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Chapter 1 --- The Crackle

The single-page intake form sat on my coffee table like an accusation. I’d filled it out a week ago, right after I’d clicked ‘submit’ on the exorbitant concierge medicine membership fee, a move born of equal parts hypochondria and profound loneliness. My signature looked shaky. Under ‘reason for enrollment,’ I’d written ‘general wellness check,’ which felt laughably vague.

The form was the last thing standing between me and Dr. Adrian Cole’s first house call, scheduled for 2 p.m. today. I’d spent the morning in a frenzy of unnecessary cleaning, as if he were an inspector from a prestigious journal coming to evaluate my life, not just my lymph nodes. Now, with twenty minutes to go, I stood in my bedroom, critically eyeing my reflection. I’d chosen a simple, expensive silk blouse and tailored trousers. Professional. Not trying. The ghost of my ex-husband’s voice whispered that I was overthinking. He was a doctor. This was a transaction.

The doorbell chimed at 1:59 p.m. precisely.

My stomach flipped. I smoothed my blouse, drew a breath that did nothing to steady me, and went to answer it.

He stood on my welcome mat, a leather medical bag in one hand, looking like he’d stepped out of a different, more polished world. His dark hair was perfectly in place, his jaw clean-shaven. He wore a crisp white dress shirt, charcoal trousers, and a tie in a deep, subdued blue. No lab coat. The effect was disarming—less clinic, more CEO.

“Ms. Vance,” he said, his voice a calm, resonant baritone. “Adrian Cole. May I come in?”

“Yes, of course.” I stepped back, my own voice sounding too bright in the quiet foyer. “Please.”

He entered with a quiet, efficient grace, his eyes taking in the high ceilings and the art on my walls with a swift, assessing glance. “Lovely home.”

“Thank you. The, uh, living room is this way.” I led him to the space I’d so meticulously prepared, gesturing to the sofa. “Would you like to sit?”

“I’d prefer to use a table, if you have one. For my equipment.” He held up the bag.

“Right. Of course.” I directed him to the dining table by the window. He set his bag down with a soft thud, unclasped it, and withdrew a tablet. His movements were economical, precise. He powered on the device, tapped the screen a few times, then looked up at me.

“Your intake form,” he began, his gaze meeting mine directly. It was a cool, intelligent blue, the color of a winter sky. “It’s thorough, but I’ll need to ask you some follow-ups. For accuracy.”

I nodded, perching on the edge of a dining chair opposite him. “Okay.”

He asked about my medical history, my family’s, my lifestyle. His questions were clinical, detached, but his attention was absolute. He listened with his whole body, his eyes never leaving mine as I answered. When I mentioned my recent divorce, he didn’t flinch or offer sympathy. He simply noted it and moved on. “Stress levels?”

“High,” I admitted. “Rebuilding… everything. It takes a toll.”

“Understood.” A tap on his tablet. “Any current medications? Supplements?”

“A multivitamin. That’s it.”

“Alcohol? Tobacco? Recreational substances?”

“Wine. Maybe a glass or two most nights. No tobacco. Nothing else.”

He nodded, making another note. “All right. Let’s move to the physical exam. I’ll need you to change into this.” He reached into his bag and produced a thin, paper examination gown. “You can leave your underwear on. The bathroom is…?”

I pointed, my throat suddenly dry. “Down the hall, first left.”

“Take your time. I’ll set up here.”

In the bathroom, the paper gown felt flimsy and absurd. I stripped out of my blouse and trousers, folding them neatly on the counter. My reflection showed a flush creeping up my chest. Get a grip, Nadia. He’s seen a thousand people in paper gowns. I slipped the gown on, tied it in the back, and stared at myself. The thin material did little to obscure the shape of my breasts or the curve of my hips. I took a steadying breath and walked back out.

He had moved the two armchairs in my living room to face each other. A blood pressure cuff, an otoscope, and a stethoscope lay on the small table between them. He’d removed his suit jacket and draped it over the back of a chair. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms corded with lean muscle and dusted with dark hair.

“Please, have a seat,” he said, gesturing to one chair. He didn’t smile, but his demeanor was not unkind. It was focused.

I sat, clutching the edges of the gown over my knees.

