckles.
"Yeah, like the goal you scored in the last World Cup," adds another.
I swallow hard, and memories of that match assault me—of my glory days when I thought I was invincible. The roar of the crowd, the tension of having the ball at my feet—sensations that I may never experience again.
"It's better if I don't try that kind of thing yet," I apologize. "My knee is recovering from an injury."
"I was out for two weeks because of a tackle," a curly-haired girl shouts.
I smile and raise my eyebrows. Surely, for her, waiting two weeks without playing was almost as long as this endless process has been for me.
Soon, Natasha divides the players into groups, and I find myself enjoying it as much as they do while I correct their technique. They look at me with wide eyes, absorbing every comment or piece of advice like real sponges.
"Anna?" a girl about six years old tugs on my shirt, standing next to me. "Can you teach me how to do that again? I can't get it."
"Of course, you'll see how you're going to get it if you keep trying," I assure her, bending down to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. "What's your name?"
"My name is Zoe, and someday I'll be better than you," she adds, proudly lifting her chin.
"Oh, yeah? Well then, you'll have to practice really hard. Are you ready?"
The little girl nods her head quickly, and for the next hour, I lose myself in the simple joy of the game. I show them how to dribble, correct postures, give encouragement, and take pictures with them. The pain in my knee is nothing more than a distant echo, replaced by a happiness I barely remember.
After a group photo for the memory and after the little ones fill me with kisses and hugs, I have to blink several times to keep the tears from rolling down my cheeks.
"Wow, what a success, girl! And you said you didn't like kids," Natasha exclaims, patting my shoulder.
"I didn't think it would be such a beautiful experience," I admit, shrugging my shoulders.
"It's not always this fun, but I assure you it's very rewarding," my friend adds.
Somehow, her words resonate deep within me. As the sun begins to paint the horizon in shades of pink and gold and the girls leave with their parents, I hug Iris without really knowing what to say.
"It was intense, wasn't it?" she asks.
"I always thought I'd hate anything that wasn't playing soccer, that when I retired, I wouldn't want anything near a ball... but this... it was pretty good," I acknowledge.
"Oh, yeah?"
"I mean, I want to play again, but..."
"For now, let's go home and put some ice on that knee," Iris whispers, taking my hand.
An hour later, we're sprawled on my couch, with a couple of empty pizza boxes on the table, and trying, between kisses, to follow the plot of a movie that's too boring.
"Is something wrong? You've been very quiet for ten minutes," she asks, gently stroking my back.
"Just thinking."
"Does your head hurt?"
"Huh?"
"Nothing, silly, from thinking... it's a bad joke, sorry."
"Shit, you're such an idiot," I joke, throwing a pillow at her.
Iris laughs, a genuine, contagious laugh. It had been a long time since I felt so comfortable with someone, maybe never.
"Can I ask you something?" I inquire, lowering my voice.
"You just got very serious."
"Do you... do you think I'd be a good mother?" I blurt out with fear.
"I think you'd be an incredible mother," Iris whispers, leaning in to kiss my forehead.



CHAPTER 17
Anna
The sun is just beginning to peek through the window when some noises wake me up. Iris has already left; she had to prepare for an early morning surgery. I cautiously descend the stairs, still in my underwear, when suddenly...
"What the hell are you doing here?" I ask, confused, rubbing my eyes lazily.
I freeze, one foot on the last step. I quickly glance at the clock on the wall. 8:15 AM.
"Jodi, what are you doing here?" I repeat.
She looks at me from the living room couch, calm, as if she owns the place. A strange smile escapes her lips when she sees that I'm practically naked, and suddenly, even if Jodi has seen me like this many times before, I feel exposed. I cross my arms over my chest, feeling goosebumps rise on my skin.
"I came to work on your knee," she responds calmly, her gaze lingering on my panties for too long.
I blink several times, trying to understand. I didn't have any sessions scheduled for today, I'm sure of that. I furrow my brow, trying to remember if I ever gave her the keys to my house. I'm certain I never did, but I slept little last night and the lack of sleep affects me too much to think clearly.
"Shall we start?" Jodi asks, pointing to a folding massage table she set up next to the dining room table.
"Okay, let me put on a shirt."
She makes a strange gesture, rolling her eyes. I know she's seen me naked many times, it's not something that worries me, but for some reason unknown to me, I don't feel comfortable today.
When I return from my room, the familiar scent of rosemary oil fills the air and I can't help wrinkling my nose. Too strong for my taste, although Jodi loves to use it.
I close my eyes, trying to relax as her hands start working on my calf. We remain silent for a while until an uncomfortable question pulls me out of my trance.
"How are things going with Dr. Ramírez?"
Involuntarily, I tense up at her words.
"Good, everything's good," I whisper, not really knowing what to say.
Jodi slides her fingers up, caressing my thigh higher than usual. She glides them along the inside, dangerously close to my sex, and I squirm uncomfortably on the massage table.
"Jodi, I think that's enough, I'm in a bit of a hurry this morning," I lie.
"Are you sure?" she hisses, letting her fingertips practically slip to my folds.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I protest, springing up from the table and glaring at her.
"Relax, girl. I just wanted you to loosen up a bit. You seem very tense."
Jodi responds unfazed, keeping calm, as if touching me between my legs during a massage is a regular part of her job.
"Bullshit, Jodi. That's not part of any therapeutic massage, and you know it," I cut her off, instinctively closing my legs as I speak.
"Since when did you become so shy?" she asks with a strange smirk. Something odd is reflected in her eyes—pain, anger, I'm not sure—but it disappears in an instant, replaced by a smile. "Come on, don't be silly; it'll help you relax," she insists.
"You'd better go," I sigh, pointing to the door with my index finger.
"After everything I've done for you over the years? If you've stayed injury-free until now, it's thanks to me, you know? But of course, now that a doctor is fucking you, you think I'm not good enough for you," she states, raising her voice.
"What are you talking about, Jodi? There was never anything between you and me, and there never will be. Especially not now that I'm with Iris."
"Do you fake orgasms to keep her happy? Because I don't think what she did to you last night would make any woman come," she suddenly spits out, chilling my blood.
"What?"
"Does it turn your doctor on when you moan her name while pretending to come?"
"Get out now, Jodi!"
"She doesn't deserve you, fuck, Anna. I'd make you enjoy it so much more. That woman isn't even hot. What she did to you last night, shit, she doesn't even know how to do it. She must have looked it up on the internet or something, but she has no idea how to do it."
I tremble nervously. I don't understand what's happening, but my heart is pounding so hard it threatens to burst out of my chest. This can't be happening.
"Jodi, you need to leave right now," I demand, raising my voice.
"Leave? Anna, I could make you feel things you can't even imagine."
"Enough!" I scream, my breath ragged. "I'll talk to the team manager today! Get out of my house and never come back."
For a moment, Jodi stares at me, agitated. Then, before I can react, she lunges forward and grabs my operated knee, twisting it hard.
I cry out, feeling a wave of pain explode in my leg, sharp, blinding. Instinctively, I bring my hands to my knee as my eyes fill with tears of helplessness. I can't even react. I'm confused, terrified, in pain. I wish I could stay calmer and punch her in the nose, but a single thought clouds my mind: my career as a soccer player has come to an end.



