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Embarrassed to Show the Doctor Everything

Emilia was feeling positive. Just two weeks ago, she had attended her formal graduation ceremony where she had received the undergraduate degree she’d earned months prior in her final exams. The pomp and ceremony, the robes, the parchment, and the well-wishes from friends and family all combined to make her finally feel like a real grown-up for the first time in her twenty-three years of life. At the same time, she was filled with enthusiasm. She had her master’s programme already lined up, the first six months of which would consist of a placement at one of the best companies in her field. Her future was looking bright. There was just one final piece of bureaucracy to get out of the way before she could set out on this new stage in her journey.

The company had sent her a detailed email outlining the requirements for her placement. Buried in the midst of all the fine print was a clause stipulating the need for a clean bill of health from a licensed physician. Emilia had skimmed over it, barely giving it a second thought. She was young, fit, and had never had any serious health issues. This would surely be a mere formality.

She’d scheduled an appointment with her local GP clinic almost immediately, choosing a time slot that would allow her to get it over with as soon as possible. As she sat in the waiting room, Emilia couldn't help but feel a twinge of impatience. She was eager to start her placement, to prove herself in the professional world. The way she saw it, this medical exam represented just the final piece of paperwork that needed to be gathered before she could begin her journey on a promising professional career.

The sterile smell of disinfectant filled her nostrils as she flipped through an outdated edition of Time Magazine, her mind already racing ahead to her first day at the company. She pictured herself impressing her new colleagues with her up-to-the-minute knowledge and her youthful enthusiasm. This doctor's visit was nothing more than a small bump in the road, a minor inconvenience on her path to success.

Little did Emilia know that this routine check-up would be far more thorough, far more intimate, than she had originally anticipated. As she waited for her name to be called, half-heartedly thumbing through an exposé on vulnerabilities in digital privacy architecture, she remained blissfully unaware of the comprehensive nature of the examination that lay ahead, an examination that would push her far beyond her comfort zone, and leave her feeling more exposed and vulnerable than she ever had before.

∞∞∞

"Emilia Enright?" the receptionist finally called out.

Emilia's head snapped up, her blue eyes wide with anticipation. "Yes, that's me."

"Dr. Gallagher will see you now. Our newest GP. You’ll be in good hands. If you’d head to consultation room four, please."

Emilia stood, smoothing her grey skirt with suddenly slightly nervous hands. She followed the receptionist's pointed finger down a sterile corridor, her footsteps echoing softly on the linoleum floor. The fluorescent lights cast a harsh glow, the white walls aptly clinical in their starkness.

As she approached room four, Emilia took a deep breath, prepping herself for what she assumed would be a quick, routine check-up. She knocked gently on the door.

"Come in," a familiar voice called from within.

Emilia's brow furrowed in confusion as she pushed the door open. Then her eyes widened in shock and delight as they fell upon the tall, muscular figure standing before her.

"Sammy?" she gasped, a broad smile spreading across her face. "Or, Dr. Gallagher!" she added, meaning to tease him somewhat with the title.

There he stood, her childhood friend and former next-door neighbour, looking impossibly grown-up in his crisp white coat. His piercing eyes twinkled with recognition, and a warm smile graced his handsome features.

"Emilia! What a wonderful surprise," he exclaimed, stepping forward to greet her, first with a professional handshake out of habit, then with the hug more appropriate to such a long-time friend.

Emilia's heart raced with excitement. "I can't believe it's you! When did you become a doctor? It feels like the last time I saw you, we were still building tree houses and playing hide-and-seek!"

Dr. Gallagher chuckled, the sound rich and deep. "Not quite! But it's been a while, hasn’t it? It’s been quite a journey. I finished my medical degree a few years ago, now. One year internship, then a couple more training to be a GP. Just started actually. But look at you! You’re all grown up too. And ready to take on the corporate world, I hear? Or so your mom tells my mom. Word travels."

Emilia nodded enthusiastically, her initial nervousness about the exam forgotten in the joy of reunion. "I guess it does! I'm about to start a placement for my master's programme. Can you believe it? Remember when we used to play 'office' in your parents' garage?"

They shared a laugh, the years melting away as memories flooded back. Emilia felt a warmth spread through her chest, a sense of comfort in the presence of her old friend.

"As I recall, we even played ‘doctor’ once or twice," Dr. Gallagher said, his eyes twinkling with nostalgia. "I guess we both always knew where we were headed. But I suppose we should get down to business, eh? You're here for a pre-employment physical, correct?"

Emilia nodded, still beaming. "That's right. Just a quick check-up, I assume?"

Dr. Gallagher's expression shifted slightly, becoming more professional. “Well, actually, these exams are quite thorough. We need to ensure you're in top shape for your new role.” Noticing her dejected expression, he explained more thoroughly, “It all comes down to your employer’s insurance really. If you get sick, your employer will still be paying your wage. Their insurer has to cover them for that eventuality. So, it’s the agreement between them that requires these kinds of physicals in advance. And they do take it seriously, given the money involved.”

A flicker of uncertainty passed through Emilia's eyes. "Oh, I see," she said, her smile faltering slightly. "Well, how… thorough are we talking… exactly?"

Dr. Gallagher's tone became more clinical as he consulted the form on his clipboard. "It’s a full physical examination. That includes vitals, reflexes, range of motion, comprehensive health history." With a nonchalance   belying the gravity of his final words, he added, "There's also a requirement for breast and pelvic exams."

Emilia felt her cheeks flush hot and her blood run cold all at once. "Oh," she said softly, her earlier confidence evaporating. "I… I didn't realise it would be so… extensive."

"It's all quite routine," Dr. Gallagher assured her, though his eyes seemed to linger on her slim figure. "Nothing to worry about. Why don’t we get started with the straight-forward stuff? Please, take a seat."

Emilia hesitated for a moment, then nodded, moving to sit on the edge of the examination table. She tugged up her knee-high stockings, partly against the cold and partly to feel slightly less exposed sitting on the high table in her skirt. The paper crinkled beneath her as she settled, her hands clasping tightly in her lap. Dr. Gallagher pulled up his rolling stool, positioning himself in front of her.

"If you wouldn’t mind taking off your hoodie, we can start with your blood pressure," he said, reaching for the cuff. Emilia followed his instruction instinctively, setting her top beside her on the table. The consultation room felt suddenly quite chilly as she waited in just her lilac Henley t-shirt.

As Dr. Gallagher wrapped the cuff around her upper arm, his fingers brushed lightly against her skin, sending an unexpected shiver through her body, though she was given no chance to dwell on the feeling.

"Remember when we used to race our bikes down Maple Street?" he asked, a hint of nostalgia in his voice.

Emilia laughed softly, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly. "How could I forget? You always beat me to the corner."