“We’ll start with vitals.” He picked up the blood pressure cuff. “May I?”

I extended my arm. His fingers were warm as they positioned the cuff, his touch firm and businesslike. He pumped it, his eyes on the gauge. “One-twenty over eighty. Perfect.” He released the valve, the sound of the air hissing out loud in the silent room. His fingers brushed the inside of my elbow as he removed the cuff. A simple, clinical contact. My skin prickled.

Next, the otoscope. He leaned in, his clean, subtle scent—soap, starch, something crisp like bergamot—washing over me. “Look straight ahead, please.” He examined each ear, his breath a soft warmth against my temple. “Clear.”

Then the ophthalmoscope. “Look at my shoulder.” The bright light flashed in each eye. “Good.”

He sat back, picking up his stethoscope. “Now, I need to listen to your heart and lungs. I’ll need you to loosen the gown.”

My fingers fumbled with the tie at my neck. I let the front of the gown fall open, baring my torso above my bra. The air in the room felt cool on my skin.

“Deep breaths, in and out through your mouth,” he instructed, his voice low and even. He placed the diaphragm of the stethoscope high on my chest, just below my collarbone. The metal was cool, a shocking contrast to the heat of my skin. His other hand came to rest lightly on my shoulder, steadying me. Or himself.

I inhaled, the sound loud in my own ears. He moved the stethoscope, his face a mask of concentration. Down, between my breasts. The cool disc slid over the swell of my left breast, just above the lace of my bra. I sucked in a sharp breath.

His eyes flicked up to mine, holding for a fraction of a second too long. “Again. Deep breath.”

I obeyed, my heart hammering against my ribs. He listened, his expression unchanged, but the air between us had changed. It had thickened. He moved the stethoscope to my back, his hand guiding me to lean forward. His palm was warm through the paper gown.

“Breathe,” he said, his voice close to my ear.

I did. In. Out. The sound of my own breathing was ragged.

He finished, sitting back in his chair, draping the stethoscope around his own neck. The act seemed intimate, possessive. “Heart and lungs sound strong.” He paused, his gaze dropping briefly to where the gown gaped over my chest before returning to my face. “I need to check for any abnormalities in the lymph nodes. This will involve palpation of the neck, underarms, and groin.”

The word ‘groin’ hung in the air, clinical and devastating.

“Is that all right?” he asked. The question was protocol, but his eyes were searching mine.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I’ll start with the cervical chain.” He stood, moving behind my chair. His fingers, warm and sure, touched the sides of my neck, just below my jaw. He applied gentle pressure, his thumbs sweeping down the column of my throat. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling. It was not painful. It was meticulous, thorough. His fingertips traced along my collarbone.

“Now the axillary nodes,” he said, his voice still that controlled, professional tone. He came around to kneel in front of my chair. “I’ll need you to raise your arm.”

I lifted my right arm. He leaned in, his head level with my chest. His fingers slipped beneath the paper gown, into the hollow of my underarm. The touch was direct, his fingers probing the soft, sensitive skin. A shiver raced down my spine. He was so close I could see the individual lashes framing his winter-blue eyes. He worked in silence, his breath a steady rhythm. He switched to the other side, repeating the process. His knuckles brushed against the side of my breast. I bit my lip to stop a sound.

He sat back on his heels, looking up at me. “Finally, the inguinal nodes. In the groin.” He stated it plainly, but a new tension threaded through his voice. “I’ll palpate just inside the hip bone. You can remain seated.”

My mouth had gone dry. I nodded, unable to speak.

He shifted forward. “Part your knees slightly, please.”

I did, the paper gown rucking up on my thighs. His hands, those careful, clinical hands, came to rest on my inner knees. A grounding pressure. Then one hand moved, his fingers skating up the inside of my thigh, over the silk of my underwear, to the crease where my leg met my torso. He pressed there, his touch firm and searching. A shock of pure, undiluted heat shot straight to my core. My breath hitched.

His fingers stilled. He was looking at his hand, at the place where he touched me, his brow furrowed in concentration that no longer felt entirely medical. His thumb moved, a slow, involuntary circle over the sensitive skin just an inch from the seam of my panties.

The world narrowed to that point of contact. The cool authority of his presence, the heat of his hand, the stark, forbidden line he was tracing with his thumb. I felt myself growing damp, a flush spreading from my chest up my neck.

