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Examining her Neighbour Inch by Inch 

Dr. Mia Harmon struggled to steady her nerves as she adjusted her white coat and smoothed down her skirt. First day on the job, first patient—and it just had to be him. When she’d read the name "Arthur Morrison" on her schedule, her stomach had performed a perfect somersault.

The door opened with a soft click, and there he stood. At forty-eight, Arthur Morrison was more handsome than any man had a right to be, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly trimmed, his shoulders broad beneath his crisp button-down shirt.

"Well, well," he said, his voice warm and rich. "Little Mia Harmon. Though I suppose it's Dr. Harmon now, isn't it?"

Mia felt heat rise to her cheeks. "Mr. Morrison, good morning," she managed, gesturing toward the examination chair.

"Arthur, please," he corrected, settling himself comfortably. "We've been neighbours for what, twenty years? ‘Mr. Morrison’ makes me feel ancient."

His piercing blue eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled—eyes that Mia had secretly admired many times before, glinting in the sun as he mowed his lawn shirtless… while she peeked nervously from behind her curtains as if she were doing something wrong. Throughout all those years, he had always been a man to her—unchanging bar the slowly encroaching dignified grey at his temples—whilst she had changed so much, grown so much. But seeing him here, now, brought her back to those more innocent days, those immature days when a glimpse of him from her bedroom window felt like the height of voyeurism.

"I'm here for a full physical," he explained, leaning forward slightly. "Got an Ironman coming up next month. Need to make sure everything's in working order."

Mia nodded, trying to appear professional as she reached for her clipboard. "Of course. An Ironman at your age is quite impressive."

His laugh was deep, confident. "At my age? Careful now, doctor. I'll have you know I’m in better shape now than most men half my years."

"I didn't mean—" she stammered.

"I'm teasing you, Mia," he said, his eyes holding hers a moment too long. "Now, where would you like me to start? Do I need to undress?"

Mia swallowed hard, her professional demeanour threatening to crack beneath the weight of those words.

"Yes, you'll need to…" Mia's voice faltered momentarily. She cleared her throat and tried again, more firmly this time. "You'll need to remove your shirt first. We'll start with your heart and lungs."

"No problem at all," Arthur replied, his fingers already working at his buttons. He maintained casual eye contact as he undid them one by one. "So how does it feel being back in town? Must be strange treating people you've known your whole life."

Mia busied herself with her stethoscope, grateful for the distraction. "Actually, you’re my first. But it will be an adjustment. But familiar faces can make it easier in some ways… Trickier in others."

When she looked up, Arthur had removed his shirt completely. The clipboard nearly slipped from her fingers. His chest was sculpted, defined—the body of an athlete decades younger. A light dusting of silver-flecked hair tapered down to his toned stomach, disappearing beneath his waistband.

"Impressive what triathlons do for the body, isn't it?" he asked, evidently noticing her lingering gaze.

"Very," she admitted, then quickly added, "from a medical perspective. Deep breath, please."

She pressed the cold metal disc against his warm skin, acutely aware of his heartbeat beneath her fingers. Steady. Strong. Unlike her own, which fluttered erratically in her chest. As she moved the stethoscope across his torso, her fingers inadvertently brushed against his skin.

"Sorry," she murmured.

"Don't apologise," Arthur said softly. "Your hands are warm. Makes a nice change from my previous doctors'."

She continued her examination, listening to his breathing, trying to focus on the sound of air filling and emptying from his lungs rather than the firmness of his pectorals or the way his abdominal muscles tensed slightly at her touch.

"Now I need to check your carotid pulse," she explained, setting the stethoscope aside and moving closer. Her fingers found the pulse point at his neck, feeling the strong, rhythmic throb beneath her fingertips. He smelled faintly of expensive cologne and clean skin.

"How's my ticker holding up?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that she could almost feel vibrating through her fingers.

"Perfect," she replied, perhaps too quickly. "I mean, your pulse is strong and regular."

"Good to know," he said with a smile. "What's next?"

"I need to check your radial and femoral pulses," she explained, reaching for his wrist. This part was routine, clinical—until she realised that checking his femoral pulse meant touching the upper inside of his thigh, perilously close to his groin.

She took his wrist first, counting silently as she felt his pulse. His skin was warm, and she couldn't help noticing how large his hand was compared to hers.

"Now for the femoral pulse," she said, her professional voice barely masking her nervousness. She hesitated, the words catching momentarily in her throat. "To properly access the area, I'll… need you to remove your trousers as well."

Arthur raised an eyebrow, a hint of amusement playing at the corners of his mouth. "Well, I hope you won't be too shocked to see old Mr. Morrison in his underwear." His eyes sparkled with mischief. "Though I suppose you've probably seen it all before, what with that hot tub I installed in the backyard a few years ago."

Mia felt her cheeks flush crimson.

"That was my early midlife crisis purchase," he chuckled, standing to unbuckle his belt. "Much cheaper than a sports car, but just as effective for attracting company."

"I… I didn't realise," Mia stammered, turning slightly away as he began to slide his trousers down his muscular legs.

But she had. On warm summer evenings, she'd lingered by her bedroom window, watching as Arthur entertained guests in his bubbling hot tub. She'd observed how his wife would lean into him, how his friends would laugh at his jokes, how they'd all share wine under the stars while she sat alone with her textbooks. She'd envied them their casual intimacy with him, all while she remained practically invisible to him, practically anonymous, just the neighbour girl—someone whose academic achievements might warrant passing small talk when Arthur encountered her parents.

"Off to college now, is she?" she’d overhear him ask. "Studying medicine? Isn't that clever." But then the topic would shift to what really mattered. She was never the object of his thoughts. And he was never to know how often he was the object of hers.

But now here he was, standing before her in nothing but a pair of fitted black boxer briefs that clung to his thighs and only served to accentuate the impressive bulge they concealed. Not glimpsed from afar, not surreptitiously spied upon, but presented to her openly, for her and for her alone.

"Where would you like me?" he asked, breaking her from her reverie.

Mia blinked rapidly. "Uh… The examination table, please." Her voice was barely above a whisper.

Arthur settled himself on the padded table, the paper crinkling beneath him. He seemed entirely at ease with his near-nudity, while Mia felt overdressed and suffocated in her white coat despite the cool air of the examination room.

"I need to check your femoral pulse now," she explained, approaching him with what she hoped was clinical detachment. She reached toward his inner thigh, her fingers trembling slightly.

"Your hands are shaking, Dr. Harmon," Arthur observed softly. "Nervous?"