CHAPTER 18
Anna 
The pain. A sharp, stabbing pain consumes everything. It explodes in my knee like a grenade.
As soon as Jodi leaves the house with a slam of the door, I collapse on the floor, and my world shrinks to that single point of agony. The living room hardwood presses against my cheek, cold and indifferent to my suffering. I cradle my knee in my hands, crying. What the hell just happened? I don't understand anything.
Trembling, I limp upstairs, searching for my cell phone to call Iris, but the moment I unlock the screen, reality hits me like a freight train.
Was Jodi in my house last night? Did she see everything we did? Does she have it recorded?
"No, fuck, no," I mutter through gritted teeth, biting my lower lip until I taste my own blood. "This can't be happening. I need to talk to Iris."
One ring. Two. Three.
"Come on, please pick up..."
"Anna? Is something wrong?"
Iris's voice, usually calm and serene, has a hint of surprise.
"I need you, please... my knee," I sob. "I think I did something to my knee."
"What do you mean you did something to your knee? Where are you? What happened?" she asks, confused.
"Please come to my house. I need you."
"Okay, stay there. Try not to move. I'll be there in half an hour. Let me talk to Arya so Violet can handle the surgery I have scheduled."
"It hurts, Iris, I can't put weight on my knee. Everything... everything is over," I stammer.
"Take a deep breath and try to calm down, okay? Can you do that? I'm with you in half an hour. Please calm down and don't move until I see that knee," Iris insists.
The call ends before I can respond. I press the phone to my chest, unable to stop crying. I don't even know how to explain to her that Jodi has gone crazy and destroyed my career forever... how to explain that she's been in my house and seen what we did last night?
Time refuses to move forward, each minute an eternity. Every slight movement of my leg sends new waves of pain radiating outward. I close my eyes, trying to isolate my thoughts, but my mind is racing. I imagine giving a press conference, announcing my definitive goodbye to professional soccer. The looks of sympathy from my teammates... the end of everything.
And then it occurs to me. It could be worse... much worse.
I'm not afraid for myself, but if Jodi recorded us... then Iris...
Fuck, it can't happen, I can't put Iris through this.
The key turning in the lock brings me back to reality.
"Anna? Where are you?" Iris shouts from the entrance.
I indicate that I'm in the master bedroom, but my own voice sounds weak.
"What happened? How did you do this? Did you slip?" she asks, starting to examine my knee.
"Jodi, it was Jodi," I admit between sobs. The slightest pressure from her fingers causes sharp pain.
"Jodi? You'll tell me now, let me examine your knee properly. I know it hurts, but hold on, okay?"
"Jodi was here this morning. I don't know why she has the keys to the house. She twisted my knee," I explain haltingly.
"What?"
"There's more, Iris," I add, hiding my face in my hands. "I think... I think she was here last night, too. She saw what we did," I confess, hugging her body.
"She saw what we did? How do you know?" Iris inquires while trying to calm me by kissing my cheek.
"She told me, with details."
"Fuck!" she mutters. "Do you think Jodi could have cameras? She couldn't have been watching. Could she have recorded it?"
I break down again upon hearing her words. If she recorded it and uploaded it... Iris...
"I need to run tests at the hospital, Anna. That knee... it doesn't look good at all," she sighs.
"What if I can't play again?"
"Don't jump ahead. First, we need to do tests and evaluate the state of the ligaments. Now, let's call the police. We have to report that crazy woman."
"No, no, that would attract too much publicity. I can't..."
"Shh," Iris silences me with a soft kiss. "I'm going to call a friend. A few months ago, I operated on his wife. They thought she would never walk again, and he's very grateful. The guy owns one of the best security companies in New York. I'll ask him to take a look at the house. It will be totally confidential. But, Anna, if he discovers cameras in your bedroom... we have to talk to the police."
I barely hear her, simply nodding my head, too stressed with the whole situation. The world seems to implode around me; the injury, the end of my sports career, a possible recording while making love with Iris.
"Fuck, and it had to be just last night..." I complain.
"Anna, if she has recordings, it's very serious. I don't care that last night we did somewhat more unusual things. It's a violation of our privacy and a crime."
"I can't lose everything at once," I stammer, squeezing her body tightly.
"We'll fix it, you'll see," she assures me.
I cling to that possibility as if it were a lifeline in the middle of a shipwreck, but my strength fails me, and hope runs out. Everything has gone to shit.
Iris
"The house is full of spy cameras and microphones, especially the bedroom," the security expert announces with a serious face, and my entire world comes crashing down.
"Fuck, Trey. What can we do now? Do you think she has recordings?" I ask, worry etched into my features.
"I'm absolutely certain she has recordings. Abundant recordings," he adds. "No one goes to this much trouble if they're not going to use those cameras to record."
"Oh my God, Iris. I'm so sorry for doing this to you," Anna mumbles, unable to stop crying since I entered the house.
"You haven't done anything. Jodi's a crazy psychopath, and we need to notify the police as soon as possible. Not only did she enter your house without permission and fill your bedroom with cameras, she also assaulted you," I state, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her close to my body.
I understand her fear, but...
"Trey, Anna is a very well-known person, and it wouldn't be good if this leaked," I confess nervously, carefully choosing my words as I think about all the things we did last night that could now be on some porn website, viewable by anyone.
"I have a good friend in the NYPD's cyber crimes unit. A former hacker. I'll talk to her. She's totally trustworthy. No one will know what happened; you can rest easy," he assures me, placing both hands on my shoulders. "But, Iris, if she's decided to share those recordings... you know it will be tough to stop. No matter how hard we try, there will always be a copy out there that can surface at any time. You're aware of that, right?"
"I know. Can you handle it? I need to do some medical tests on Anna's knee as soon as possible, and right now, we're both too nervous to deal with this situation," I plead, on the verge of tears myself.



