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Groped During Group Work at Med School

The scent of antiseptic hung in the air like a promise—or maybe a threat—as Charlie slipped into one of the med school’s many tutorial labs for Professor Conway's first practical session. Her palms were already slick with sweat, her heart fluttering beneath her crisp white blouse like a trapped bird. The stories she'd heard from second-year students had kept her awake for three consecutive nights.

"Welcome to Clinical Examination 101," Professor Conway announced, his voice carrying the weight of thirty years of medical practice. His silver hair and piercing eyes gave him the appearance of a hawk surveying potential prey. "Today, you begin the journey of truly understanding the human body."

Charlie sank lower in her seat, tucking a strand of long brown hair behind her ear. She'd excelled in her undergraduate courses, but this—the actual handling of bodies, the intimate exploration of strangers—terrified her in ways textbooks never could.

"First, form yourselves into groups of four," Conway instructed abruptly, offering no further explanation.

The room erupted in movement and chatter. Charlie froze, watching as students gravitated toward friends and acquaintances. She glanced hopefully toward a cluster of women near the front, but they had already formed their quartet, heads bent together in animated discussion.

"Charlie!" A familiar voice cut through her panic. Simon, his light stubble catching the fluorescent lighting, waved from two rows ahead. "We need a fourth. Join us?"

Relief flooded her system until she registered the "us"—two other male students she vaguely recognised from orientation, both watching her with expectant expressions. Her stomach tightened.

"I—" she began, scanning the room for alternatives. None presented themselves; everyone was settled, and Professor Conway was already making notes on his clipboard.

"Come on," Simon urged, his smile reassuring. "Better the devil you know, right?"

Reluctantly, Charlie gathered her belongings and slid into the empty seat beside Simon. He squeezed her arm gently—a gesture that would have comforted her under normal circumstances, but now only served to intensify her nervousness. What exactly would these groups be doing together?

"Excellent," Professor Conway's voice rose above the din. "These will be your examination teams for the remainder of the semester. No changes will be permitted, so I’d suggest you all get comfortable with each other post-haste." He looked up, his gaze sweeping the room with clinical detachment. "Now, let me explain what you'll be learning—and practicing—together over the coming months."

Charlie's throat went dry as she glanced at her three male teammates. Whatever was coming, she suddenly felt terribly, irrevocably exposed.

"I'm Tyler," the broader of the two strangers said, extending a hand toward Charlie. His grip was firm, confident. "Biochem undergrad from Stanford."

"And I'm Aiden," offered the other, pushing his glasses up his nose with a slender finger. "Neuroscience from Berkeley. Nice to meet you."

Charlie nodded, forcing a smile that didn't reach her eyes. "Charlie. Pre-med from UCLA."

Both men seemed pleasant enough, their smiles genuine, their manners professional. Yet the thought of spending an entire semester working so closely with them still made her stomach clench. She glanced around the room, noting how the few other female students had managed to cluster together. One group was even composed entirely of women, no men at all. The unfairness of it made her bite her lower lip.

At least Simon was here though—a familiar face from their shared undergraduate classes. His presence was both comforting and concerning. They'd maintained a strictly platonic relationship through four years of college, despite the occasional lingering glance or drunken brushing of hands that suggested the potential for more. Now, thrown into what promised to be an intimate learning environment, Charlie worried that those unspoken boundaries might be tested.

Professor Conway cleared his throat, commanding attention once more. "Today, we begin with basic head-to-toe assessment," he announced, clicking through slides that displayed clinical images of examinations. "You'll pair up within your groups. Two sets of two. In each pair, one student will serve as the examiner, the other as the patient."

Charlie's pulse quickened. Paired examinations. Her eyes darted to Simon, who was already looking at her, an unreadable expression on his face.

"For today's session," Conway continued, "patients will remain clothed except for the removal of outer layers. In future sessions—" he paused, his indecipherable gaze sweeping the room, "—the requirements will necessarily be more extensive."

A ripple of nervous laughter moved through the class. Charlie didn't join in. Future sessions. More extensive. The implications hung in the air like a guillotine blade.

"I'll demonstrate the basic techniques, then you'll practice in your groups," Conway said, motioning for a teaching assistant to join him at the front.

Simon leaned close to Charlie, his breath warm against her ear. "Want to partner up?" he whispered. Then, before she could answer, he frowned and pulled back slightly. "Actually, maybe that would be weird. We've known each other so long… might be easier with someone new."

Charlie blinked, caught between relief and abandonment. "I… guess that makes sense," she managed, though to her mind it really didn't.

Simon turned to Tyler. "Mind if I partner with you for this one?"

Tyler shrugged agreeably. "Sure thing, man."

Which left Charlie with Aiden, a virtual stranger who was now smiling at her with an expression that mixed professional interest with something else—something that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up.

"Looks like it's you and me," Aiden said, his voice lower than before. "Don't worry, I've got steady hands."

For some reason, that comment made her worry even more.

Charlie swallowed hard as Conway began demonstrating what the pairs were to follow along with, his fingers pressing against his assistant's scalp with practiced precision.

"Examiners, position yourselves behind your patients to begin the cranial nerve assessment," Conway instructed after completing his demonstration.

Aiden moved his chair behind Charlie's. He was close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His fingers hovered near her temples.

"May I?" he asked, his professional tone at odds with the intimacy of the request. The request itself at odds with the seemingly mandatory nature of her assent.

Charlie nodded stiffly, her skin prickling as his fingers made contact with the back of her head. From across the table, Simon watched, his expression darkening as Aiden's hands moved with deliberate slowness through Charlie’s hair, ostensibly checking for any abnormalities as instructed, but lingering longer than seemed strictly necessary.

"Relax," Aiden murmured, his breath stirring the fine hairs at the nape of her neck. "This is just the beginning."

What the hell does that mean? Charlie tensed as Aiden's words lingered between them. Just the beginning? She wanted to turn around and confront him, but Professor Conway's voice cut through her thoughts.

"Now, examiners, assess cranial nerves two through twelve. Begin with visual fields, then proceed to extraocular movements."

Aiden's fingers slid from her hair to her temples, turning her head slowly from side to side. His touch wasn't overtly inappropriate, but there was something in the deliberate way he moved that made Charlie's skin crawl.

He rose then, coming to stand in front of her. "Look up for me," he instructed, his voice professionally detached yet somehow intimate. When she complied, his eyes lingered on her face longer than necessary. "Good. Now down."

Charlie followed his directions, increasingly aware of how vulnerable she felt despite being fully clothed. Across the table, Simon and Tyler were working through the same examination, but their interactions appeared clinical, efficient, nothing like… whatever was happening here.

"Now I need to check your facial sensation," Aiden said, reaching for her face. His fingertips traced her forehead, her cheekbones, her jawline—all technically correct movements, but performed with a slowness that felt performative.

"Is this really necessary?" Charlie whispered, her cheeks burning.

"Professor Conway was very specific about thoroughness," Aiden replied, his thumb now brushing dangerously close to her lower lip. "We wouldn't want to miss anything, would we?"

Charlie glanced at Conway, who was circulating through the room, occasionally stopping to correct a student's technique. She bit her lip and endured, telling herself this was medical training, nothing more.

"Now, I need to check your facial nerve function," Aiden continued. "Raise your eyebrows for me."

She complied.

"Smile. Show your teeth."

Again, she followed his instructions, feeling increasingly like a puppet.

"Now stick out your tongue."

Charlie hesitated, then extended her tongue slightly.

"Further," Aiden insisted. "And tilt your head back a little. I need to see if there's any deviation."

Reluctantly, she did as instructed, tilting her head back and extending her tongue further. From this angle, she could see Aiden's eyes darkening as he looked down at her.

"Perfect position," he murmured, just low enough for only her to hear. "Reminds me of… other examinations."

Charlie's face flamed as she snapped her mouth shut. The implication was unmistakable, even if his words remained technically professional.

"Are we done?" she asked sharply.

"Almost," Aiden replied, seemingly unperturbed by her reaction. "Just need to check your gag reflex."

"Absolutely not," Charlie hissed, shifting away from him.

"It's part of the cranial nerve examination," he reminded her with a smirk. "But we can skip it if you're… sensitive."

Charlie glanced desperately at Simon, wishing now she'd insisted on partnering with him. This would have been awkward with him too, but at least she trusted him. Simon caught her gaze and frowned, clearly noticing her discomfort.

"Everything okay over there?" Simon asked, pausing his examination of Tyler.

Before Charlie could answer, Professor Conway appeared beside their table.

"Mr. Chen," he addressed Aiden, "perhaps demonstrate the proper technique for checking the glossopharyngeal nerve? Many students are skipping this crucial step."

Aiden smiled smoothly. "Of course, Professor. I was just explaining to Charlie how important it is."

Conway nodded approvingly and moved on, leaving Charlie trapped once more.

"You heard the professor," Aiden said, reaching for a tongue depressor from the supply tray. "Open wide."

Charlie shot him a venomous look but complied minimally, opening her mouth just enough for him to see inside.

"Wider," he instructed, his voice carrying a note of triumph. "And say 'ahh’."

Charlie reluctantly parted her lips further, her eyes narrowing in silent fury as Aiden positioned the depressor.

"Ahhh," she managed, the sound strained and unwilling.

"Good," Aiden murmured, his eyes locked on hers as he slowly slid the flat wooden stick along her tongue. "Now just hold still."

With methodical precision that felt deliberately drawn out, he pressed the depressor against the right side of her throat. Charlie's body instantly rebelled, her throat constricting, eyes watering as she fought the urge to gag.

"Interesting response," he commented, withdrawing slightly before moving to the left side. Again, her throat spasmed involuntarily, causing her to jerk back.

Aiden withdrew the depressor with a smirk. "Well, that confirms it. Definitely no training there. Some people work quite hard to suppress that reflex, you know…"

Heat flooded Charlie's face, not from embarrassment now but from anger. She snapped the depressor from his hand and tossed it onto the table.

"That's completely unprofessional," she hissed, voice low but intense. "This is supposed to be a medical exam, not a chance for you to get your kicks making juvenile innuendos."

Aiden raised his hands in mock surrender, though the smile never left his face. "Hey, I'm just trying to have a bit of fun with all this. It's awkward enough without being so uptight about it."

"Fun?" Charlie's voice rose slightly before she caught herself. "This isn't supposed to be fun. We’re supposed to be learning."

Aiden sighed. "We're going to be doing this for years," he countered, reaching for an otoscope. "Just thought we might as well enjoy the process."

Before she could protest further, he leaned in close, the otoscope poised near her right ear. "Tilt your head," he instructed, all business again, though the glint in his eye remained.

Charlie complied stiffly, allowing him to examine first one ear, then the other, his body unnecessarily close to hers as he worked.

"Ears look perfect," he murmured, as Charlie braced herself for some lame joke that never came.

Next, he picked up the ophthalmoscope. "Look straight ahead," he directed, his face inches from hers as he peered into her left eye. The instrument's light was bright, but not bright enough to obscure the intensity with which he studied her. It felt less like a medical examination and more like he was trying to see into her thoughts.