"First day," she replied, not meeting his eyes. "Still getting my bearings."

Her fingers found the pulse point high on his inner thigh, and she couldn't help but notice the way the muscle tensed beneath her touch. The strong, rhythmic throb of his femoral artery pounded against her fingertips, echoing the quickening beat of her own heart.

"Your pulse is slightly elevated," she noted, trying to sound professional.

"Is it?" Arthur's voice had dropped an octave. "Hardly surprising," he quipped, his eyes holding hers. "It's been quite some time since a pretty young lady like yourself had her hands on me like this."

Mia's breath caught in her throat. She knew she should be shocked, offended even. The comment was wildly inappropriate—both professionally and given their long-standing neighbourly relationship. Yet instead of indignation, all she could focus on was a single word that echoed through her mind.

Pretty. He thinks I'm pretty.

A flutter stirred low in her belly, warm and insistent. Her fingers remained on his thigh, feeling the strong pulse beneath them, suddenly hyperaware of the minimal distance between her hand and the substantial outline visible beneath his boxer briefs.

"I… let me check your blood pressure," she managed, reluctantly withdrawing her touch and reaching for the blood pressure monitor. Her hands trembled slightly as she wrapped the cuff around his muscular bicep, trying not to linger on the firm contours of his arm.

"Too tight?" she asked, her voice annoyingly small to her own ears.

"Just right," Arthur replied, watching her with undisguised interest.

As the cuff inflated, Mia focused on the gauge, desperately trying to maintain her professional composure. But her traitorous mind kept wandering. This was Arthur Morrison—the man whose lawn-mowing sessions had been the highlight of her teenage summers, whose deep laugh had drifted through her open window on warm evenings, whose mere presence had always made her feel both invisible and excruciatingly seen.

And now he was here, nearly naked, his eyes following her every movement.

"119 over 75," she announced, removing the cuff. "Perfect."

"I try to stay in good condition," he said, flexing his arm slightly as she withdrew the cuff. "Though I'm sure you've noticed."

Mia swallowed hard, trying to ignore the comment as she reached for a tourniquet and syringe. "I need to take some blood samples."

"By all means," Arthur extended his arm, the veins prominent beneath his skin.

She tied the tourniquet around his upper arm, acutely aware of how his muscles felt beneath her fingertips. As she prepared the needle, she could feel his gaze on her face, studying her with an intensity that made her skin prickle with heat. It was intimidating, and yet, wasn’t it exactly what she had wanted all those years?

"Small pinch," she warned, before sliding the needle into his vein. Dark red blood flowed into the first vial.

"You have a gentle touch," Arthur commented. "I barely felt that."

"Thank you." She changed vials, watching the second one fill. "We practiced on each other a lot in med school."

"Lucky classmates."

Mia removed the needle and pressed a cotton ball to the small puncture. "Hold this, please."

His fingers brushed against hers as he took over pressing the cotton ball against his arm. His skin was warm beneath her fingertips, and the casual touch sent a current through her body. Lucky classmates. The words echoed in her mind as she labelled the vials of his blood.

What had he meant by that? Had he been implying something about her touch? About her body? Had he been picturing her fellow medical students practicing examinations on her? The thought made her cheeks burn, and she turned away, pretending to organise her instruments.

"We'll need to—" she cleared her throat, "—finish the examination. I need to check your reflexes and then perform an abdominal palpation."

"Whatever you need, doctor," Arthur replied, his voice a silky rumble that seemed to reverberate through her entire body.

She tested his reflexes, tapping just below his knee, watching his leg jerk in response. His body was so responsive, so alive under her touch. It was difficult to remain clinical when every muscle movement, every subtle flex reminded her that this was Arthur Morrison—the man she'd admired from afar for years—now almost naked in her examination room.

"Now for the abdominal exam," she said, struggling to keep her voice steady, barely succeeding. "Please lie back."

He complied, stretching out on the examination table, his impressive physique on full display. The fluorescent lights highlighted every contour of his muscles, every plane of his chest and abs. His boxer briefs seemed to have grown tighter, the outline beneath more pronounced than before. Mia forced her eyes away from that particular area… with difficulty.

"This might feel a bit cold," she warned as she positioned her hands above his abdomen.

"I'm sure you’ll warm up quickly," he replied with a knowing smile.

Her fingers made contact with his skin, pressing gently into the firm muscles of his stomach. She could feel his abdominal muscles tense slightly beneath her touch, the subtle reaction making her own body respond in kind. Her training took over as she methodically palpated each quadrant, feeling for any abnormalities.

But her mind wandered treacherously. He was here, in her domain, submitting to her examination. All of his attention was focused entirely on her—not as the shy neighbour girl, but as Dr. Harmon. His eyes followed her movements, his body responded to her touch. For these precious moments, he was entirely hers.

"Everything feels… normal," she said, her voice catching slightly.

"Does it?" he asked, his eyebrow raised in amusement. "You sound unsure."

"No, I—" she stammered, "Everything is in excellent condition. You clearly take care of yourself."

"I do," he agreed, sitting up slowly. His face was now alarmingly close to hers. "Though it's nice to have professional confirmation."

Mia stepped back, creating some distance between them. She reached for her clipboard, checking off the final boxes on his examination form.

"Well, Mr. Morrison—Arthur—we're all done with the physical examination." She tucked a strand of caramel hair behind her ear, hoping he wouldn't notice the slight tremor in her hands.

Arthur didn't move to dress himself. He remained perched on the edge of the examination table, fingers tapping thoughtfully against the crinkly paper. "Actually," he said, his confident voice suddenly tinged with hesitation. "There is one more thing I'd like you to check."

Mia paused, clipboard pressed against her chest like a shield. "Oh?"

"It's a bit… well, it’s embarrassing, to be honest." His eyes met hers briefly before dropping to the floor. "Catherine—Mrs. Morrison—and I have been having… some issues lately."

Mia's heart skipped. "Issues?" she repeated, her professional demeanour threatening to crack.

Arthur shifted uncomfortably on the table. "Intimate issues." He cleared his throat. "I'm not sure if I should be discussing this with you, given our history, but you are my doctor now, and I'd rather not have to explain this twice if I’m just going to be handed off to someone else."

"Of course," Mia said quickly, adopting what she hoped was a clinically detached expression. "Whatever the concern is, I can assure you of my professionalism. And whatever you might reveal to me in this room is entirely confidential." Her own words struck her as poorly chosen as soon as they’d spilled out of her mouth. Why did she have to say “reveal”?