He inhaled sharply, as if coming back to himself. His hand withdrew as if burned, returning to rest on my knee. He looked up, and for the first time, his professional mask slipped completely. I saw a flicker of raw, unchecked hunger in his eyes, there and gone in an instant, replaced by a storm of conflict.

“Nodes are… unremarkable,” he said, his voice slightly rough. He cleared his throat, standing up abruptly. He turned his back to me, busying himself with putting the stethoscope back into his bag. His shoulders were tense under the fine cotton of his shirt.

“You can get dressed,” he said, not turning around. “We’ll discuss the findings.”

I stood on unsteady legs, clutching the gown closed, and hurried to the bathroom. Behind the closed door, I leaned against the sink, my heart pounding against my ribs. My skin still burned where his thumb had circled. I dressed with clumsy fingers, my mind reeling. Had I imagined it? The lingering touch? The look in his eyes?

When I returned, he was standing by the window, looking out at my backyard, his hands clasped behind his back. He turned as I entered. His composure was restored, the impeccable physician once more.

“Your vitals are excellent, Ms. Vance,” he began, his tone once more measured and detached. “No concerns from the physical exam. Given your reported stress levels, I’d recommend prioritizing sleep hygiene and moderate exercise. A baseline blood panel would be prudent. I can draw that today, if you’re comfortable.”

It was such a normal, doctorly thing to say. It felt surreal. “Okay,” I managed.

He prepared the draw with swift efficiency—the tourniquet biting into my upper arm, the alcohol swipe cool and sharp across my skin, the needle still sheathed in its sterile plastic sheath. “Make a fist for me.” I did. His hand stayed steady as he slid the needle into my vein. I watched the dark blood rise and fill the vial, thick and slow. His touch felt different now. Still professional, yet every point of contact registered with new weight—the press of his fingers against my arm, the warmth of his palm cradling my elbow, the faint rasp of his thumbnail against the inside of my wrist.

He finished, pressed a bandage down, and labeled the vials in clean black ink. “I’ll have the results within forty-eight hours. My service will email them to you, along with my notes.” He packed his bag, each movement precise and final, the leather straps snapping shut one after another.

He walked to the door. I followed, a hollow space already opening under my ribs.

He turned on the threshold, leather bag in hand. “Ms. Vance.” His eyes met mine. The same conflict lived there, duty pulling one way and something hotter pulling the other. “This is a… unique service. The boundaries of the physician-patient relationship must remain unequivocally clear for it to function.”

I held still. “Are they?” The question left me before I could stop it.

A muscle ticked in his jaw. “They are defined by the oath I took. And by the ethical guidelines of my profession.” He paused, searching my face. “My next availability for a follow-up, should you need one, is in two weeks. My scheduler will be in touch.”

It wasn’t an answer. It was a door he had left ajar on purpose, the gap narrow and deliberate.

“Thank you, Doctor,” I said.

He gave one curt nod. “Take care of yourself.”

Then he was gone. The door clicked shut behind him, soft and final, and the foyer fell into echoing silence. I could still feel the ghost of the stethoscope’s cold circle on my skin, the heat of his thumb where it had rested high on my inner thigh. The charge he had left in the air had not faded. It had sunk into my bones and stayed there.

Two weeks. It felt like both a lifetime and a warning.

I walked back to the living room. My eyes caught on the two chairs still facing each other. On the small table between them, he had left something behind. Not by accident.

His pen. A sleek, heavy silver fountain pen. I picked it up. The metal still held the warmth of his hand.

I turned it over in my palm, its weight solid and deliberate. The metal cooled against my skin, but the shape of his grip remained. I ran my thumb along the engraved band near the cap, tracing the fine ridges. No accident. This was a thread he had pulled taut between us.

I didn’t put it away. I left it on the kitchen counter where I would see it every morning while the coffee brewed. A silent, gleaming reminder.

The next two weeks moved like slow combustion. His service emailed my lab results—all optimal, exactly as he had predicted—along with a PDF of his clinical notes. The notes stayed impeccably professional, dry as bone. Patient reports elevated stress levels in context of recent life changes. Encouraged sleep hygiene and moderate aerobic exercise. No physical anomalies noted. Nothing about the way my breath had caught when the stethoscope slid over my breast. Nothing about the press of his thumb.