"And now the right," he said, shifting slightly.

Charlie stared past him, jaw clenched, as he lingered over the examination. His free hand came up to rest lightly on her shoulder, in a touch that—though she knew it was outwardly normal—felt inescapably possessive.

"Beautiful vasculature," he commented, his voice dropping an octave. "Clear and… responsive."

Simon cleared his throat loudly from across the table. "Everything good over there? Professor Conway is coming back around."

Aiden straightened immediately, professional mask firmly back in place as the professor paused briefly at their table. "All standard responses," he said blandly. "Happy to report that Charlie's cranial nerves are functioning perfectly."

Charlie stood abruptly, needing distance. "I think we should switch now," she said, her voice steadier than she felt. "My turn to examine."

"Actually," Professor Conway announced from the front of the room, "we'll be continuing with more extensive examinations after a short break. When we return, patients will remove shirts for cardiac and respiratory assessments."

The room went silent. Charlie's stomach dropped as she processed his words. Remove shirts? Her eyes darted to her group—three men watching her with varying expressions. Simon's was decidedly concerned, Tyler's studiously neutral, but Aiden's… Aiden’s was openly anticipatory.

"Ten-minute break," Conway concluded, oblivious to her mounting panic. "Use the time to prepare your examination areas."

As students began filing out for the break, Charlie remained frozen in place. The thought of removing her blouse in front of these men—especially Aiden—made her feel physically ill.

Simon approached, empathy etched across his features. "Hey," he said quietly. "You okay? That looked… intense."

"I can't do this," Charlie whispered, her voice barely audible. "Not with him."

Simon glanced at Aiden, who was chatting with Tyler by the door. "I saw how he was with you. You want me to say something?"

Charlie shook her head quickly. "No, I just—" She broke off, unsure what she wanted. To leave? To switch groups? Neither seemed possible given Conway's strict rules.

"What if we switch partners?" Simon suggested. "You and me for the next round?"

Relief flooded through her. "Would you? That would be… better."

Simon nodded, his expression unreadable. "Of course. Though…" he hesitated, glancing down at her blouse before quickly averting his eyes. "It's still going to be awkward."

Charlie felt her cheeks warm again, but this discomfort was different—tinged with something that wasn't entirely unpleasant. "I'd rather ‘awkward’ with you than whatever that was with Aiden."

Simon's lips quirked into a half-smile. "Fair enough. I'll tell the guys when they get back." He paused, then added softly, "Just so you know, I'm not exactly looking forward to taking my shirt off either."

The unexpected admission made Charlie laugh despite her anxiety. "At least you don't have to worry about a bra."

"True," Simon acknowledged, his expression lightening. "Though you could argue that makes it worse. Nothing to hide behind."

Their eyes met, and something shifted between them—this simple moment of lightness, this shared vulnerability, felt… strangely intimate. For a moment, Charlie forgot her fear about the upcoming examination, caught instead in the realisation that Simon was nervous too.

The moment broke when the door swung open and students began filing back in. Conway followed, clipboard in hand, ready to begin the next phase of their education.

"Remember," Simon murmured as they returned to their seats, "it's medical. Just medical."

Charlie nodded, though she was beginning to understand that nothing about this experience would be "just" anything. As Conway began his demonstration of cardiac examination techniques on a teaching assistant who had removed his shirt, she tried to focus on the clinical aspects—the proper placement of the stethoscope, the sequence of auscultation points—but her mind kept circling back to the knowledge that all too soon she would be similarly exposed.

And while the thought of Aiden's eyes on her bare skin made her shudder with revulsion, the idea of Simon's gaze carried a different kind of tension altogether.

As Conway's demonstration concluded, Charlie kept her eyes fixed on the front of the room, studiously avoiding the three men at her table. Her fingers fidgeted with the hem of her blouse, the cotton suddenly feeling too thin, too insubstantial a barrier between her and what was coming.

Behind her, she caught fragments of Simon's hushed voice as he spoke to Tyler and Aiden. "…switching partners for this one…" His tone was casual but firm, brooking no argument.

"…it’s only right…" Another snippet reached her ears as Simon continued.

Aiden's response was too low to hear clearly, but his tone carried a note of amusement that made Charlie's skin prickle. She strained to catch more of the conversation, desperate to know exactly how Simon was framing the situation. Had he told them she was uncomfortable? That Aiden had been inappropriate? Or was he making her sound prudish and oversensitive?

"…bit of courtesy…" Simon's voice grew slightly louder, an edge entering his tone that Charlie had rarely heard before.

She risked a glance backward to see Aiden shrugging, his expression neutral but his eyes still carrying that unsettling glint. Tyler looked between the two men, clearly picking up on the tension.

"Fine by me," Tyler said, loud enough for Charlie to hear clearly. "I'll partner with Aiden."

Simon nodded curtly and moved toward Charlie as Professor Conway's voice rose above the whispers.

"Time to begin, everyone. Patients, please prepare for the cardiac and respiratory examination."

Charlie's gaze darted around the room. At the table nearest the windows, a confident young woman was already unbuttoning her blouse with casual detachment, chatting easily with her partner. Two tables over, another female student was frozen, her fingers trembling visibly on her top button. Elsewhere, male students shed their shirts with varying degrees of self-consciousness—some quick and efficient, others hesitant and hunched.

"I guess this is part of it," Charlie said softly to Simon, who now stood beside her. "Getting used to the human body, seeing it every day."

Simon nodded, his expression gentle. "Yeah," he agreed. "And you know, what you went through with Aiden probably wasn't in vain either." He paused, lowering his voice further. "You might have learned something about how patients feel—how nervous they can be if the examiner doesn't properly put them at ease properly."

Charlie smiled, warmth spreading through her chest despite her anxiety. This was the Simon she knew so well—the one who could find the silver lining in any cloud, the one who always knew how to comfort her. He'd been this way since their first chemistry lab together in freshman year, when she'd knocked over a beaker and nearly burst into tears.

For a fleeting moment, her mind wandered to a question that had surfaced occasionally throughout their four years of friendship. Why had they never crossed that invisible line between friends and something more? There had been moments—late nights studying, hugs that lingered just a beat too long, glances that carried unspoken questions—but neither had ever taken that step.

"Anyway," Simon said, pulling her from her reverie, "I guess we'd better get going."

Charlie nodded, her throat suddenly dry. "Who goes first?" she asked, barely audible over the rustle of clothing and murmur of voices filling the lab.

"Your choice," Simon offered, though his Adam's apple bobbed nervously as he swallowed.

Charlie considered for a moment. Going first meant getting it over with, but it also meant being the only one exposed while Simon remained fully clothed. Going second meant prolonging her anxiety, but at least they'd be on equal footing when it was her turn.

"You first," she decided, the words coming out in a rush. "If that's okay."

Simon nodded, his fingers moving to the buttons of his shirt with determined precision. "Medical," he reminded her softly. "Just medical."

Charlie tried to maintain that clinical mindset as Simon methodically undid each button, revealing a strip of skin that widened with each movement of his fingers. She hadn't seen him shirtless since a group beach trip two years ago, and she was struck by how his body had changed—more defined now, with lean muscle where there had once been softness.

He shrugged out of his shirt, folding it neatly before placing it on an empty chair. Standing before her in just his jeans, he seemed both more vulnerable and more solid than she had imagined. A light dusting of hair covered his chest, trailing down to disappear beneath his waistband.

"Where do you want me?" he asked, then immediately flushed at his own phrasing. "I mean, sitting or standing for the exam?"

"Sitting is fine," Charlie managed, grateful for the stethoscope now in her hands—something to focus on, something to do with her suddenly awkward limbs.

Simon sat, his back straight, eyes forward. Charlie moved behind him, trying to channel the detached professionalism Conway had demonstrated. She placed the stethoscope against Simon's back, the metal cold against his warm skin.

"Deep breath," she instructed, her voice steadier than she felt.

Simon complied, his back expanding beneath her palm—when had she placed her hand there? The contact felt electric, her just-learned protocol practically forgotten as her fingertips registered the smooth texture of his skin, the solid muscle beneath.

"Again," she said, moving the stethoscope to another position, forcing herself to listen for the sounds Conway had described—vesicular breathing, the absence of wheezes or crackles. Normal. Everything was normal, except for the way her own pulse had quickened, the way her awareness had narrowed to just this—Simon's skin beneath her hands, his steady breathing, the subtle shift of his muscles as he inhaled.

She moved around to his front, carefully avoiding his eyes as she placed the stethoscope over his heart. The steady thump-thump filled her ears, perhaps a touch faster than it should be. Was he nervous too?

"Your heart rate's elevated," she noted automatically, the medical role-play temporarily overriding her self-consciousness.

"Can't imagine why," Simon replied, a hint of wry humour in his voice that made her finally meet his gaze.

His eyes were dark, pupils dilated despite the bright laboratory lighting. Charlie felt heat rise to her cheeks as understanding passed between them—this wasn't just awkward; it was intimate in a way neither had anticipated.

She continued the examination with methodical care, noting the normal cardiac sounds, the symmetrical chest expansion, the absence of any abnormalities. Her fingers pressed against his sternum, his ribs, the spaces between—all technically correct movements that nonetheless felt charged with something beyond medical curiosity.

"All done," she finally said, stepping back and letting the stethoscope hang around her neck. "Everything sounds normal."

Simon nodded, making no immediate move to retrieve his shirt. "Your turn, I guess," he said, his voice lower than usual.

Charlie's fingers moved to her top button, then froze. Across the room, other students were in various stages of examination, the atmosphere clinical despite their partial nudity. This was medical school. This was what she had signed up for. So why did it feel so different with Simon?

"Would it help if I turned around while you…" Simon gestured vaguely at her blouse.

Charlie considered the offer, then shook her head. "No, that seems silly given what we're about to do." She took a deep breath and began unbuttoning her blouse, her fingers trembling slightly. "Just… medical," she repeated, as much to herself as to him.

The first three buttons revealed only the hollow of her throat, the delicate line of her collarbone. The fourth exposed the upper edge of her simple white bra, a practical choice she now wished she'd reconsidered. The fifth and sixth revealed her stomach, pale and flat, goosebumps rising on her skin despite the warmth of the room.

She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, folding it with far more care than necessary before placing it atop Simon's shirt. Sitting there in just her bra and jeans, Charlie felt more exposed than she had at any beach or pool—context, she realised, changed everything.

"Ready?" Simon asked, his voice gentle, professional, though his eyes betrayed him with a quick sweep down her body before returning resolutely to her face.

Charlie nodded, unable to form words as Simon moved behind her, stethoscope in hand. The first touch of the cold metal against her back made her gasp softly.

"Sorry," Simon murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "Should have warned you."

"It's fine," Charlie managed, hyperaware of his presence behind her, of his free hand now resting lightly on her shoulder to steady himself as he listened to her lungs.

"Deep breath," he instructed, his voice taking on the same clinical tone she had used with him.