Arthur ran a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. "It's… well, it has to do with my…" He gestured vaguely toward his boxer briefs.

Mia felt her mouth go dry. "Your penis?" she offered, the medical term feeling strangely formal in the charged atmosphere of the room.

"Yes." He nodded, seeming relieved that she'd said it first. "The thing is, I have no trouble getting… aroused. That part works perfectly fine. But… finishing is becoming increasingly difficult."

Heat bloomed across Mia's chest and face. She was grateful for the high collar of her blouse as she processed this new, startlingly intimate information about Arthur Morrison. Her neighbour. Her long-time crush. The man she'd fantasised about for years.

"I see," she managed, her voice remarkably steady despite the riot of emotions inside her. "And… how long has this been an issue?"

"About six months," he replied, watching her face carefully. "At first, I thought it was just stress from work, but it's persisted."

Mia nodded, her clinical training finally kicking in. "And does this happen during masturbation as well, or only during intercourse?"

Arthur's eyebrows raised slightly at her directness. "Both, actually. Though it's more pronounced during sex with Catherine."

She made a note on her clipboard, using the moment to compose herself. Her questions were medically relevant, but she felt a pang of guilt at the pleasure she took in discovering such intimate information about Mr. Morrison. Like the simple fact that he masturbated. Of course he did. She knew almost everyone did. But to have him confirm it to her made it real. And as she proceeded with her questioning, the image of it played in the back of her mind as she wondered what images played in his mind in those private moments.

"Are you on any medications?” she continued. “Blood pressure medication can sometimes cause these issues."

"No medications," he replied. "Just vitamins and protein supplements for training."

"And how's your stress level generally?" Mia asked, finding herself genuinely curious about the details of his life beyond what she had observed from her bedroom window.

"Manageable most days," Arthur answered with a slight shrug. "The business runs itself these days. I have good people."

Mia nodded, making another note on her clipboard. She hesitated before asking her next question, knowing it crossed the line from strictly medical to something more… personal.

"And when you're… alone," she began, her voice dropping slightly, "during those intimate moments, what do you think about? Sometimes mental blocks can contribute to these issues."

She felt a flush creeping up her neck as she asked the question, but maintained eye contact, trying to appear professionally curious rather than personally invested in his answer.

Arthur's eyes darkened slightly, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "That's an interesting question, doctor." He leaned forward slightly. "I suppose I should be honest if we're going to get to the bottom of this."

Mia waited, her heart hammering against her ribs.

"I have to admit, I do find myself drawn to… younger women," he admitted, his voice low. "There's something about their energy, their freshness. The way they look at the world."

"I see," Mia replied, her pen hovering over the clipboard. His answer was a disappointment—of course a man like Arthur would fantasise about generic young women. What else was she expecting? But when she glanced up, she found his eyes locked on hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"Sometimes," he continued, "it'll be someone I've known for years. Someone I’ve watched grow from a shy young woman into a… confident woman."

The implication hung in the air between them, electric and dangerous.

"That's… perfectly normal," Mia managed, her professional voice barely masking the tremor beneath. "Many men find younger women attractive."

"Do they?" Arthur asked, his head tilting slightly. "And what about women, Dr. Harmon? Do they ever find themselves attracted to older men?"

Mia's clipboard nearly slipped from her fingers. "I—that's not relevant to your examination."

"Isn't it?" Arthur's voice was gentle but insistent. "I thought we were exploring all possible psychological factors."

She turned away from him again, pretending to organise her notes, desperate to hide the flush that had spread across her face.

"Do you… watch pornography, Mr. Morrison?" Mia asked, her voice barely audible as she kept her back to him, pretending to write something on her clipboard.

She heard him shift on the examination table, the paper crinkling beneath him.

"Yes," he replied without hesitation. "Quite a bit, actually. And please, Mia, it’s Arthur."

Mia swallowed hard, her pen hovering over the page. "What kind, if you don't mind my asking? It's relevant to your… condition."

"Amateur stuff, mostly," Arthur answered, his voice calm and unashamed. "Young couples. Nothing extreme or unusual."

She nodded, still not turning to face him. "That might be part of the issue then. Frequent pornography consumption can lead to desensitisation. The real experience can't compete with the fantasy you've cultivated." Her medical training provided a comforting shield as she spoke. “No offence meant to Mrs. Morrison,” she added quickly, fearing a misunderstanding.

Arthur chuckled. "I did consider that," he replied thoughtfully. "But the problem persists even when I'm watching the videos. I get aroused easily enough, but reaching completion... it just doesn't happen."

Mia finally turned to face him, gathering all of her strength into maintaining a mask of passivity. "I see,” she said. “Have you noticed any physical pain or discomfort during arousal?"

Arthur shook his head. "None at all. But I am concerned that it might be a physical issue rather than psychological." His eyes met hers, unwavering. "I'd be reassured if you could rule that out for me. As my doctor."

The implication was clear. Mia felt suddenly light-headed, the room seeming to tilt slightly as she processed what he was suggesting. He wanted her to examine him. Down there.

As unambiguous as it was, she felt she needed verbal confirmation. "You want me to… examine your genitals?" she asked, her voice emerging as a whisper.

"If you wouldn't mind," Arthur replied, his tone measured but his eyes intensely focused on her face. "I'd like to know if there's anything physically wrong."

Mia's throat went dry. It was a standard medical procedure, one she'd performed multiple times during her training. She wasn’t some tittering teenager. She was a professional. She’d handled penises professionally before. But… this was Arthur Morrison. And this would be Arthur Morrison’s penis. And that made things very different. Never before had she been asked to examine an organ she’d literally dreamed about, an organ the mere thought of which had rendered her a quivering mess in her most private moments.

"Of course," she said finally, her professional training taking over despite the hammering of her heart. "In that case, I'll need you to remove your underwear and lie back on the table."

Arthur nodded, his fingers moving to the waistband of his boxer briefs. Mia turned away again, reaching for a pair of latex gloves from the dispenser on the wall. She pulled them on slowly, deliberately, giving him time to undress and position himself.

When she turned back, Arthur was lying on the examination table, completely naked. Mia's breath caught in her throat. He was… magnificent.

She couldn't help but stare. It was substantially larger than she had anticipated, than she had pictured during those late nights alone in her bed. Even in its flaccid state, Arthur's penis was impressive—thick and substantial, emerging from a neatly trimmed patch of salt-and-pepper hair and laying weightily against his thigh. She felt a sudden flush of shame at her unprofessional thoughts, at how her clinical gaze had immediately transformed into something else entirely.