I tried to follow his advice. I bought new sheets. I ran in the park until my lungs burned. I drank less wine. And every night, alone in my too-large bed, I replayed those twenty minutes in the living room. The cold disc of the stethoscope. The heat of his hand on my inner thigh. The storm in his winter-blue eyes.

When the email from his scheduler arrived, offering a “routine follow-up” slot, my fingers hovered over the keyboard. I booked it without letting myself think.

The day of the second house call arrived with low, steady rain. I didn’t clean this time. I left a book open on the sofa, a half-drunk cup of tea on the table. I wore a simple cashmere sweater and soft trousers. I wanted to look like I hadn’t been waiting. I had.

He arrived at three exactly, dark hair beaded with rain, leather bag dotted with droplets. “Ms. Vance,” he said, stepping inside. His gaze moved over me, quick and clinical, and felt anything but.

“Doctor Cole.” I took his coat, my fingers brushing the damp wool. “Would you like some tea? To dry off?”

“No, thank you.” His voice came tight. “We should proceed.”

He set up in the living room again, but this time he left the chairs where they were. He stayed standing, tablet in hand. “Any new symptoms? Concerns?”

“No,” I said. “I’ve been sleeping better. Running.”

“Good.” He tapped the screen. “I’d like to do a brief re-check of your vitals, given your previous stress indicators. A comparative baseline.”

My heart skipped. “Okay.”

“Blood pressure first.” He took the cuff from his bag. His fingers were cool from the rain as they wrapped it around my bicep. He pumped the bulb, eyes on the gauge. His proximity pressed against me. I smelled rain on his skin, the clean starch of his shirt. “One-eighteen over seventy-eight. Improved.”

He removed the cuff. His fingertips trailed down the inside of my arm. It could have been nothing.

“Heart and lungs.” He picked up his stethoscope. The air in the room thickened, memory of the last visit hanging between us. “The gown, please.”

I hadn’t put one on. We both realized it at the same moment. He had assumed the protocol; I had broken it by not preparing.

A beat of silence stretched between us.

“I can…” I started, gesturing toward the bathroom.

“It’s fine.” The words came clipped. “Just… lift your sweater.”

My breath caught. I gathered the soft cashmere in my hands and pulled it up to just below my breasts. Cool air touched my stomach. I wasn’t wearing a bra.

His eyes dropped, then snapped back to mine. A faint flush climbed his neck. “Deep breath,” he instructed, voice lower than before.

He placed the stethoscope high on my sternum. The metal was cold. I flinched.

“Sorry,” he murmured. He cupped his hand around the diaphragm, warming it against his palm before setting it back on my skin. The gesture felt intimate, at odds with his clinical tone, and a soft sound slipped from my lips.

His eyes locked on mine. He didn’t move the stethoscope. He simply listened, his gaze holding me in place. I heard my own heartbeat in my ears, rapid and frantic. He moved the disc lower, to the space between my ribs. His knuckles brushed the underside of my breast.

“Again,” he said, voice rough.

I breathed in, chest rising. The stethoscope slid a fraction, coming to rest against the swell of my right breast. His breath hitched, a small, betraying sound.

He stayed there, listening to a heart hammering for reasons that had nothing to do with medicine. His free hand came up, not to steady me this time, but to hover near my waist, drawn like a magnet. I saw the struggle in his face—the disciplined doctor warring with the man.

He pulled the stethoscope away as if it had burned him. “Lungs,” he said, turning me by the shoulder with more force than necessary. His palm burned hot through the thin fabric of my sweater. “Deep breaths.”

I faced away from him, my back to his chest. He placed the stethoscope high on my back. I inhaled, the sound shaky. His other hand settled on my hip, holding me still. The touch was possessive, definitive.

“Good,” he said, but the word came strained. He moved the stethoscope lower, his hand sliding down my spine to guide it. His fingers splayed over the small of my back. I leaned into the pressure, a small, involuntary movement.

He went utterly still behind me.

The only sounds were the soft patter of rain against the windows and my own unsteady breathing. His hand remained on my back, heavy and warm.

