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Doctor’s Orders




I'd rather be anywhere else on the planet.

Root canal. DMV. Jury duty. A middle seat on a cross-country flight next to a guy who won't stop talking about crypto. Any of it, all of it. I'd take every single one of those over sitting in a urology clinic at ten thirty, waiting for a stranger to stick a finger up my ass.

The waiting room was small and painfully beige. Beige walls, beige carpet, beige magazines fanned out on a beige table like a sad little deck of cards. The only splash of color was a poster on the wall, a cartoon diagram of the male reproductive system, labeled in a cheerful blue font like it was a page from a picture book. Except instead of fun facts about dolphins, it was pointing out where your seminal vesicles were.

Great. Love that for me.

I shifted in the plastic chair and bounced my knee. I'd been doing that since I sat down. The woman across from me, sixties, reading glasses, deep into a People magazine, glanced up at the sound of my leg hammering the floor. I stopped. She went back to her magazine. I started again ten seconds later.

I'm thirty-two. I work in project management, which is a polite way of saying I send emails and pretend to care about Gantt charts. I go to the gym four days a week. I watch too much basketball and not enough news. I've been single for about eight months, ever since Laura decided I was "emotionally unavailable," which, honestly, fair, and moved out of our apartment with a U-Haul and the good couch.

And now I was here. In a urology office. Because my GP, Dr. Patel, a man I otherwise respected, had looked at my family history and said the words "baseline prostate screening" with a straight face.

"Your dad had issues at forty-five," he'd said, tapping his pen against my chart like a metronome of doom. "Better to start early."

I'd nodded like a reasonable adult. Then I went home and Googled "what happens during a prostate exam" and nearly passed out on my kitchen floor.

It wasn't the medical aspect that fucked with me. I understood the science. Prostate's up there. Finger goes up there. Doctor checks for abnormalities. Quick, done. I got it.

But knowing something intellectually and being cool with it physically were two very different things. Nothing had ever gone up there. Not a finger, not a tongue, not anything. It wasn't that I was some repressed guy who couldn't handle a little butt stuff. It was just that I'd never had a reason to explore the territory, and frankly, the neighborhood had always been exit-only as far as I was concerned.

And yeah, fine, there was the other thing. The part I didn't like admitting, even to myself. The part where a little voice in the back of my brain whispered, What if you like it? Not in a medical sense. In a holy shit what does this mean about me sense. I knew that was stupid. I knew enjoying a prostate exam didn't make you gay any more than enjoying a massage made you a masseuse. But the lizard brain doesn't operate on logic. The lizard brain operates on panic.

So there I sat, bouncing my knee, sweating through my T-shirt, staring at a pamphlet called Your Prostate and You like it was a bomb I'd been asked to defuse.

The pamphlet had a stock photo of a middle-aged guy jogging on a beach, smiling like he'd just had the best prostate exam of his life. Good for him. I hated him.

I flipped it open and pretended to read. Something about PSA levels and dietary fiber. My eyes glazed over and I checked my phone instead. No new texts, no emails worth reading. I thought about texting Davis something stupid, like about to get my ass fingered by a doctor, pray for me, but I wasn't ready for the amount of shit he'd give me for that.

"Marcus Whitfield?"

I looked up. A nurse stood in the doorway, short and round-faced, clipboard in hand. She smiled like she'd done this a thousand times. She probably had.

"That's me," I said, and stood up like a man walking to the gallows.

She led me down a hallway that smelled like hand sanitizer and carpet cleaner. My sneakers squeaked against the linoleum as I followed her past a row of closed doors, each one hiding God knows what kind of indignity.

She stopped at the last one and pushed it open. "Go ahead and change into the gown. Opening in the back. Dr. Reyes will be with you shortly."

Dr. Reyes. I'd assumed it would be some grizzled old dude with cold hands and a no-nonsense bedside manner. Someone who'd done ten thousand of these and didn't think twice about it. Someone named, like, Dr. Kowalski or Dr. Henderson. Dr. Reyes didn't tell me much. Could be anyone.

"Thanks," I muttered, stepping inside.

The room was exactly what you'd expect. White walls, fluorescent lights, a padded exam table with a strip of paper rolled over it like a tablecloth at a barbecue. There was a counter with a sink, a jar of cotton balls, a box of latex gloves, and a tube of something I didn't want to think about.

I pulled the curtain shut and changed into the gown. It was thin as tissue paper and tied in the back with two flimsy strings that barely held. My ass was basically out.

I hoisted myself up onto the table and the paper crinkled beneath me loud enough to echo. I sat there with my bare legs dangling, arms crossed over my chest, staring at the poster on the wall, another prostate diagram, this one less cartoonish and more clinical. A cross-section of the male pelvis, everything labeled in tiny print.

I pulled out my phone and scrolled through nothing. Instagram, Twitter, back to Instagram. A buddy's vacation photos. An ad for protein powder. A reel of someone's dog doing a backflip.

None of it registered.

All I could think about was the gloves and the tube on the counter.

And hoping Dr. Reyes had small hands.
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The door opened and my brain shut down.

She was not what I was expecting. Not even close. Not even in the same zip code as what I was expecting. I'd been bracing for some weathered old guy with bifocals and a handshake like a dead fish. Instead, what walked through that door was a tall, dark-haired woman in teal scrubs who looked like she'd been put on this earth specifically to ruin my ability to form sentences.

Dr. Serena Reyes.

She was maybe five-eight, five-nine in her white sneakers. Pale skin, the kind that looked soft even under fluorescent lights. Dark hair pulled back in a low bun, a few loose strands framing her face. Full lips. And her body — Jesus Christ, her body. The scrubs were loose, but they weren't loose enough. I could see the curve of her hips stretching the fabric. The swell of her chest pressing against the front of her top. She had an ass that made the scrub pants look like they were struggling to contain a secret.

I sat up straighter without meaning to.

"Mr. Whitfield?" She smiled. Warm. Professional. The kind of smile that made you feel like you were the only person in the building. "I'm Dr. Reyes. I'll be doing your exam today."

Her voice was low. Not deep, just low. Smooth. The kind of voice you'd want whispering something filthy in your ear at two in the morning. I immediately hated myself for thinking that.

"Hi," I said. Brilliant. Truly inspired.

She stepped forward and extended her hand. I shook it. Her grip was confident, not soft. It was the kind of handshake that said I know what I'm doing, relax. Her nails cut short and clean. Her fingers were long and elegant, and I could not stop my brain from thinking about where those fingers were about to go.

She sat down on the rolling stool across from me, crossed one leg over the other, and opened my chart on her clipboard. "So. First prostate screening?"

"Yep," I said. "Lucky me."

She glanced up, lips twitching. "Family history?"

"My dad. Had some issues in his mid-forties."

"And your GP recommended a baseline. Smart move." She scribbled something, then looked at me again. Those eyes. Dark brown, almost black, framed by lashes that didn't need mascara but probably had some. They were calm. Steady. The kind of eyes that saw everything and judged nothing.