CHAPTER 19
Iris  
"Shit, fuck, just what I needed right now," I grumble as I read the email from Human Resources.
My mind races, replaying every interaction with Anna while she was my patient, searching for anything that could have been misinterpreted.
I see her before she sees me. Anna's returning from Violet's office, her hair pulled back in a hastily made ponytail, her eyes slightly puffy and red from crying.
"Is something wrong?" she asks, seeing me glued to the computer screen, reading the HR email over and over as if trying to memorize it.
"This is too much," I sigh. "Now, some asshole has filed a complaint with the hospital's Human Resources department alleging inappropriate behavior with a patient."
"With me?"
"Who the fuck else would it be, Anna?" I respond, raising my voice more than necessary due to stress and frustration.
"And that worries you?"
"Well, yes."
"Oh, right, because we don't have way bigger problems than that, like my professional career going to shit or videos of us fucking naked in my bed popping up at any moment," Anna snaps, angry.
"It's not that I'm not worried about that, fuck. I'm very worried, but there's almost nothing I can do. With your knee, until we have all the tests, we can't know the process to follow. Maybe it'll need to be operated on again, and it'll be a real bitch, or maybe it won't be worth it, and you'll have to change professions. But there's nothing I can do in the short term. With the videos, it's similar, I'm very worried; no one wants to appear naked on the internet, but Detective Álvarez is already handling it along with that Crow person, the hacker Trey knows. Again, there's nothing I can do in the short term."
"Yeah, because it's easier to sit back and worry about a bullshit complaint to some hospital department," she yells.
"Potentially, it's very serious, Anna, and getting angry with me isn't going to solve any of the problems we have right now," I explain, trying to keep calm.
"And how is sitting around waiting for other people to fix our problems going to solve them? I can't just sit here, Iris. I'm not made for this, I'm going out and find Jodi and rip her fucking head off," she shouts, attracting curious glances from a group of nurses.
"This is a hospital," I remind her. "You're not on a soccer pitch, so stop yelling. The police are already looking for Jodi. What makes you think you're going to find her before they do? And, assuming you do, if you assault her, you're going to have a new problem to add to everything we already have. I understand you're upset, but..."
"You understand?" Anna interrupts me with another shout, and her words are like a slap in the face. "Because from my point of view, it seems like you're just turning your back, looking the other way, and accepting whatever happens to us, even if it's going to fuck up our lives."
"That's not fair, Anna," I protest, trying not to let my voice break. "I'm doing what I can to protect both of us, but everything is exploding all at once and..."
"Well, it doesn't seem like enough to me!" Anna retorts angrily, slamming her hand hard on my desk. "You keep going with your bullshit accusation in HR and let your girlfriend's career go to shit or let them send the fucking videos to all your contacts. We'll see how happy the hospital's Board of Directors will be."
I take a deep breath and let it out slowly with a long exhale. Suddenly, I stand up from my chair, needing space.
"Anna, I... I won't argue now," I state, closing my eyes and shaking my head. "I know we have a lot of problems, but yelling at me like that isn't going to solve them."
I turn around and walk out of my office, my white coat billowing behind me. I need to gather all my willpower not to look back. I want to stay calm, but each of her words is like a dagger piercing my heart. Each accusation hurts as if they were cutting my flesh, separating it from the bone. What can I do? Yelling at each other isn't going to make Jodi appear and destroy the videos or miraculously heal her knee.
I take refuge in an empty conference room and press my forehead against the window. I gaze at the towering skyscrapers on the New York horizon, giants of glass and steel that usually calm me. Still, today, they only remind me of how small I am. How easily everything I've fought for can crumble like a house of cards.
"Iris," I hear Anna's voice by the door. It's barely a whisper, but I don't have the strength to continue this argument.
"I need to be alone, Anna," I mutter without even turning around to look at her.
"I just wanted you to know that... I'm sorry," she hesitates, pausing before continuing. "I shouldn't have said those things to you. I know you're doing everything you can. It was unfair of me."
I slowly turn to face her, seeking her gaze.
"I'm very stressed out," Anna continues, cracking her knuckles. "My professional career, yours, our relationship... everything is hanging by a thread right now, and I can't take it anymore. I can't manage my emotions. I've never been good at that," she admits. "And I'm very..." She stops, seeming lost.
"Scared?"
Anna nods slowly, swallowing.
"Yeah, terrified, actually. And I react like this when I'm under a lot of pressure. I know it's not an excuse... but it's the truth."
"I'm scared too, Anna. It's a very serious situation, everything that's happening to us. Any of these problems alone could be devastating, but yelling at each other isn't going to make it better."
"I know, it's just..."
"How many times have you been thrown out of a game for yelling at the referees?" I interrupt.
"A few," she sighs.
"And did it improve the situation?"
"No, it made it worse," she confesses.
"Well, this is the same, Anna. We have to do what we can and help the police or Violet with the rest, but getting angry at each other doesn't help."
"Not being able to control something so serious is terrifying," she admits, coming closer to me to let herself be hugged.
"These things happen. In the operating room, I often have to make a split-second decision that could change my patient's life forever. And it's terrifying."
"How do you do it?" she whispers in my ear, gently stroking my back.
I shrug, trying to put into words something I've never explained before.
"I guess I trust my years of practice, my instinct, my team. And I remember that fear is just another challenge to overcome. I imagine it's not much different from what you do on the soccer pitch," I add, kissing her cheek.
"This is the first time I've chased a woman to apologize," she hisses before kissing me.
At first, it's a soft, tentative kiss, but soon, something changes, and it's as if she needs to express all her emotions in that kiss. All her fear, her frustration, her pent-up anger overflow. She pushes me against the window and lifts my blouse in one swift motion, seeking my breasts.
Suddenly, Anna pauses briefly. We both breathe heavily. I rest my forehead against hers, undoing her ponytail and combing her hair through my fingers.
"We shouldn't do this here," I murmur.
"Probably not," Anna agrees, covering my jaw with kisses. "But I don't think I can stop."
"You're crazy, Anna Forling."
"It's part of my charm," she jokes. "Right now, I need to forget about everything for a while."
I hesitate for a moment, my rational mind screaming that it's a bad idea, but Anna unhooks my bra, and her thumbs hardening my nipples is too much to resist.
"Let's go to my office."
We stumble out of the conference room, in my case, with my bra still loose under my blouse, barely managing to maintain our composure before closing the door. As soon as I lock it, Anna pushes me against the wall and her kisses become more intense.
"It has to be something very quick," I remind her.
"Just remember not to scream when you come," she pants before licking the tip of her tongue behind my ear.
What follows is a blur of sensations. My pants and underwear around my knees, Anna's fingers making their way into my sex, her breath on my neck. It's all messy, rushed... absolutely perfect in its imperfection.
I hear the sound of our heavy breathing as I pull down her pants, the crunch of clothing as we move against each other, the soft moans escaping our lips.
Anna gasps as I reach her sex and kisses me with more passion, moving her fingers faster, increasing the pressure inside me. I'm close. She senses it and presses her body against mine, wrapping her free hand around my neck, letting herself be carried away by her own pleasure.
The orgasm washes over me like a wave crashing against the rocks. I bury my face in her neck, holding back a scream of pleasure that I know I can't let out in this place. Anna hugs me tightly as she begs me to keep going a little longer, and soon, her entire body trembles with pleasure as she, too, reaches climax.
"Fuck, you have no idea how much I needed this," she whispers in my ear.
"Me too," I admit, my breath catching. "Me too."