"Only because my legs were longer," Dr. Gallagher chuckled, pumping the cuff. "I have got a few years on you. But you were the real athlete between us."

As the cuff tightened around her arm, Emilia found herself toying with one of her loose, blonde braids as she lost herself in memories of summer days spent racing through their neighbourhood, the wind in her hair and the sound of Sammy's laughter echoing around her. The familiar beep of the blood pressure machine brought her back to the present.

"Perfect," Dr. Gallagher murmured, jotting down the numbers. "Now, let's get those blood samples."

He prepared the needle and vials with swift, sure movements. Emilia tried not to flinch as he tied the tourniquet around her arm, instead focusing on his face, so familiar yet so changed. "Do you remember when you fell out of the treehouse and split your lip?" she asked, wincing slightly as the needle slid into her vein.

Dr. Gallagher's eyes crinkled with amusement. "How could I forget? You were so worried you cried more than I did. I’ve still got the scar," he said, pulling down his bottom lip to prove it to her.

They continued to trade stories as he filled three vials with her blood, their common history creating a comforting buffer against the clinical nature of the examination. By the time he was pressing a cotton ball to the crook of her arm, their shared recollections had moved on to their teenage years and hiding alcohol from their parents.

"Alright, let's check those eyes and ears," Dr. Gallagher said, reaching for his otoscope. He leaned in close, his breath warm on her cheek as he peered into her ear canal. Emilia tried to ignore the sudden flutter in her stomach at his proximity, focusing instead on the gentle pressure of the instrument.

Next, Dr. Gallagher moved on to examining Emilia's eyes, his face mere millimetres from hers as he shone the light of another instrument into her pupils. Emilia found herself captivated by the intensity of his gaze, examining his eyes as he examined hers, noticing for the first time the flecks of gold in his deep brown irises. His closeness sent an unexpected warmth coursing through her body, a sensation both familiar and entirely new.

"Look up for me," he instructed softly, his breath ghosting across her cheek. Emilia complied, her heart rate quickening as she became acutely aware of the narrow space between them. The scent of his cologne, subtle yet masculine, filled her senses, evoking memories of shared laughter and innocent touches from their youth.

Dr. Gallagher's free hand gently cupped Emilia’s chin to steady her head. She felt a jolt of electricity at his touch. She found herself wondering if he felt it too, this strange new tension that seemed to crackle in the air between them. The clinical nature of the examination began, for her, to blur with something more primal, more instinctual. But that feeling only served to make her more self-conscious, more aware of the fact that he was investigating her body… that he would be investigating it much further… and that she would be unable to keep its secrets from him.

"Now to the left," he murmured, his voice low and intimate in the quiet of the examination room. Emilia obeyed, her breath catching slightly as she noticed the way his Adam's apple bobbed when he swallowed. She hadn’t been this close to Sammy in years, and certainly not since he had become a man. She had never had the opportunity, until now, to notice the strong line of his jaw or the subtle roughness of his stubble. He’d barely been able to grow stubble the last time she’d seen him, the day he'd moved away for university... the day she'd locked herself in her bedroom and cried for hours.

Finally, Dr. Gallagher straightened, setting aside the ophthalmoscope. "Everything looks good," he said, his professional tone at odds with the lingering heat in his gaze. "Now, let's check your mouth and throat."

He stood over her, his tall frame casting a shadow across her seated form. Emilia suddenly felt very small, very vulnerable. This wasn't the Sammy she had grown up with, the boy who had pulled her pigtails and shared his ice cream, the teen who had stolen cans with her and had pouted when she'd rebuffed his flirtations. This was Dr. Gallagher, a man with authority, a man who now held power over her in a way she had never experienced before. In this room, in this examination, he told her what to do, and she did it. And that fact both thrilled and terrified Emilia. The power dynamic made her conscious of her choice of outfit. Yes, she was a few years younger than him, but they’d always felt on an even footing. She’d always been that bit more mature for her age. Now, sitting before him in braids, long socks, and a pleated skirt, she couldn’t help but feel juvenile by comparison to this very adult, very authoritative version of the friend she'd once known so well.

"Open wide," he instructed, reaching for a tongue depressor. Emilia parted her lips obediently, hyper-aware of his scrutiny. As he leaned in to examine her throat, she couldn't help but wonder if his thoughts were remaining entirely professional. Did he see her as just another patient, was he dulled to these interactions by experience, or was he, too, affected by this new level of intimacy between them?

The wooden stick pressed against her tongue, and Emilia suppressed a gag reflex. Dr. Gallagher's free hand came to rest on her shoulder, ostensibly to steady her, but the warmth of his palm seemed to burn through the thin fabric of her t-shirt.

"Say 'ahh'," he commanded softly, his eyes fixed on her mouth. Emilia complied, the sound barely audible in the charged atmosphere of the room. She felt her cheeks flush as she made the sound, suddenly self-conscious about having her mouth wide open before him, of looking up at him through her lashes. She knew exactly how she must have looked to him in this position. She knew exactly what most men would be thinking if they could see her like this. His eyes appeared to remain focused on her throat, but she couldn't help wondering if there was any possibility that he might be… enjoying this view of her. A rush of embarrassment sent her face flushing again and made her hope beyond hope that he really was focused entirely on her throat, thereby ignoring the skin that was betraying her growing nervousness.

"Very good," Dr. Gallagher murmured, removing the tongue depressor. His hand lingered on her shoulder, she thought, for a moment longer than strictly necessary.

Dr. Gallagher returned to his seat, retrieving a clipboard and pen from his desk. His demeanour shifted, becoming more serious as he settled onto his stool.

"Now, Emilia, I need to ask you some questions about your medical history," he said, his tone professional. "It's important that you answer honestly and completely. Everything you say is confidential, of course."

Emilia nodded, her hands fidgeting in her lap. "Of course, Sam- I mean, Dr. Gallagher." She gave him a meek smile by way of apology for her slip-up.

He began with the kind of general questions she had been expecting—her height, weight, any allergies or chronic conditions, family medical history and the like. Emilia answered them without difficulty, feeling relatively at ease. But as the questioning continued, she noticed a progressive shift in the nature of the inquiries.

"Do you smoke?" Dr. Gallagher asked, his pen poised above the form.

"No," Emilia replied.

"Drink alcohol?"

"Not so much anymore. Maybe a glass of wine once or twice a week or so. Too busy for more."

Dr. Gallagher nodded, making a note. "Any recreational drug use?"

Emilia hesitated. "I… I tried weed a few times in college."

He looked up, his gaze intense, but then he smiled. "Who hasn’t? Anything else?"

"No, nothing else," she said quickly, her cheeks flushing.

As the questions continued, it wasn’t lost on Emilia that they were becoming increasingly personal. 

"Are you sexually active?"