I felt my face get warm.

"Any symptoms? Pain during urination, changes in frequency, anything unusual?"

"No," I said. "I'm pretty boring, health-wise."

"Boring is good in my line of work," she said, and gave me another one of those smiles.

I wanted to say something clever. I really did. But my mouth felt like it was full of sand, and every time she looked at me, my thoughts went somewhere they absolutely should not have been going. She was sitting three feet away from me, and I could smell her. Not perfume, exactly. Something clean and faintly sweet, like lotion or shampoo. It made me want to lean closer.

She set the clipboard aside and folded her hands in her lap. "Okay, so here's what's going to happen. I'll have you lie on your side, knees pulled up toward your chest. I'll use a gloved finger with lubrication to examine the prostate through the rectal wall. The whole thing takes about thirty seconds. It might feel a little uncomfortable, but it shouldn't be painful."

She said all of that like she was reading off a recipe card. Calm. Matter-of-fact. Like she hadn't just described, in clinical detail, the thing I'd been dreading for two weeks.

"Thirty seconds?" I said. "That's it?"

"That's it."

"Cool. I've had longer conversations with my dentist while he had both hands in my mouth, so."

She laughed. A real one, not a courtesy laugh. It came out quick and warm, and her head tilted slightly when she did it, like she hadn't expected to find me funny. Her lips parted and I caught a flash of white teeth. Something about that laugh hit me square in the chest.

"I promise," she said, still smiling, "I've done this a thousand times. You'll survive."

"You say that to all the guys?"

"Only the ones who look like they're about to pass out."

I exhaled a laugh and shook my head. I liked her. I couldn't help it. She was good at this, the disarming thing, the putting-you-at-ease thing. It was a talent.

But it also made everything worse. Because the more comfortable I got around her, the more I noticed. The way she tucked that loose strand of hair behind her ear. The way her scrub top shifted when she moved, hinting at the shape underneath. The fullness of her bottom lip when she pressed them together between sentences.

I was attracted to the woman who was about to put a finger in my ass. This was not ideal.

"Ready?" she asked, pulling a pair of latex gloves from the box on the counter. The snap of the glove against her wrist echoed through the room.

My mouth went dry.

"Yeah," I said. "Ready as I'll ever be."

She gestured toward the exam table. "Go ahead and lie on your left side. Knees up toward your chest."

I did as she said, the paper crinkling under me as I rolled over. The gown shifted and I felt cold air on the back of my thighs. I stared at the white, blank wall in front of me and listened to the sound of her opening a packet of lubricant behind me.

Her gloved hand rested on my hip, light and steadying and completely professional. But my pulse hammered like I was nineteen and about to hook up with someone way out of my league.

"Just breathe," she said softly. "Nice and slow."

I closed my eyes and tried to think about literally anything else.

The lubricant was cold. A slick, wet shock against skin that had never been touched like that before. I flinched, and Serena's free hand pressed gently against my hip.

"That's just the lubricant," she said. "It'll warm up in a second."

Great. Really looking forward to that.

I stared at the wall and tried to send my brain somewhere else. The weird noise my car had been making. My grandmother's meatloaf recipe. None of it stuck, because Serena's finger was pressing against me, slow and steady and patient, and her voice was right there, low and close to my ear, guiding me through it like I was a spooked horse.

"Just relax your muscles. Bear down slightly. That's it."

Her gloved finger slid in and I sucked in a breath through my teeth. It didn't hurt, exactly. It was just a lot. A fullness I wasn't prepared for. Foreign and intrusive. My body tensed up instinctively and she paused, giving me a moment.

"You're doing great," she said. "Almost there."

Her finger pressed deeper and found what it was looking for. She pressed against the prostate with a firm, deliberate motion, testing, feeling, assessing. And that's when everything went sideways.

A pulse of heat rolled through my lower body. Not pain. Not discomfort. It was pleasure. Deep, unfamiliar, electric pleasure that radiated outward from where her finger pressed and shot straight to my cock. It twitched, then it swelled, and within about three seconds I was harder than I'd been in months.

I clenched my jaw and stared at the wall so hard I thought I might burn a hole through it. My cock was throbbing now, stiff and full, pushing up against the thin paper gown like a tent pole. There was absolutely no hiding it. If she looked, and she was going to look because she was a doctor and doctors look at things, she would see my dick straining against the fabric like it was trying to escape.

This wasn't supposed to happen. I'd read the pamphlet. I'd Googled this. Nowhere in any of my research did it say that a prostate exam would make me rock hard and leaking. I wasn't gay. I wasn't into butt stuff. I was a straight guy who liked women and missionary and the occasional doggy style. So why was my body acting like this was the best thing that had ever happened to it?

Serena's finger moved again, another slow press against the gland, and my cock jumped. I felt a bead of pre-cum leak from the tip and soak into the gown. My face burned so hot I thought my skin might peel off.

She had to know. There was no way she didn't.

But she didn't say a word about it. She just kept going, professional and steady, her breathing even, her touch measured. When she finally withdrew her finger, I nearly groaned. Not from relief, but from the sudden emptiness that made my cock pulse again.

"Everything feels normal," she said, peeling off the glove with a snap. "Prostate is smooth, no irregularities, good size. That's a healthy baseline."

I didn't move. I couldn't. If I rolled over, she was going to see the full picture: a grown man in a paper gown with a raging hard-on, pre-cum darkening the fabric over the head of his cock.

"That's a perfectly normal physiological response, by the way," she added, and her voice was so calm, so unbothered, that I almost believed her. "Happens more often than you'd think. Nothing to be embarrassed about."

But I caught something. A micro-pause between "happens" and "more." A tiny hitch in her breathing that didn't match the rest of her composure. Like for half a second, she'd noticed more than she was letting on.

I filed that away and said nothing.

She turned toward the counter, giving me her back, and busied herself with the chart. Scribbling notes. Tossing the glove in the bin. Running water in the small sink. Giving me space.

I sat up slowly, wincing as my cock shifted under the gown. It was still hard. Stubbornly, defiantly hard, like it hadn't gotten the memo that the exam was over and it was time to stand down. I tugged the gown over my lap and gripped the edge of the table.

And that's when I saw it.

Serena was standing at the counter, slightly angled, not fully facing me and not fully turned away. From where I sat, with the overhead light hitting her just right, I could see something pressed against the front of her scrub pants. A bulge. And not a subtle one. Not a fold in the fabric, not a trick of the light. It was a distinct, unmistakable shape that pushed the teal fabric forward in a way that scrub pants were not designed to accommodate. It was thick, and it was undeniably there, and my brain locked up completely.

I stared. I couldn't help it. Then I looked away fast, like I'd accidentally seen something I wasn't supposed to see. Then I looked back.

Still there. Still pressing against the fabric. Still very clearly the outline of a cock.

My throat tightened and my pulse pounded in my ears. My own dick, the traitor, was still hard, and now it throbbed with a new surge of blood that I absolutely could not explain and did not want to examine.