CHAPTER 20
Iris 
"Well, well, well, the heartbreaker doctor ready to face her firing squad," Arya jokes as I make my way to the hospital's Human Resources department meeting.
"I'm not exactly in the mood for jokes right now," I complain, not even trying to hide my nervousness.
"Relax, dumbass. You've got it all under control. Good idea passing Anna's case to Violet, you saved your ass with that move. Besides, I'm going with you. What could go wrong?" she adds, shrugging.
I stop dead in my tracks when I hear her words, staring her straight in the eyes.
"You're coming with me? Why?"
"I like to see you suffer. No, seriously, last time I checked, I was still the chief of surgery at this hospital, and I'm not going to let those assholes cause trouble for my best knee surgeon. Plus, they're a little afraid of me," Arya adds with a wink.
The members of the hospital's Human Resources committee await us, seated around a long wooden table. Their faces are a mix of curiosity and professionalism. Arya and I take a seat, and I breathe deeply, preparing myself for what's to come.
"Dr. Ramírez," the Human Resources director begins, "we've called this meeting to investigate a complaint filed against you for inappropriate behavior with one of your patients, Miss Anna Forling."
"Hold up!" Arya interrupts, raising her arms and causing bewilderment among all those present. "Who's filing the complaint?"
The committee members look at each other strangely; one of them calmly reviews the file and looks up at Arya.
"A Jodi Wheeler. Apparently, she's Miss Forling's physiotherapist," he explains calmly.
"Ah! She's a fugitive from justice. Whereabouts unknown, on the run from the law. Plus, she's crazy. Did I mention she's a psychopath? Case closed," Arya announces, getting up from the table to the astonishment of the committee members.
"Dr. Kumari, this hospital's rules regarding doctor-patient relationships are very clear, and it doesn't matter whether the person filing the complaint is a fugitive from justice or not," the Human Resources director calmly states, politely asking Arya to sit back down at the table.
"I'm prepared to address those accusations," I interrupt, squeezing Arya's arm so she doesn't provoke the committee.
Over the next hour, I present a meticulous account of my interactions with Anna, backed up by entries in her medical record, dated and signed, and with written statements from witnesses. I explain to them, in full detail, that my romantic relationship with Anna began once Dr. Anderson took over her case, emphasizing the strict separation I maintained at all times between my role as a doctor and our personal involvement.
Arya intervenes from time to time, cutting off any attempt by committee members to misrepresent the timeline of my interactions with Anna.
"Listen up!" she raises her voice in the middle of the meeting. "If you think a surgeon of Dr. Ramírez's prestige is going to risk her professional career to fuck a patient, no matter how hot the soccer player is, it's clear you have no idea what you're talking about. Stick to the facts instead of making wild speculations!" she protests.
The Human Resources Committee members squirm uncomfortably in their seats every time Arya speaks, clearly annoyed by her intensity.
"You don't need to be so descriptive in your arguments," I whisper, leaning towards her.
Finally, the Human Resources director clears his throat, meticulously collects the papers on the table, and begins to speak.
"Dr. Ramírez, we appreciate your thoroughness in addressing this thorny issue. Given the evidence presented and the testimony of some of your colleagues, we find no reason to take further action. This investigation is concluded. Thank you for your time," he adds, looking at us through his glasses.
"Boom!" Arya shouts, making a triumphant fist gesture. "I told you it was a piece of cake, dumbass."
"Thanks for the support. It meant a lot to me," I say gratefully once we leave the room.
"Always," Arya smiles. "Now, go find your girl. I'm sure she could use some good news after all the shit that's raining down on you."
I nod and practically gallop down the long hallways in search of Anna. As soon as I reach her, we melt into a long embrace, a futile attempt to dispel the tension we're experiencing. It's just one of the battles we must fight, but we're taking it step by step.
"Coffee to celebrate or a double whiskey?" Anna jokes, leading me by the hand towards the hospital exit.
As soon as we step out onto the street, a blurry movement catches my attention. Jodi appears out of nowhere, her face contorted with rage.
"You fucking bitch!" she screams, lunging at me with her fist raised.
It's a strange sensation. Time seems to slow down. I brace myself for the impact, but Anna moves at lightning speed, pushing me out of the way and taking the full force of the punch to her face.
Blood spurts from her lower lip as she throws herself at Jodi and starts throwing punches. Luckily, the two security guards at the entrance quickly pounce on the physiotherapist and tackle her to the ground. However, the commotion attracts a crowd of patients, family members, and medical staff who stop in astonishment to watch or take some pics.
"Are you okay? Let me see that lip!" I say, examining Anna's face, who smiles in relief to see Jodi restrained by the security members.
"You should see the hits I take on the soccer games, this is nothing, although I would have liked those two to be a little slower so I could give her what she deserves," she jokes.
"You're crazy," I whisper, kissing her cheek, unable to stop the tears from rolling down my face.
Two hours later, at Anna's house, celebrating the Human Resources resolution with a good bottle of red wine, there's a knock at the door.
"It can't be Jodi, can it?" I joke.
"I hope not, because if I see her again I'm sleeping in jail tonight, I swear she won't make it out alive," Anna mutters, trying to get up to open the door, although I indicate that I'll take care of it.
When I do, I find myself face to face with Trey, with Detective Isabella Álvarez of the New York Police Department, and a young woman with too many tattoos who, apparently, is the mysterious hacker they call Crow.
"That crazy woman is going to have problems," Trey explains, sitting down in front of us.
"At the very least, charges can be filed for breaking and entering, illegal surveillance, illegal recording, assault, and invasion of privacy," adds Detective Álvarez.
"The recordings..." Anna asks with fear. "I'm interested to know what happened to those recordings. Can you tell if she's released them?"
"The recordings were on her computer's hard drive... and, fuck! What recordings!" adds the hacker, raising her eyebrows and earning a murderous look from Detective Álvarez. "Well, the thing is, we used the most advanced digital forensic techniques on the hard drive, metadata, system logs, and networks, looking for any evidence of backups and file sharing, and we didn't find anything. Either she wanted those recordings for personal use or to extort Miss Forling later on, but they haven't been shared or copied."
"Are you sure?" I interrupt.
"Absolutely sure, the data is clear, and that woman doesn't even use passwords or military-grade encryption systems on her files," she explains, as if it were the most natural thing in the world to do that kind of thing.
***
"I have a job offer," Anna whispers nervously once Trey, the detective, and the hacker leave the house and we polish off a second bottle of wine to celebrate.
"Really?"
"Do you remember Natasha? The one from the soccer academy for girls? She wants me to be a part of it, she would put my name next to hers."
"That's... that's fantastic. That day you really enjoyed teaching the girls," I remind her, stroking her hair as she snuggles into my chest.
"It's not professional soccer, but... I don't know, maybe it would be nice to give back some of what that sport has given me, don't you think?" Anna admits, pushing aside the top of my bra to kiss me near the nipple. "But please, don't ask me to open a third bottle of wine to celebrate," she adds.