This is a medical examination, she scolded herself. You're a doctor, not some lovesick teenager.

But the admonishment did little to quell the heat rising within her or the subtle tightening of her nipples against her bra. She cleared her throat, trying to regain her composure.

"I'm going to examine you now," she said, her voice sounding strange to her own ears. "Please let me know if you feel any discomfort."

"I trust you completely, Dr. Harmon," Arthur replied, the use of her title sounding more like a suggestion than a salutation.

Mia approached the examination table, grateful for the blue latex that created at least some barrier between them. With clinical precision that belied her inner turmoil, she gently lifted his penis with her gloved hand. The warm weight of him in her palm sent an electric current straight to her core.

"I'm checking for any abnormalities," she explained, as much to herself as to him. Her fingers moved methodically along the shaft, feeling for lumps or irregularities. His skin was perfectly soft, contrasting with the subtle firmness beneath.

"Everything seems normal so far," she murmured, her examination becoming more thorough than strictly necessary. She traced a prominent vein with her fingertip, noting how it curved around the impressive girth.

As she continued her examination, she became aware of a subtle change beneath her fingers. His penis was beginning to swell, responding to her touch despite her clinical approach. She should have anticipated this—it was a perfectly normal physiological response—but the gradual hardening in her hand made her breath catch.

"I apologise," Arthur said, though his tone suggested he wasn't particularly sorry. "That's… involuntary."

"Perfectly normal," Mia assured him, her professional voice at odds with the flush spreading across her chest. "Actually, this will allow me to check for any issues during arousal as well." She remembered a quip a matronly professor at med school had taught the class to use in just such an occasion, and added, “Anyway, I’d be more offended if you weren’t having that reaction.”

It was meant as a joke to cut the tension, to put an embarrassed patient at ease, but the look in Arthur’s eye told her that he’d taken it more to heart than intended. “Is that so?” he murmured, almost to himself.

She didn’t reply to that, but continued her examination, moving her fingers to his glans. He continued to harden in her hands, growing more impressive by the second. Her mind kept slipping from clinical observation to primal appreciation. She'd never held anything so majestic before, so perfectly proportioned, so responsive to her touch.

"Turn your head and cough, please," she instructed, her free hand moving to his testicles. As she cupped the warm weight of them, Arthur complied, his abdominal muscles tensing visibly.

Mia was acutely aware that her professional examination had transformed into something else entirely. Arthur's penis was now fully erect, standing proudly at attention, the veins more pronounced, the head glistening slightly. It was both medically impressive and intensely arousing.

"I don't feel any abnormalities," she said, the smallness of her voice revealing her discomfort. "Physically, everything seems perfectly normal. Healthy."

Arthur propped himself up on his elbows, something new in the look in his eyes. "Can I make a suggestion, Dr. Harmon?" His voice was low, but not small like hers, it resonated through her body like a physical caress.

"Of course," she replied, still holding him in her gloved hand, unable to let go.

"Since we've established that I can become aroused without issue," he said, glancing down meaningfully at his erection, "perhaps you could examine whether I can finish now. Under your supervision." His gaze locked with hers. "Just to be comprehensive, of course."

Mia's eyes widened, her mouth falling open slightly. The suggestion was so far beyond professional boundaries that she knew she should be offended, that she should immediately shut it down. But the pulse of desire that shot through her body betrayed her true feelings.

"That's—that's not appropriate," she stammered, though she still hadn't released him from her grip. "I couldn't possibly—"

"Think of it as a diagnostic test," Arthur countered smoothly. "You need to observe the problem to understand it. Isn't that what medicine is all about?"

His logic was absurd, a transparent justification for something they both knew was wrong. And yet, she couldn't deny the temptation coursing through her. How many nights had she lain awake imagining him? How many times had she touched herself thinking of his hands, his mouth, his body?

"I—I don't think—" she began, but her protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

"You don't need to touch me," Arthur added, his voice gentle but insistent. "Just observe. As my doctor."

Mia swallowed hard, knowing she stood at a precipice. One step forward would cross a line she could never uncross. Her career, her ethics, her professionalism—all would be compromised.

And yet…

"I'll observe," she heard herself say, the words emerging as if from someone else. "But nothing more."

Arthur's smile was triumphant, predatory even, but for some reason that didn’t discourage her. "Thank you, Dr. Harmon," he said.

He wrapped his own hand around his erection, his large fingers replacing hers. Mia stepped back slightly, creating distance that did nothing to diminish the intimacy of the moment. She should have removed her gloves, should have turned away, and called an end to this madness.

Instead, she watched, transfixed, as Arthur began to stroke himself. His movements were confident, practiced—a man who knew exactly what pleased him. His eyes never left her face. The tension in the room thickened, charged with something dangerous and intoxicating.

Mia couldn't tear her gaze away. The sight of Arthur's substantial length sliding through his fist was mesmerising. Each downward stroke revealed his glistening head before it disappeared again into his grip. Her breath quickened as she watched, a corresponding rhythm building between her thighs. The wetness there surprised her—she was already soaked, her panties clinging to her as she clamped her thighs together seeking some relief.

Without realising it, she ran her tongue over her lower lip, moistening it as her body responded to the erotic display before her. The pulsating sensation between her legs seemed to match his rhythm perfectly, as if they were already connected in the most intimate way possible.

"Are you experiencing any discomfort?" she asked, more to break the silence than anything else.

Arthur's eyes darkened. "None whatsoever. But I don't think this is going to solve my problem. I can already tell."

"What do you mean?" Mia asked, her professional curiosity momentarily overriding her arousal.

"I mean," he replied, his strokes slowing, "I can feel it. The same block. The same frustration building." His eyes met hers, intense and challenging. "Perhaps a different approach might yield better results."

Mia swallowed hard. "What did you have in mind?"

"I think," Arthur said carefully, "that a doctor's touch might prove more effective than my own."

This was absurd. Mia knew she should refuse. She knew she should end this examination immediately. But the throbbing between her legs and the hunger low in her belly made rational thought impossible. And before she knew what she was doing, one gloved hand was already reaching out towards him

"I need to make clear… This is an entirely professional matter," she heard herself say, as if speaking the words might make them true. "A medical procedure to diagnose your condition."

Arthur nodded solemnly, though his eyes glinted with triumph. "I understand completely, Dr. Harmon."

She stepped forward, her hand replacing his. The heat of him radiated through the latex as she wrapped her fingers around his impressive girth. She began to stroke him slowly, methodically, as if this were indeed just another medical procedure.