She felt her face grow hot. It was one thing answering a question like that to a random GP. It was quite another to be asked it so bluntly by an old friend. But… he’s a professional now, Emilia thought. And so, she swallowed her pride. "I… um… no. Not currently."

Dr. Gallagher's eyebrow raised slightly. "Have you ever been sexually active?"

She tried to hide how uncomfortable she was feeling, tried to keep her voice as level as possible. "Yes… I have, but… it's been a while."

Dr. Gallagher didn’t miss a beat. "How long?"

"About… about a year, I guess," she mumbled, looking down at her hands.

He made another note. "And when you were active, did you use protection?"

"Yes, always," Emilia said, her voice barely above a whisper. She found she couldn’t look Sammy in the eye.

"Good," Dr. Gallagher nodded. "Have you ever had, or have you ever suspected that you might have had, any sexually transmitted infections?"

Emilia's eyes widened. "No! Never!"

Seeming to note her discomfort, Dr. Gallagher paused, the face of her old friend once again peeking out through the veneer of medical professionalism. “It’s just a set list we’ve got to get through. I know it’s awkward. Sorry.”

Emilia forced an unsteady smile. She was glad of his acknowledgement, but it didn’t make the questions any easier to answer given her history with the man doing the questioning.

Dr. Gallagher's gaze seemed to linger on her smile for a moment before he continued. "Do you perform regular breast self-exams?"

Emilia swallowed hard. She knew this was a standard question, but she couldn’t shake the idea that if Sammy was asking it, then Sammy—sitting across from her now as Dr. Gallagher, but still just Sammy to her—might also be picturing it. “I… sometimes,” she managed eventually. “Not as often as I should, probably."

"We'll need to discuss proper technique later," he said, his tone matter-of-fact. He appeared to make a note, separate from the answers he’d been jotting down. "Now, regarding your menstrual cycle. Is it regular?"

She nodded, feeling increasingly uncomfortable. "Yes, just about every four weeks or so."

"And how long does your period typically last?"

"About… about five days," Emilia answered, her voice small.

“Okay!” he said, in a tone that gave her hope that they were finally done with the mortifying interrogation. “Just one more thing to address,” he added with a smile.

Her heart sank. “Fire away,” she said, her enthusiasm transparently forced.

“You mentioned it’s been about a year since you’ve been sexually active…”

Her face flushed and her mind reeled in tandem. Oh, shit, she thought, We’re going back to that? A timid “Mm-hmm” was all she could manage.

He continued, his tone unwavering, “Well, tell me, in that time, have you engaged in regular masturbation?”

Emilia's eyes widened in shock, her cheeks burning crimson. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. Her mind raced, questioning whether this could possibly be a standard medical inquiry. Surely not. This felt far too personal, too intimate. She questioned whether Sammy could be using his newfound position of authority over her to his own ends.

Memories from their late teens flooded back. Sammy, always pushing, always trying to get her to open up about sexual matters, even though she made it clear that those lines of discussion made her uncomfortable. His clumsy attempts at flirtation, his not-so-subtle hints. She had always deflected, too shy, too unsure of herself to reciprocate. But now, here she sat, trapped by the clinical setting and his authoritative white coat. She felt like she had no choice but to answer, even as she worried that she might be giving him just the information—just the fodder for his imagination—that he’d craved all those years ago as a teenager.

"I… um…" she stammered, not once lifting her gaze from her knees. "Is that… is that really necessary information?"

Dr. Gallagher's expression remained impassive, professional. "It's a standard question like all the others, Emilia. Regular sexual activity, including masturbation, can have health implications, positive and negative. It's important for me to have a complete picture of your physical well-being."

Emilia swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. She could feel sweat beading at the nape of her neck, her skin prickling with embarrassment. "Well, I… I suppose… sometimes," she finally managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Sometimes?" Dr. Gallagher pressed, his pen poised above the clipboard. "Could you be more specific? We're looking for frequency here."

Emilia squirmed on the examination table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her. She wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and vanish. But there was nowhere to hide from his piercing gaze and probing questions.

"Maybe… once or twice a week?" she offered, hoping this would satisfy him.

Dr. Gallagher made a note, his face betraying nothing. "And do you use any aids or toys?"

Emilia gasped, her head snapping up to meet his eyes. Surely he couldn't be serious. But his expression remained neutral, expectant. She felt cornered. The professional setting warred with the intimate nature of the questions, leaving her feeling completely off-balance and vulnerable. Again, she felt compelled to answer honestly.

"N-no," she stammered, her voice quavering. "Just… just my… hands."

She watched his pen move across the paper, wondering what exactly he was writing. Was this truly medically relevant information, or was Sammy cataloguing her confessions for his own purposes? The line between doctor and childhood friend was blurred. And Emilia was left feeling exposed in a way that she never had before.

"And when you masturbate," Dr. Gallagher continued relentlessly, his tone maddeningly clinical, "do you achieve orgasm consistently?"

Emilia felt lightheaded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She felt her heart pounding in her chest, her face burning with embarrassment. She couldn't believe that Sammy—doctor or not—was asking her such intimate questions. Part of her wanted to refuse to answer, to stand up and walk out. But another part, a part she didn't quite understand, compelled her to stay, to submit to this interrogation, if only to get it over with without even more embarrassment than was—apparently—necessary.

"I… yes," she whispered, unable to meet his eyes. "Usually."

Dr. Gallagher made another note on his clipboard. "And how would you describe the intensity of your orgasms? Are they satisfying?"

Emilia's hands clenched into fists in her lap. She felt dizzy, overwhelmed by the intimacy of the questions and the clinical detachment with which they were being asked. "They're… fine," she managed to say, her voice barely audible. "Satisfying enough, I guess."

"I see," Dr. Gallagher said, his pen scratching across the paper. "And do you usually achieve orgasm through clitoral or vaginal stimulation?”

Surely this was too much, she though. She gritted her teeth, mortified at the thought of divulging such intimate details to her childhood friend. She imagined him picturing her pleasuring herself, smug in the assured knowledge that his picture was accurate. As she did so, to her surprise and dismay, she discerned a separate feeling welling up beside her embarrassment—much fainter, yes, much less clear, but… admittedly also much more pleasant.

Through a clenched jaw she eventually relented. “They’re mostly clitoral,” she said sheepishly, “but sometimes a combination of both.”

Dr. Gallagher—Sammy—outwardly presented no reaction whatever to Emilia’s divulgence of what she thought must have been one of the most sexually intimate things she had ever told another person about herself. He simply continued, unfazed, implacable. “Do you ever experience any pain or discomfort during masturbation?"

Emilia shook her head, no longer trusting herself to speak. She could feel tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, a mixture of humiliation and that strange, unfamiliar, but pleasant something coursing through her body. Whatever it was, the humiliation far outweighed it, and she wished for the incessant questioning to be over.