CHAPTER 21
Iris 
The crowd roar becomes deafening as Anna leaps onto the pitch, her ponytail waving behind her like a golden war banner.
"Damn, your girl is killing it!" Arya screams when Anna approaches the opposing goal and is about to score the goal, which would mean not only a comeback but also winning the league for her team.
And Arya is right. I don't know anything about soccer, but Anna is playing like never before, full of passion as if she wants to prove to herself and the rest of the world that her career is far from over. It's hard to believe that, relatively recently, her future as a soccer player was hanging by a thread.
The ball rises into the air, and Anna jumps backward, her right leg extended, performing a perfect bicycle kick reminiscent of the goal she scored in that World Cup. Time seems to slow down. Everything happens in slow motion. The goalkeeper stretches out her arms, and the ball slips between her hands, entering the goal.
The stadium explodes with joy.
The crowd chants her name.
And I start crying like a fool.
"Yes, fuck yes. You're the fucking boss, Anna Forling!" Arya yells, standing up from her seat and hugging me to shake my body as if she wants to make me dizzy. "And those little tears, Doctor Ramírez?" she jokes, seeing I'm crying.
"I just can't believe how well everything turned out," I admit, looking away and wiping the tears rolling down my cheeks with the palm of my hand.
The whistle blows, and the crowd goes wild.
"They won the league, fuck! All thanks to your girl," Arya shouts, who has become a fan of women's soccer in recent months, although I'm not sure if it's just for the sport itself.
I'm about to respond when I notice Anna running towards where we're sitting. She signals for me to come closer, and my breath catches when she jumps the barrier and locks eyes with me.
"Anna, what are you doing...?"
She silences me with a long kiss that makes me forget where we are as I wipe the sweat from her neck with my hands.
"A TV camera is pointing at us," I hiss, pulling away slightly from her.
"That's Good. Let them see how much I love my girl," Anna replies, pulling me close and kissing me again.
"Ooh... I think in the press conference, they're going to ask her about everything but the goal," Arya jokes, laughing her head off.
I don't even hear her. I only have eyes for Anna, who is practically dragged away by her teammates in a contagious joy. But even as she celebrates, her eyes search for mine in the crowd and each of her glances is a promise of what's to come.
We connect to the press conference through our phones just as it's starting. Anna sits at the table alongside the coach and another player, her cheeks still flushed from the effort and her eyes shining with joy.
The questions come quickly.
"Anna, everyone thought you were finished, and today you played an incredible game, like in your best times. How does it feel to come back at your age from such a long injury and lead your team to victory?" asks a journalist who could have spared any comments about her age or the end of her career.
Luckily, Anna doesn't take it too badly, or at least she hides it very well.
"It was incredible," she acknowledges with an ear-to-ear smile. "I'm not going to lie. There were moments when I wasn't sure if I could play professional soccer again. But I had an incredible support system and the best medical care you could ask for."
"Speaking of support," another journalist hurries to ask. "Could you tell us something about the woman you kissed in the stands at the end of the game?"
"Here it comes," Arya whispers, elbowing me in the ribs. "Now you're going to be famous."
"Shut the fuck up, Arya!" I complain, trying to listen to Anna's explanations.
"That woman is responsible for my perfect recovery and for being able to be in front of you today at this press conference. Responsible both for the medical part, since she was the doctor who operated on my knee, and for everything else. During my long injury, she went from being my doctor to being my biggest support, my best friend, and my girlfriend. I couldn't have done it without her, I'm sure of that."
The room fills with questions, journalists raise their hands nervously, but I barely hear it. I feel my face burning, and my heart beats so hard that, at times, I'm grateful Arya is by my side in case I have a heart attack.
"You okay, dumbass?" she asks, puzzled.
"Yeah, just excited," I confess between sobs.
"Need a hug?"
"Go get a beer, will you?" I protest, pointing my chin towards the bar.
When Arya returns with a couple of beers and sits next to me, the awkward questions from the press conference have already ceased, and the journalists are concentrating on more technical details of the game, which calms me.
"What's the plan for tonight, lovebirds? A wild night of celebration with the whole soccer team? Can I come?" Arya asks, opening her big eyes.
"We're going to celebrate, but just the two of us. After everything we've been through these past few months, I think we deserve it."
"And do you think I can go to the party without you with the rest of the soccer team?" she insists.
Just as I'm about to answer, my cell phone rings, announcing a message from Anna.
Anna: "Shower and see you in half an hour? I want to celebrate properly." Followed by a kissing emoji, two heart emojis and three fire emojis.
Me: "You don't even need to shower, I can help you when we get home." Followed by a wink and two fire emojis.