She was trans. The thought landed in my head like a brick through a window.

Dr. Serena Reyes, gorgeous, confident Dr. Serena Reyes with the warm-honey voice, had a dick. A big one, from the look of it. Bigger than some of the guys I'd shared a locker room with. And I was sitting three feet away from her with a throbbing erection that would not quit.

What the fuck was happening?

My thoughts crashed into each other like bumper cars. I was confused, I was embarrassed, and I was aroused in a way that didn't fit into any box I'd ever built for myself. I'd spent thirty-two years being a straight man, a simple, uncomplicated, regular straight man, and now, in the span of ten minutes, I'd gotten hard from a finger in my ass and couldn't stop staring at my doctor's cock through her pants.

I didn't know what any of this meant or what I was supposed to feel. All I knew was that my body was doing things my brain hadn't approved, and the woman standing four feet away had no idea I'd just seen something that was going to keep me awake at three in the morning for the foreseeable future.

She turned back to face me, chart in hand, and smiled.

"You can get dressed," she said. "I'll give you a few minutes."

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, and watched her walk out. The door clicked shut.

I sat there, gown tented, heart racing, staring at the spot where she'd been standing.

What the fuck.

[image: ]


She came back in and I wasn't ready.

I'd gotten dressed, jeans and T-shirt and sneakers, but I hadn't gotten my head together. Not even close. My face was still hot and my hands were still shaky. My dick, thank God, had finally started to soften, but there was a damp spot on the front of my boxer briefs that reminded me of exactly what had just happened.

Serena stepped in with my chart in one hand and her other hand resting casually at her side. She looked composed and professional, like the last ten minutes had been just another day for her.

But the second our eyes met, I fucked it up.

Because I wasn't looking at her eyes. Not at first. My gaze had drifted down, just for a second, maybe less, to the front of her scrubs. That spot. That unmistakable shape I'd seen when her back was slightly turned. I was looking for it again, like some part of my brain needed to confirm that I hadn't hallucinated the whole thing.

And she caught me.

My eyes snapped up to her face a beat too late. I saw the moment she registered where I'd been looking. It crossed her expression like a shadow, gone almost before it arrived. But it was there. A flicker of something that looked like it had been rehearsed a hundred times. Not surprise and not anger. Something quieter. Something that said I know exactly what just happened, and I've been here before.

She turned her body sideways. It was subtle, natural, like she was just shifting her weight. But her hand came down to the hem of her scrub top and tugged it lower, pulling the fabric over her hips. Covering what I'd seen. Or what I thought I'd seen.

A blush crept up her neck, slow and pink, spreading across her pale skin like watercolor. She didn't look at me when it happened. She looked at the chart.

I looked at the floor.

The silence that followed was thick enough to choke on. It filled the room like a gas. Neither of us spoke. Neither of us moved. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead and the clock on the wall ticked and I could hear my own breathing, and I hated how loud it sounded.

Say something, I told myself. Say literally anything. Make a joke. Ask about the weather. Pretend to cough. Do anything except stand here like a deer in headlights while your doctor tries not to cry.

Wait. Was she trying not to cry? I glanced at her. No. She wasn't crying. She was composed. But her jaw was tight, and her shoulders had pulled in slightly, like she was trying to take up less space.

That did something to me. I couldn't explain it then, and I'm not sure I can explain it now. But watching this tall, confident, beautiful woman shrink, even just a fraction, because she thought I'd clocked something she didn't want me to see? It made my chest hurt.

"So," Serena said, and her voice was just a shade tighter than before. Still professional, still warm, but guarded now. A wall had gone up. "Everything looked great today. I'd like to schedule a follow-up in about four weeks. Routine. Just to establish a baseline for comparison going forward."

My stomach dropped. Four weeks. Come back here. Sit on that table. Let her...

"Or," she added quickly, and I caught the way her fingers tightened around the chart, "I can schedule you with Dr. Harmon. He handles most of the follow-up screenings. He's very thorough."

There it was. The exit. She was handing it to me like a life jacket, calm and steady, no judgment in her voice. You don't have to come back to me. You don't have to deal with any of this. Just take the out and walk away and we'll both pretend this never happened.

And the thing is, I almost took it.

For about three seconds, every instinct in my body screamed at me to nod, say "sure, Dr. Harmon sounds great," shake her hand, and get the fuck out of this office. Go home. Open a beer. Jerk off to something uncomplicated on my phone. Forget that any of this ever happened. Go back to being the simple, straight, unbothered guy I'd been before I walked through that door.

But then I looked at her face.

The careful neutrality. The expression. The way she was holding herself, composed but braced, like she was waiting for me to say the thing she'd heard before. From other patients, maybe. From other men who'd noticed what I noticed and decided it was a problem. A dealbreaker. A reason to leave.

And something in me rebelled.

Not because I understood what I was feeling. I didn't. Not because I had some noble, enlightened reason to stay. I didn't have that either. It was simpler than that. Dumber, maybe.

I just didn't want to be the guy who made her feel like something was wrong with her.

"No," I said. "I'd rather see you again."

The words came out before I could filter them, and I immediately realized how they sounded. Not like a patient scheduling a follow-up. Like something else entirely. Something that made Serena blink once, slow, and tilt her head just slightly.

"You're sure?" she asked. There was something careful and testing in her voice that told me she wasn't just asking about the appointment.

"Yeah," I said. "You were great. I'd rather stick with you."

She studied me for a moment. I watched the conflict play across her face like a movie on a screen: caution, doubt, something that might have been hope, and then a careful, measured decision to trust what I was saying.

"Okay," she said, and nodded once. "Four weeks."

She made a note on the chart, told me to check out at the front desk, and gave me one last smile before she left. It was smaller than the ones she'd given me earlier, and quieter. But it reached her eyes in a way the others hadn't.

The door closed. I stood there for a second, then grabbed my keys and walked out.

I checked out on autopilot. The receptionist handed me an appointment card. I took it without looking at it and shoved it in my back pocket. I walked through the lobby, through the parking lot, and unlocked my car.

I sat behind the wheel and didn't start the engine.

For ten minutes, I just sat there with my hands on the steering wheel, staring at the building through the windshield, running through every single thing that had happened in the last half hour. The exam. The arousal. The erection I couldn't explain. The shape of her cock through the fabric. The way she'd offered me the out, and the way I'd said no.

I dropped my forehead against the steering wheel and let out a long, slow breath.

I had no idea what was happening to me. But I knew one thing for sure. I was going back in four weeks, and I wasn't going to be able to stop thinking about her until then.
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The first week wasn't bad. I almost convinced myself I'd moved on.

I went to work. Sat through meetings. Answered emails. Ate lunch at my desk like a normal person. Went to the gym after and deadlifted until my back screamed. Came home, showered, watched basketball, fell asleep on the couch. Normal guy shit. No weird thoughts, no replaying anything. Everything was fine.

Except it wasn't.