Charlie inhaled deeply, conscious of how the movement pushed her breasts against the constraints of her bra. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on the medical nature of the mock examination, rather than the way Simon's proximity was affecting her.

"Again," he said, moving the stethoscope to another position on her back.

As the examination continued, Charlie found herself relaxing incrementally. Simon's touch was professional, his movements efficient and respectful. When he moved around to her front, she met his gaze steadily, finding comfort in the care reflected there.

"Heart sounds normal," he noted as he placed the stethoscope between her breasts, his knuckles just brushing the edge of her bra. If his hand lingered a moment longer than strictly necessary, neither mentioned it.

"Now I need to listen to the apical pulse," Simon murmured, his voice slightly hoarse. "It's, um, best heard at the fifth intercostal space."

Charlie nodded, understanding the anatomical reference but suddenly very aware of what it really meant. The location he needed to access was partially covered by her bra.

"I'll need to…" Simon hesitated, his attempted professional briefly faltering. He cleared his throat. "The stethoscope needs to go just under the edge of your…" His eyes flicked momentarily to her bra before returning to her face.

"It's okay," Charlie whispered, though her heartbeat accelerated. "It's just medical."

Simon nodded gratefully. With careful movements, he slipped his fingers beneath the upper edge of her left bra cup, creating just enough space to slide the stethoscope diaphragm inside. The cool metal against her sensitive skin made Charlie inhale sharply. Simon's fingertips rested against the swell of her breast, maintaining the smallest possible contact while still holding the stethoscope in place.

"Sorry," he murmured, his cheeks flushed. "I'm trying to be—"

"It's fine," Charlie interrupted, her own face burning. "Just… continue."

Simon listened intently, his brow furrowed in concentration. Despite her embarrassment, Charlie found herself touched by his obvious effort to maintain her dignity. Unlike Aiden, whose examination had felt predatory, Simon's careful touches communicated respect.

"For the lower lung fields," Simon said after a moment, withdrawing the stethoscope, "I need to… um…" He gestured vaguely toward the underside of her breast.

Charlie swallowed hard. "You need me to lift…"

"Yes," Simon confirmed, looking as uncomfortable as she felt. "Just to access the lateral and inferior portions."

Taking a steadying breath, Charlie cupped her breast through her bra and lifted slightly, creating space beneath. Simon placed the stethoscope there quickly, his movements efficient but gentle.

"Deep breath," he instructed, his voice deliberately professional though she could see a bead of sweat forming at his temple.

Charlie complied, acutely aware of the strange position as she supported her breast for him, and of his face mere inches from her partially exposed skin as he listened. The situation was undeniably intimate, yet somehow Simon had managed to make it feel… safe.

"Other side?" she asked when he withdrew the stethoscope.

Simon nodded, unable to quite meet her eyes. Charlie shifted her hands, lifting her other breast as Simon repeated the examination. The lab around them continued its buzz of activity, but in their corner, time seemed to slow, each movement deliberate and charged with unspoken awareness.

Charlie was suddenly, acutely grateful for Simon's intervention, for the swap that had put her in his hands rather than Aiden's. She couldn't imagine enduring this level of vulnerability with someone who saw her body as an opportunity rather than a responsibility.

"All done," Simon finally said, offering her a small smile. "Perfect bill of health."

Charlie lowered her hands, her skin tingling where his breath had ghosted across it. She returned his smile, making no immediate move to retrieve her blouse. She felt as if something had changed between them—some boundary crossed, some new understanding reached without words.

"Thank you," she said quietly, the gratitude encompassing more than just the examination.

Simon nodded, understanding in his eyes. "Partners, right?"

"Partners," she agreed, the word carrying weight beyond this classroom, this moment.

Across the room, Professor Conway was calling an end to today’s class and giving fair warning of what to expect next week as students began to pack up. But Charlie wasn’t listening. For just this moment, in this space between them, she and Simon remained still, something unspoken but undeniable humming in the air between their bare skin.

∞∞∞

Charlie wished she or Simon had been listening last week. That way, she would have had some time to mentally prepare. As it was, she only found out a day in advance by complete chance.

She'd been in the library the evening before, tucked away in her favourite corner with anatomy textbooks spread across the table, when she’d overheard them. Two girls from her class—Melissa and Jenna—seated one aisle over, their whispers carrying in the hushed space.

"No way am I going in tomorrow," Melissa hissed. "Getting my tits out in front of that group of guys? Hard pass."

"Conway said it's on the test," Jenna replied, her voice tense. "But I'm thinking of skipping it too."

"It's just breast exams," Melissa continued. "We can practice that on ourselves at home. Let the guys practice on dummies or something."

Charlie froze, her highlighter hovering above her notes. Breast exams? Tomorrow? Her stomach clenched as she listened more intently.

"Yeah, you’re right," Jenna whispered. "I got lucky with my group—two other girls. But you…"

"Exactly. Three dudes just waiting for a free show. No thanks."

Charlie didn't catch the rest of their conversation, the blood was rushing in her ears too loudly as she processed what she'd heard. Tomorrow's class would involve breast examinations. Which meant…

She slipped her phone from her pocket, checking her messages. Nothing from Simon warning her about this. Had he known? Surely he would have given her some heads-up after last week's awkwardness.

That night, Charlie tossed and turned. She considered skipping class—something she'd never done in her academic career. Her perfect attendance was a point of pride, a symbol of her commitment. But this… this was different.

By morning, she'd made her decision. Simon's repeated words from last week echoed in her mind as she showered: "It's just medical." He'd been right then, and he was right now. This was part of becoming a doctor. Patients would expose themselves to her; she needed to learn to handle that exposure with the same clinical detachment she'd expect from her own physician.

And hadn't she and Simon already crossed this barrier? The memory of his fingers carefully holding the stethoscope beneath her breast returned, bringing with it an unexpected warmth. If she could handle that, she could handle this.

And so here she was, facing her fears, being an adult. But as she stepped into the classroom and saw Aiden and Tyler standing beside Simon, her resolve wavered. Simon looked up, catching her eye with a small, reassuring smile that did little to calm her racing heart.

The room felt emptier than usual. Charlie scanned the faces present, counting quickly. At least five women were missing—including Melissa and Jenna, she noted. The gender imbalance was even more pronounced than normal, with male students outnumbering females at least three to one.

Less brave than her, she thought bitterly… or just less foolish. She clutched her bag tighter and forced herself to approach her group, each step requiring conscious effort.

"Hey," Simon greeted her, his voice deliberately casual. "I tried texting you last night about today's… topic. Guess you didn't get it."

Charlie checked her phone again and saw the unread message from 11:43 PM: “FYI about tomorrow. Breast exam practice. Let me know if you want to talk.”

"Sorry," she murmured. "I guess I was already asleep."

Aiden's gaze slid over her, lingering on her chest with undisguised interest. "Glad you decided to show up," he said. "Some of the ladies seem to have developed sudden illnesses."

Tyler at least had the decency to look uncomfortable. "We were just discussing the logistics," he said. "Conway posted the protocol sheet online."

Charlie nodded stiffly, not trusting herself to speak. The classroom door opened, and Professor Conway strode in, followed by a female teaching assistant.

"Smaller group today, I see," Conway noted dryly. He placed his briefcase on the desk with a decisive thud. "Today we continue our systematic approach to physical examination with breast and axillary assessment—a critical skill for identifying potentially life-threatening conditions."

He gestured to the teaching assistant, who took a seat on a stool at the front of the room. "Ms. Peterson has graciously agreed to assist with today's demonstration. I expect absolute professionalism from each of you."

The assistant—Peterson—maintained a neutral expression as Conway began explaining the procedure, her hands folded in her lap, posture relaxed despite what was to come.

"The patient should be examined in three positions," Conway continued. "Seated, arms raised, and supine. We'll begin with the seated position."

Charlie felt the blood drain from her face as Peterson, with clinical detachment, unbuttoned her blouse and removed it, then reached behind to unhook her bra. The garment came away, revealing small, firm breasts that Conway immediately began discussing in purely medical terms—density, symmetry, contour.

"Note the normal variations," Conway said, gesturing with a pen. "Size differences between left and right are common and usually benign."

Charlie couldn't focus on his words, her mind racing. Would she be expected to do the same? To sit topless while the other three in her group examined her? She glanced at Simon, finding his eyes already on her, concern evident in his expression.

"After visual inspection," Conway was saying, "palpation is performed using the pads of the fingers, moving in a systematic pattern." He demonstrated on Peterson, his hands moving with practiced precision across her breast tissue. Peterson stared straight ahead, her face betraying no emotion as Conway's fingers circled her nipple, then pressed gently along the outer quadrants.

"Dr. Conway," a female student near the front raised her hand. "Will we be examining each other today, or using the models?" She gestured to a row of silicone torsos along the wall that Charlie hadn't noticed before.

Conway paused. "Both. The models provide standardised abnormalities for you to identify, but nothing replaces the experience of examining actual tissue. You'll work in your established groups—those with female members will practice on both models and live subjects. All-male groups will use only the models today."

The room's atmosphere shifted subtly—tension increasing among the female students, while several male students exchanged glances Charlie couldn't quite interpret.

"For our female students," Conway added, "I stress of course that this is entirely voluntary. Those who prefer not to serve as subjects may use the models exclusively. However," his gaze sharpened, "I would remind you that medical practice requires mutual vulnerability. Your future patients will expose themselves to you; experiencing that position firsthand can be invaluable in developing the kind of empathy that is essential to the job."

Charlie's mouth went dry. Voluntary. She could refuse. Relief washed through her, followed immediately by a conflicting emotion—determination? Pride? She wasn't sure, but the thought of backing down while Peterson sat there so composed made her straighten her shoulders.

"Now," Conway concluded, "divide into your groups. One simulated patient per table. Begin with visual inspection, then proceed to palpation. I'll circulate to observe your technique."

As the class dispersed, Charlie remained frozen. Simon touched her elbow gently.

"Hey," he said softly. "We can use just the model. No one's expecting you to—"

"I know," Charlie interrupted. "I'm thinking."

Aiden and Tyler had already moved to their table, where a silicone torso sat waiting. Aiden ran his fingers over it with exaggerated interest. "Not quite the same as the real thing, I bet," he commented, loud enough for Charlie to hear.

That decided it. She simply couldn't give him the satisfaction of her discomfort. Meeting Simon's concerned gaze, she said firmly, "Let's get this over with."

They joined the others at the table, where Tyler was reviewing the examination protocol sheet. "So," he began awkwardly, "how do we want to do this?"

"The model first," Simon said immediately. "We all need to practice the technique before… anything else."

Charlie nodded gratefully.

As it turned out, every group in the room had decided to proceed in the same manner. Charlie took some comfort from the shared reticence of her peers. At least she wasn’t the only one.

For the next twenty minutes, the three men took turns demonstrating the examination pattern on the silicone model, Conway stopping by briefly to correct Tyler's hand position. Charlie watched intently, focusing on the clinical aspects—the systematic movement from outer to inner quadrants, the careful attention to the axillary tail, the proper pressure to apply.