"Tell me if you feel any discomfort," she instructed, her clinical tone at odds with the intimate act she was performing.

Arthur's breathing deepened as she worked him, his abdominal muscles tensing with each downward stroke. "No discomfort," he managed. "But I'm still not feeling close to completion."

Mia nodded, her professional mask still in place despite the fire raging within her. "Let me try something else," she murmured. Her free hand moved to cup his testicles, gently massaging them as she continued to stroke his shaft.

The weight of them in her palm felt perfect, heavy and full. She rolled them carefully between her fingers, applying just enough pressure to stimulate without causing discomfort. A drop of precum beaded at his tip, glistening invitingly. Arthur moaned, deep and guttural, his head falling back against the examination table. The sound reverberated through Mia's body, settling between her thighs like a physical touch.

"God, that feels incredible," he groaned, his hips lifting slightly to meet her strokes.

Mia trembled at the sound, her breath catching in her throat. Those were the exact noises she'd imagined late at night, alone in her bed, her fingers working frantically between her legs. The fantasy made real was almost too much to bear. Despite her ministrations, though, Arthur remained in a state of heightened arousal without tipping over the edge.

"But it's… not quite enough," he admitted, his voice strained. "I know I'm close, but…"

Mia hesitated, her professional resolve crumbling. "Would it help if…" She swallowed hard. "Would it be okay if I removed my gloves?"

The suggestion was purely selfish. She wanted to feel him, skin to skin, to know the texture and warmth of him directly against her palm. The medical pretence was wearing impossibly thin.

Arthur's eyes darkened. "Yes," he replied without hesitation. "Please do."

With trembling fingers, Mia peeled off the latex gloves, discarding them in the nearby bin. Her bare hands returned to him, wrapping around his substantial girth. The contact made her gasp—he was so warm, so silky-smooth yet hard beneath. She resumed her strokes, marvelling at how different, how much more intimate it felt without the barrier.

"That's much better," Arthur murmured, his gaze fixed on her face. "You know, Mia, I've always thought you had such delicate hands."

The comment caught her off guard. "You… you have?"

Arthur nodded, his breathing irregular as she continued to pleasure him. "I've noticed a lot about you over the years. Your hands. The way you bite your lip when you're concentrating. How your hair catches the light when you're reading on your porch in the summer."

Mia's rhythm faltered. "I… thought you never really saw me."

"Not see you?” His laugh was low, strained with pleasure. “Impossible. I’ve seen you for years Mia. That shy young woman who would prefer to sunbathe in her own garden than with friends at the beach… How could I not see that?" His hand covered hers, guiding her movements. "Why do you think I requested you specifically as my doctor?"

The pair of revelations sent a shock wave through her body. All those years she'd thought herself invisible to him, merely background in his life, but he'd been watching her too, just as she had him. And today, he’d requested her. She hadn’t known, assuming the roster was automatic.

"But you never said anything," she whispered, her hand moving faster now, encouraged by his guidance.

"What could I say? You’re a lot younger than I am. And I’m married. There are boundaries." His smile was wicked. "At least, there were boundaries."

The insinuation hung in the air between them. Mia knew she was losing herself completely to the moment, to him. His words had unmoored her. All those years of secret glances and hidden longing—he'd been aware all along. He had seen her.

"I…" Her voice faltered as her hand continued its rhythm on his length. The ground beneath her feet seemed to disappear. She felt weightless, suspended in a moment where past and present collided.

"Arthur," she whispered, his name a confession on her lips. "I need to help you. Medically speaking, we should… explore all options to address your condition."

His eyes darkened with understanding. "What do you suggest… doctor?"

Mia's tongue darted out to wet her lips, her heart hammering against her ribs. "Would you... would it be acceptable if I tried a more direct approach?"

"More direct?" he repeated, though his knowing smile suggested he understood perfectly.

"Yes." She lowered her voice to barely a whisper. "With my mouth."

Arthur's breath caught audibly. "I think that would be… as you say… acceptable."

Without allowing herself another moment to reconsider, Mia crouched down on her haunches beside the examination table. From this angle, his erection seemed even more impressive, standing proudly in front of her eyes. She hesitated only briefly before leaning forward, her caramel hair falling around her face as she took him into her mouth.

The first taste of him was intoxicating—salt and musk and man. She heard his sharp intake of breath as her lips closed around his girth, felt his hand gently tangle in her hair. She began slowly, taking just the head between her lips, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge.

"Christ, Mia," Arthur groaned, his hips lifting slightly toward her mouth.

Encouraged by his response, she took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she created suction. Her hand wrapped around what wouldn't fit in her mouth, working in tandem with her lips and tongue. She recalled every technique she'd ever read about, every whispered tip from college roommates, every video she’d ever watched, and every moment of practice she’d amassed in her own limited experience. She applied them all now with dedicated precision.

She traced the prominent vein on the underside with her tongue, fluttered against the sensitive spot just beneath the head, varied her rhythm between slow, languorous sucks and quick, eager bobs of her head. His responses guided her—the tightening of his fingers in her hair when she did something particularly effective, the low moans that seemed to make him vibrate in her mouth.

"You're… remarkably skilled at this," Arthur managed between ragged breaths. "Where did you learn…"

Mia pulled back momentarily, her lips glistening. "Medical school provided a very… rounded education," she replied with unexpected boldness before taking him deep again.

Arthur laughed, the sound transforming into a groan as she increased her suction. "Well I'm very glad to hear that," he said, his voice strained as Mia continued her ministrations.

She hummed in response, the vibration making him buck slightly against her mouth. Her confidence grew with each of his reactions, each twitch and moan feeding her own arousal. The white coat she wore felt stifling now, too warm against her flushed skin. Between her legs, she was slick with desire, her panties soaked through completely.

As she worked him with growing enthusiasm, she felt his hand tighten in her hair, guiding her movements more insistently. The slight edge of control he exerted sent a thrill through her body. This was Arthur Morrison taking what he wanted from her—finally—and she, in turn, was giving it to him willingly, eagerly.

"Mia," he groaned, his voice deeper than she'd ever heard it. "I think your treatment is working. I'm getting close."

Hearing Arthur's words filled Mia with renewed determination. She released him from her mouth with a wet pop, then lowered her head further, taking one of his testicles into her mouth. She sucked gently while her hand worked his shaft with increased vigour, twisting slightly on the upstroke and squeezing just beneath the head. She alternated between his balls, lavishing each with attention from her tongue while maintaining the steady rhythm with her hand.