Because every time I closed my eyes, I saw her. Serena, standing at that counter with the chart in her hand, her scrub top pulled tight across her chest. I heard her voice, low and smooth and steady, telling me to breathe. I felt her gloved finger pressing inside me. And I felt myself getting hard all over again, right there on my couch, in the dark, with a basketball game I wasn't watching casting blue light across the ceiling.

By the second week, I stopped pretending.

She was in my head. Not visiting. Living there, rent-free, fully moved in, feet up on the furniture. I thought about her at the gym when I couldn't focus on my reps. I thought about her in the shower when the hot water hit my lower back. I thought about her at work when some woman in the office laughed and it didn't sound anything like Serena's laugh, and I was disappointed about it.

I went out for beers with Davis on a Thursday. We sat at our usual spot, a dive bar near his apartment with sticky tables and a jukebox that only played nineties country. He talked about his fantasy football draft. I nodded a lot and said almost nothing.

"You good?" he asked, squinting at me over his pint.

"Yeah. Fine."

"You seem weird."

I took a long pull of my beer and stared at the TV above the bar. I couldn't tell Davis. Not this. Not hey man, so I got a prostate exam from a hot doctor who turned out to have a dick, and now I can't stop thinking about her. I got hard during the exam and came in my underwear a little bit. That wasn't a conversation. That was humiliation, plain and simple.

"Just tired," I said.

He let it go. I finished my beer and went home.

That night, around two in the morning, I did something I'm not proud of. I opened an incognito tab and Googled "is it normal to be attracted to a trans woman." Then I Googled "does liking a trans woman make you gay." Then I Googled "prostate exam arousal normal." Then I closed every tab, cleared my history anyway because I didn't trust incognito mode, and stared at my ceiling for an hour.

The internet told me what I already knew. Being attracted to a trans woman didn't make me gay. She was a woman. End of story. My brain understood that. My brain was fine with that.

But the rest of me wasn't so sure, because it wasn't just that she was beautiful. It wasn't just her curves, or her smile, or her voice, or her laugh. It was the bulge. The thick, undeniable shape of her cock pressing against those teal scrub pants. That image had burned itself into my brain like a brand, and every time it surfaced, my body responded.

My cock would stiffen and my pulse would climb. And I'd lie there thinking, What the fuck is wrong with me?

I almost canceled the appointment. I'd pick up my phone, pull up the clinic's number, and then just sit there with my thumb hovering over the call button. One time, I actually dialed. A receptionist answered, and I panicked and hung up.

The third week broke me.

I tried to watch porn. Just regular stuff, the kind I always watched. A brunette with big tits riding some faceless guy on a leather couch. She was hot. I was hard. Everything was going according to plan.

And then my brain swapped her face for Serena's.

Just like that. One second it was a random porn actress, and the next it was Serena on top of me, her dark hair loose around her shoulders, her full lips parted, her hips rolling against mine. And then my brain added the rest of it. Her cock, hard and flushed, bouncing between us while she rode me. Her moaning in that low, smooth voice. Her nails digging into my chest.

I came so fast I didn't even have time to grab a tissue.

It hit me like a freight train. Hot, thick ropes across my stomach and my fist, my hips jerking off the mattress, my mouth open in a groan I barely recognized as my own. My balls ached from the force of it and my toes curled. I lay there panting, cock still twitching in my hand, cum cooling on my skin, staring at the dark ceiling.

That was the hardest I'd come in months. Maybe longer.

And the whole time, I'd been thinking about a woman with a cock.

I cleaned up in silence. Washed my hands. Avoided my own reflection in the bathroom mirror. I crawled back into bed and pulled the covers up like they could protect me from whatever was happening inside my own skull.

I felt like a stranger to myself. Like I'd walked into the wrong apartment and found someone else's furniture. Everything looked the same from the outside, but nothing fit the way it used to.

The fourth week was the worst. Every day felt longer than the last. I checked my phone constantly, not sure what I was hoping to see. I pulled the appointment card out of my wallet and looked at it so many times the edges went soft. I imagined walking into that exam room again, sitting on that table, seeing her.

And then what?

That was the question I couldn't answer. I didn't know what I wanted to happen or what I was hoping for. She was my doctor. Nothing could happen.

All I knew was that in four weeks, the only thing I'd figured out was that I wanted to see Serena Reyes again. And that scared the shit out of me more than anything else.

The morning of the appointment, I stood in front of my closet for fifteen minutes. I put on my best jeans. Then I changed into regular jeans because I didn't want to look like I was trying too hard. Then I changed back into the good jeans because fuck it, I was trying.

I brushed my teeth twice, put on cologne, and took a breath.

Then I drove to the clinic with my hands shaking on the wheel.
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I was fifteen minutes early. Like a psychopath.

I sat in the same beige waiting room, in the same plastic chair, bouncing the same knee. But everything about this felt different. Last time, I'd been dreading a medical procedure. This time, I was dreading myself — what I might say, what my face might give away, what my body might do without my permission.

I'd shaved that morning, and not just my face. I'd cleaned up everywhere. Trimmed the chest hair. Manscaped. Like I was getting ready for a date instead of a follow-up exam. I caught myself doing it in the mirror and actually said, out loud, "What the fuck are you doing?"

I didn't stop, though. I just put on cologne and left the house.

The nurse called my name and I followed her back to the same exam room.

"Go ahead and change into the gown," she said. "Dr. Reyes will be right in."

My stomach clenched at the name. I changed quickly, stuffing my jeans and T-shirt into the chair in the corner. The gown was just as flimsy as I remembered. I tied the strings in the back and sat on the table, the paper crinkling beneath me like a countdown.

When the door opened, I wasn't ready. Again.

Serena walked in and I forgot how to sit like a normal person. I shifted on the table, crossed my arms, uncrossed them, then put my hands on my knees like I was posing for a school photo.

She looked different. Not dramatically. She was still in scrubs, dark blue this time, and still had her ID badge clipped to her chest. But her hair was down, falling past her shoulders in loose, dark waves that caught the light. And her lips had a sheen on them. Lip gloss, maybe, or chapstick, or maybe I was projecting every fantasy I'd had for the last four weeks onto a woman who was just doing her job.

Either way, she looked fucking incredible.

"Marcus," she said, and smiled. "Good to see you again."

"You too," I said, and meant it way more than I should have.

She sat on the stool and crossed her legs. She had the same posture as last time, but there was a current underneath it all, something humming between us that hadn't been there before. Or maybe it had been there all along, and we'd both just been pretending not to notice.

She went through the motions. Blood pressure cuff on my arm, squeeze, release, numbers on the screen. "Looks good," she said. Then the questions. Any symptoms since the last visit? No. Changes in urination? No. Pain or discomfort? Only the kind that comes from thinking about you every night for a month, but no.

"No," I said. "All good."

She made a note on the chart, and then the small talk started. Not the scripted kind. The real kind.

"So, what do you do?" she asked, eyes on the clipboard.

"Project management. Which is just a fancy way of saying I babysit adults with deadlines."

She laughed. That laugh, low and warm, her shoulders lifting slightly. "Sounds glamorous."