When her turn came, she performed the examination mechanically, trying to imagine the model as just another anatomy diagram rather than a representation of what was to come. Her fingers identified the embedded "abnormalities"—the small, hard nodule in the upper outer quadrant, the dimpled area near the sternum.

"Good technique," Conway commented as he passed, nodding approvingly. "Natural aptitude, Ms. Winters."

Pride momentarily overcame her anxiety. She'd always excelled at practical applications, her hands steadier than most when it came to lab work.

"Now," Conway addressed the room, "those groups using live subjects, please proceed. Remember—systematic, thorough, and professional."

The moment had arrived. Charlie's pulse quickened as she looked at her group members—Tyler studying the protocol sheet with deliberate intensity, Aiden watching her with barely concealed anticipation, and Simon… Simon's expression was carefully neutral, but his eyes conveyed understanding.

"I'll do it," she said quietly, the words surprising even herself. "But I have conditions."

"Name them," Simon replied immediately.

"Tyler examines me first. Then Simon." She met Aiden's gaze coldly. "You observe only."

Aiden's smile faltered. "That's not fair. We're all supposed to practice—"

"Those are my terms," Charlie interrupted. "Conway said it's voluntary. This is what I'm volunteering for."

Tyler nodded quickly. "Fine by me."

Aiden opened his mouth to protest, but Simon cut him off. "It's settled then." His tone left no room for argument.

Charlie took a deep breath, her fingers moving to the buttons of her blouse. The classroom sounds seemed to fade as she focused solely on the mechanical act of undressing. One button, then the next, then the next. Her blouse was open, then off, then folded neatly on the chair behind her.

She reached behind for her bra clasp, hesitated, then unhooked it with trembling fingers. For one suspended moment, she held the garment in place, acutely aware of the three sets of eyes on her. Then, summoning all her willpower, she lowered it, placing it atop her blouse.

The cool air pebbled her skin immediately, her pale breasts exposed to the clinical lighting and the gaze of her classmates. She forced herself to sit straight, fighting the instinct to cover herself.

"I guess… we should all do the visual inspection first?" Simon asked softly, his eyes carefully fixed on her face.

Charlie nodded, not trusting her voice.

"I'll narrate what we’re doing," Simon said, his tone shifting to clinical precision. "First, visual inspection in the seated position."

The fluorescent lights beat down on Charlie's exposed skin as the three men's gazes settled on her chest. She forced herself to remain still, fighting the instinct to hunch forward or cross her arms. Each breath felt like a performance—her ribcage rising and falling under their scrutiny, her pale skin prickling with goosebumps despite the room's warmth.

"We're looking for any asymmetry," Simon explained, his voice clinical but gentle. "Noting skin texture, colour variations, and the normal contours of breast tissue."

Charlie's nipples hardened under their collective gaze—from the air conditioning, she told herself, though a flush of heat contradicted that theory as it spread across her chest and up her neck.

This was mortifying. Sitting half-naked in a classroom while three men—two of whom she'd known barely two weeks—examined her most intimate parts. And yet… something else stirred beneath her embarrassment. A strange current of… power? Their attention felt like a tangible thing, something she controlled simply by existing in this vulnerable state.

She studied their faces, seeking distraction from her own confusing reactions. Tyler maintained a professional demeanour, his expression carefully neutral as his eyes methodically tracked the contours of her breasts. Still, a slight tension in his jaw betrayed him—he wasn't as detached as he pretended to be.

Aiden didn't bother with such pretence. His lips curled in undisguised pleasure, eyes gleaming as they roamed freely over her exposed flesh. The smile plastered across his face made her stomach clench with resentment. Why had she agreed to let him stay? Even as just an observer, his gaze felt like a violation. He didn’t deserve to see her like this.

"The patient presents with symmetrical breast tissue," Simon continued, his voice steady as he described what they all could see. "Normal pigmentation of the areolae, slight venous patterning visible beneath the skin of the lateral aspects."

Charlie's eyes found Simon's, but his remained fixed on her chest. His clinical detachment was remarkable—almost disappointing. He spoke of her breasts as if they were any anatomical structure, describing their shape and characteristics with textbook precision. She felt a surge of gratitude for his professionalism, for making this bearable.

And yet…

A traitorous thought surfaced from somewhere deep within. Would it be so terrible if Simon's composure slipped, just a little? If his voice caught, if his pupils dilated, if he showed some sign that this affected him beyond academic interest?

The thought shocked her. Why would she want that? This was medical training, not… whatever her mind was suggesting. But the truth hovered at the edges of her consciousness—she'd imagined Simon seeing her like this before. Not in a sterile classroom with fluorescent lighting and two other men watching, but somewhere much more private, somewhere much more intimate.

"Now we'll proceed to the examination with arms raised," Simon said, interrupting her dangerous train of thought. "Charlie, if you could lift your arms above your head, please."

She complied, raising her arms slowly, acutely aware of how the movement changed the shape of her breasts, lifting and tightening them. The position made her feel even more exposed, even more vulnerable.

"This position helps identify any skin retraction or dimpling," Simon explained, his eyes tracking the subtle shifts in her anatomy. "Normal mobility of the tissue over the pectoral muscles is observed."

"And certain… points seem particularly responsive," Aiden interjected, nodding toward her hardened nipples.

Charlie shot him a withering glare. "The room is cold," she said flatly.

"Now for palpation," Simon continued, ignoring Aiden's comment. "Tyler, you'll go first. Remember to use the pads of your fingers, moving in concentric circles from the outer quadrants inward."

Tyler stepped forward, his expression serious as he positioned himself before her. "I'm going to begin the examination now," he said formally. "Is that alright?"

Charlie nodded, steeling herself for his touch.

"My hands might be cold," Tyler warned, rubbing his palms together briefly before reaching toward her.

The first contact made her flinch—not from cold, but from the sheer intimacy of the touch. Tyler's fingers pressed gently against the outer edge of her right breast, moving in small, methodical circles.

"Maintain consistent pressure," Simon instructed. "You're checking for any masses or irregularities beneath the skin."

Tyler nodded, his brow furrowed in concentration as his fingers moved inward, approaching her areola. Charlie fixed her gaze on a point over his shoulder, trying to disconnect from the sensation of his hands on her body.

"Don't forget the axillary tail," Simon reminded him. "That tissue extends toward the armpit. The file says it’s often overlooked in examinations."

Tyler's hands shifted, following Simon's guidance. His touch remained clinical, but Charlie couldn't help noticing the slight tremor in his fingers, the faint flush creeping up his neck. This wasn't easy for him either, she realised, though obviously for very different reasons.

"Now the left side," Simon directed after Tyler had completed his examination of her right breast.

As Tyler repeated the procedure on her left breast, Charlie found her eyes drawn back to Simon. He was watching Tyler's technique intently, occasionally glancing at her face to check her comfort level. His concern touched her, even as she wondered what he was thinking beneath that carefully maintained facade.

Once the initial shock had subsided, it wasn’t quite as bad as Charlie had worried. Strange, yes. Still embarrassing, of course. But she was able to distance herself from what was happening—from what Tyler was doing to her—just enough that she could bear it. To her immense surprise though, she found she had to distance herself not only from the inherent discomfort of the situation, but also… the inherent pleasure that came from being touched so intimately, even under the current circumstances.

"Good," Simon said when Tyler finally finished. "Systematic and thorough." He stepped forward, taking Tyler's place. "I'll demonstrate the supine examination next."

Charlie's pulse quickened. "Supine?" she echoed.

"Lying down," Simon clarified. "It allows for different tissue distribution and can reveal abnormalities not apparent in the seated position."

He gestured to the examination table against the wall that she hadn't noticed before. Around the room, other groups were at various stages of the examination process—some still using models, others with female students in similar states of undress.

"Or we can just skip that part if you’d prefer," Simon offered quietly.

Charlie considered refusing. The seated examination had been uncomfortable enough. But something in her—that same something that had made her agree to this in the first place—pushed her forward.

"No," she said. "Let's be thorough."

She stood, painfully aware of her bare torso as she crossed to the examination table. The few steps felt like miles, her breasts moving freely with each movement. She could feel Aiden's eyes following her, but she refused to look at him.

The paper covering the table crinkled loudly as she lay back. From this position, her breasts settled differently, spreading slightly toward her sides. The ceiling tiles above seemed suddenly fascinating as she waited for Simon's touch, silently dreading it… and silently wanting it.

"I'm going to begin now," he said, his voice coming from somewhere above her head. "The examination follows the same pattern, but tissue distribution is obviously different in this position."

His hands were warmer than Tyler's had been, and somehow both more confident and more gentle as they pressed against the outer edge of her right breast. Despite her best efforts to remain detached, Charlie couldn't help but respond to his touch—her breath catching slightly, her skin warming beneath his fingers.

"The tissue has normal consistency," Simon narrated, his voice professional but lower than before. "No masses or irregularities detected."

His fingers worked methodically inward, approaching her nipple with careful precision. When they finally brushed over the sensitive peak, Charlie had to bite her lip to suppress a gasp. Simon's eyes flickered to her face momentarily, something unreadable flashing in their depths before his clinical mask reasserted itself.

"The areolar complex appears normal," he continued, moving to her left breast.

As Simon’s examination of her stretched on, Charlie found herself hyperaware of every point of contact between them—his fingertips against her skin, his wrist occasionally brushing the side of her ribcage, his breath sometimes close enough to feel when he leaned in to examine more closely.

That pleasurable feeling she'd barely admitted to under Tyler's touch was entirely undeniable now. Simon's careful fingers traced the underside of her breast, and Charlie felt her nipples tightening further in response. She couldn't blame the air conditioning anymore. This was something else entirely—a warmth that spread through her body with each methodical circle of his fingers.

She wondered if Simon noticed. Her eyes flicked to his face, studying his expression. He maintained his clinical demeanour, but the slight flush across his cheekbones betrayed him. She looked up at him just as his gaze briefly met hers, and she saw his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard, his hands never pausing in their examination.

Warmth pooled in her lower body, a slow, insistent throb that made her want to press her thighs together. She felt a rush of shame flood through her. This is med school, she reminded herself, not some kind of twisted fantasy! What kind of doctor would she be if she couldn't separate clinical touch from… something else?

But then, all too soon, it was over.

"That concludes the examination," Simon announced, his voice slightly rougher than before as he withdrew his hands. "No abnormalities detected."

Charlie sat up, mourning the loss of his touch even as relief washed over her. She slid off the examination table, acutely conscious again of the bob and sway of her breasts as she moved back toward her chair. Every step felt like an additional performance she hadn't agreed to give.

"Wait," Aiden's voice piped up. "I didn't get my turn."

Simon turned to him, his expression hardening. "You don’t get a turn."

"But Conway specifically said we all need to practice," Aiden insisted, gesturing toward the professor, who was observing another group across the room. "He said nothing beats examining the real thing."