Arthur's breathing became ragged, his abdominal muscles tightening visibly under the strain of approaching climax. His fingers gripped the examination table, knuckles white with tension. Mia felt a surge of pride at reducing this powerful man to such a state.

She returned to his cock, taking him deep into her mouth again, bobbing her head faster now, her hand moving in perfect synchronisation. She could feel him tensing, throbbing against her tongue—so close, yet somehow still holding back.

After several more minutes of her most enthusiastic efforts, Mia pulled away, panting slightly. A thin strand of saliva still connected her lower lip to the glistening head of his cock. Her hand remained wrapped firmly around his shaft, feeling it pulse with unfulfilled need.

"Arthur," she said, her voice husky with desire but suddenly direct, not a doctor addressing a patient, but a woman addressing a man. "Tell me what you thought when you saw me. Over the years. Tell me the truth."

Arthur's chest rose and fell rapidly as he regarded her, his eyes dark with lust. "When I saw you reading on your porch in those little shorts you used to wear? I thought about walking over and asking if I could take you inside." His voice was low, almost a growl. "When you'd sunbathe in your garden, I'd watch from my upstairs window. I'd imagine what your skin would taste like, salt and sunshine."

Mia's breath caught in her throat. "Go on," she whispered, her hand still slowly stroking him.

"Last summer, when you came home from medical school, I saw you swimming in your pool. Your swimsuit went practically transparent when wet. I couldn't sleep that night." He swallowed hard. "I went to the bathroom, away from Catherine, and I touched myself thinking about you."

The confession sent a jolt of electricity straight to Mia's core. "I used to watch you too," she admitted, her cheeks flushing. "When you'd mow the lawn without a shirt. When you'd have parties in your hot tub. I'd imagine I was there with you, that your hands were on me."

Her confession seemed to affect him physically—she felt his cock twitch in her hand, growing impossibly harder.

"Those nights in my bedroom," she continued, her voice barely audible, "I'd touch myself too. Thinking of you. Imagining it was your fingers inside me."

Arthur groaned, his hips lifting slightly off the examination table. "Jesus, Mia."

"Is that what you need?" she asked, understanding dawning.

"Yes," Arthur said, his voice a guttural rasp. "I've wanted you for so long, Mia."

Something in his admission broke the last thread of Mia's restraint. She stood up straight, her decision made. "I’ve wanted you too," she whispered, her fingers moving to the buttons of her white coat."

"Show me," he commanded, his eyes never leaving hers as she began to undress.

Mia's fingers trembled as she slipped each button free. The coat fell open, revealing her blouse and pencil skirt beneath. With newfound boldness, she shrugged the coat from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. Next came her blouse, each button a confession as more of her pale skin was revealed. Her modest lace bra barely contained her breasts, her nipples visibly hard beneath the thin fabric.

"You're even more beautiful than I imagined," Arthur murmured, sitting up on the examination table, his erection still proudly jutting forward.

Mia unzipped her skirt, letting it slide down her legs. She stood before him in just her underwear, the matching lace set clinging to her curves. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she reached behind to unclasp her bra.

"Let me," Arthur said, sliding off the table to stand before her. His hands replaced hers, deftly unhooking the clasp. The bra fell away, revealing her pert breasts with their pale pink nipples.

Arthur wasted no time. His mouth descended on hers in a kiss that was nothing like the gentle first kisses Mia had experienced before. This was possession, raw and demanding. His tongue invaded her mouth as his hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her sensitive nipples. She moaned into his mouth, her body arching toward his touch.

"I've wanted to taste you for years," he growled against her lips before dropping his head to capture one nipple in his mouth.

The wet heat of his tongue sent shockwaves through Mia's body. He sucked firmly, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak while his fingers teased the other. She gasped, her hands clutching at his shoulders for support as her knees threatened to buckle.

"Arthur," she whimpered, the name a prayer on her lips.

His mouth moved to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. His hands slid down her sides to her hips, fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. In one swift motion, he pulled them down her legs, leaving her completely naked before him.

"Perfect," he murmured, his eyes drinking in every inch of her exposed skin.

His hands moved to cup her bottom, squeezing the firm flesh as he pulled her against him. She could feel his hardness pressing against her stomach, hot and insistent. His fingers dipped lower, finding the wetness between her thighs. Mia gasped as Arthur's fingers found her entrance, circling the sensitive flesh with expert precision.

"Mia, you’re so wet for me," he murmured against her neck, his breath hot on her skin. "Have you thought about this before? In your bedroom, when I’m just next-door? Have you imagined me inside you?"

"Yes," she admitted, unable to deny it as his finger slipped inside her, curling to find that perfect spot. Her head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as he added a second finger, stretching her deliciously.

His thumb found her clit, circling it in counterpoint to the thrust of his fingers. The dual sensation made her knees buckle, but Arthur's strong arm around her waist held her upright as he continued his intimate exploration.

"You're so tight," he growled, his fingers working deeper inside her. "When was the last time you had a man inside you, Mia?"

"Too long," she gasped, her hips rocking against his hand. "God, Arthur… don’t stop."

His fingers curved inside her, finding that sensitive spot that made her cry out. He pressed harder, his rhythm increasing as his thumb continued its relentless circles against her clit. Mia felt the tension building, coiling tighter with each thrust of his fingers.

"That coat," Arthur said suddenly, his voice rough with desire. "Put it back on."

"What?" Mia blinked up at him, dazed with pleasure.

"Your doctor's coat. Put it on. Nothing else."

Understanding dawned on her face, a small smile curving her lips. "That's… kinky," she whispered, but she was already reaching for the white garment pooled at her feet.

"You have no idea," Arthur replied, his eyes darkening as he watched her slip the coat over her naked shoulders.

She left it unbuttoned, the white fabric framing her nudity rather than concealing it. The contrast of the professional garment against her flushed skin sent a thrill through her. It was taboo, forbidden—a visual reminder of all the professional boundaries they were shattering.

"Beautiful," Arthur murmured, his eyes raking over her. He moved back to the examination table, lying down on his back, his erection standing proudly from his body. "Now, Dr. Harmon, I believe you have a treatment to complete."

Mia's heart raced as she approached him, the open coat swishing against her bare thighs. "Yes," she agreed, her voice surprisingly steady. "I believe I do."

Arthur reached for her, his hands guiding her as she climbed onto the examination table, straddling his hips. The paper covering crinkled beneath them, the sound oddly erotic in the charged silence of the room. His hard length pressed against her wetness, not yet entering her but promising everything she'd fantasised about for years.