"What about you?" I asked. "I mean, obviously you're a doctor. But did you always want to do urology?"

"Not exactly," she said, glancing up with a half-smile. "I actually started in family medicine. But I liked the specialty work. Fewer runny noses, more interesting problems."

"Interesting problems," I repeated. "Is that what I am?"

She met my eyes and held them a beat too long. "You're not a problem."

Something passed between us. I don't know what to call it. Acknowledgment, maybe. The kind of look two people share when they both know something they're not supposed to say.

She broke first, looking back at the chart. "I just moved to the area, actually. Still figuring out where everything is."

"Yeah? Where'd you come from?"

"Phoenix. I needed a change."

"Well, if you're looking for good tacos, there's a place on Fifth Street that'll ruin you for anywhere else."

She grinned. "Noted."

It was too easy. That was the problem. Talking to her felt natural, like we'd known each other longer than two appointments and a month of me jerking off to the memory of her. The conversation had drifted so far from anything medical that I'd almost forgotten I was sitting on an exam table in a paper gown with my ass hanging out.

Almost.

"Okay," she said, setting the clipboard aside. "I want to do a quick physical check today. No repeat of the prostate exam, just some palpation of the lower abdomen and lymph nodes. Standard follow-up."

"Sure," I said, trying to sound casual while my pulse kicked into high gear.

"Go ahead and lie back for me."

I did. The paper crinkled under my shoulders as I settled onto the table. The gown rode up slightly, exposing my thighs, and I resisted the urge to tug it down. She stood and moved closer, and suddenly the room felt about half its actual size.

Her hands pressed against my lower stomach, warm and firm. She pushed gently in a pattern, left side, right side, center, feeling for anything unusual. My abs tensed under her touch, and not because it hurt.

"Relax," she murmured. "Just checking for tenderness."

The only thing tender was my ability to think straight while her fingers were on my skin.

She moved lower. Her hands pressed along the crease where my hip met my thigh, checking the inguinal lymph nodes. Her fingertips pushed into the soft tissue there, inches from my cock, and my whole body lit up. I clenched my jaw and stared at the ceiling. She was so close I could smell her, that same warm, clean scent from last time. Whatever it was, it made me want to pull her closer and bury my face in her neck.

I didn't move. I barely breathed.

She checked the other side with the same firm pressure, the same proximity. Her fingers pressed into the crease of my groin while the back of her hand grazed the edge of my gown. I could feel the warmth of her body leaning over me, and I could see the rise of her chest beneath the scrub top when she inhaled.

My cock stirred. Not fully, not like last time, but enough. A thickening, a warning. I willed it to stop and it ignored me completely.

Our eyes met.

She was looking down at me, her face only a few inches from mine. Her dark eyes held something I couldn't decipher, something careful and heated at the same time. Her lips were slightly parted, and that gloss caught the overhead light.

She didn't look away. Neither did I.

Her hands were still on me, resting on the inside of my thigh, fingers against the warm skin just below the gown's hem. She pulled them back slowly. Too slowly. Like she had to convince each finger individually to let go.

"Everything feels normal," she said, and her voice was quieter than before.

I sat up. The paper crinkled and the fluorescent light buzzed.

And we both pretended that whatever just happened hadn't.

Neither of us moved to end the appointment.

The exam was done. She'd said everything was normal. There was no medical reason for me to still be sitting on that table in a paper gown, and there was no medical reason for her to still be sitting on that stool with the chart in her lap, one leg crossed over the other, watching me like she was trying to solve a problem.

But neither of us got up.

The silence sat between us like a third person in the room. Serena spoke first.

"Can I ask you something?" she said. Her voice was careful and measured, like she'd been thinking about this question for four weeks.

"Yeah," I said. "Go ahead."

She uncrossed her legs and set the clipboard on the counter beside her, then folded her hands in her lap. "The last appointment. Did it make you uncomfortable?"

I let out a slow breath. There it was. The thing we'd been dancing around since I walked through the door.

"Yeah," I said honestly. "It did."

Something flickered across her face. She nodded, like she'd expected that answer and had already braced for it.

"But not for the reason you think," I added.

She raised an eyebrow. "No?"

I ran a hand through my hair and stared at the wall for a second, trying to figure out how to say what I needed to say without sounding like a complete lunatic.

"I wasn't uncomfortable because of you," I said slowly. "I was uncomfortable because of me. Because I walked out of here and I couldn't stop thinking about you. For four weeks. Every day, every night. And I know that’s wrong. You’re my doctor, and I’m not⁠—"

Shit. I almost said ‘I’m not gay,’ which isn’t even a factor here.

She went still. Her hands didn't move in her lap and her chest barely rose with her breath. I watched her throat work as she swallowed, the muscles in her neck tensing and releasing.

"Marcus," she said quietly.

"I know," I said. "I know this is weird. And I know you're my doctor. And I know there are lines."

"There are," she said. Her voice was steady, but I could hear the effort it took to keep it there. "I have ethical obligations. To you, to this practice, to my license. What you're describing, that's not something I can just..."

She stopped. Pressed her lips together. Looked at the chart on the counter like it might save her.

Then she looked back at me.

"I'm also trans," she said. "And I know you noticed. I saw the way you looked at me last time," she continued. "When I was at the counter. I know what you saw. And I need to understand what's happening here, because if this is curiosity, if you're here because you're working through something and I'm convenient..."

"It's not that," I said.

"Or if it's a fetish thing, a box you're trying to check..."

"Serena."

She stopped. Her eyes met mine, and for the first time I saw the armor underneath the composure. She wasn't just guarded. She was braced, like a woman who'd had this conversation before and it had ended badly every time.

"It's not a fetish," I said. My voice came out rougher than I meant it to. "It's not curiosity. And it's not some bullshit where I'm using you to figure out my sexuality."

"Then what is it?" she asked. Not demanding, but genuinely asking.

I looked at her, really looked at her, sitting on that stool in her dark blue scrubs with her hair falling around her face and her hands clasped tight in her lap. This gorgeous, brilliant, complicated woman who'd spent four weeks living in my head and had no idea how completely she'd dismantled everything I thought I knew about myself.

"I don't know," I said. "I can't explain it. I've never felt anything like this before and I don't have the right words for it. But it's not casual and it's not a joke. And when you offered to send me to Dr. Harmon last time, the only thing I felt was panic, because I didn't want someone else. I wanted you."

Her breath caught. I heard it, a tiny, sharp inhale that she tried to cover by pressing her lips together.

She stood up, took two steps away from me, then turned and paced back. Her hand came up to her forehead, fingers pressing against her temple. I could see her thinking, not with her head but with her whole body. The tension in her shoulders, the way she gripped her own arm, the war between what she should do and what she wanted to do playing out across every inch of her.

"I should refer you to another doctor," she said.

"Probably," I said.

She looked at me. Her dark eyes were bright and glossy and fierce. Her chest rose with a deep breath and she held it.

