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Examined Head to Toe

Lilly sat nervously behind the wheel of her parked car, steeling herself for what was to come. She had agreed to help out her friend, Brendan, with his university nursing exam. He was required to record what he said was called a “head to toe assessment”, which would be submitted for marking and would go towards his final grade. At the time, he’d seemed a little embarrassed to be in the position of having to ask Lilly to act as his “patient”. He’d explained that most of the nursing students had just paired up reciprocally, but that he’d never really become very close with anyone in the class, so had to find someone from outside the group. The only others in that position, as far as he was aware, were two mature students who were planning to strong-arm their spouses into assisting.

Brendan had explained to Lilly that a head to toe assessment was essentially a generic, overall physical. The video would be uploaded to the university portal and he would be marked on professionalism, bedside manner, and of course the comprehensive and proper conduct of each individual element of the assessment. In the moment, Lilly had agreed without too much thought. She had just been happy to help out a friend in need.

It was only later that Lilly started to think that the setup was a bit odd. The assessment would take place in Brendan’s apartment. On his bed no less, as she would have to be lying down for much of the assessment. He’d given her a heads up as to the various steps of the assessment too, and had forewarned her that she should wear shorts and something loose on top, since he would need access to her chest, stomach, and legs. Having already agreed to help out, she soon began to have doubts. She found the idea of being filmed whilst Brendan poked and prodded her on his own bed a bit exposing and embarrassing, not to mention somewhat suspect…

Of course, she did trust Brendan. She’d known him since they were kids. She knew he wouldn’t ever try to trick her into something untoward, and yet… She still found herself googling the process. She was happy thereupon to discover that, yes, apparently quite a lot of universities required their nursing students to record these things at home themselves, using whatever participants they could convince to be their guinea pigs. That laid one concern to bed. Brendan’s intentions were honest.

And yet, the fact that some random professor would later be reviewing the footage gave her further cause for pause. Of course the attention would be on what Brendan was doing. Of course the professor would be a professional. But it would still be her body in the video. She would be the focal point of every shot. And having now watched a few examples of these head-to-toe assessments, she was becoming acutely aware of just how exposing some of those shots could be.

The videos she had found mostly appeared to be of other students performing these assessments for their own university courses, so she took them to be representative (although she did wonder why they were publicly uploaded online rather than securely submitted to a university server, like Brendan’s would be). On the one hand, it was reassuring to know what to expect. On the other hand, certain aspects made Lilly even more nervous. She and Brendan had been friends for years, and there had never been any suggestion of anything other than friendship between them. But that said, Lilly had eyes. She was aware that Brendan was an attractive and strapping young man. She’d never really thought of him in that way before, but now… The image of his strong hands roaming her body had been unexpectedly propelled into her mind’s eye.

In the week or so since his request, that image had crept into Lilly’s thoughts more times than she would have cared to admit. During lectures, whilst driving, during lulls in conversation, in bed at night, in the shower. She couldn’t shake it. His hands were on her. She was exposed. And… she liked it.

And now she sat in her car, preparing herself for an experience she hadn’t been able to stop herself fantasising about. An experience of… the term that kept coming to her mind was: “clinical intimacy”. Yes, she was nervous. But she was also excited. She was excited by the idea of being exposed. She was excited by the idea of being touched. She was excited to discover whether Brendan might be similarly excited.

With a noticeable warmth beginning to build deep in her stomach, Lilly exited her car and ascended the steps to Brendan’s apartment.

∞∞∞

Lilly knocked on Brendan's door, her heart suddenly pounding in her chest. The thought of what she was about to do—what he was about to do to her—and this strange new mixture of dread and giddy anticipation, brought a rush of heat to her cheeks. She smoothed down her black shorts and adjusted her t-shirt, trying to appear nonchalant despite the butterflies taking flight inside her.

The door swung inward and there he was. After a week of invasive thoughts of strong hands roaming, Lilly looked at Brendan in a new light. He was handsome as ever in a pair of jeans and a fitted t-shirt, but for the first time ever Lilly caught herself thinking that that t-shirt hugged his toned upper body just enough to be distracting. She felt her cheeks flush even deeper as she fought to keep her eyes from lingering on his chest.