"She already made her terms clear," Simon replied, his voice low but firm.

Charlie froze, her fingers hovering over her neatly folded blouse. The tension between the two men was palpable—Simon standing protectively near her, Aiden with his arms crossed and that infuriating smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.

In her heightened state of arousal, Charlie reacted impulsively. "It's fine," she heard herself say, the words escaping before she'd fully processed them.

Simon turned to her, eyebrows raised in surprise. "Charlie, you don't have to—"

"I know I don't have to," she interrupted, her voice steadier than she felt. "But he's right. Everyone needs to practice."

Aiden's expression shifted from smug certainty to momentary confusion, clearly caught off-guard by her acquiescence. That tiny flicker of surprise gave Charlie a strange sense of satisfaction. She studied him with new eyes. There was something almost desperate beneath his bravado—a need to prove himself, perhaps. She'd encountered men like him before. And she wasn’t going to let him “win” by appearing weak.

"You sure about this?" Tyler asked, glancing between her and Aiden with evident concern.

Charlie nodded, settling back onto the examination table. "I'm sure." Her heart hammered against her ribs as she sat down, but she kept her expression neutral. "Go ahead, Aiden," she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

"What?" he managed, clearly thrown off-balance.

"I said, go ahead," Charlie repeated, returning to the examination table. "You want to practice? Practice."

Aiden hesitated, as if suspecting some kind of trap. "You're serious?"

Simon stepped closer to Charlie, concern etched across his features. "Are you absolutely sure about this? It's entirely voluntary. You don't have to—"

"I know," Charlie cut him off. "I said I'm sure." She met Aiden's eyes with defiant calm. "Have at it, Aiden."

The words shocked even herself as they left her mouth. What was she doing? This wasn't like her at all. Yet somehow, the power of making this choice—of throwing Aiden's expectations back in his face—felt strangely liberating.

Aiden could hardly suppress his glee as he approached, recovering quickly from his initial surprise. His eyes gleamed with anticipation, his earlier ruse of clinical interest abandoned.

"I'll be watching your technique carefully," Simon warned, positioning himself directly beside Charlie. "Follow the protocol exactly."

Aiden nodded, but his expression remained hungry as he raised his hands. It took everything in Charlie not to recoil when he placed them on her. His touch was nothing like Simon's or even Tyler's—no clinical detachment, just barely disguised desire.

"Start at the outer quadrant," Simon instructed firmly. "Use the pads of your fingers, not your palms."

Aiden adjusted his technique grudgingly, but even as he followed Simon's directions, he was taking liberties. He wasn't just palpating; he was groping. His fingers pressed too deeply, lingered too long, especially around the curves of her breasts.

Charlie's mind warred with her own body. Already sensitised from Simon's touch, this manhandling was both repulsive and—to her horror—annoyingly arousing. Her body couldn't seem to distinguish between the clinical touch she'd welcomed and this invasive examination she now endured.

"The purpose is to detect abnormalities," Simon reminded him sharply. "Not to—"

"I know what I'm doing," Aiden snapped, his fingers now tracing the underside of Charlie's breast with deliberate slowness. "Everyone has their own technique."

He fondled her far too much, his hands cupping rather than examining. When he reached her nipples, he didn't just pass over them as Simon and Tyler had done—he actually tweaked one between his fingers, a quick pinch disguised as assessment.

Charlie gasped, a sound of both shock and unwanted pleasure.

"That's enough," Simon said immediately, stepping forward.

But Charlie held up her hand, stopping him. If she ended this now, Aiden would win—would know he'd gotten to her. "Finish the examination," she said coldly to Aiden. "Properly."

Aiden's smile widened. "Of course. Just being thorough." He continued his "examination”, his touch marginally more professional but still lingering where it shouldn't.

Charlie fixed her gaze on the ceiling, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing her discomfort. She thought of cadavers, of textbooks, of anything but the hands currently exploring her body.

"The axillary region next," Simon prompted, his voice tight with barely controlled anger.

Aiden shifted his attention to the side of her breast, his fingers pressing into the soft tissue that extended toward her armpit. His thumb "accidentally" brushed across her nipple again in the process.

"I think we've established that you have no idea what you're doing," Charlie said, her voice like ice as she abruptly stood up, dislodging his hands. "Examination over."

The sudden movement surprised even Simon, who stepped back as Charlie rose beside him.

"I was just getting to the good part," Aiden protested, his façade dropping completely.

"There is no 'good part' in a clinical breast exam," Simon snapped. "This isn't entertainment."

Charlie reached for her bra, slipping it on with as much dignity as she could muster. Her hands trembled slightly as she hooked it, then reached for her blouse.

As she buttoned it, a new resolve hardened within her. She had survived this—had faced her fear and Aiden's inappropriate behaviour head-on. She hadn't run or hidden. And while the experience had been uncomfortable, humiliating even, she had endured it on her own terms.

"Class, that's enough for today," Professor Conway announced, his voice cutting through the tension surrounding Charlie's table. "You've all done well with this difficult but essential examination." He paused, surveying the room with his hawkish gaze. "Next week, we'll be shifting our focus to male urogenital examination—something of a role reversal for those of you who participated as subjects today."

Charlie's hands froze on her third button as the implications sank in. Male urogenital examination? Her eyes darted to Simon, whose face had gone slightly pale.

"I expect full attendance," Conway added pointedly, looking around at the reduced class size. "Remember, discomfort with certain examinations doesn't disappear simply because you avoid them. Better to face these challenges in a controlled educational environment than fumble through them with actual patients."

As students began gathering their belongings, Charlie finished buttoning her blouse with trembling fingers. The classroom filled with nervous chatter—male students exchanging glances of apprehension, female students whispering with expressions ranging from amusement to trepidation.

"You okay?" Simon asked quietly as they packed up their notes.

Charlie nodded stiffly, not quite meeting his eyes. "Fine. Just… processing."

Aiden sauntered past, leaning close as he did. "Looking forward to next week," he murmured. "Hope you're as… hands-on… as I was."

She watched him walk away, his swagger more pronounced than usual. Tyler offered an apologetic shrug before following, leaving her alone with Simon.

"Want to grab coffee?" Simon asked, his voice gentle. "You look like you could use a break."

Twenty minutes later, they sat in a quiet corner of the campus coffee shop, steaming mugs between them. Charlie wrapped her hands around her cup, drawing comfort from its warmth as she struggled to organise her thoughts.

"I'm sorry about Aiden," Simon finally said, breaking the silence. "I should have stepped in sooner."

Charlie shook her head. "It's not your fault. And anyway, I handled it."

"You did," Simon agreed, a note of admiration in his voice. "But why did you let him examine you at all? After how he acted last week, I thought…"

"I wanted to call his bluff," Charlie said, the partial truth coming easily. "He's been so smug, so entitled. I thought if I just gave him what he wanted, it would take away his power somehow."

Simon studied her face. "Did it?"

"I don’t know. I think so," she replied thoughtfully. "He wasn't expecting me to agree. It definitely threw him off balance." She took a sip of her coffee. "Besides, he needs to grow up. Better he learns now than behaves that way with an actual patient someday."

What she couldn't say—what she could barely admit to herself—was how Simon's touch had affected her. How the careful, respectful pressure of his fingers had awakened something in her that made Aiden's subsequent examination both more repulsive and more confusing. How could she explain that she’d acted so impetuously precisely because her body had responded to Simon in ways that had nothing to do with medical practice and everything to do with four years of suppressed attraction?

"Next week's going to be awkward," Simon muttered, staring into his coffee. "For us guys, I mean."

Charlie found herself smiling despite the lingering discomfort of the day. "Worried about performance anxiety?"

"That's not funny," Simon protested, though his lips twitched. "I'm serious. What if…" He lowered his voice. "What if one of us gets… you know."

"An erection?" Charlie supplied, surprising herself with her directness.

Simon's cheeks coloured. "Yeah, that."

"Then you'll deal with it professionally," Charlie said with newfound confidence. "Don't worry. I already know how to handle next week."

"You do?" Simon looked sceptical.

"Trust me," she said, reaching across the table to briefly squeeze his hand. "I've got this."

∞∞∞

The following week, Charlie entered the classroom with determination rather than dread. She'd spent the weekend researching professional protocols for genital examinations, preparing herself mentally for what was to come.

"Where's Tyler?" she asked, noticing immediately that their group was one member short.

Aiden snorted. "Chickened out. Texted me this morning saying he's 'sick’." He made air quotes around the word. "Probably afraid his little soldier wouldn't measure up."

Simon shot him a disgusted look. "Or maybe he actually is sick."

"Sure," Aiden drawled. "Just like half the women last week. Amazing how these illnesses coincide perfectly with the more… exposing… examinations."

Charlie ignored him, scanning the room. The gender dynamics had indeed shifted dramatically. Every female student was present now, many looking openly eager, while several male students were conspicuously absent. The atmosphere crackled with a different kind of tension—the women chatting animatedly, the men studiously reviewing their notes with rigid postures.

Professor Conway entered, silencing the room with his presence. "Today we continue our systematic approach to physical examination with the male urogenital system," he announced without preamble. "As with last week, I expect absolute professionalism."

He gestured to a male teaching assistant who stood beside him. Just like last week’s TA, he looked remarkably at ease given what was about to happen.

"Mr. Jackson will assist with today's demonstration," Conway continued. "Please observe carefully."

Charlie watched with genuine clinical interest as Conway demonstrated the proper examination technique—first explaining the visual inspection while Jackson removed his trousers and underwear, then demonstrating palpation of the testicles for abnormalities. The teaching assistant maintained impressive composure throughout, his expression neutral even as Conway's hands manipulated his genitals before the entire class.

"Note the systematic approach," Conway instructed. "Visual inspection first, checking for any asymmetry, discolouration, or lesions. Then palpation of each testicle individually between thumb and forefinger, checking for masses or irregularities."

Charlie glanced at Simon, whose face had gone slightly ashen as he watched. Beside him, Aiden maintained his usual smirk, but his leg bounced nervously under the table.

"Now, in your groups," Conway said as he concluded the demonstration, "you'll practice on both the anatomical models and, for those male students who consent, live examination. As with last week, this is entirely voluntary." His gaze swept the room. "Though I would remind you gentlemen that your future patients will not have the luxury of refusal when their health is at stake."

The class divided into their groups, an undercurrent of nervous energy permeating the room. Charlie led Simon and Aiden to their assigned table, where a realistic model of male genitalia awaited them.

"So," she said briskly, channelling the professional demeanour she'd observed in Conway, "what’s first? Model or live subject?"

Simon and Aiden exchanged glances.

"Model first," Simon said quickly. "Definitely model first."

Charlie nodded, fighting to keep her expression neutral. "Good idea. Let's all practice the technique before attempting live examination."

For the next fifteen minutes, they took turns demonstrating the examination sequence on the model. Charlie approached it with absolute professionalism, her fingers moving methodically as she narrated each step. When it was Aiden's turn, he made several crude jokes that she pointedly ignored.