As I put the phone back in my pocket, I notice Arya looking at me with a strange expression.
"What now?" I ask, almost expecting her to say some silly or ironic comment about how in love I am.
Instead, she gives me a beautiful, sincere smile.
"It's nothing, it's just... I love seeing you this happy. You deserve it. Remember a little over a year ago, when Katya asked us to be bridesmaids at her wedding to Nicole?"
"Yeah, at her parents' house in the Hamptons."
"You replied that you wished you could have your special day too. You said that at this rate you'd end up marrying medicine... and now... here you are," Arya adds, caressing my right arm and drawing a proud smile on her lips.
"Here I am... who would have thought," I sigh.
***
That night, the restaurant Anna has chosen for dinner is packed. Still, the glow of the candles on the table creates an intimate atmosphere despite the crowd.
"Did you like the match?" she asks, taking my hand and squeezing it slightly.
"A lot, but I must admit that scoring a bicycle kick goal and the acrobatics you did next to celebrate it... almost gave me a heart attack. I feared for your knee and..."
"My knee is perfect. Stop worrying, Dr. Ramírez," she interrupts, bringing my hand to her lips to kiss my knuckles. "Although the best part of the match was your scared face when you realized we were being recorded while I was kissing you," Anna jokes.
"You're an idiot. I didn't remember the TV cameras."
"You're so beautiful that I have to contain myself so they don't kick us out of the restaurant," she whispers, making my knees tremble.
Suddenly, her face turns very serious, and she nervously bites her lower lip.
"I've accepted Natasha's offer to join her soccer academy. We'll split the business in half, and we'll train the next generation of players," she announces proudly.
"Damn, Anna, that's... that's amazing. Those girls will be very lucky to have you as a coach."
"I thought when I was their age I would have loved to learn from someone like me, so... you see... now I'm a businesswoman," she jokes.
"I'm so happy for you."
Anna lowers her head nervously and blushes.
"Thank you, I'm very happy, but there's something else..." she hesitates, pausing.
"Something else?"
I wait anxiously as the pause drags on longer than normal, and Anna nervously twists her napkin.
"I've been thinking a lot about... about the future. About what I want," she admits, letting out a large amount of air. "I want to be a mother, Iris. Soon," Anna acknowledges.
"Damn," I sigh. "Are you definitely leaving professional soccer?"
Anna raises her head and opens her eyes wide when she hears me.
"What? No way, soon means when I finish the World Cup next year. For now, you'll have to put up with my training, matches, and trips. And after being a mother, I'd like to play as long as my body can take it. I feel very energetic."
"Okay, so we need to make many changes if you want to balance a soccer academy, your professional soccer career, and being a mother. Ambitious as always, Forling."
"We?"
My heart races as I realize what I've said. We've never made long-term plans. We haven't even talked about it. Surviving our problems was hard enough. But, looking at Anna in front of me, I know with absolute certainty that there is no other woman I would like to share the rest of my life with.
"Of course, we... us," I admit in a low voice. "I mean, if you want to..."
"Iris, of course, I want to..."
Anna leans over the chair to look for something in her purse and continues the sentence, but I don't hear what she says. I'm too busy pulling out the black velvet box I've been keeping for weeks for this day.
And then we both freeze, our eyes fixed on the rings we each hold in our hands.
"We're idiots. I can't believe it," Anna marvels, touching her forehead.
We can't help but burst out laughing.
"I guess great minds think alike, but we are a bit idiotic, although I've been preparing this for several weeks," I admit, amused.
"Shut up, dummy. I pulled out the ring first, so it's my turn. Iris Ramírez, you have saved my career, my knee, and my heart. Will you marry me?" Anna proposes, and my heart skips several beats.
"Of course I will," I sob.
"But don't cry. They'll think I said something bad to you."
"I can't help it," I acknowledge, wiping my tears with my shirt sleeve and extending my hand for her to place the ring on it.
Then, I'm the one who places my ring on her finger, although I'll never forget the embarrassment I feel when the whole restaurant starts to realize what's happening and stands up to applaud.
"How about we go home and celebrate in private?" she suggests, extending her hand to take mine and leave the restaurant.
As we drive back home, with the city lights blurring on the car window, our fingers intertwine and I feel, for the first time, the pressure of her ring on my hand as a promise of the future to come.
There will be challenges, shared joys, and a family to build by her side. Trips, training sessions, and two professional careers to balance. But with each obstacle overcome, each goal reached, and each dream come true, our bond will grow stronger. We don't seek a fairy tale but a real story: two women working together, growing together, choosing each other every day. And in that daily effort, in that constant choice, we will find our true happiness.
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Doctor Stone: A Sapphic Medical Romance https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CB4PRX3Y