"Hey, Lilly," he said with a welcoming smile, oblivious to the turmoil raging within her. "Thanks so much for doing this."

"No problem," she managed to say as she stepped inside, praying that her voice wouldn't betray her racing pulse.

He led her into his bedroom, which had been set up as a makeshift examination space. A clean, white sheet covered the bed, various papers and a few pieces of medical equipment were laid out neatly on a desk, and a tripod crowned with a DSLR stood in the corner, poised to capture all that was about to unfold. Her stomach flipped at the sight of the latter.

"So, um," Brendan began, clearing his throat awkwardly as he fiddled with the camera positioning on the tripod, "The way this works is I’ll just have the camera here for the first bit. You’ll be sitting on the bed. Then when we need to have you lying down I’ll reposition it around the side of the bed to get a top view. Most people just have a friend film it on a phone, but I didn’t really think you’d want my flatmate in here too! Hope that’s okay!”

“Um, yeah. Good call!” Lilly chuckled. It was embarrassing enough with just the two of them. “Lucky you’re into photography, so you get to use the fancy camera!” She was doing her best to make small talk in an attempt to come off as blasé about the situation she found herself in.

Brendan’s curt response of “Huh? Oh, yeah,” was her first hint that perhaps his head was just as much in two places at once as hers. He quickly reverted to explaining the process. “Anyway, I’ve got to say a few things to camera first, then I’ll leave the room for a sec. When I come back I’ll be in nurse mode, so just act like you don’t know me and play along.”

Lilly nodded pliantly.

“Great. Also, I’ve basically got to narrate everything I’m doing as I do it so the examiner knows I know what I’m doing. So, feel free to just ignore all the jargon. That’s for the camera, not you.”

“Got it,” Lilly said. “Play along and ignore the jargon.”

Brendan flashed her a smile. “Alright, we ready?”

“Ready,” she said, unsure whether she could ever really be ready for what she had built up so much in her daydreams this past week. She swallowed hard and took a deep breath. She could do this. It’s just Brendan, she thought. Just a friend. This was for his grade. It wasn’t like anything salacious would really happen between them. And yet, she realised, that tantalising blend of apprehension and anticipation continued to pulsate inside her.

∞∞∞

Brendan cleared his throat again before powering on the camera and pressing the 'record' button. "Alright," he said, his voice suddenly taking on a more professional tone as he spoke directly to the camera. "My name is Brendan Kennedy, student number 12109473, and this is my head-to-toe assessment recording for NU5012.” He then held up several sheets of paper to the camera one by one, stating “Checklist is clean and free of notes.” Gesturing to Lilly, he added “I will be assisted today by Lilly McCarthy. Lilly, could you please confirm that you consent to taking part in this module assessment and that you consent to it being recorded for the purpose of grading?”

Lilly was slightly taken aback by the formality. Maintaining the tone, she looked directly into the camera lens for the first time and said simply, “Yes, I consent to that.”

“Excellent,” Brendan said, “Then I’ll return momentarily and we’ll get started.”

He left the room almost before Lilly had realised what he was doing. And just as quickly he returned. He re-entered with his professional demeanour firmly in place, his stethoscope around his neck, and his checklist in hand. Lilly realised that in that brief moment he had entered “nurse mode”. Everything from now on would be part of the performance.

“Good afternoon,” Brendan said to Lilly with a practiced smile, “My name is Brendan and I’ll be your nurse practitioner today. I understand that you’ve been informed we will be doing a head to toe examination.”

Lilly felt herself flush even more deeply as Brendan addressed her in this friendly yet prescribed manner. It was as if they were strangers meeting for the first time. Something about that managed to make the situation that bit more enticing to her. “Good afternoon, Brendan. Yes, that’s what I’m here for,” she replied somewhat stiltedly.

"Alright, I'm just going to perform hand hygiene and provide a bit of privacy before we start," he said, as he mimed washing his hands at a non-existent sink then pulled an equally imaginary curtain around the bed. “May I see your wristband?”

Lilly recalled this part from the videos she had watched online. She presented her bare wrist to Brendan, playing the part.

“Thank you, and could you tell me your name and date of birth, please?”

“Lilly McCarty. June 1st, 2003.”