"Alright," she said finally, setting the model aside. "I think we've all mastered the basic technique. Now for the live examination."

Simon swallowed hard. "I, uh…"

"I'll volunteer," Aiden interrupted, his bravado apparently restored. He gestured to Charlie with a wink. "Only fair after last week."

Charlie had anticipated this. "Actually," she said calmly, "I've already asked Professor Conway about the protocol. Since I was the subject last week, and we're down one group member, I'll be examining both of you today."

Aiden's smirk faltered. "Both of us?"

"Yes," Charlie confirmed, snapping on a pair of examination gloves with deliberate precision. "Unless either of you would prefer to examine each other?"

The look of horror that crossed both men's faces was almost comical.

"That's what I thought," Charlie said. "So, who's first?"

Simon stepped forward, his expression a mixture of resignation and trust. "Let's get this over with."

Charlie nodded, her professional mask firmly in place despite the flutter in her stomach. "I'll need you to remove your pants and underwear."

As Simon undid his belt with evident reluctance and Charlie took her seat in front of him, she became aware of Aiden watching her with narrowed eyes.

"You're enjoying this," he accused quietly.

"I'm being professional," she corrected, meeting his gaze steadily. "Something you might want to try some time."

Simon's fingers hesitated at the waistband of his boxer briefs, his eyes finding Charlie's. "Are you ready?" he asked softly, the question carrying more weight than its simple words suggested.

Charlie looked up at him, her gloved hands resting on her knees. "Are you?" she countered, her voice barely above a whisper.

A small smile passed between them—acknowledgment of their shared vulnerability, of the strange intimacy of this clinical moment. Then, with a deep breath, Simon hooked his thumbs into the elastic and lowered his underwear with as much dignity as the situation allowed.

Charlie's breath caught in her throat as she found herself suddenly presented with Simon's exposed penis. Even in his flaccid state, he was… impressive. Long and thick, nestled in a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair. Her medical training momentarily abandoned her as more primal responses flooded her system—a quickening pulse, a warmth spreading through her lower abdomen, a sudden dryness in her mouth.

"I'll begin with visual inspection," she managed, her professional tone at odds with the heat rising to her cheeks. "Please stand with your feet slightly apart."

Simon complied, his gaze fixed on some distant point over her head as Charlie leaned forward slightly. She forced herself to approach this clinically, noting aloud the normal coloration, the absence of lesions or abnormalities, the symmetry of his testicles.

"Now I'll perform palpation to check for any masses or abnormalities," she explained, her voice steadier than she felt. "This might feel a bit uncomfortable."

She reached forward, her gloved fingers gently cupping his left testicle. Simon's sharp intake of breath was immediate—as was another response she couldn't help but notice. His penis twitched visibly, a subtle but unmistakable movement that sent a corresponding pulse through her own body.

"Try to relax," she instructed, rolling the testicle carefully between her thumb and fingers as Conway had demonstrated. "I'm checking for any unusual lumps or irregularities."

Simon nodded stiffly, but his body was betraying him. Despite his evident efforts to control his response, his penis was beginning to firm up, lifting ever so slightly with each careful manipulation of his testicles.

"Switching to the right side now," Charlie narrated, maintaining her clinical affect even as she registered the changes occurring literally in her hand. "The left testicle appears normal in size and consistency."

As her fingers moved to his right testicle, repeating the examination with methodical precision, Simon's arousal became increasingly difficult for either of them to ignore. He was hardening before her eyes, his penis thickening and beginning to rise despite his obvious mortification.

"I'm sorry," he whispered, his face flushed with embarrassment. "I can't seem to…"

"It's a normal physiological response," Charlie assured him, echoing Conway's words from the lecture. "Nothing to be concerned about."

She moved her attention to his penis, which now stood at half-mast. "I'll examine the shaft now," she said, her professional tone belied by the slight tremor in her fingers as she took him in hand.

"The penis is well-formed," she noted, her clinical vocabulary inadequate to describe what she was actually thinking. "Good vascular response, normal urethral opening at the glans." Her fingers traced the length of him, ostensibly checking for any abnormalities but now it was her turn to linger longer than strictly necessary.

She felt a subtle pulse beneath her fingers as she reached the sensitive underside where shaft met head. Simon's jaw clenched, his eyes still fixed determinedly on the ceiling as his body continued to respond to her touch.

Charlie had never anticipated how it would feel to hold him like this—the weight of him in her hand, the silky texture of his skin, the occasional throb as her fingers found a particularly responsive area. There was a strange power in it, a heady pleasure she would never admit to in this setting.

"Almost done," she said, her voice lower than she'd intended. "Just checking the foreskin retraction and glans." Her fingers moved to the head of his penis, still semi-erect despite Simon's evident embarrassment.

From the corner of her eye, she noticed Aiden watching with undisguised interest, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. But she didn't care. In this moment, there was only Simon and her—his vulnerability, her power, and something unspoken passing between them with each careful touch.

As she completed the examination, Charlie couldn't resist giving him a slight, almost imperceptible tug as she released him, a gesture hidden from Aiden's view by her body. Her eyes met Simon's as she looked up at him, and in that brief exchange, understanding passed between them. They both knew what had just happened transcended the clinical setting, that both had found unexpected pleasure in this supposedly sterile interaction.

But they were both professional enough—at least outwardly—to maintain the façade.

"All normal," Charlie announced, her voice remarkably steady as she removed her gloves. "No abnormalities detected."

Simon cleared his throat as he reached for his underwear. "Thank you," he said formally, though his eyes communicated something far more complex.

Charlie nodded, turning away to give him a moment of privacy as he tucked himself back in. Her heart was racing, her mind replaying the feel of him in her hand, the subtle responses she'd elicited with each touch. She'd just crossed a line she hadn't even known existed—finding erotic pleasure in what should have been purely clinical.

"My turn next, right?" Aiden's voice invaded her thoughts, dragging her back to reality.

Charlie reached for a fresh pair of gloves, her professional mask sliding back into place even as her body hummed with the aftereffects of what had just transpired with Simon.

"Yes," she said coolly. "Your turn."

As Simon finished adjusting his clothing, his eyes met Charlie's once more—a fleeting connection that acknowledged what had passed between them while simultaneously agreeing not to speak a word of it. At least not here. Not now.

Charlie turned her attention to Aiden, noticing a curious hesitation in his movements as he reached for his zipper. His fingers hovered, trembling slightly—a stark contrast to his earlier bravado.

"Problem?" she asked, snapping her fresh pair of gloves for emphasis.

"Just enjoying the anticipation," Aiden replied, though the slight strain in his voice said otherwise. His eyes darted around the room, taking in the other groups, perhaps suddenly realising the reality of his situation.

"We don't have all day," Charlie reminded him, a slight edge to her tone. "Professor Conway is already making his rounds."

With visible reluctance masked by an unconvincing smirk, Aiden finally unzipped his jeans and lowered them along with his underwear in one awkward motion. He parted his legs slightly, his hands clasped behind his back in a pose of forced confidence.

Charlie maintained her clinical expression, but inwardly, she felt a surge of satisfaction. He was smaller than Simon—significantly so. The realisation brought an unexpected thrill of vindication after weeks of enduring his smug comments and wandering hands.

"I'll begin with visual inspection," she announced, her voice carrying just enough to be heard by neighbouring groups. "The patient presents with a penis of…" she paused deliberately, "…somewhat diminutive proportions. Approximately four centimetres in the flaccid state."

Aiden's smirk faltered. “Christ Charlie, keep it down!”

"The scrotal sac appears contracted," she continued as if he hadn't spoken, "suggesting possible testicular retraction, a common finding in cases of underdevelopment or hormonal insufficiency."

Simon, standing to the side, coughed suddenly, turning away to hide what might have been a smile.

"That's not—" Aiden began to protest.

"Please remain still during the examination," Charlie interrupted. "I'll now proceed to palpation of the testicles to assess for any abnormalities, though the limited tissue mass may present challenges for thorough evaluation."

As her gloved fingers made contact with his scrotum, Aiden's body betrayed him immediately. Despite her thinly veiled insults—or maybe even because of the humiliation they caused, she thought—his penis began to stiffen at alarming speed.

"The patient demonstrates premature tumescence," Charlie noted loudly, "a common finding in cases of heightened sensitivity or poor autonomic control."

By now, Aiden's face had flushed deep red, but his erection continued to grow until it stood fully upright—still, Charlie noted with private satisfaction, not matching Simon's impressive dimensions even at half-mast.

"I'll now check for testicular masses," she said, increasing the pressure of her examination deliberately. Her fingers squeezed more firmly than necessary, watching as Aiden's expression shifted from embarrassment to discomfort.

"That's a bit tight," he whispered through clenched teeth.

"Proper technique requires firm pressure to detect any abnormalities," Charlie replied smoothly. "The left testicle shows unusual sensitivity, possibly indicating inflammation or referred pain from adjacent structures."

As she continued her examination, Charlie allowed one finger to "accidentally" slip further back, brushing against his perineum with deliberate pressure. Aiden jerked in response, his eyes widening.

"Please remain still," she admonished. "Movement compromises examination accuracy."

"I'm trying," he hissed, his breathing now rapid and shallow. His previous cockiness had evaporated completely, replaced by a mixture of unwanted arousal and growing distress.

"Moving to penile examination," Charlie announced, wrapping her fingers around his shaft with dispassionate efficiency. "The erectile tissue demonstrates adequate but unremarkable vascularity. Length in the erect state approximately twelve centimetres or under five inches—notably below the statistical median for men of similar age and build."

Several students at nearby stations had begun to glance their way, drawn by Charlie's unusually detailed narration. Aiden's humiliation was visible in every tense jerk of his body as she continued her methodical assessment.

"The glans requires thorough inspection for any lesions or abnormalities," she explained, using her thumb to circle the sensitive head repeatedly, applying more pressure than necessary. "I note significant hypersensitivity, possibly indicating premature ejaculatory tendency."

Aiden's breathing had become ragged, his thighs trembling with the effort to maintain his composure. "Charlie," he whispered urgently, "I think you should—"

"The urethral meatus appears normal in position," she continued relentlessly, her fingers working with clinical precision but unmerciful pressure. "Though I detect unusual pre-ejaculatory secretions, suggesting possible—"

Aiden's expression suddenly transformed to one of panic. "Stop," he gasped. "I can't—"

She’d been expecting this, waiting for it. She angled him slightly away from herself just as his control shattered completely. His penis pulsed in her grip as several spurts of semen arced through the air, landing with audible splashes on the linoleum floor beside her chair.

The room fell silent for one frozen moment.

"Professor Conway," Charlie called out, her voice carrying clearly across the suddenly quiet classroom. "Could you clarify the proper protocol when a patient experiences involuntary ejaculation during routine examination? I'm afraid we've had an unexpected demonstration."

All eyes turned toward them. Aiden stood frozen in mortification, his still-erect penis glistening as evidence of his humiliation pooled on the floor beneath him.