"I've been thinking about you, too," she said. "Every day. And I know how unprofessional that sounds, and I don't care."

My heart slammed against my ribs.

"I've been thinking about the way you looked at me," she continued, her voice dropping lower. "Not when you noticed. After. When you said you wanted to come back. When you chose to stay." She swallowed.

The room was so quiet I could hear the clock on the wall ticking. Her eyes moved over my face like she was memorizing it, and my pulse was hammering so hard I could feel it in my fingertips.

She took a step toward the door.

My stomach dropped. She was leaving. She was going to walk out, and we were going to pretend this never happened, and I was going to spend the rest of my life wondering what might have been.

But she didn't open the door. She locked it.

Serena turned back to face me. Her hand was still on the lock and her chest was heaving. Her lips were parted, and her eyes burned with something that had nothing to do with medicine.

"I shouldn't do this," she said.

"I know," I said.

"This could ruin my career."

"I know."

"And you don't even know what you want."

I slid off the table. The paper tore beneath me and I didn't care. I stood in front of her, close enough to feel the heat coming off her body, close enough to see the pulse jumping in her throat.

"I know exactly what I want," I said. "I've known for four weeks."

Her eyes searched mine for one second, then two, then three.

Then her hand left the lock and reached for me.

Her fingers curled into the front of my gown and pulled.

Not hard and not desperate, just enough to close the last few inches between us. My chest met hers, and I could feel the warmth of her body through the thin fabric like a wall of heat. I could feel her breasts pressed against me. I could feel her heartbeat, or maybe that was mine. I couldn't tell anymore.

She looked up at me with those dark eyes, that mouth, the lip gloss I'd been staring at all morning.

I kissed her.

It started soft and hesitant, my lips barely brushing hers, testing, like I was asking a question I didn't have words for. She tasted like mint and something warm underneath it. Her breath hitched against my mouth and mine shook against hers.

Then she made a sound, a small, quiet thing, half sigh and half whimper, and something inside me snapped.

I kissed her harder. Deeper. My hand slid up the back of her neck and into her hair, gripping it, pulling her closer. She opened her mouth to me and our tongues met, and the kiss turned hungry, starving, like we'd been waiting for this for years instead of weeks.

Her back pressed against the locked door and my hips pressed against hers. I was hard, fully and achingly hard, and there was no hiding it. The thin gown did nothing. My cock strained against the fabric, pressing into her, and I felt her inhale sharply when she felt it.

But she didn't pull away. She pulled me closer.

Her hands slipped under the gown. Fingers on my skin, warm and smooth and confident, trailing across my chest, dragging lightly over my nipples, then down my stomach. My muscles clenched under her touch. She traced the line of hair below my navel, following it lower, grazing over my cock. My breath caught so hard I nearly choked.

I needed to touch her. All of her.

My hands found her waist through the scrubs, gripping the fabric, feeling the shape of her underneath. Her hips were surprisingly wide and full, curving out from her waist in a way that made my hands ache to hold them. I pulled her into me and she gasped against my mouth, a real, unfiltered gasp that made my cock throb.

I grabbed the hem of her scrub top and pulled it up. She lifted her arms and let me take it off, and I tossed the fabric onto the exam table behind me.

She stood there in a plain black bra. Simple, nothing fancy, but her breasts filled it out beautifully. They were round and heavy, the skin above the cups flushed pink. I cupped them through the fabric, my thumbs finding her nipples already hard beneath the thin material. She arched into my hands, her head tipping back against the door.

I reached behind her and unclasped the bra. It fell away, and I exhaled like I'd been holding my breath for a month.

Her breasts were perfect, full and soft, with dark nipples that tightened in the cool air. I ducked my head and took one into my mouth, tongue circling, lips closing around it, sucking gently. The sound she made was low and raw, a moan that started in her chest and rolled through her whole body. Her fingers gripped the back of my head, nails pressing into my scalp.

"God," she whispered. "Marcus."

I sucked harder and flicked my tongue across the tip, then moved to the other one and gave it the same treatment while my hand palmed the breast I'd left behind. Her skin was warm and soft, and she smelled incredible, that clean, sweet scent amplified by the heat rising off her body.

My hands roamed down her ribs, over the curve of her waist, across the softness of her stomach. Every inch of her was addictive. It wasn’t a body she was born into but a body she'd built, a body she'd chosen. And it was gorgeous.

I dropped to my knees.

The floor was cold and hard, but I didn't care. I pressed my mouth to her stomach, kissing below her navel, feeling her muscles flutter under my lips. She was breathing fast now, shallow and uneven, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession.

My fingers hooked into the waistband of her scrub pants. I paused and looked up.

She was looking down at me with her lips parted, her chest heaving, dark hair falling around her face. Her eyes were glassy and her cheeks were flushed. She looked like a woman who'd been wanted for the first time in longer than she'd admit.

"You sure?" she whispered.

I didn't answer with words. I pulled the scrub pants down.

They slid over her hips and pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, and stood before me in nothing but black cotton underwear.

And there it was. Her cock, hard and straining against the fabric. The outline was unmistakable, thick and flushed, pressing to the left, the head visible through the stretched cotton. A dark spot of pre-cum had soaked through the fabric near the tip.

My mouth went dry and flooded at the same time.

Every part of my brain that was supposed to tell me to stop had gone silent. There was nothing left but the want, raw and electric and all-consuming. Before I could overthink it, before I could let doubt creep back in, I leaned forward and pressed my mouth against her through the underwear.

She shuddered hard. Her hand flew to the counter behind her, gripping the edge for balance, and a sound escaped her that I'd never heard from any woman, deep and desperate and broken. I mouthed her through the cotton, feeling the heat and hardness of her against my lips. I traced the shape of her shaft with my tongue, pressing the wet fabric against her skin, and her hips rocked forward involuntarily.

"Fuck," she breathed. "Oh fuck."

I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled down.

Her cock sprang free, and I stared. I couldn't help it. She was thick, flushed dark pink, the head swollen and wet with pre-cum that glistened under the fluorescent light. Her shaft curved slightly upward, her balls tight and smooth beneath.

She was beautiful. Every part of her.

I'd never had a cock in front of my face before. I'd never wanted one there. But this wasn't just a cock. This was hers. And I wanted it in my mouth more than I'd ever wanted anything.

I wrapped my hand around the base and she hissed through her teeth. Her cock was hot in my grip, hard and alive and pulsing. I stroked once, nice and slow.

Then I leaned in and took her in my mouth.

The taste was warm, salt and skin and something faintly sweet. The head was smooth against my tongue, slick with pre-cum, and I sucked gently, learning the feel of her. She moaned, long and low and shaking, and her hand came back to my hair, gripping tight.

I took her deeper. My lips stretched around her shaft, and she was thick enough to fill my mouth completely. I gagged slightly before pulling back and trying again. I found a rhythm, slow and steady, my hand working the base while my mouth slid over the top half. My tongue circled the head each time I pulled back, pressing against the sensitive spot just below the ridge.

"Marcus, oh God, don't stop."