“Great, thank you Lilly, and can you tell me where we are and what day it is?”

“Um, we’re at the hospital,” Lilly improvised, “and it’s Friday, November 22nd.”

“Perfect,” Brendan said. Then, clearly as an aside solely for the benefit of the camera, he rattled off at rapid pace, “Patient is alert and oriented times four. Fully conscious. No signs of distress. She looks her age. Her stature is tall and slender. No physical deformities. Hygiene in good standing.”

She liked the bit where he called her tall and slender. The deformities and hygiene comments rather pulled her back down to earth though. For the next several minutes Brendan continued in this manner, asking simple questions, getting simple answers, and reporting his conclusions to the camera. Lilly was just about settling into the realisation that this really would just be some mundane coursework when Brendan pulled out a small torch and approached her where she sat on the bed.

As Brendan moved closer, Lilly could smell the faint scent of his cologne, a crisp and clean fragrance that she couldn’t recall ever having noticed before. For the first time in the assessment, his physical presence was looming, and Lilly became hyper aware of the true power imbalance of the situation in which she now found herself. He was standing before her, his crotch mere millimetres from her knees as she sat on the bed. And he was giving her instructions she was expected to—obliged to—follow. As innocuous as the circumstances undoubtedly were, Lilly couldn’t help but feel overwhelmingly in his thrall. And that feeling lit a fire inside her.

As Brendan continued, first examining her eyes, then her ears, and reporting back to camera at intervals, Lilly became lost in a daze. She savoured the warmth of his breath on her face. She thrilled at each tender touch of her cheek or chin as he gently guided her head this way and that. Then, in an instant, she was pulled from that daze by words uttered in a kindly but unmistakably authoritative tone.

“Open your mouth, please,” Brendan instructed.

Lilly’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t used to hearing such authority in his voice. Automatically, she complied.

“Tongue out, please,” he added, matter-of-factly.

Again, Lilly did as she was told. Her heart raced as she sat there, looking up at Brendan. In that moment, the clinical nature of the exam seemed to fade away. She became acutely aware of how intimate and suggestive this position was. She imagined how she must look to Brendan from his vantage point above her—her mouth wide open, her wet, pink tongue trembling slightly, her eyes gazing up at him submissively. The vulnerability of it sent a shiver down her spine. She felt her cheeks redden as she realised that this was a view typically reserved for select partners in very different circumstances.

She wondered if he was affected by seeing her like this? Did he realise the erotic undertones of the situation, or was he really as professional as he presented himself? He did seem to be taking more time than necessary examining her mouth, though maybe she was just imagining that. But what if she wasn’t? Lilly felt her breath quicken. She wondered if he was prolonging this part of the exam intentionally, savouring the view. The thought turned her on and embarrassed her in equal measure.

Her mind raced with questions. Was he enjoying having her in this position? Did he find it arousing to have this power over her, to be able to instruct her to open up for him? Was he picturing putting something other than that tongue depressor in her warm, wet mouth? She felt a familiar warmth building low in her belly as these thoughts swirled through her mind.

Lilly became hyperaware of every sensation—Brendan's warm breath on her face as he spoke, the slight tremor in her extended tongue, the pounding of her heart. Time seemed to slow to a crawl as she sat there, mouth agape, waiting for Brendan's next instruction. The tension in the room was palpable to her, thick with unspoken desires. Suddenly, Brendan cleared his throat and stepped back.

"Everything looks good," he said, his voice slightly huskier than before. "You can close your mouth now."

Lilly complied, swallowing hard. She licked her now sensitive lips. She watched as Brendan turned away, busying himself with some papers on his desk. Was it her imagination, or were his hands shaking slightly?

"Now," he said, turning back to face her, "I'll need you to remove your shirt for the next part of the exam."

Lilly's breath caught in her throat. His words sent a jolt of electricity through her body. He had warned her to wear a loose top, for better access. But she thought that just meant he would be rolling it up, or reaching slightly inside the neckline. That’s all that had happened in the videos she’d watched.

"It's okay," he said softly, as she hesitated. "Take your time."