A decade ago, a tragic surgery forever altered the lives of Dr. Jackie Stone and Sarah Taylor. Haunted by the loss of that patient, Dr. Stone has since immersed herself in her work, believing that if she stays busy, she can escape the pain of her past.

Sarah Taylor, now a determined intern at Manhattan’s prestigious Watson Memorial Hospital, finds herself under the supervision of the very doctor who was present during her brother’s ill-fated surgery ten years ago.

As she strives to become a renowned surgeon, Sarah must grapple with the emotional weight of working in the same hospital where her brother died, under the watchful eye of the woman who couldn’t save him.

Don’t miss this riveting sapphic medical romance exploring the intricate dance of forgiveness, healing, and the transformative power of love. 
Doctor Torres: A Sapphic Medical Romance  https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CB4RM9RV
 

   At 27, Nicole Hunt is a rising star in health and wellness, captivating audiences with her dynamic podcast and entertaining TikTok presence. In a special series for Heart Month, she sets her sights on interviewing some of the nation's most prominent medical professionals, including the reclusive Dr. Inés Torres.

Dr. Torres is a 40-year-old distinguished cardiologist with a reputation as steely as the scalpel she wields. Her life revolves entirely around her work, leaving no room for love or leisure.

As the effervescent Nicole steps into Dr. Torres's strictly regimented world, sparks fly, and an unexpected connection forms between the two women. Can Nicole's warmth and charisma melt Dr. Torres's icy exterior and unlock the door to a new, fulfilling chapter in her life?

Immerse yourself in this captivating sapphic medical romance, a heartwarming journey of love, healing, and the power of letting go. 
Doctor Harris: A Sapphic Medical Romance https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CB4P272P

A doctor in love with a resident.
A resident in love with a patient.
A patient in love with herself.

Dr. Rachel Harris has always played by the book, until a mysterious woman arrives at the hospital after a grave accident, sending her world into a tailspin.