Then, slowly, he turned me to face him. He didn’t step back. We stood inches apart. The stethoscope hung forgotten around his neck. His eyes had gone dark, winter blue swallowed by pupil.

“Nadia.” He used my first name. It broke his own protocol, and we both knew it.

“Yes?” The word came out a whisper.

“This is…” He stopped, jaw working. “This is a boundary.”

“I know.”

“It’s the only one that matters.”

“I know that, too.”

He searched my face, gaze dropping to my mouth before returning to my eyes. The conflict there burned like a live wire. “If I touch you now,” he said, words ground out low and hard, “it won’t be as your physician.”

A sharp thrill shot through me. “How will it be?”

His control snapped.

One hand came up to cradle my jaw, thumb stroking my cheekbone. The other arm wrapped around my waist and pulled me flush against him. I gasped at the contact, at the hard, solid heat of his body.

“Like this,” he said, and then his mouth was on mine.

The kiss was not gentle. It was a claiming, two weeks of coiled tension released at once. Heat and demand and raw, shocking hunger. His lips were firm, insistent. His tongue swept into my mouth and I met it, hands flying up to clutch his shoulders. The taste of him was clean and sharp, mint and rain. A groan rumbled deep in his chest.

He walked me backward until my knees hit the edge of the sofa. We tumbled onto the cushions, a tangle of limbs. He broke the kiss, breathing ragged, forehead pressed to mine.

“Tell me to stop,” he said, voice a raw scrape. “This is the last chance. Tell me no.”

I framed his face with my hands, forcing him to look at me. His eyes were wild, desperate. “Don’t you dare stop.”

A shudder went through him. Then his mouth crashed down on mine again, harder, deeper. His hands were everywhere—tangling in my hair, sliding under my sweater, skating over the bare skin of my back. He pulled the sweater up and over my head, tossing it aside. Cool air hit my skin, but his gaze burned hotter.

“You are so beautiful,” he muttered, eyes devouring me. He leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth, tongue laving the peak. I cried out, arching off the couch. He suckled hard, teeth grazing sensitive flesh, and a bolt of pure need speared straight to my core.

He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, while his hand slid down my stomach, over the waistband of my trousers, and pressed firmly against the ache between my legs. I moaned, grinding against his palm.

“Please,” I gasped, not even knowing what I was asking for.

He unbuttoned my trousers with quick, efficient tugs and pulled them down my legs along with my underwear. He knelt on the floor between my spread knees, eyes on my pussy. The look was so intensely carnal, so stripped of any pretense of medicine, that a fresh flood of wetness slicked me.

“Adrian,” I breathed.

He didn’t answer with words. He leaned forward and buried his face between my thighs.

The first swipe of his tongue was a shock—hot, wet, deliberate. I cried out, hands fisting in his perfectly styled hair. He licked a long, slow stripe from my opening to my clit, then circled the swollen bud with firm, relentless pressure. He explored me with a focus that was utterly clinical and utterly obscene—learning the textures, the sensitive spots, the exact rhythms that made me writhe.

“You taste incredible,” he growled against my cunt, the words vibrating straight through me. My inner walls clenched around nothing, empty and aching. He drove two fingers deep, curling them hard, and my hips bucked clean off the couch. His tongue returned, licking broad and wet, sucking my clit in time with the thrust of his fingers. The pressure built fast and mean. He read every flinch, every catch in my breath, and adjusted—pressing deeper, sucking harder—pushing me exactly where he wanted.

“I’m… I’m going to…” I choked out.

“Come,” he ordered, voice muffled against my slick flesh. “Come for me, Nadia.”

That cool, commanding tone finished me. The orgasm tore through me, sharp and vicious, wringing a scream out of me that didn’t sound like my own voice. My back bowed hard off the cushions, thighs shaking around his head, every muscle in my body seizing at once.

He eased his touch, licking me slow through the aftershocks until I was twitching and oversensitive. Then he rose over me, his own hunger plain in the thick ridge of his cock straining against his trousers. His mouth shone wet with me. His hair was wrecked from my hands, shirt wrinkled and half-untucked.

He unbuckled his belt, eyes locked on mine the whole time. “Condom,” he muttered, more to himself than to me. He pulled his wallet, tore open the foil packet with his teeth, and shoved his trousers and briefs down just far enough to free his cock.