Mia positioned herself above him, her thighs trembling with anticipation as she felt his tip pressing against her entrance. Their eyes locked as she slowly lowered herself, taking him inch by delicious inch. Her breath caught as he stretched her, the exquisite fullness making her gasp.

"Oh god," she moaned as she finally settled completely on him, her body adjusting to his impressive size. The white coat fell open around her, a striking contrast against her flushed skin.

Arthur's hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. "You feel incredible," he groaned, his eyes intense. "Better than I ever imagined."

She began to move, rising and falling in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each downward motion sent sparks of pleasure radiating through her body. "Tell me," she whispered. "Tell me more of what you thought when you watched me."

Arthur's hands slid up to cup her breasts, thumbs circling her hardened nipples. "Last summer," he began, his voice strained with pleasure, "when you sunbathed in that tiny blue bikini… I stood at my bedroom window for nearly an hour."

Mia quickened her pace slightly, her body responding to his words. "What did you imagine doing to me?"

"I imagined walking over to your yard," he continued, his hips rising to meet her thrusts. "Kneeling beside you, sliding those little blue bottoms down your legs while you pretended to sleep."

She moaned, the mental image intensifying her pleasure. "I wanted you to see me," she confessed, her head falling back as she rode him. "Sometimes I'd arch my back a little more, stretch a little longer, hoping you'd notice."

Arthur's eyes widened slightly. "You little tease," he growled, thrusting up harder into her. "And all those times you'd read on your porch in those tiny shorts?"

"For you," she gasped as he hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Always for you. I'd sit where I knew you could see me if you looked."

His hands tightened on her hips, guiding her movements, increasing her pace. "Christ, Mia. If I'd known…"

"What about you?" she asked, her voice breaking as pleasure built within her. "In your hot tub, all those nights with your friends…"

Arthur's smile was wolfish. "I've imagined you in that tub with me so many times. Nobody else, just you and me in the bubbling water."

Mia rode him harder now, her inhibitions dissolving with each thrust. "What would you do to me there?"

"I'd pull you onto my lap," he groaned, demonstrating by lifting her slightly and bringing her down forcefully on his length. "Just like this. But with the jets hitting you in all the right places."

The image was too much. Mia's orgasm crashed over her without warning, her body clenching around Arthur’s hot, hard length as waves of pleasure radiated from her core. She cried out, her back arching as her inner walls pulsed around him.

"Arthur!" His name tore from her throat as she shuddered above him, her thighs trembling with the force of her climax.

As the last tremors subsided, she collapsed forward onto his chest, panting. His arms encircled her, holding her close as she caught her breath. She could feel him still hard inside her, throbbing with unfulfilled need.

"Take me," she whispered against his ear, a new boldness infusing her voice. "Like you imagined when I was sunbathing in my garden. I want to know how you pictured it."

Arthur's eyes darkened with desire. "Are you sure?"

"Yes," she breathed. "Show me."

In one fluid motion, Arthur sat up, lifting her with him. His hands moved to her shoulders, sliding the white coat down her arms.

"You don't need this," he murmured, tossing it aside. "You're not Dr. Harmon now. You're just Mia. Innocent Mia. Unobtainable Mia from next door. The young, promising woman I've watched for years."

His words sent a thrill through her body. He guided her to turn over, positioning her face down on the examination table. The paper crinkled beneath her heated skin as she settled into position.

"Rest your face on your hands," he instructed, his voice low and commanding. "Just like when you're sunbathing. Close your eyes and imagine you're in your garden, the sun warming your skin."

Mia complied, resting her cheek on her folded hands. She closed her eyes, picturing her backyard, the feel of sunshine on her bare skin.

Arthur straddled her, his knees on either side of her thighs. His hands roamed over the globes of her bottom, kneading the soft flesh appreciatively. She felt exposed, vulnerable, objectified, and incredibly aroused.

"This is exactly how I pictured you," he murmured. "Spread out like an offering. So many afternoons I stood at my window, watching you."

His fingers dipped between her legs, finding her still slick with desire. "I imagined walking over, catching you half-asleep in the sun." His touch became more insistent, spreading her moisture. "I'd start by touching you just like this, and you'd be too surprised to protest."

Mia moaned softly, pressing back against his hand. "What next?" she breathed.

"Then I'd spread you open," he continued, his thumbs parting her cheeks, exposing her completely to his gaze. "Just like this. I could look at you all day like this.” His fingers dug into the soft flesh, kneading and squeezing with possessive delight. "So perfect. So round."

Mia whimpered as he massaged her buttocks, his touch alternating between gentle caresses and firm grips that left temporary impressions on her pale skin.

"You know," he continued, his voice dropping to a husky whisper, "I used to wonder what you would feel like in my hands. When I’d spot you bending over to pick up your towel in the garden, I'd imagine grabbing you just like this." His fingers pressed deeper, pulling her cheeks apart again. "Sometimes I'd have deal with myself immediately. I never had any trouble finishing then."

Mia buried her face deeper into her folded arms, both embarrassed and thrilled by his frank admission. Her breathing quickened as his thumbs traced the crease where her buttocks met her thighs.

"And this view," Arthur groaned, spreading her cheeks wider, exposing her most intimate parts to his hungry gaze. "Better than I ever imagined. So pink. So fucking wet."

One thumb dropped to her entrance, gathering her moisture before sliding up to circle the tight ring of her other opening. Mia gasped at the unexpected touch, her body tensing momentarily.

"Relax," he murmured, leaning down to place a kiss between her shoulder blades. "I'm just exploring. Learning every inch of you. The way I've wanted to for years."

His fingers returned to her slick folds, teasing and spreading her wetness. Then she felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance, hot and insistent.

"I'm going to take you now, Mia," Arthur announced, his voice filled with an authority that stripped away any remnants of the formal relationship that had existed between them in this room. "Just like I've pictured countless times while watching you from my window. Hard and deep, until you can't remember your own name."

With that, he thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one powerful stroke. Mia cried out, her back arching as he filled her completely.

"God, you're tight," Arthur groaned, his hands gripping her hips firmly.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, letting her adjust to his size in this new position. The examination table creaked beneath them, the paper covering long since torn and crumpled.

"This is how I wanted you," he panted, his pace increasing. "Face down, ass up, taking everything I give you."

His hands moved back to her buttocks, squeezing and spreading them as he drove into her with increasing force. The new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, hitting spots inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids.