Conway frowned, striding toward their station. "Mr. Chen, this is precisely why emotional control is essential in clinical settings. Please clean up and compose yourself. We'll discuss appropriate professional behaviour after class."

Scattered laughter rippled through the room as Aiden scrambled to pull his clothes back on, his face burning with shame. Without meeting anyone's eyes, he grabbed his bag and fled from the room, leaving a trail of snickers and whispers in his wake.

"That was…" Simon began as he moved to stand beside Charlie, his voice low and impressed.

"Just being thorough," Charlie replied innocently, snapping off her gloves with a satisfied smile. "Professional integrity is so important, don't you think?"

Simon's eyes met hers, a new respect mingling with something warmer in his gaze. "Remind me never to get on your bad side," he murmured.

Conway cleared his throat, addressing the class once more. "Let this be a lesson in maintaining composure during intimate examinations—from both the practitioner and patient perspective. Now, continue with your assessments. And someone please get a mop for that spill."

As the class gradually returned to their tasks, Charlie felt a strange mixture of triumph and something more complex. The power she'd discovered in these examinations was unexpected—and not entirely unpleasant. She glanced at Simon, catching him watching her with an expression that mirrored her own conflicted feelings.

"Coffee after class again?" he suggested quietly.

Charlie nodded, suddenly certain that their relationship had shifted irrevocably. Whatever came next between them would be nothing like their four years of careful friendship.

"Definitely," she replied. "I think we have a lot to talk about."

∞∞∞

The following Tuesday, Charlie strode into the lab with purpose, her step light and confident. She spotted her group immediately—Tyler flipping through his textbook, Aiden sulking at the edge of the table, and Simon arranging their equipment with methodical care. Her pulse quickened, not with the familiar anxiety of previous weeks, but with a delicious anticipation.

"Morning, gentlemen," she greeted them, setting her bag down.

Simon looked up, his eyes meeting hers with the new understanding they'd established over coffee the previous week. Their conversation had stretched for hours, moving from the campus café to his small apartment off-campus. She’d told him everything. How every touch had made her feel. How she was done with being reluctant. How she was going to own what happened to her body. How she was going to direct it.

"Ready for today?" he asked quietly, his voice carrying layers of meaning only she could decode.

"More than ready," Charlie replied, her smile small but unmistakable.

Professor Conway entered with his customary brisk efficiency, followed by a female teaching assistant whose calm demeanour, as usual, betrayed no hint of apprehension about what was to come.

"Today we continue our systematic approach with female pelvic examination," Conway announced, surveying the room with his hawkish gaze.

Charlie settled into her chair, crossing her legs deliberately as Conway began his lecture. Unlike previous weeks, she found herself leaning forward, absorbing every detail with genuine interest rather than dread. The memory of their coffee conversation echoed in her mind.

"I can't explain it," she'd told Simon, her fingers tracing patterns on the rim of her mug. "When you were examining me—when I was examining you—something just… clicked."

Simon had watched her intently, waiting.

"I've spent my whole life being so careful, so controlled," she'd continued. "But there in that lab, being exposed, being touched… I felt something I've never felt before."

"Power?" Simon had suggested.

"Yes," she'd agreed. "But also… freedom. Like I could just… be. No more hiding, no more pretending things don't affect me."

Now, as Conway demonstrated the proper technique for speculum insertion on his assistant, Charlie found herself studying his movements with an academic attentiveness layered over a deeper, more personal interest. This wasn't just medical education anymore; it was a revelation about herself.

"The lithotomy position provides optimal visualisation," Conway explained, his voice neutral as the teaching assistant assumed the position. "Note the proper draping technique to maintain patient dignity while allowing necessary access."

Charlie's eyes flicked to her group members. Tyler was taking diligent notes, his expression professional. Aiden's face was a mask of forced indifference, though the tension in his jaw betrayed lingering humiliation from the previous week. And Simon… Simon was watching her, not the demonstration, a question in his eyes that she answered with a slight nod.

"As you are now used to, you'll practice first on the anatomical models," Conway continued, gesturing to the pelvic models arranged at each station. "Then, for those female students who consent, live examination may follow."

After Conway's demonstration concluded, the class broke into their assigned groups. Charlie led her three partners to their table with newfound authority, her earlier shyness completely evaporated.

"Let's start with the model," she said, gesturing to the anatomical replica.

As had become usual, they took turns practicing the examination sequence. Charlie watched with critical attention as each man demonstrated his technique—Tyler methodical and precise, Aiden stiff and overly careful after last week's humiliation, and Simon confident but respectful.

"Good technique," she commented when Simon completed his demonstration. "But remember to warm the speculum first. Cold metal isn't pleasant."

The casual authority in her voice surprised even herself. This new Charlie—confident, assertive, unashamed—felt more authentic than the nervous girl who'd entered this classroom just a few weeks ago.

"I think we've covered the basics," she announced when they'd each completed several practice rounds. She met each man's gaze in turn, letting the moment stretch. "I'm volunteering for the live examination."

Tyler blinked in surprise. "Are you sure?"

"I'm sure," Charlie confirmed, her voice steady. She looked at each of them in turn. "I want Tyler to go first, then Aiden, and Simon last."

Aiden's expression darkened with suspicion. "After what you did to me last week? Why would you—"

"Because I choose to," Charlie interrupted simply. "This is my body, my examination, my rules."

She stood then, her fingers moving to the button of her jeans with deliberate slowness. The denim slid down her legs, revealing not the practical cotton underwear they might have expected, but a delicate lace thong in deep blue that she'd purchased specifically for today.

Simon's sharp intake of breath was audible in the suddenly silent space between them. Tyler's carefully maintained professional mask slipped momentarily, his eyes widening before he managed to compose himself. And Aiden… Aiden stared with undisguised confusion, clearly trying to reconcile this bold display with the shy woman he'd first encountered.

"I'll need to change into a gown," Charlie said, picking up the paper garment from their supply tray. "But I thought you should see what you're working with first."

She turned slowly, giving them a full view of the lace that accentuated rather than concealed the curves of her bottom, before disappearing behind the privacy screen in the corner of their station.

As she changed, she could hear their hushed voices.

"What the hell happened to her?" That was Aiden, bewilderment evident in his tone.

"I have no idea," Tyler replied. "But I'm thinking we should be extra professional today."

Simon remained silent, and Charlie smiled to herself, knowing exactly what he was thinking. Their Friday night conversation had evolved into something neither had anticipated—confessions giving way to scheming.

She emerged in the paper gown, moving to the examination table. "I'm ready," she announced, settling herself into position and placing her feet in the stirrups without being prompted.

Tyler approached first, his professional demeanour firmly in place despite the flush creeping up his neck. "I'll begin with external examination," he said formally, snapping on gloves.

"Proceed," Charlie replied, relaxing into the position with none of the tension that had plagued her previous examinations.

Tyler's touch was clinical and precise as he conducted the external examination, his fingers moving with practiced efficiency. Charlie maintained her composure, though she noticed with private satisfaction how his breathing had become slightly laboured.

As Tyler continued the examination, Charlie found herself drifting into an unexpected state of mind. His touch remained clinical—methodical, precise, textbook-perfect—but her body responded regardless. Each careful press of his fingers against her labia sent tiny shivers up her spine. She closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her.

"I'll be inserting the speculum now," Tyler announced, his voice maintaining its measured steadiness. "You'll feel some pressure."

The metal was warm—he'd remembered her instruction—and as it opened inside her, Charlie felt a peculiar pleasure in the stretch, the exposure. This wasn't about Tyler; it was about her own body, her own sensations. She heard his clinical observations as if from a distance, focused instead on the novel feeling of being opened, examined, seen.

"Now for the bimanual examination," Tyler said, removing the speculum and repositioning his hands. "I'll be inserting two fingers internally while palpating your abdomen with my other hand."

Charlie nodded, her eyes still closed as his fingers slid inside her with surprising gentleness. The sensation was different from anything she'd experienced before—undeniably more clinical than sexual, yet somehow deeply intimate. As Tyler's fingers pressed upward while his other hand pressed down on her lower abdomen, she became aware of a growing wetness entirely unrelated to the lubricant he'd applied to the speculum.

"The uterus feels normal in size and position," Tyler noted, his voice slightly strained. "No tenderness or abnormalities detected."

By the time he withdrew his fingers, Charlie felt a distinct thrumming throughout her body, a pleasant tension that radiated outward from her core. She opened her eyes to see Tyler discreetly noting the slickness on his gloves before removing them.

"Thank you," she said, her voice huskier than she'd intended. "Very thorough."

Tyler nodded, stepping back silently with professional composure, though the flush across his cheekbones spoke volumes. "All appears normal," he eventually managed, not quite meeting her eyes.

"Aiden, you're next," Charlie announced, settling back into position.

Aiden approached with visible hesitation, his usual swagger tempered by last week's humiliation. "Let's get this over with," he muttered, reaching for fresh gloves.

His initial touch was reserved, almost timid—his fingers barely making contact as he conducted the external examination. Charlie watched him through half-lidded eyes, noting the moment his reservations began to slip.

It started with lingering touches—his fingers tracing the edges of her labia longer than necessary, his gaze more intense than professional as he leaned closer to examine her.

"The external genitalia appear normal," he said, his voice dropping to a lower register. "Moving to speculum examination now."

The metal slid into her smoothly, Aiden's insertion technique surprisingly gentle. But as he positioned the instrument, Charlie noticed how he adjusted the angle repeatedly, as if to improve his view, but quite clearly in reality intended to provide a subtle internal stimulation designed to make her breath catch.

"I need to ensure proper visualisation," he explained unnecessarily, his eyes flicking to her face to gauge her reaction as he widened the speculum another increment.

Charlie remained impassive, though her body responded with a fresh wave of arousal. The clinical setting faded further from her awareness, replaced by pure sensation—the stretch of the speculum, the cool air between her legs, the weight of three male gazes on her most intimate parts.

"Removing the speculum now," Aiden finally said, his voice betraying a hint of disappointment when she'd shown no discomfort, no unease. "Moving to bimanual examination."

This was where everything changed. As his fingers slipped inside her, already slick with her arousal, Aiden abandoned any pretence of clinical procedure. Hidden by the drape, his fingers curved upward, finding the sensitive spot along her anterior wall with unerring precision.

Charlie's breath hitched, but she made no move to stop him. Instead, she allowed herself to sink into the sensation as his fingers began a rhythmic movement that had nothing to do with examination and everything to do with pleasure.

"Checking for abnormalities," Aiden announced for the benefit of anyone listening, though his eyes locked onto Charlie's face, clearly expecting to see outrage or embarrassment.

Instead, she met his gaze steadily, her lips curving into a smile that mirrored his own smirk from weeks before. His fingers faltered momentarily in surprise, then resumed their movements with renewed determination.

Charlie felt her arousal building as Aiden's thumb found her clitoris, applying gentle circles in tandem with his internal stimulation. She maintained eye contact, refusing to look away or show shame. This was her choice, her body, her pleasure.