"Alright," Dr. Gallagher said. As if reading her mind, he finally set down his clipboard. "Thank you for your honesty, Emilia. I know these questions can be uncomfortable, but they're important for assessing your overall health."

A shiver raced down Emilia's spine as a sudden wave of relief washed over her, cooling her body and calming her nerves. It was as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders, and the tension that had been building inside her was now dissipating into the air. She took in a deep breath of the crisp, cool air, savouring the sensation, relieved to finally be passed the worst of her embarrassment.

Sammy stood up, towering over her, still every bit the commanding “Dr. Gallagher” he had become. "Now, I’ll need to listen to your heart and lungs,” he said.

And with that, Emilia realised that her ordeal was far from over. In fact, it seemed it was only just beginning. She knew exactly what he was going to say next.

Without a hint of pomp or circumstance, he continued, “If you could remove your shirt, please.”

Emilia's breath caught in her throat. She knew from the beginning that this was coming, but the reality of it still sent a jolt of nervous energy through her body. "Oh… okay," she stammered, anxiety coursing through her body, her fingers fumbling with the hem of her t-shirt.

She pulled the garment over her head, acutely aware that Sammy’s gaze didn’t once flicker from her. The cool air of the examination room raised goosebumps on her exposed skin. She sat there in just her simple white cotton bra, feeling once again as vulnerable as when she had been disclosing her most intimate private activities.

Sammy had seen her in a bikini before, when they’d gone swimming together as teens. But as every woman tacitly understood, regardless of coverage, being seen by a man in a bra and a bikini top were two completely different things. She recalled how he would occasionally tease her by snapping her bra strap through her top. She had hated it, chided him for it. It had felt like an invasion. She’d always expected that he hadn’t been “just playing” as he’d insisted.

And now, here she was, in this state of undress directly in front of him. Simply because he had requested it of her. Her mind couldn’t help but linger on the extreme change in their power dynamic. Like the questions before had done, it appalled her that she was now simply expected to show him such submission. And yet… Was it also that very submission—or conversely, Sammy’s newfound dominance—that was causing her to look at him differently now, causing her to react so primally to his slightest touch, causing this strange new feeling to effervesce inside her as he requested—demanded—embarrassment after embarrassment from her?

Dr. Gallagher's eyes swept over Emilia’s chest, a flicker of something unreadable passing across his face before he schooled his features back to a professional neutrality. "Lean forward slightly," he instructed, his voice a touch huskier than before.

Emilia complied, her heart racing as Dr. Gallagher pressed the cold stethoscope to her back. She could feel the warmth of his body as he leaned in close, his breath tickling the nape of her neck.

"Take a deep breath," he said softly. Emilia inhaled shakily, her chest rising and falling under his watchful eye. She couldn't help but notice how his gaze seemed to linger on the swell of her breasts, barely contained by her simple bra.

As Dr. Gallagher moved the stethoscope to her chest, Emilia felt a rush of heat flood her body. His fingers brushed against the side of her breast as he positioned the instrument, and she had to bite her lip to stifle a gasp. More than the contact itself, what excited her was the uncertainty. Did he mean to do that? Was it an accident, or… is he savouring now what I so often denied him before?

"Your heart rate is a bit elevated," Dr. Gallagher noted, his eyes meeting hers. "Are you feeling alright?"

Emilia nodded quickly, unable to trust her voice. How could she explain that it was his proximity, his touch, that was causing her heart to race? That the boy she had grown up with had become a man who now inexplicably stirred feelings in her she had never quite experienced before?

"Well, then," Dr. Gallagher said, straightening up. "We'll need to proceed with the breast examination. If you could remove your bra, please."

Emilia's eyes widened, a further wave of embarrassment washing over her. She hesitated, her hands frozen at her sides. This really is going too far, she thought. How could she be expected to simply reveal herself to him like that? Yes, he was technically her GP, ever since he’d been assigned to her all of about fifteen minutes ago. But he was also—far more importantly right now—her friend. He was Sammy.

Sammy, whom she had allowed to copy her homework when he’d been too lazy to do his own. Sammy, with whom she had stayed up all night watching horror movies they weren’t old enough to rent. Sammy, who had always seemed to have wanted something more between them. Sammy… who had more than once requested to see her breasts before, each time playing it off as a joke when she’d refused.

"I… do we have to?" she asked in a small voice.

Dr. Gallagher's expression softened slightly, but his tone remained firm. "I'm afraid so, Emilia. If you want the certification, it's a necessary part of the exam. I know it's uncomfortable, but I assure you, it's strictly professional.” As if trying to lighten the mood, he added, “And it’s nothing I haven’t seen before, trust me."

It may well be the case, she thought, that over the course of his medical education Sammy had become accustomed to—even au fait with—the female anatomy, but that didn’t mean he’d seen her anatomy before. And it certainly didn’t mean that he would treat seeing her anatomy the same as seeing anyone else’s.

Emilia's mind warred with itself, torn between conflicting emotions and obligations. On one hand, she knew Dr. Gallagher was a trained medical professional. This was his job, something he likely did every day without a second thought. And she needed this certification to start her off on her exciting new career path. Logically, she understood it was just a routine exam.

But on the other hand, this wasn't just any doctor—this was Sammy. The boy she'd grown up with, who had teased her mercilessly as a kid. The teenager who had clumsily flirted with her, always pushing boundaries, seeing how far he could go. The young man who had made no secret of his attraction to her, even as she gently rebuffed his advances time and again.

Now here he was, a figure of authority, clipboard in hand, white coat lending him an air of unquestionable power. But beneath that professional façade, was he still that same boy who had longed to see her naked all those years they’d known each other? Was this, on some level, a fulfilment of those adolescent fantasies?

Emilia's cheeks burned as she suddenly recalled all those times Sammy had "accidentally" walked in on her at inopportune moments, changing at sleepovers or pool parties. How his eyes had lingered a moment too long. How he'd always been the first to suggest skinny dipping or truth or dare, no doubt hoping for a glimpse of her body.

She shifted uncomfortably on the exam table. She could only prevaricate for so long. Dr. Gallagher's eyes remained clinically focused on his clipboard, but she couldn't help wondering what was going through his mind. Was he thinking of all those times she'd said no? Was he savouring this moment of finally seeing what he'd always wanted to see? What he’d always been denied?

The rational part of her brain insisted she was being ridiculous. He was a doctor now, bound by ethics and professionalism. But another part of her, a more primal part, couldn't shake the insistent feeling of vulnerability that had pervaded her for the entire exam. The power dynamic between them had shifted so dramatically. They were no longer on an equal footing, as they always had been as childhood friends. Now he could simply command her to disrobe and she was expected to comply without question.