Her hips rocked with my rhythm in short, restrained thrusts, like she was trying not to push too deep. I gripped her thigh with my free hand and felt the muscle trembling under my fingers. She was close. I could feel it in the way her cock swelled harder in my mouth, the way her breathing turned into sharp, broken gasps.

I sucked harder and took her as deep as I could. My nose pressed against her pelvis and I breathed through it, letting her fill my throat. She cried out, a raw, cracked sound that echoed off the exam room walls, and I felt her cock pulse.

Her hand tightened in my hair and her thighs clamped against my head. And she came.

Hot and thick, flooding my mouth in spurts. I swallowed the first wave on instinct, the taste sharp and warm. The second followed immediately, and I swallowed again, and again. She shook above me, her whole body trembling, her moans dissolving into breathless, stuttered whispers of my name.

When she finished, I pulled back slowly. A string of spit and cum connected my lips to her softening cock. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and looked up at her.

Serena was wrecked, flushed from her cheeks to her chest, eyes wet, lips swollen, leaning against the counter like it was the only thing keeping her upright.

I stood up. My knees ached from the floor and my jaw ached from the effort. My cock was so hard it hurt, straining against the gown, a wet spot of pre-cum soaking through the fabric.

I pulled her into me and kissed her, deep and slow, and let her taste herself on my tongue. She kissed me back like she was drowning and I was air.

And we weren't even close to finished.

She pulled me up by the front of my gown and kissed me.

Deep and slow, her tongue sliding against mine like she was savoring herself on my lips. I could still taste her, salt and skin and cum, and she moaned into my mouth when she found it. Her hands gripped my jaw, holding me in place, kissing me like she was trying to swallow every second of this before it disappeared.

Then she pushed me backward.

Not hard, just a firm press of her palms against my chest, guiding me until the backs of my thighs hit the edge of the exam table. The paper crinkled under my weight. This table. The same table where I'd been on my side four weeks ago, mortified, with her gloved finger inside me and my cock betraying me through a paper gown.

Now I was standing in front of her in the same room, and the gown was the only thing left between us.

She grabbed the strings at the back and pulled. The knot came loose and the fabric fell away from my shoulders and pooled at my feet, and I stood there naked. Completely, stupidly naked under fluorescent lights in a urology exam room. My cock was hard, pointing at her like an accusation, pre-cum already dripping from the tip and catching the light.

I almost laughed. The absurdity of it, the poetry of it. Six weeks ago, I'd walked in here terrified of a finger. Now I was standing with my dick out, ready to fuck my doctor on the same table where she'd checked my prostate.

But I didn't laugh, because Serena wrapped her hand around my cock.

Her grip was firm and confident, the same steady, sure-handed touch she used when she examined me, except now there was nothing medical about it. Her palm was warm and slightly slick from where I'd leaked against her, and she stroked me in slow pulls, base to tip, thumb circling the head, spreading the pre-cum down my shaft.

I groaned against her neck and gripped the edge of the table.

"Fuck," I breathed. "You're good at that."

"I know what feels good on a cock," she murmured, and the matter-of-fact, almost amused way she said it sent a shiver down my spine.

She gave me three more slow strokes. Then she let go, turned around, and bent over the exam table.

My brain went white.

She was bent at the waist, forearms flat on the paper-covered surface, back arched, her ass pushed out toward me. And what an ass it was, round and full, smooth skin that caught the light. Her waist curved inward above it, and the line of her spine traced a path down to the swell of her hips. But it was the view between her thighs that destroyed me. Her cock hung there, heavy and half-hard, swaying slightly, her balls tight and smooth at the base. She looked over her shoulder at me, dark hair falling across one eye, lips swollen from kissing.

"The lube is on the tray," she said.

I looked. The supply tray beside the table held the same packets of lubricant she'd used during my exam. I grabbed one, tore it open, and squeezed the slick gel onto my fingers.

"It's the good stuff," I said, surprising myself with a joke.

She laughed, a real one, low and warm, her shoulders shaking slightly. "Medical grade," she said. "Nothing but the best."

I stepped behind her and ran my clean hand over the curve of her ass. She sighed and pressed back into my touch. I slid my slicked fingers between her cheeks, finding her hole, and pressed against it gently. She was tight and hot. I circled the entrance, teasing, letting her body adjust before pressing in.

One finger, slowly at first. She inhaled sharply and her fingers gripped the paper, crinkling it in her fists. I pushed deeper, feeling her walls grip me, and she moaned into the table.

"More," she said.

I added a second finger and she gasped. I worked them in and out, slow and careful, stretching her, watching her body open for me. Her hips rocked back against my hand and her cock stiffened again, hardening between her thighs, pre-cum already beading at the tip and dripping onto the paper below.

"Now," she said. "Please."

I pulled my fingers out and slicked my cock with more lube, stroking it until the shaft was shining and wet. I lined myself up behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance, and paused.

"Ready?" I asked.

She looked back at me over her shoulder. "I've been ready for weeks."

I pushed in.

The sound she made was guttural and raw, rising from deep in her chest and filling the room. She was tight, incredibly, almost unbearably tight, and the heat of her wrapped around me like a fist. I groaned as I sank deeper, my hands gripping her hips, watching inch after inch of my cock disappear into her.

When I bottomed out with my hips flush against her ass and my cock buried as deep as it could go, I stopped. I just held there, feeling her. The squeeze of her around my shaft, the pulse of her body adjusting, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts as she gripped the table.

"Oh my God," she whispered. "You feel..."

She didn't finish the sentence. She just pushed her hips back against me and moaned.

I started to move.

Slow at first, long, deep strokes that let me feel every inch of her as I pulled out and sank back in. The wet sound of our bodies connecting echoed off the exam room walls. She was so tight that every thrust felt like the first one, that same initial shock of heat and pressure that made my eyes roll back.

I picked up the pace. My hips snapped harder and my grip on her waist tightened. The table groaned under us, the metal legs scraping against the floor with every thrust. The paper tore beneath her forearms. She was moaning steadily now, low, rhythmic sounds that matched my rhythm, building louder each time I drove in.

I leaned over her, my chest pressing against her back, and reached around. My hand found her cock, fully hard now, dripping and swinging with each thrust, and I wrapped my fingers around the shaft.

She cried out, loud, a sound that could have carried through the walls if either of us had cared.

I stroked her in time with my thrusts. Hips forward, hand down. Hips back, hand up. The dual sensation made her whole body shake. She was leaking steadily now, pre-cum running over my knuckles and dripping onto the paper below. I could feel her getting closer, her ass clenching around my cock, her cock swelling in my hand, her moans turning into sharp, breathless cries.

"Marcus, I'm gonna, fuck, I'm..."

She came hard.

Her cock pulsed in my hand, thick ropes of cum shooting onto the exam table below her. Her entire body went rigid, back arching, ass clamping down around me so tight I couldn't move. She cried out my name and it bounced off every surface in that small, bright room.