"The examination appears to be progressing well," Simon commented from beside them, his voice neutral though his eyes burned as they met Charlie's.

Aiden's expression shifted from triumphant to confused as he realised Charlie was enjoying his attempt at humiliation. His fingers moved faster, his thumb pressing more firmly against her clit—no longer seeking to embarrass her but seemingly determined to make her lose control.

Charlie simply rode the sensations, her smile never faltering even as her internal muscles clenched around his fingers. She was close—so close—but she wouldn't give him that satisfaction. Not him.

"I think that's sufficient," she said calmly, though her voice carried a breathless quality that made Simon shift his stance beside her.

Aiden withdrew his fingers with visible reluctance, his expression a mixture of frustration and bewilderment. Charlie sat up slightly, adjusting the drape over her knees.

"Thank you, Aiden," she said sweetly. "Very… thorough technique."

Aiden stripped off his gloves with more force than necessary, his earlier smugness completely evaporated. He'd intended to humiliate her, to regain the upper hand after last week's debacle. Instead, she'd turned his game against him once again.

"Simon," Charlie said, lying back down. "You're next."

Simon approached, his eyes dark with an intensity that made her pulse quicken. As he snapped on fresh gloves, their gazes locked in silent communication. Unlike the others, he knew exactly what she wanted—exactly what she needed.

"I'll begin the examination now," he announced, his voice carrying the perfect balance of clinical detachment and intimate promise.

Charlie settled deeper into the examination table, her primed body humming with anticipation now as Simon's hands moved toward her. The real examination was just getting started.

"I'll need to be quite thorough," Simon added, his fingers making first contact with her already sensitive flesh. "Given the previous examinations, I want to ensure nothing was… overlooked."

Charlie's smile deepened as she spread her legs slightly wider in the stirrups. "Please do," she murmured. "Be as thorough as necessary."

Tyler shifted uncomfortably, suddenly very interested in his notes. Aiden watched with narrowed eyes, clearly sensing something passing between Charlie and Simon that he wasn't privy to.

As Simon's fingers began their careful exploration, Charlie closed her eyes once more, surrendering to the sensations with complete abandon. This was what she'd been waiting for—what all the previous examinations had been building toward.

"Proceeding to internal examination now," Simon announced, his clinical tone belied by the deliberate pressure of his touch.

Charlie bit her lip in anticipation, her body already primed and ready for what was to come. Whatever happened next, she knew one thing with absolute certainty—she was in control now, and she was going to enjoy every moment of it.

Simon's fingers slid inside her with exquisite slowness, his technique perfect in every way—maintaining the appearance of medical procedure while hitting every sensitive spot with unerring precision. As his thumb brushed against her clitoris in a movement that could almost pass for accidental, Charlie allowed herself a small, audible sigh.

"Is that uncomfortable?" Simon asked, his voice carrying professional concern while his eyes communicated something entirely different.

"Not at all," Charlie replied, her voice steady despite the pleasure building within her. "Please continue."

And he did, his fingers moving with increasing boldness as the examination progressed. When he curled them forward to press against her g-spot while simultaneously applying pressure to her abdomen with his other hand, Charlie had to bite her lip to suppress a moan.

"The internal structures feel normal," Simon reported, his fingers continuing their methodical exploration. He lowered his voice. The next part was just for her. "Though I'm noting significant vascular engorgement and natural lubrication—both physiologically normal responses."

The clinical description of her arousal only intensified Charlie's pleasure. There was something deliciously transgressive about turning this medical procedure into something so intimate, so erotic—all while maintaining the outward appearance of propriety.

"I'm going to check the cervix now," Simon continued, his fingers pressing deeper as he spoke. "This might cause some pressure."

The "pressure" sent waves of pleasure radiating through Charlie's body. She was close—so close—to the edge now, her internal muscles clenching involuntarily around Simon's fingers.

Simon met her eyes again, a silent question passing between them. Charlie's almost imperceptible nod was all the confirmation he needed. Under the cover of the drape, he redoubled his efforts. His fingers curled more firmly against that perfect spot inside her while his thumb found her clit with unerring precision.

"I'm going to apply gentle pressure to various areas," he announced, his voice maintaining its professional tone even as his fingers began pumping in a steady rhythm. "Please inform me if you experience any discomfort."

The only discomfort Charlie felt was the agony of restraint—the desperate need to keep her hips still when every instinct screamed for her to rock against his hand. Her breathing quickened, but she forced herself to maintain composure, her face a mask of neutrality even as pleasure built within her like a gathering storm.

Simon's body shielded his movements from view, the drape concealing the rhythmic pumping of his hand as he worked her toward her climax. His fingers stroked her with devastating accuracy, his thumb circling with just enough pressure to drive her wild.

"The examination is nearly complete," Simon said, his voice betraying nothing of what was truly happening. "Just a few more areas to check."

Charlie's inner walls began to flutter around his fingers. She was climbing higher, tension coiling tighter within her as Simon maintained his pace. Her entire world narrowed to the exquisite sensations between her legs, the public setting only intensifying every touch, every stroke.

The knowledge that their classmates were just feet away, that Professor Conway could walk by at any moment, heightened every sensation to an almost unbearable degree. This forbidden pleasure, this secret ecstasy in the most clinical of settings, was more arousing than anything she'd ever experienced.

When the climax finally hit, it took everything in her power not to cry out. Her inner muscles clamped down on Simon's fingers in powerful waves, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm. Yet outwardly, she remained almost perfectly still, only the slight arch of her back and the momentary closing of her eyes betraying her.

"Everything feels normal," Simon announced calmly, even as Charlie continued to pulse around his fingers.

As the waves subsided and Simon slowly withdrew his hand, Charlie couldn't suppress a small, breathy moan—barely audible, but enough to draw sharp glances from both Tyler and Aiden.

"Sorry," she murmured, her voice impressively steady despite her racing heart. "Just a bit sensitive there."

Tyler and Aiden exchanged suspicious looks as Simon removed his gloves, his expression revealing nothing of what had just transpired.

"That concludes our examination," Simon said, stepping back to allow Charlie privacy. "All findings appear normal."

Professor Conway's voice rose above the general murmur of the classroom. "That's all for today, everyone. Excellent work. Next week we'll be moving on to neurological assessments."

As the class began to disperse, Charlie slipped behind the privacy screen to change back into her clothes, her legs still trembling slightly from the aftershocks of her orgasm. When she emerged, Simon was waiting, his bag slung over his shoulder, his expression carefully neutral.

"Coffee?" he asked casually. "It's sort of becoming our thing."

Charlie met his gaze, a slow smile spreading across her face. "No," she replied, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "Not this time. I have another idea for what we could make our thing."

∞∞∞

The walk across campus felt interminable, each step building the tension between them. They barely spoke, communicating instead through heated glances and the occasional brush of hands. By the time they reached Simon's apartment building, Charlie's body was humming with renewed desire.

The moment his door closed behind them, they collided in a desperate tangle of limbs and mouths. Simon pressed Charlie against the wall, his lips finding hers in a kiss that contained all the passion they'd been restraining for weeks, ignoring for years.

"I've wanted this for so long," Simon breathed against her neck as his hands slid beneath her blouse. "You have no idea."

"Show me," Charlie challenged, her fingers already working at his belt. "Show me exactly what you've wanted."

Clothes fell away in frantic layers—her blouse, his shirt, her jeans, his pants—until they stood before each other in just their underwear. Simon's eyes raked over her body with undisguised hunger, taking in the blue lace that had tortured him all afternoon.

"You planned this," he said, realisation dawning, his fingers tracing the delicate edge of her thong. "You knew exactly what you were doing today."

Charlie smiled, unashamed. "I knew what I wanted," she corrected, hooking her fingers into the waistband of his boxers. "I still do."

They tumbled onto his bed in a tangle of limbs, professional detachment no longer required, as hands explored with urgent desire. Simon's mouth traced a burning path down her body, lingering at her breasts before continuing lower. When his tongue finally found her centre, Charlie arched off the bed with a cry that she no longer had to suppress.

"I've imagined this so many times," Simon confessed between kisses to her inner thighs. "Especially during those examinations."

"Less talking," Charlie gasped, her fingers threading through his hair. "More of that."

He obliged eagerly, his tongue circling her clit with the same precision his fingers had employed earlier. This time, Charlie didn't hold back—her moans filled the small apartment as pleasure built within her once again.

Just as she approached the edge, Simon moved back up her body, positioning himself between her thighs. Their eyes met in silent communication, years of friendship and weeks of tension culminating in this moment.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Charlie answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, drawing him closer. "I've never been more sure of anything."

When he finally pushed inside her, they both gasped at the sensation. This was nothing like the clinical touches, or even the secretive ones, they'd shared in the classroom—this was raw, this was primal, this was perfect. Simon began to move, setting a rhythm that quickly had Charlie climbing toward another peak.

"You feel amazing," he groaned, his pace increasing as her nails raked down his back. "Better than I ever imagined."

"Yes," Charlie gasped, her body tightening around him as his thrusts became more urgent. "Don't stop, Simon. Please don't stop."

The pleasure continued to build within her, each stroke of his body against hers bringing her closer to the edge. When his hand slipped between them, his thumb circling her sensitive bud just as it had in class earlier, Charlie's world shattered. Her back arched off the bed as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through her, her inner muscles clenching around him in powerful pulses. Now, she had no need to hold back—her cry of ecstasy filled the small apartment as her entire body trembled with the force of her release.

"Charlie," Simon groaned, his rhythm faltering as her body squeezed him. "I'm going to—where should I—"

"Inside," she gasped, her legs tightening around his waist to pull him deeper. "I want to feel you inside me."

With a guttural moan, Simon drove into her one final time, his body shuddering as his release overtook him. Charlie felt the hot pulse of his release deep within her, each throb sending delicious aftershocks through her still-sensitive body. The intimacy of the moment—of feeling him come undone inside her—was more intense than anything she'd experienced before.

They collapsed together, bodies slick with sweat, hearts racing in tandem as they struggled to catch their breath. For a long moment, they lay tangled together, breathing heavily as reality slowly reasserted itself.

"So," Simon said eventually, propping himself up on one elbow to look at her. "Is this our new thing?"

Charlie laughed, the sound light and free. "I think it has potential," she agreed, tracing patterns on his chest. "Though I still wouldn't mind coffee afterward."

Simon grinned, leaning down to kiss her softly. "I think that can be arranged."

As they lay together in the afternoon light, Charlie reflected on how much had changed in just a few short weeks. She'd entered medical school terrified of exposure, of vulnerability. Now she'd discovered a new kind of power in that very vulnerability—and a new kind of relationship with the man who lay beside her.

"What are you thinking about?" Simon asked, his fingers combing gently through her hair.

Charlie smiled, turning to face him. "I'm thinking about next week's neurological assessment," she said with mock seriousness. "I wonder how we could make that one more interesting."

Simon's laugh filled the room as he pulled her closer. "Now that might be a challenge,” he said.

She joined him in his laughter. “I'm sure we'll think of something," she said.
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