Emilia's hands trembled slightly as they hovered near the clasp of her bra. She knew she should just get it over with. Logically, medically, practically, it was necessary. But emotionally, it felt like crossing a line that could never be uncrossed. Once Sammy had seen her bare breasts, things between them would be forever changed. That final barrier of intimacy would be breached.

She looked up at Dr. Gallagher, searching his face for any hint of the mischievous boy she once knew. But his expression remained impassive, simply waiting patiently for her to follow his instructions.

After what felt like minutes of tense silence, but in reality could only have been seconds, Emilia finally made her decision. She was probably overthinking things, probably worrying over absolutely nothing. She would be embarrassed whether he was getting something extra out of this or not. And so, she decided to submit to her embarrassment—to embrace it—and, in doing so, to submit alongside it to that other powerful heat she was aware of, building in her core and spreading outward.

Emilia swallowed hard, her fingers trembling as she unhooked the clasp of her bra. She hesitated for a moment longer, then slowly slid the straps down her arms, holding the cups in place against her breasts. Her heart pounded in her chest as she met Dr. Gallagher's eyes, silently pleading for some last moment reprieve.

But there was none to be found in his steady gaze. "Go ahead," he said softly, his voice gentle but insistent.

With a shaky breath, Emilia lowered her bra, exposing her breasts to the cool air of the examination room and to Sammy's scrutiny. She felt her nipples harden instantly, whether from the chill or from the intensity of his gaze, she couldn't be sure. A deep blush spread across her chest and up her neck as she sat there, completely topless before her childhood friend.

Dr. Gallagher's eyes roamed over her exposed flesh, his expression unreadable. "Alright," he said, his voice slightly lower than before. "I'm going to perform a manual examination now. Please let me know if you feel any discomfort or pain."

Emilia nodded mutely, unable to form words as Dr. Gallagher stepped closer. With both hands, he cupped her right breast. She couldn't suppress a small gasp at the contact.

"Sorry," Dr. Gallagher murmured. "My hands are usually a bit cold."

But Emilia knew that wasn't the reason for her reaction. As his fingers moved in small circles, palpating the soft tissue of her breast, she felt a warmth building low in her belly. She bit her lip, trying to focus on anything but the sensation of Sammy's hands on her bare skin.

Dr. Gallagher worked methodically, his touch clinical yet somehow intimate. As he moved to her left breast, his thumb inadvertently brushed across her nipple. Or was it really inadvertent? Emilia jerked slightly, a small whimper escaping her lips before she could stop it.

Dr. Gallagher paused, his eyes meeting hers. "Are you alright?" he asked, genuine concern evident in his voice.

Emilia nodded quickly, her face burning with embarrassment. "Y-yes," she stammered. "Just… sensitive."

A flicker of something—amusement? desire?—passed across Dr. Gallagher's face before he resumed his examination. His touch seemed more deliberate now, his fingers lingering a moment longer with each palpation.

His hands moved methodically across Emilia's breasts, his touch both gentle and intense. As the examination continued, his focus shifted to her nipples, which had hardened into tight peaks in the cool air of the exam room.

"I'm going to check your nipples now for any abnormalities," he stated matter-of-factly, though Emilia couldn't help but notice the slight huskiness in his voice.

His fingers ghosted over her right nipple, causing Emilia to inhale sharply. She wasn't entirely sure whether this was a standard part of the exam, but she didn't dare question Dr. Gallagher's methods. After all, as she kept reminding herself, he was a professional, no longer the kid she remembered.

With practiced precision, he gently pinched and rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Emilia bit her lip, trying desperately to maintain her composure as waves of unexpected pleasure radiated through her body. She couldn't deny how good it felt, but she was determined not to let it show.

Dr. Gallagher's eyes flicked up to her face, searching for any reaction. Emilia kept her expression as neutral as possible, even as her heart raced and heat began to pool between her legs.

He moved to her left breast, repeating the process. This time, he seemed to be taking his time, his movements becoming almost exploratory. He gently tugged on her nipple, then pressed it inward, watching intently as it sprang back out again. Emilia's breath caught in her throat, doubting that these actions were indispensable to the exam, but she managed to keep her face impassive.

"Everything seems normal," Dr. Gallagher murmured, even as his fingers still idly toyed with her nipple. "But it is important to be thorough."

He continued his ministrations, alternating between gentle tweaks and firm twists. Emilia's mind reeled. Surely this can’t be part of a standard exam? But she didn't dare speak up, didn't dare admit how his touch was affecting her.

As Dr. Gallagher's thumb brushed across her sensitised flesh once more, Emilia had to stifle a moan. She clenched her fists at her sides, her nails digging into her palms as she fought to maintain her composure. The line between medical examination and something far more intimate was becoming increasingly blurred, and Emilia found herself caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—embarrassment, arousal, and an undeniable sense of submission to Dr. Gallagher's authority.

As he finished the exam, Dr. Gallagher stepped back, his eyes still fixed on Emilia's breasts. Sitting in front of him now, naked from the waist up with no imminent necessity to it, she somehow felt even more exposed than when his hands were on her.

"Everything looks good," Dr. Gallagher said, his voice level, but a touch deeper than before. "Your breast tissue feels healthy and there are no concerning lumps or abnormalities."

Emilia let out a shaky breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. She moved to cover herself, but Dr. Gallagher held up a hand.

"Not just yet," he said. "I need to demonstrate proper self-examination technique. It's important that you know how to check yourself regularly between appointments."

Emilia's eyes widened, but she nodded mutely. What choice did she have?

Dr. Gallagher stepped closer again, his body heat radiating against her bare skin. "First, you'll want to use the pads of your fingers, like this," he explained, gently taking Emilia's hand and guiding it to her own breast.

She gasped softly as he manipulated her fingers, showing her how to apply the right amount of pressure. His hand engulfed hers, warm and strong, as he guided her movements in small circles.

"You'll want to cover the entire breast," he continued, his voice low and intimate. "From the collarbone down to the bottom of the rib cage, and from the breastbone over to the armpit."

Emilia nodded, trying to focus on the medical nature of the demonstration. But she couldn't ignore the way her body was responding to his touch, to his proximity. That familiar warmth was building between her legs, and she prayed he wouldn't notice the way her breathing had quickened.

"Now for the other side," Dr. Gallagher said, moving their joined hands to her left breast. As he guided her fingers over her nipple, Emilia couldn't suppress a small moan.

Dr. Gallagher paused, his eyes locking with hers. For a moment, the professional facade slipped, and Emilia saw a flash of the boy she'd grown up with—the one who had always wanted more from her.

"Emilia," he breathed, his hand still covering hers on her breast. "I…"

He trailed off, clearly struggling with himself. Emilia felt frozen, caught between anticipation and anxiety. Her heart pounded in her chest as she waited to see what he would say or do next.