His gentle tone only made her more aware of the power dynamic between them. She was the patient, vulnerable and soon to be exposed. He was in control. The thought made her shiver with a mixture of apprehension and excitement. She knew she would ruin his recording if she caused a fuss. And yet she was filled with self-conscious reluctance. Yes, they were close, and had been for some time. But he had never seen her in a state of undress. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the hem of her shirt.

She hesitated a moment longer, her eyes locked with Brendan's. Slowly, Lilly lifted her shirt over her head, removing it to reveal a plain black bra with just the slightest trim of lace. The feeling of exposure doubled as he felt the cool air hit the bare skin of her ample breasts. She fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest, reminding herself this was supposed to be a clinical exam. But there was nothing clinical about the way her body was reacting to Brendan’s proximity.

"Alright," Brendan said, his voice—like his eye-contact right now—slightly strained. "Now I'm going to listen to your heart and lungs."

He stepped closer, the stethoscope dangling from his neck. Lilly held her breath as he leaned in, bringing the cold metal to her chest. She could feel the warmth radiating from his body, smell his cologne more strongly now. Her nipples hardened involuntarily beneath her bra, and she prayed he wouldn't notice.

"Deep breath in," he instructed softly, his face inches from hers.

Lilly complied, her chest rising. She couldn’t help but notice how this action pushed her breasts further towards him. Did his eyes flicker down for just a moment? She couldn't be sure.

"And out," he said.

Brendan repeated these instructions time and again, moving the diaphragm of the stethoscope further down her chest each time, starting near her clavicle. With each breath, Lilly felt a tingling sensation spread through her body. For the final of these breaths, Brendan pressed the cold, metal disk squarely on the flesh of left breast, slipping the rim ever so slightly inside the cup of her bra. Was this normal? She wasn’t sure. All she could be sure of was that it was torture. Sweet, delicious torture.

Then, another phrase she wasn’t expecting—at once utterly clinical and somehow obscenely intimate—caught her off guard. “And could you lift your breast tissue for me, please?”

Lilly felt the now familiar sensation of her cheeks flushing once more as she tried not to outwardly react to the maelstrom that that sentence had churned up inside her. Her mind raced, but—as before—her body reacted reflexively to his calm and authoritative tone. She grasped the base of her bra and raised both breasts, conscious that in doing so she had inadvertently exposed a portion of the underside of each. Brendan leaned in with his stethoscope once more, placing it innocuously against the newly revealed skin of her torso.

Time slowed again. Lilly suddenly debated furiously with herself in the span of half a second. Almost before she realised what she was doing, she had ever so slightly begun to release her grasp on her bra, just enough to allow the soft weight of her left breast to descend slowly onto the back of Brendan’s hand. There she allowed it to rest as he listened. For what seemed like minutes, Lilly’s entire consciousness was focused on that single point of warm skin-to-skin contact.

Eventually, reality snapped back into focus as Brendan withdrew his hand, making no mention or outward acknowledgement of what Lilly had done. He had to have noticed, she thought. He couldn’t not have. And yet he maintained his decorum entirely. Something about the secrecy of that fleeting, minute, but undeniably intimate, moment ignited a desire in Lilly more powerful than any overt act of courtship ever had.

"Your heart rate is slightly elevated," Brendan noted dispassionately. "Are you feeling anxious or nervous at all?"

Lilly's cheeks burned even hotter. Of course her heart rate was elevated. She was half-naked, being touched by an attractive man she'd known for years but had never been in any way intimate with before. And she had just intentionally brushed her breast against his hand in a moment of daring that still had her reeling.

"I'm fine," she managed to say, her voice sounding strained even to her own ears. "Maybe just a little nervous about the exam."

There was an intensity in his gaze that made her wonder if he knew exactly why her heart was racing. But Brendan simply nodded, seemingly accepting her explanation.

"That's perfectly normal. Try to relax if you can. We're almost done with this part."

As he continued the exam, moving to her back to listen to her lungs, Lilly tried to calm her racing thoughts. But the feeling of his warm breath on her bare skin as he leaned close only heightened her arousal. She found herself hyper-focused on every slight touch, every brush of his fingers as he positioned the stethoscope.

"Deep breath in," he instructed again, his voice low and close to her ear.