As the patient lies in an induced coma, Dr. Harris finds solace in her daydreams, crafting an enchanting romance with this enigmatic woman. Her fantasies provide an escape from her otherwise regimented life, stirring feelings she's never experienced before.

However, reality comes crashing down when the patient finally awakens, revealing herself to be a moody, self-absorbed woman who bears no resemblance to the person Rachel had come to love in her mind. As Dr. Harris grapples with her unexpected feelings, she must confront the blurred lines between fantasy and reality, desire and responsibility.

Don’t miss this mesmerizing sapphic medical romance that delves into the complexities of love, self-discovery, and the journey of personal growth. 
Doctor Ramirez: A Sapphic Medical Romance
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D5BHPYZB

Another phone call.
A new email.
Ever since Anna Fenwick, the female soccer legend, crossed paths with me due to her torn anterior cruciate ligament, I've been spending more time responding to the press than doing my job as a surgeon.
It's an absolute nightmare, and she is...
That woman is unbearable.
I knew this could happen. Her constant run-ins with sports journalists and other teammates are well-known. I can understand that her bad temper has worsened with the serious knee injury. I imagine that, at the end of her career, she's afraid of never regaining the level she once had... but putting up with her is starting to be too much.
And yet, each tiny glimmer of vulnerability in those blue eyes is enough to make me consider breaking the rules that have always governed my life.
Doctor Anderson: A Sapphic Medical Romance
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D9DGSYZ3
 

Being a single mom to a teenage daughter is tough enough.
Having your daughter be an elite gymnast makes things even more complicated. But her injuring her ankle just months before the Olympics? That's too much.
I went to Dr. Anderson's office looking for a solution to my daughter's injury.
And now, every time that doctor fixes those blue eyes on me or smiles, I feel a tingling in my lower belly that's impossible to ignore.
***
The Missing Letters of Sara Nelson: A Second Chance Sapphic Romance https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CLGBH2C9

   At 42, Samantha Thomson’s picture-perfect life is crumbling. Fresh from a painful divorce, she’s struggling to raise two teenage daughters while trudging through a monotonous routine.

Her childhood friend Olivia Mitchell lives life on the edge. While filming her documentaries, Olivia has spent over two decades traveling the globe and fighting for justice.

When their paths cross again, long-buried feelings ignite.

And when Samantha discovers twelve romantic WWII love letters hidden in an old book, they spark an unexpected thirst for adventure.

Spurred by Olivia, both women journey through snow-covered Vermont villages to deliver the long-lost letters.

Along the way, both women must confront their own ghosts. Can righting the wrongs of the past inspire them to live boldly again?

Join Samantha and Olivia on an uplifting voyage of second chances, reminding us it’s never too late to start living. 
Crossed Destinies: A Sapphic Billionaire Romance https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CL7HGK9N

The CEO of a technology company whose methods border the limits of ethics.
A journalist in search of the truth and eager to prove herself.
What can go wrong?
From their first encounter, an undeniable chemistry draws them together. Yet, their professional ambitions threaten to drive a wedge between them.
As Sarah digs deeper into the inner workings of Hailey's empire, she uncovers shocking secrets that threaten to expose the dark underbelly behind its success. Torn between protecting the woman she's falling for and revealing the truth, Sarah grapples with the biggest decision of her life.
Will she prioritize her commitment to journalistic integrity and unveil the truth, or will her deepening feelings for Hailey cloud her judgment?
Can her relationship survive the pressure, or will it blow up?
Passions flare, and ethical lines blur in this tension-filled romance set in the high-stakes world of corporate finance. When matters of the heart collide with the quest for truth, the fallout could destroy careers, relationships, and even lives.
Tie Break: A Sapphic Sports Romance https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C6MMF43Z

Brooke McKlain is a household name for tennis fans.
Elena has no idea who she is. She just knows she's ruining her life.

When Brooke decides to take a much-needed break at a luxury hotel in Hawaii, she doesn't expect that the woman who challenged her from the very first moment will show her what love is.
Elena will make her question many things, and now love spins onto her court, revealing what she's been missing.
But their worlds are too different, and things are never as easy as they seem... especially when the public image you want to give outweighs your feelings. 
YOUNG ADULT SAPPHIC ROMANCE
Liar: A Young Adult "fake date" LGBTQ+ Romance  https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CB4MB79W

Nina Álvarez is living the dream.

She's the high school basketball team captain, a social media sensation, and one of the most popular girls at school. But when a misplaced comment goes viral, Nina's future comes crashing down.

With accusations of homophobia threatening to destroy everything she's worked for, Nina devises a daring plan: fake-date Alexia Taylor, a proud and openly gay girl from her high school.

Alexia is her polar opposite. She's a brilliant, introverted aspiring scientist with her sights set on NASA. And she wants nothing to do with Nina's scheme.

However, when Alexia's best friend Cris gets involved, she soon finds herself unable to say no.

As Nina and Alexia play their roles in this high-stakes game of pretend, they find themselves drawn to each other in ways they never expected. Amidst the whirlwind of high school drama, basketball games, and social media scandals, the two girls discover that sometimes, the line between love and lies isn't so clear.

Operation Vanessa https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C99QVD5K

Riley, the high school resident rebel, never thought she’d fall for anyone—especially not Vanessa, the untouchable cheerleading squad captain.

In a world where social expectations and invisible barriers dictate the rules, they are on opposite sides of the high school spectrum.

But love won’t be ignored. Overwhelmed by her feelings, Riley turns to Alexia, a straight-A student with a gift for words. Together, they hatch a daring plan inspired by Cyrano de Bergerac to capture the cheerleader’s heart. 
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