After what felt like an eternity, Dr. Gallagher cleared his throat and stepped back, dropping her hand. His professional demeanour snapped back into place, though Emilia noticed a slight tremor in his fingers as he picked up his clipboard.

"Right, well, that concludes the breast exam," he said briskly, not quite meeting her eyes. "You can put your bra back on now."

Emilia fumbled with her bra, her cheeks burning. She couldn't shake the feeling that something momentous had almost happened—a line nearly crossed. As she re-clasped her bra, she snuck a glance at Dr. Gallagher. He was studiously making notes, but she could see a muscle twitching in his jaw.

"Now then," he said, looking up from his clipboard. "We'll need to proceed with the pelvic exam."

Dr. Gallagher's words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Emilia felt her stomach drop, a fresh wave of anxiety washing over her. He had warned her at the outset that a pelvic exam would be part of the physical, but facing the reality of it now—with Sammy, of all people—made her pulse quicken and her palms sweat.

"I… I'm not sure I can do this, Sammy" Emilia whispered, her voice trembling. She wrapped her arms around herself, suddenly feeling very small and vulnerable sitting on the examination table in her skirt and bra.

Dr. Gallagher's expression softened as it had before. "I understand this is uncomfortable, Emilia, embarrassing even. But that’s a normal reaction we see in most patients, and it is a necessary part of the exam. I promise to be as quick and professional as possible." As if it were an afterthought, he added, “With that in mind, perhaps it would be best if you called me ‘Samuel’ now, or better yet just stick to ‘Dr. Gallagher’.”

That final assertion of authority did something to Emilia that made her pulse quicken even more. Even so, she bit her lip as she weighed her options. She needed this certification for her new job, but the thought of exposing herself so completely to Sammy—to Dr. Gallagher, she corrected herself mentally—was almost too much to bear. She could feel his eyes on her, patient yet expectant.

"Can't we just… skip this part?" she asked weakly, knowing even as the words left her mouth that it was futile.

Dr. Gallagher shook his head. "I'm afraid not. It's standard procedure. I can’t give you a full bill of health without it."

Emilia closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. She thought about her career goals, about how much she wanted this new job. Was she really going to let her embarrassment stand in the way of her future?

"Okay," she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. "What do I need to do?"

Dr. Gallagher nodded, his professional demeanour firmly back in place. "Please remove your skirt and underwear, then lie back on the table. There's a drape here you can use to cover yourself until I'm ready to begin the exam."

Emilia steeled herself. Her hands shook as she reached for the zipper of her skirt. She hesitated, her eyes darting to Dr. Gallagher. To her dismay, he made no move to turn away or provide her with privacy. Instead, his gaze remained steady—clinical yet undeniably focused on her every movement.

Swallowing hard, Emilia slowly unzipped her skirt, filling the quiet room with the sound of her undressing. She stood, allowing the garment to pool at her feet before stepping out of it, now clad only in her simple cotton panties, bra, knee-high socks, and boots. She momentarily felt ridiculous, realising that she had never before had boots on in such a state of undress. She decided to kick them off too.

Dr. Gallagher's eyes roamed over her body with impunity, and Emilia couldn't help but wonder if he was seeing her as a patient or as the girl he had grown up with—the one he had always wanted to see this way.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, hesitating once more, caught in an agonising moment of indecision. Her mind raced, considering every angle, every potential viewpoint she might offer to Dr. Gallagher—to Sammy—as she removed this final barrier.

Facing him directly felt too brazen, too exposed. Turning her back to him seemed almost more intimate, as if inviting his gaze to linger for a voyeuristic glimpse between her legs—not that he required voyeurism now. For a fleeting moment, she considered asking him to turn around, but the words died in her throat. She knew, deep down, that wasn't an option.

Finally, Emilia made her choice. She turned sideways, reasoning that this would offer the least revealing view as she disrobed. But as she began to slowly slide her panties down, she realised her miscalculation. The position gave Dr. Gallagher a perfect profile view of her body—the slope of her breasts he was now so familiar with, the gentle curve of her thighs, and—most notably—the round swell of her buttocks.

As she bent to push her underwear past her knees, she felt a sudden, unexpected thrill course through her. The thought of Sammy's eyes on her, drinking in the sight of her bare form, sent a shiver running up and down her spine. It was mortifying, yes, but there was something else there too—and she could finally identify it. A heady mixture of vulnerability and… power.

Yes, he was the authority figure. Yes, he was giving the instructions. But if what she had been concerned about were true—if he really was enjoying her exposure—then it was she who was choosing to give him that enjoyment. All at once her mixed emotions made sense to her. She had been agonising over each choice, each decision to submit further to her embarrassment, but it had been a choice. She could have walked out the door at any point, could have booked an appointment with a different GP and got on with her career, without ever giving Sammy a glimpse at what he had always wanted. But she had stayed. Deep down, she now realised, she had wanted to stay. She had allowed him to see her, allowed him to touch her—in spite of her embarrassment. And that, ultimately, made her the one with the power.

Emilia found herself moving with deliberate slowness now, prolonging the moment. She stepped out of one leg of her panties, then the other, hyper-aware of the way the movement caused her bottom to jiggle slightly. A flush crept up her neck as she imagined Sammy's reaction, picturing his eyes widening, his breath catching in his throat.

The rational part of her brain screamed at her to hurry up, to cover herself, to end this moment of exposure. But another part, a part she barely recognised, now revelled in her embarrassment. It was intoxicating, this feeling of being seen, truly seen, by someone who had known her for so long. By someone who had longed to see her for so long.

As she straightened, panties now discarded on the floor, Emilia felt a curious sense of empowerment wash over her. Yes, she was naked, vulnerable, exposed. But in that exposure, she held a kind of power too. The power to affect Sammy—even in his mature guise as Dr. Gallagher.

She turned slowly to face him, resisting the instinct to cover herself. She didn't hurry to the examination table and its promise of a concealing drape. Instead, she stood there for a moment, allowing his gaze to wash over her smooth curves. The embarrassment was still there, burning in her cheeks and chest, but now it was tinged with unmistakable arousal and defiance.

"Please," Dr. Gallagher said, his voice unwavering. "Lie back on the table."

Emilia nodded, moving with deliberate grace as she positioned herself on the examination table. The paper crinkled beneath her, cool against her heated skin. Dr. Gallagher approached, his eyes roaming over her body, seemingly with clinical detachment, though Emilia thought she detected a flicker of something altogether more primitive in his gaze.

"Scoot down until your bottom is at the edge of the table," he instructed. "Then place your feet in the stirrups."

Emilia complied, her heart racing as she spread her legs, exposing herself fully to his view. She couldn't help but wonder how often Sammy had imagined this very sight. How many times had he pictured her like this, vulnerable and open before him?