Lilly complied, her back arching slightly as she inhaled deeply. She wondered if he was affected at all by their proximity, by her state of undress. Was he as aware of the tension between them as she was? Or was he truly as detached as his professional demeanour implied?

"We'll move on to the abdominal exam now. Could you please lie back on the bed?"

Lilly followed his instructions, her movements slow and deliberate as she reclined onto the crisp white sheet. She was laser focused on how exposed she felt, lying there in just her bra and shorts. Brendan moved to reposition the tripod, giving Lilly a moment to collect her thoughts. She checked herself, adjusting her bra to ensure that her change of position hadn’t revealed any more of her breasts than had already been on display. She took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. When he returned to her side, Brendan’s expression was unreadable.

"I'm going to palpate your abdomen now," he explained, his voice low. "Let me know if you feel any discomfort."

Lilly nodded, her eyes fixed on the ceiling as she felt Brendan's warm hands come to rest on her bare stomach. His touch was gentle but firm as he began to press and prod, working his way methodically across her taut midsection.

The clinical nature of his movements did little to quell the fire building inside her. Each press of his fingers sent tingles through Lilly's body. She tried to focus on her breathing, on staying still and calm, but she was fighting a losing battle. Every brush of his hands against her skin felt electric.

As Brendan's fingers dipped lower, nearing the waistband of her shorts, Lilly couldn't suppress a small gasp. She immediately bit her lip, mortified at her body's betrayal. Brendan paused for just a moment, his hands hovering above her skin.

"Are you alright?" he asked, his voice low and husky. "Did I hurt you?"

"N-no," Lilly stammered, her cheeks burning. "It’s fine. I’m just… ticklish."

She risked a glance at his face and saw his eyes were dark, his pupils dilated. For a brief moment, their gazes locked… Then Brendan cleared his throat and looked away, resuming his examination.

“I do need to palpate a bit more in this area,” he said. “Will that be okay?”

“Mm-hmm,” was all she managed in response, her body tensing.

To Lilly’s immense surprise, Brendan’s immediate follow-up to her assent was to hook his two index fingers inside the waistband of her shorts and pull them smoothly downwards in one confident motion.

Lilly gasped as she felt the cool air hit her hipbones. Her shorts now rested low on her hips, revealing the laced upper edge of her black panties and a tantalising strip of her lower abdomen. She felt her face flush hot with embarrassment and arousal.

Brendan's hands returned to her skin, his fingers probing gently just above the waistline of her newly exposed underwear. Lilly's breath hitched as his touch sent shivers through her body. She struggled to keep still, hyper-aware of every point of contact between them.

"Deep breath in," Brendan instructed softly. Lilly complied, her chest rising. As she exhaled, she felt Brendan's fingers press deeper, sliding ever so slightly beneath the elastic of her panties.

Once more, time became something entirely subjective as Lilly lay there, vulnerable and exposed. She could hear her own heartbeat pounding in her ears. Brendan's touch was clinical, yes, but there was an undeniable tension in the air. His hands seemed to linger longer than strictly necessary, his fingers tracing small circles on her sensitive skin.

Her mind raced. Was she imagining the slight tremor in Brendan's hands? The way his breathing seemed slightly laboured? She dared a glance at his face and found his eyes dark with an intensity she'd never seen before. She cast her eyes down to his hands and noticed that his circular motions had shifted the laced edge of her panties downwards ever so slightly. It was little enough that it could have been entirely incidental. But it was also enough that Lilly wondered whether it had instead been purposeful. She realised that she could see the very top of her neatly trimmed public hair peeking out above the lace, the contrastingly bare flesh either side drawing attention to what was the beginnings of her tender mound. She realised almost as quickly that Brendan could see this even more clearly than she could. And not just Brendan, but the tripod-mounted camera as well!

Lilly's breath hitched as she realised just how exposed she truly was. The camera's unblinking eye must have been capturing every detail—her flushed skin, the rise and fall of her chest, the tantalising glimpse of what lay beneath the thin fabric of her panties. She felt a rush of heat between her legs, a pulsing need that both thrilled and mortified her.