"Arthur," she moaned, pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts with equal fervour.

Every stroke sent shockwaves through her body, each thrust deeper than the last. Arthur's hands gripped her hips with bruising intensity, holding her in place as he pounded into her with relentless force. This wasn't the gentle lovemaking she'd experienced with college boyfriends. This was raw, primal possession.

"Mine," Arthur growled, the single word sending a thrill up her spine. "I've wanted this for years."

A sharp crack echoed through the examination room as his palm connected with her right buttock. The unexpected sting bloomed across her skin, pain transforming instantly into exquisite pleasure. Mia gasped, burying her face in her hands to muffle her cry. The spanking awakened something primitive within her, a desire she hadn't known existed.

"Again," she whispered, her voice barely audible against her palms.

Arthur obliged, his hand landing on her other cheek with equal force. The twin sensations—his punishing thrusts and the burning handprints he was leaving on her skin—drove her toward a precipice she'd never approached before.

"Look at you," he marvelled, his voice strained with pleasure. "The prim and proper Dr. Harmon, studious little Mia, begging to be spanked while I fuck her senseless on her own examination table."

His coarse words should have horrified her, should have snapped her back to reality. Instead, they pushed her closer to the edge. He was right. She was Dr. Harmon, yes, but in this moment, she was also just Mia—the woman who had fantasised about this man for years, who was finally experiencing the culmination of countless forbidden dreams.

Arthur leaned forward, wrapping his powerful body over hers, his chest pressing against her back as he maintained his relentless rhythm. One hand remained firmly grasping her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh that now bore the pink imprints of his palm. His other hand slid around, fingers tracing her jawline before slipping between her parted lips.

Mia instinctively accepted them, her tongue swirling around the digits that invaded her mouth. She sucked them eagerly, tasting the salt of his skin, moaning around the intrusion as he continued to pound into her from behind. The dual penetration—his fingers in her mouth, his cock buried deep inside her—ignited something primal within her.

"I'm going—I'm going to come again," she managed to gasp around his fingers, her words muffled and desperate.

"Yes," Arthur growled against her ear, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine. "Come for me, Mia. Let me feel it. Let me feel you squeezing my cock."

His fingers pressed deeper into her mouth as his thrusts became more erratic, more desperate. The tension building inside her threatened to consume her entirely.

"I think I'm close too," he panted, his voice strained with effort. "Can I—fuck, Mia—can I come inside you?"

Mia could only nod enthusiastically around his fingers, a muffled "Mmm-hmm" escaping as she sucked them harder. The thought of him filling her, marking her, claiming her in the most primal way possible pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm crashed through her with devastating force, her inner walls clamping down on his length as waves of pleasure radiated from her core. She screamed around his fingers, the sound muffled but unmistakable in its intensity.

Arthur groaned deeply, his dam finally breaking Mia convulsed around him. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, his cock pulsing as he emptied his hot essence deep within her trembling body.

"Fuck, Mia," he gasped as he collapsed against her back, his weight pressing her into the examination table.

For several moments, they remained joined, their ragged breathing the only sound in the otherwise silent room. Mia could feel him softening inside her, could feel the warm evidence of his release beginning to seep from where they were connected. The reality of what they'd done began to filter through the haze of pleasure.

She had just had sex—incredible, mind-blowing sex—with Arthur Morrison. Her neighbour. Her patient. A man twice her age. A married man.

Arthur seemed to sense her thoughts shifting. He pressed a gentle kiss to her shoulder blade before carefully withdrawing from her body. The sudden emptiness made her whimper softly.

"Are you alright?" he asked, his voice gentler now, his hand stroking her back with surprising tenderness.

Mia nodded, slowly pushing herself up from the examination table. Her legs felt unsteady beneath her as she turned to face him.

"I should…" she gestured vaguely toward her scattered clothing.

Arthur nodded, reaching for his own discarded boxers. They dressed in silence, the air between them charged with unspoken questions. Mia's fingers trembled as she buttoned her blouse, smoothed her skirt, and finally slipped back into her white coat—the symbol of the professionalism that she'd so thoroughly compromised.

When they were both dressed, Arthur cleared his throat. "So, doctor," he said, his voice carrying a note of uncertainty she hadn't heard before. "What's your diagnosis?"

Mia picked up her clipboard, using the familiar action to centre herself. "Well, Mr. Morrison," she replied, slipping back into her professional persona with surprising ease, "it appears your condition has resolved itself."

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "Indeed it has. Most effective treatment I've ever received."

"Given that you successfully achieved release, I'm giving you a full bill of health." She made a show of checking off boxes on her form. "However, I would recommend periodic… assessments. To ensure the condition doesn't return."

Arthur's eyes darkened with understanding. "How frequent would these assessments need to be, in your professional opinion?"

"Monthly would be prudent," she replied, unable to suppress the slight curve of her lips. "Perhaps… more frequently if the problem begins to recur."

"I'll be sure to schedule the appointments," he said, stepping closer. Then he added, with a note of concern in his voice, "But Mia, this can’t get out."

Mia smiled knowingly, pleased to be able to reassure him. "Doctor-patient confidentiality, Mr. Morrison. What happens in this examination room stays between us."

He nodded, a look of relief settling his features. "Good, Mia. That’s good. Well then… I guess I’ll see you next month for my follow-up."

As Arthur reached for the door handle, Mia reasserted the professional façade one last time. “Until next month, Mr. Morrison. Good luck with your triathlon.”

Arthur turned back to her, as he exited the room, joining her in the pantomime of professional niceties. "Thank you Dr. Harmon,” he said in a chipper tone, “I hope you have a pleasant afternoon."

When the door closed behind him, Mia collapsed into her chair, her mind reeling with what had just transpired. Her body still hummed with satisfaction, the ghost of his touch lingering on her skin. She really should have felt ashamed, horrified by her audacity. Instead, she found herself already looking forward to their next appointment.

As she stared at the closed door, a warmth spread through her that had nothing to do with the lingering physical pleasure. It was deeper, more profound. She ran her fingers through her dishevelled hair, straightening her white coat as a smile played across her lips.

For years, she had been the quiet girl next door, the studious one, the one who achieved but was never truly noticed. Even as she'd progressed through medical school, earning accolades and respect, there had been a hollow space inside her—a sense that no one really saw her. Not the real her, beneath the accomplishments and eventually the professional demeanour.

But now she knew otherwise. And in that moment, Mia felt fulfilled. She felt utterly satisfied. And—for perhaps the first time in her adult life—she felt completely and truly seen.
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