Dr. Gallagher's eyes lingered on the junction of her thighs, and Emilia felt a rush of heat flood her body. She knew he was taking in every detail—the smooth, waxed skin, the delicate folds of her labia. How often had he asked her about this very thing when they were younger? Teasing questions about whether she shaved or went “au naturel”, always played off as jokes when she’d refused to answer. But now, here she was, allowing him to see for himself, to burn this image into his memory, forever to use that memory as he wished.

"I'm going to perform a visual examination now," Dr. Gallagher said, his voice steady despite the slight flush creeping up his neck.

Emilia nodded, biting her lip as she felt his gaze roam over her most intimate areas. She should have felt mortified, exposed. And part of her did. But another part, a part that was growing stronger by the minute, revelled in his careful examination. She found herself arching her back slightly, presenting herself more fully to his scrutiny.

As Dr. Gallagher leaned towards her for a closer look, Emilia couldn't suppress a small gasp. The heat of his breath ghosted over her sensitive flesh, sending a shiver through her. She wondered if he could see how aroused she was becoming, if he could tell that her body was responding to his examination in ways that were far from clinical.

"Everything looks… healthy," Dr. Gallagher murmured, his eyes flicking up to meet hers for a brief, charged moment.

Emilia nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She watched as he straightened up, making notes on his clipboard. But she didn't miss the way his gaze kept darting back to her exposed form, as if he couldn't quite believe what he was seeing.

Dr. Gallagher cleared his throat. "Now, I'm going to perform an… internal examination," he said, his voice cracking ever so slightly. "You may feel some pressure, but it shouldn't be painful. Let me know if you experience any discomfort."

Emilia nodded, her breath catching as she watched him don a pair of latex gloves. The snap of the rubber against his wrist echoed in the quiet room.

"Try to relax," he said, as he positioned himself between her legs once more.

Emilia closed her eyes, focusing on steadying her breathing. In spite of his advice, she felt herself tense as she anticipated this world-shattering moment. The moment when the neighbour she had grown up with—her sweet, goofy, kind-of-pervy, but ultimately loveable partner in crime, her best friend for well over a decade—would be inside her for the first time.

She felt the cool touch of lubricant, then the pressure of his fingers on her lips. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't suppress an audible exhalation as he slowly—teasingly?—inserted two fingers into her.

"Are you alright?" Dr. Gallagher asked, pausing his movements.

"Y-yes," Emilia stammered, her cheeks burning. "Just… y’know… sensitive."

Dr. Gallagher nodded, resuming the examination. His fingers moved with precision and care. Emilia didn’t doubt his professionalism at this crucial moment, didn’t detect an ounce of impropriety. But in spite of that, she couldn't ignore the waves of pleasure that radiated through her body at his touch. She bit her lip, trying to stifle the soft moans that threatened to escape.

As his fingers probed deeper, curling slightly to feel along her inner walls, Emilia's hips involuntarily bucked against his hand. She felt a rush of mortification, certain that he would comment on her body's betrayal. But he remained silent, his face a mask of professional concentration.

The examination seemed to stretch on for an eternity, each moment both exquisite torture and sublime pleasure. Emilia found herself torn between wanting it to end immediately and wanting him inside her forever. Her body trembled on the edge of release, every movement of Dr. Gallagher's—Sammy’s—fingers threatening to push her over that precipice.

Finally, mercifully, he withdrew his hand. "Everything feels normal," he said, his voice wavering slightly. "You can sit up now."

Emilia opened her eyes, blinking in the harsh fluorescent light. She slowly pushed herself up, acutely aware of the wetness between her thighs that had nothing to do with the lubricant that had been used.

As she reached for the drape to cover herself, her eyes met Dr. Gallagher's. For a moment, his professional mask slipped, and she saw raw desire burning in his gaze. It was quickly concealed, but the image seared itself into her mind.

"Well," Dr. Gallagher said, clearing his throat. "That concludes the examination. You can get dressed now. I'll just… step out for a moment to complete my notes."

He turned quickly, almost fleeing the room. As the door closed behind him, Emilia let out a shaky breath. She sat there for a moment, her mind reeling from what had just transpired, before suddenly realising what she had seen. In his hasty retreat, Dr. Gallagher had conspicuously lowered his clipboard. And there was only one thing he could have been attempting to hide.

Still aroused from the examination, and now knowing for sure that Sammy was too, Emilia felt a surge of boldness course through her veins. Her heart raced as she made an impulsive decision. Instead of reaching for her discarded clothes, she unhooked her bra once more, letting it fall to the floor.

She was now completely nude save for her knee-high socks, her skin flushed and tingling in the cool air of the exam room. If Sammy really wanted her after all these years, she thought, then he could finally have her. No more games, no more pretence.

Emilia positioned herself carefully by the exam table, leaning back slightly, her legs crossed at the ankles. Her nipples pebbled in anticipation as she waited, every nerve ending alive with possibility.

A soft knock came at the door. "Emilia? Are you decent?" Dr. Gallagher's voice called out, professional yet tinged with uncertainty.

Emilia took a deep breath, steeling her nerves. "Yes," she lied, her voice steady despite the pounding of her heart. She wondered whether he would react any differently to the same naked body he had just been probing, now that it was being presented to him on its own terms, removed from the clinical eye of his profession.

The door handle turned slowly, almost hesitantly. As Dr. Gallagher stepped into the room, his eyes widened in shock, clipboard clattering to the floor. He stood frozen in the doorway, his gaze roaming hungrily over Emilia's exposed form. She had her answer.

"Emilia," he breathed, his voice a mixture of panic and desire. "What are you…?"

She uncrossed her legs slowly, deliberately, watching as his eyes followed the movement. "I think you know exactly what I'm doing, Sammy," she said softly, using his childhood nickname quite intentionally this time. "The question is, what are you going to do?"

Dr. Gallagher stood frozen in the doorway, his eyes wide as he took in the sight before him. Emilia could see the war of emotions playing across his face—desire, shock, and a flicker of guilt.

"Emilia," he said again, his voice hoarse. "We can't… I'm your doctor. This is… unethical."

But even as he spoke, he took a step into the room, letting the door swing shut behind him. His eyes never left her body, drinking in every curve and plane.

Emilia felt a thrill of power course through her. Gone was her earlier embarrassment, replaced by a heady cocktail of arousal and newfound confidence. She arched her back slightly, watching as Sammy's breath caught.

"Are you, though?" she asked, her voice low and teasing. "Are you really my doctor? Or are you the boy-next-door who's been wanting to see me like this for years?"

His professional mask cracked further at her words. She could see the internal struggle playing out, his ethics warring with years of pent-up desire.