Brendan's hands stilled on her abdomen, his fingers splayed wide. For a long moment, neither of them moved. The tension in the room swelled. Lilly could feel Brendan's gaze on her, heavy and heated. She wanted desperately to look at him, to see if his eyes held the same hunger she felt coursing through her veins. But now she kept her own eyes fixed firmly on the ceiling, afraid of what might happen if their gazes met.

"I...I need to check your femoral pulse now," Brendan said, his voice low and husky. "I’ll have to press quite firmly here. Is that alright?"

Lilly nodded mutely, not trusting her voice. She felt Brendan's hands slide lower, inside her shorts, inside her underwear. His hands were now just to the side of her mound, his fingertips brushing the sensitive skin where thigh met hip. Her legs parted slightly of their own accord, an unconscious invitation that made her cheeks burn even hotter.

Brendan's touch was gentle but firm as he pressed against her femoral artery, tantalisingly close to brushing against her most sensitive of areas. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, the pressure sending jolts of pleasure through her body. She could feel her pulse racing beneath his touch, and she knew he was feeling exactly the same thing.

"Your pulse is quite rapid," Brendan murmured, his voice low and husky. "Are you feeling alright?"

Lilly nodded quickly, not trusting herself to speak. She could feel the wetness building between her legs and prayed Brendan wouldn't notice. But how could he not, when his fingers were so close? The thought of it appalled and aroused her in equal measure.

Brendan's hands remained in place, one thumb gently stroking the crease where her thigh met her hip. The touch was so light it could have been unintentional, but Lilly's body reacted instantly, a shiver running through her.

"I need to check the other side now," Brendan said softly. As he shifted his hands, his knuckles brushed lightly against Lilly's mound, sending a jolt of electricity through her core. She bit back a gasp, her hips lifting slightly of their own accord, briefly pressing her more forcefully into his moving hands.

Brendan froze for a moment, his fingers hovering just above her skin. Lilly held her breath, wondering if her moment of indiscretion would bring an untimely end to her agonising pleasure. But then his hands settled back onto her, resuming their probing touch with renewed intensity. His fingers pressed firmly against her femoral pulse on the other side, but there was a new urgency to his movements. Lilly could feel the slight tremor in his hands, betraying what she was now sure must be his own heightened state of arousal. His thumb stroked small circles on her inner thigh, each movement sending shivers through her body. This extra stroking was no accident. She was sure of it now. Lilly's breath came in short, shallow pants as she fought to maintain her composure.

"Your pulse is still quite elevated," Brendan murmured, his voice low and husky. "I'm a bit concerned. I think we should check your heart again."

Before Lilly could respond, Brendan's hand was on her chest, just above her left breast. She could feel the warmth of his palm spreading down through her. Her nipples hardened instantly, straining against the material.

"Deep breath," Brendan instructed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lilly complied, her chest rising and falling rapidly. As she exhaled, Brendan's hand slid lower, his fingers grazing the swell of her breast. A soft gasp escaped her lips before she could stop it.

"Sorry," Brendan muttered, but he didn't move his hand away. Instead, his thumb found its way inside the cup of her bra, its dangerous closeness to her nipple sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. Lilly's eyes fluttered closed as she fought to maintain her composure. She was acutely aware of each point of contact between them—one hand on her breast, the other still resting low on her abdomen. Why had he left it there? The air between them felt heavy with unspoken desire.

"Lilly," Brendan's voice was barely above a whisper, "I need to check something else. It's... it's important for the exam. Do you trust me?"

Her eyes snapped open, meeting his intense gaze. There was hunger there, barely restrained, but also a question. He was giving her an out, she realised. A chance to stop this before it went too far.

But Lilly didn't want to stop. Her body thrummed with need, every nerve ending alight with anticipation. She nodded slowly, deliberately.

"Yes," she breathed, "I trust you."

Brendan's eyes darkened at her words. His hand tightened on her breast slightly, his thumb extending to brush over her nipple. Lilly couldn't suppress the soft moan that escaped her lips.

"I need to check your… responsiveness," Brendan murmured, his professional tone at odds with the heat in his eyes. "It's necessary to be thorough."

Brendan's warm hand cupped Lilly’s breast, kneading gently. His thumb circled her nipple slowly, teasingly. Lilly arched into his touch, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She knew this was far beyond the bounds of a proper medical exam, but she was too far gone to care. Her body tensed with anticipation.