The feeling of her clenching around me, that tight, rhythmic squeeze milking my cock, pushed me past every edge I had left. I slammed into her one final time, buried to the hilt, and came with a groan that tore out of my chest.

I pulsed inside her, wave after wave, hot and flooding, emptying myself into her body while she trembled beneath me. My vision blurred and my fingers dug into her hips. Every muscle in my body locked and released, locked and released, until there was nothing left.

I collapsed against her back.

For a long moment, we just stayed like that, my forehead pressed between her shoulder blades, her hands still gripping the torn paper, our breathing ragged and out of sync, filling the quiet room. I could feel her heartbeat through her back, fast and hard, matching mine.

My cock softened slowly inside her, and I felt myself slip out. A trickle of cum followed, running down her inner thigh. She shivered at the sensation but didn't move.

Neither did I.

Somewhere beyond the locked door, the clinic carried on, patients waiting, phones ringing, lives continuing as though the world hadn't just cracked open in exam room four.

I pressed my lips to her back, tasted the salt on her skin, and felt her exhale beneath me.

"I should probably never examine you again," she murmured, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

I laughed, quiet and shaky, my forehead still resting against her spine.

"Probably not," I said. "But I've got a few more appointments I'd like to schedule."

She reached back and found my hand and laced her fingers through mine.

And for the first time in a long time, I didn't feel confused at all.
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We cleaned up like two college students who'd just hooked up at a frat party.

Paper towels, hand sanitizer, and a lot of avoiding eye contact for the first thirty seconds while we wiped cum off the exam table and ourselves. She pulled a fresh strip of paper across the table to cover the mess, and something about the mundane efficiency of it, the way she smoothed the edges like she'd done it a thousand times, just never after this, made me laugh.

She looked at me. Then she laughed too.

Not polite laughter and not nervous laughter, but the kind that breaks out of your chest because the situation is so absurd that your body has no other option. We stood there, half-dressed, in a urology exam room that smelled like sweat and sex and medical-grade lubricant, laughing like idiots.

"I have never," she said, catching her breath, "done anything like this."

"Me neither," I said. "And I don't just mean the sex."

She looked at me, the laughter still lingering in her eyes. "What do you mean?"

"I mean any of it," I said. "The wanting someone like this. The not being able to stop thinking about someone. The..." I gestured vaguely at the exam table. "This."

She smiled, softer now, with something fragile in it. "You're something else, Marcus."

"That's what my therapist says. Except she doesn't mean it as a compliment."

Serena laughed again, and the sound settled in my chest like a warm drink.

I watched her get dressed. Not in a sexual way. I mean, okay, a little in a sexual way, but mostly I watched because there was something fascinating about the transformation. She pulled the scrub top over her head and her breasts disappeared behind the fabric. She tugged the pants up over her hips and tied the drawstring. She gathered her hair and twisted it up, securing it with a clip from the counter, then smoothed her hands down the front of her scrubs, checking for wrinkles.

Piece by piece, Serena became Dr. Reyes again. The same professional, composed woman who'd walked through that door an hour ago, with the same posture and the same calm expression and the same steady hands.

But her eyes were different. Something had opened in them, a warmth that hadn't been there before. Or maybe it had been, and she'd just stopped hiding it.

I pulled on my jeans and T-shirt, laced up my sneakers, and ran my fingers through my hair, which was a lost cause at this point. I probably looked like I'd been doing exactly what I'd been doing.

We stood facing each other, two feet apart. The room still smelled like us, like sex and skin and that faintly sweet scent she carried. I could still taste her on the back of my tongue and still feel the ghost of her body around me.

"So," she said. "We should talk about this."

"Okay."

"I can't be your doctor anymore." She said it plainly, no apology, no drama, just a fact. "What happened here crossed every professional line that exists. I should probably feel worse about that than I do."

"But you don't?"

She met my eyes. "Not even a little."

I smiled. "Me neither."

She reached for a blank card on the counter, one of the white referral cards with the clinic logo on the front. She uncapped a pen and wrote in neat, careful handwriting: Dr. Robert Harmon, Urology. Below it, a phone number.

"For your actual follow-up," she said, handing it to me. "He's good. You'll be in good hands."

I took the card. "Noted."

Then she took it back, flipped it over, and wrote something else on the blank side, a different number, this one with a small smiley face drawn next to it.

"And that," she said, handing it back with a look that made my pulse kick, "is for non-medical purposes."

I looked down at the card. Her handwriting was precise and elegant, like everything else about her. I ran my thumb over the ink, feeling the slight indent of the pen strokes on the cardstock.

"Non-medical purposes," I repeated.

"Exclusively," she said. And then she bit her lower lip, and I wanted to kiss her again so badly it hurt.

But we didn't. Not here, not again. We both knew this room had given us everything it was going to give.

She unlocked the door, paused, and turned back to me.

"I'll go first," she said. "Give it a few minutes."

"Very covert."

"I'm a professional."

"You were a professional," I corrected.

She grinned, full and unguarded. "Fair enough."

She slipped through the door and it closed behind her. I stood there in the empty exam room with my hands in my pockets, staring at the table where we'd just fucked. The fresh strip of paper was already crinkling at the edges. The fluorescent light buzzed on, indifferent.

I waited three minutes. Then I walked out.

The hallway was quiet. The clinic had wound down for the day, lights dimming, doors closing, the receptionist gathering her things behind the front desk. I gave her a polite nod as I passed, and she barely glanced up. No suspicion, no knowing looks, just another patient leaving at the end of the day.

If she only knew.

I stepped into the parking lot. The sun was low, throwing long orange shadows across the asphalt. The air smelled like warm pavement and cut grass from the strip of lawn beside the building. My car sat in the same spot it had been in for the last hour and a half, waiting for a version of me that no longer existed.

I got in, pulled the card from my back pocket, and looked at the number on the back, the smiley face, the handwriting of a woman who'd just changed my life in an exam room.

I opened my phone and typed the number in. I stared at the empty text field for ten seconds. Then I typed:

That taco place I mentioned. Friday?

I hit send before I could overthink it.

The three dots appeared almost immediately. She'd been waiting.

They pulsed, stopped, pulsed again.

Then:

Pick me up at 7.

I set my phone on the passenger seat and smiled. Not a grin and not a smirk, but a real, full, stupid smile that I couldn't have wiped off my face if I tried.

I started the car. The radio came on with some song I'd heard a hundred times, but it sounded different now. Better. Like someone had gone in and retuned every note. I rolled the windows down and pulled out of the lot with the warm air pouring in, and I drove home through streets that looked the same as they always had but felt like a different city.

Nothing about my life made sense anymore. Not the prostate exam that started it, not the erection that confused me, not the four weeks of obsessing, not the locked door, not the taste of her, not the sound she made when she came. None of it fit into the version of myself I'd been carrying around for thirty-two years.

But one thing did.

Serena. Her name on my phone. Friday at seven. Tacos and whatever came after.

That made perfect sense.

And for the first time in longer than I could remember, I wasn't afraid of what came next.
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