"This is wrong," he muttered, but he took another step closer. "We shouldn't…"

"Then tell me to stop," she whispered. "Tell me to get dressed and walk out that door. If that's really what you want. Because I have no interest in doing anything unethical with Dr. Gallagher."

She let her final comment sink in for a beat, then she added, “No… I just want to be fucked by my old friend Sammy.”

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The air crackled with silent tension, years of unspoken longing finally bubbling to the surface.

Then, with a groan of surrender, Sammy closed the distance between them. His hands cupped her face as his lips crashed down on hers in a searing kiss.

Emilia melted into the kiss, her body pressing against Sammy's as the tension that had been building within her finally found its release. His hands roamed over her bare skin, tracing the curves he had just examined clinically moments before. But now there was nothing clinical about his touch—it was hungry, desperate, filled with longing. They felt like the hands of a different man entirely. And to some extent, she knew, they were.

Sammy broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. "Emilia," he groaned. "Do you have any idea how long I've wanted this? How many times I've dreamed of touching you like this?"

Emilia's hands moved to the buttons of his white coat. "Show me," she whispered.

Sammy shrugged off his coat, letting it fall to the floor. Emilia made quick work of his shirt buttons, pushing the fabric aside to reveal his toned chest. She ran her hands over his warm skin, revelling in touching him the way she knew he’d wanted her to for so long.

Sammy's lips found her neck, trailing hot kisses down to her collarbone. His hands cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that was far from professional. Emilia arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips, no longer stifled.

"You have no idea how hard it was to keep my composure during that exam," Sammy murmured against her skin. "Seeing you, touching you like that… it took everything I had not to lose control."

Emilia's hands moved to his belt, deftly unbuckling it. "Then lose control now," she breathed. "I want you, Sammy. All of you."

With a growl, Sammy lifted her onto the examination table. The paper crinkled beneath her as he positioned himself between her legs. His pants and underwear joined the growing pile of discarded clothing on the floor.

Emilia wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. She could feel his hardness pressing against her. She rocked her hips against him, eliciting a groan of pleasure.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

In response, Emilia reached between them, wrapping her fingers tightly around his rigid girth. "I've never been more sure of anything," she said, looking into his eyes.

With a low moan, Sammy pushed into her, filling her completely. They both gasped at the sensation, overwhelmed by the intensity of finally being joined.

Sammy began to move, his hips rocking against Emilia's slowly at first, sensually. The examination table creaked softly beneath them with each thrust, the sound mingling with their gasps and moans.

Emilia clung to Sammy's broad shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. It was so much more intense than she had imagined—and she realised in that moment that she had imagined it, more times than she would ever have admitted to herself. The clinical setting only added to the eroticism, emphasising the taboo nature of what they were doing.

"God, Emilia," Sammy groaned, his face buried in the crook of her neck. "You feel so good."

His words sent a shiver down her spine. She had always loved the sound of Sammy's voice. But now, husky with desire, it was driving her wild.

"Harder," she gasped, wrapping her legs tighter around his waist. "Please, Sammy. More!"

He obliged, picking up the pace. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed in the small room, punctuated by their increasingly loud moans. The thought of how thin the exam room walls might be flitted briefly through Emilia’s mind, but she was too lost in pleasure to really care if they were overheard.

Sammy's hand slid between their bodies, his thumb finding her clit, just about the only part of her he had left untouched before. He circled it expertly, adding to the delicious friction of his cock inside her. Emilia threw her head back, biting her lip to stifle a cry of ecstasy.

"Let me hear you," Sammy urged, his breath hot against her ear. "I want to hear how good I'm making you feel."

Emilia let go, her moans growing louder with each thrust. She could feel her orgasm building, a coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter in her core.

"Sammy," she panted. "I'm close. I'm so close."

"Come for me, Emilia," he growled, increasing the pressure on her clit. "Let go. I've got you."

With a final, powerful thrust, Emilia tumbled over the edge. She arched away from Sammy, supported by the one arm he had wrapped around her, as waves of intense pleasure crashed over her. She cried out his name, shuddering and clenching around him.

The sight and feel of Emilia's orgasm was too much for Sammy. With a guttural moan, he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her. She felt him throbbing within her, his cock twitching as he emptied himself completely.

They clung to each other as they came down from the high, both trembling with the intensity of their shared release. The intimacy of the moment was overwhelming—after years of unspoken desire, they were finally joined as one, his essence mingling with hers in the most primal way possible.

As their breathing slowly returned to normal, Emilia and Sammy remained entwined, neither wanting to break the intimate connection they had finally forged. Sammy's forehead rested against Emilia's, their noses brushing as they shared the same air.

"Wow," Emilia breathed, a smile playing at her lips.

Sammy chuckled softly, the sound rumbling through his chest. "Yeah… wow is right."

He lifted his head to look into her eyes, his gaze soft and tender. "Emilia, I…"

But before he could finish his thought, a sharp knock at the door made them both freeze.

"Dr. Gallagher?" came a muffled voice. "Is everything alright in there? Your next patient has been waiting for quite some time."

Reality came crashing back, shattering the bubble of intimacy they had created. Sammy's eyes widened in panic as he quickly disentangled himself from Emilia.

"Yes, everything's fine!" he called out, his voice cracking slightly. "Just… finishing up some paperwork. I'll be out in a moment!"

As Sammy scrambled to gather his discarded clothing, Emilia sat up on the exam table, suddenly very aware of her nakedness and the evidence of their encounter between her thighs. The gravity of what they had done began to settle over her.

"Sammy," she whispered urgently. "What do we do now?"

He paused in the midst of buttoning his shirt, his expression a mixture of regret and sustained longing. "I don't know," he admitted. "But… for now, we pretend this didn’t happen. It could get me in a lot of trouble!"

Emilia nodded, suppressing a laugh as she was reminded of the many times they had scrambled together before, trying to avoid being caught doing something that they shouldn’t have been. "I understand," she said softly, reaching for her clothes.

They cleaned up and dressed in hurried silence, stealing glances at each other as they tried to make themselves presentable. Sammy ran a hand through his dishevelled hair, attempting to smooth it down.

"Your exam results," he said suddenly, peeling a sheet from his clipboard and proffering it to her. "I'll have to see my next patient in another room," he added quickly. “You show yourself out when you’re ready.”

She nodded again, enjoying seeing him so flustered, stripped of his erstwhile authority. "Of course."

As Emilia finished dressing, Sammy moved to the door, his hand on the handle. He paused, turning back to look at her one last time.

"Emilia," he said, his voice low and intense. "I don't regret this. I know I should, but… I don't."

She met his gaze, a small smile tugging at her lips. "Neither do I, Sammy. Not one bit."

With a final nod, he opened the door and stepped out into the hallway, leaving Emilia alone with her thoughts and the lingering rush of their long-overdue passion.

Emilia... was feeling positive.
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