Brendan’s other hand slid lower, dipping beneath the waistband of her panties once more. His fingers brushed through her neatly trimmed curls, eliciting another sharp intake of breath.

"Tell me if anything feels… unusual."

Lilly could only nod, biting her lip to stifle a moan as Brendan's fingers slid down the length of her wet folds and back up again. His touch was gentle but insistent, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She arched into his hand, silently begging for more.

Brendan's fingers found her clit, circling it slowly. "Any sensitivity here?" he asked, his professional tone belied by the darkness in his eyes.

"Y-yes," Lilly gasped, her hips lifting off the bed.

"I see," Brendan replied, increasing the pressure slightly. "And here?" His fingers dipped lower, teasing her lips.

Lilly whimpered, beyond words now. She spread her legs wider, an open invitation. Brendan took it, sliding one finger inside her while his thumb continued to work her clit.

"Everything feels normal," he murmured, adding a second finger. "But I think we should be thorough, don't you?"

Lilly nodded frantically, beyond words as Brendan's skilled fingers worked their magic. Her hips rocked against his hand, chasing the pleasure that was building rapidly within her. She bit her lip hard to stifle her moans, conscious of the camera still recording their every move.

Brendan leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear. "I need you to tell me exactly what you're feeling," he murmured, his voice low and husky. "It's important for the… examination."

Lilly swallowed hard, struggling to form coherent thoughts as Brendan's fingers curled inside her, hitting that perfect spot. "I… I feel…" she gasped, her back arching off the bed. "So good."

"Good," Brendan growled softly. "That's very good, Lilly. And here?" His thumb pressed more firmly against her clit, circling it with deliberate strokes.

A strangled cry escaped Lilly's lips before she could stop it. "Yes! There! She lifted her hips instinctively, grinding her mound against his hand.

Brendan's ministrations intensified, his fingers pumping in and out of her slick heat, his thumb continuing to work her clit with expert precision. Lilly clawed at the sheets, her body trembling with building tension.

"I think… I think I'm close," she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Brendan leaned in again. "I need to check your oral responsiveness too," he whispered, his voice husky with desire. "To be thorough."

Before Lilly could respond, his lips were on hers in a searing kiss. She moaned into his mouth, her hands coming up to tangle in his hair. The kiss was hungry, desperate, filled with all the pent-up tension that had been building between them.

Brendan's fingers continued their work between her legs as he kissed her deeply. Lilly felt herself spiralling higher and higher, teetering on the edge of ecstasy. She broke away from his lips with a gasp.

"Brendan," she panted, "I'm going to-"

"Shh," he soothed, his thumb circling ever more insistently. "Let it happen. I need to observe your response."

With a cry, Lilly shattered, waves of pleasure washing over her. Her body arched off the bed, pressing into Brendan's touch as she rode out her orgasm. He continued to stroke her gently, drawing out her pleasure.

As Lilly's breathing slowly returned to normal, she gazed up at Brendan with heavy-lidded eyes. His face was flushed, his pupils dilated with obvious desire. For a moment, they simply stared at each other, the air between them charged with electricity.

"I think we need to do one final check," Brendan said softly, still maintaining his feigned air of authority. "There’s one reflex I haven’t yet assessed."

Lilly nodded eagerly, still floating in post-orgasmic bliss but craving more.

“I need you to open your mouth again. Wide. Tongue out”

Lilly complied without hesitation, her lips parting, her tongue extending with desire. She gazed up at him as he stood above her and slowly unzipped his jeans, freeing his hard length.

"Think of this as a… specialised implement,” he whispered. “It’ll help me examine your gag reflex.”

Before Lilly could respond, he guided himself into her waiting mouth. Lilly moaned around him as he began to thrust, one hand tangling in her hair. His other hand returned to between her legs, his fingers finding her still-twitching clit.

Lilly was overwhelmed with sensation as Brendan's cock slid in and out of her mouth while his fingers worked her towards another peak. She sucked on him eagerly, relishing his grunts of pleasure as he stood powerfully over her.

"That's it," Brendan groaned. "Just like that. You’re doing so well."

His thrusts grew more urgent as Lilly felt herself climbing higher once again, her moans muffled by his girth, her hips rocking against his hand. With a low groan, Brendan pulled out of Lilly's mouth. She whimpered at the loss, her lips still parted and glistening.

"Roll over for me,” Brendan instructed, his voice direct and full of desire.

Lilly complied eagerly, turning onto her stomach. She felt Brendan's hands on her hips, lifting them slightly. Then he was positioning himself behind her, and she could feel the head of his cock press against her.

"Is this okay?" he asked tenderly, ever so briefly dropping the façade of their role play, an act of sincerity that only made Lilly yearn for him all the more.

"Yes," She breathed. "Please…"

With one smooth thrust, Brendan entered her. Lilly gasped at the feeling of fullness, her fingers clutching at the sheets. Brendan started to move, setting a steady rhythm that had Lilly moaning with each thrust.

"Fuck, Lilly," Brendan groaned, professionalism discarded. "You’re amazing."

His hands gripped her hips tightly as he picked up the pace. Lilly pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust. The room filled with the sounds of their passion—skin slapping against skin, breathless moans and gasped encouragements.

Lilly could feel herself building towards another climax. "Brendan," she gasped. "I'm close…"

"Me too," he panted. "Come for me, Lilly. Let me feel you."

He reached around her, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing quick circles as he continued to thrust into her. The dual stimulation was too much for her. With a cry, she came undone, her spasming walls clenching around Brendan's length, pushing him over the edge as well. He groaned loudly, his hips stuttering as he exploded inside her.

For a moment, they remained connected, tensed, both panting heavily. Then, slowly, Brendan withdrew, collapsing onto the bed beside Lilly. She turned to face him, a soft smile playing on her lips.

"So…" she murmured, her breath not yet fully caught, "how did I do on the exam?"

Brendan chuckled, pulling her close. "I'd say you passed with flying colours," he replied, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead.

They lay there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, basking in the afterglow. Eventually, Brendan propped himself up on one elbow, gazing down at Lilly with a mixture of affection and amusement.

"You know," he said softly, "I've been wanting to do that for a long time."

Lilly's eyes widened in surprise. "I… I had no idea…"

Brendan nodded, a sheepish grin on his face. "I just never thought you'd be interested in me in that way."

Lilly reached up, cupping his cheek. "Well, I probably didn't realise it myself, but this whole… 'exam' situation just… It made things pretty clear."

Brendan leaned into her touch, his eyes soft. "I'm glad it did," he murmured. He pressed a gentle kiss to her lips before pulling back with a mischievous glint in his eye. "Though I do have to admit, I may have exaggerated some parts of the procedure for my own selfish reasons."

Lilly giggled, feeling lighter than she had in years. "You don’t say! And here I was thinking that was all completely medically necessary. ‘Thoroughness’, and all that."

They shared a laugh, the tension between them now replaced with a comfortable intimacy. Brendan's fingers traced lazy patterns on Lilly's bare skin as they lay there, content in each other's arms.

Suddenly, Lilly's eyes widened in realisation. "Oh crap," she gasped, sitting up abruptly. "The camera!"

Brendan's eyes followed her gaze to the tripod by the bed. He chuckled, reaching out to pull Lilly back down beside him.

"Don't worry," he said with a grin. "I stopped it recording before things got… too interesting. That part was just for us."

Lilly breathed a sigh of relief, settling back into Brendan's arms. "Thank fuck. That is not the kind of thing I need to be worrying about floating around."

Brendan laughed, pressing a kiss to her temple. "We will actually have to record a proper ending to the head to toe assessment though. Professionally this time. I do still need to pass this module."

Lilly nodded, snuggling closer to him. "Okay, but let’s wait just a minute. Then we can be as professional as you need. I'll just have to look forward to our next physical exam."

Brendan's eyes darkened with renewed desire. "Yeah? I guess I’ll have to pencil you in. I mean, regular check-ups are very important."

Lilly giggled, pulling him in for another kiss. As their lips met, she reflected on how a simple favour for a friend had turned into something so much more, how it had awakened so much inside her. Whatever came next, she was excited to explore this new side of their relationship—and her own newfound proclivities—one tender touch at a time.
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