I’d never seen him like this—unraveled, urgent. His cock was thick, veined, flushed dark and rigid. He rolled the condom on fast, movements jerky with impatience.

“I need to be inside you,” he said, voice rough gravel. “Now.”

“Yes,” I answered, reaching for him.

He didn’t wait for more. He came down over me, his weight pinning me to the cushions. He lined the head of his cock against my entrance, the blunt heat of it nudging my swollen, dripping cunt. He paused, eyes searching mine.

I nodded and dragged him closer by the back of his neck.

He pushed in.

The stretch burned perfect—thick, deep, filling. I gasped, wrapping my legs around his hips and pulling him deeper. He sank into me with one slow, relentless thrust until there was nowhere left for either of us to go, his hips flush against mine. We both froze there, joined tight, breathing the same air.

“God,” he breathed, forehead dropping to my shoulder. “You feel…”

He didn’t finish. He started to move.

His thrusts came deep and measured at first, controlled, then the rhythm frayed. He braced on his elbows above me, face inches from mine, eyes locked on every reaction as he drove into me again and again. The wet slap of skin filled the room. The sofa creaked under us.

He shifted his angle and the next thrust dragged over that spot inside me that made white burst behind my eyelids. I cried out, nails digging into his back.

“There?” he gritted against my ear. “Is that the spot?”

“Yes,” I sobbed.

He hammered the same angle, pace turning rough and desperate. His control was cracking wide open. “Touch yourself,” he ordered, voice raw. “Show me how you like it.”

I slid my hand between our sweat-slick bodies and found my clit, already throbbing. I circled it fast, matching the brutal drive of his cock. The double pressure—his thick length stretching me open, my fingers working my clit—hurtled me toward the edge.

“Adrian, I can’t… I’m going to…”

“Come with me,” he demanded. He took my mouth in a hard kiss, swallowing the sounds I made. His thrusts turned erratic, rhythm breaking apart entirely, and something in me finally gave way, all at once, with no warning left to brace for.

My second orgasm hit harder, a deep rolling clench that milked his cock. He groaned low and guttural, drove in once more, deep and final, and went rigid. I felt every pulse of his release inside the condom. He came down over me, heavy and spent, his breath hot against my neck.

For long minutes the only sounds were our ragged breathing and the steady rain against the windows. His weight felt solid. I ran my hands over the damp cotton of his shirt, feeling the muscle of his back shift beneath.

Slowly he pushed up. He looked down at me, expression stripped bare, soft with something that looked almost like fear. He eased out carefully, disposed of the condom, then grabbed the soft throw from the armchair and draped it over me before sinking to the floor beside the sofa, back against the cushions, head in his hands.

“What have I done?” he whispered to the empty room.

I sat up, pulling the blanket around my shoulders. “You crossed a line.”

He looked up, eyes haunted. “I destroyed it.”

I reached out and touched his hand where it rested on his knee. He flinched but didn’t pull away. “I wanted you to.”

He turned his hand over and laced our fingers together. His grip was tight enough to hurt. “This isn’t a game, Nadia. My license. My career. Everything.”

“I know.” I squeezed back. “What happens now?”

He stared at our joined hands for a long time. “Nothing can happen,” he said at last, the words heavy. “Not like this. Not while you’re my patient.”

The finality in his voice landed cold. “So this is it? One time?”

He stood abruptly and paced away, righting his clothes with sharp, angry movements. “It has to be.” He dragged a hand through his hair. “God, I shouldn’t have come here today. I knew…”

“You left your pen last time,” I said quietly.

He stopped, back to me, shoulders tight.

“You wanted this to happen,” I pressed.

He turned. The conflict was sharper now, edged with self-loathing. “Wanting is irrelevant. My oath is relevant. The medical board is relevant.” He walked to the window and stared out at the rain. “This was a catastrophic error in judgment.”

I stood, holding the blanket closed. “It didn’t feel like an error to me.”

He didn’t turn around. “It was.” He picked up his medical bag from where it had been knocked over and began placing the spilled instruments back inside with mechanical precision. “I will terminate our professional relationship. Effective immediately. I’ll have my service transfer your records to another physician in the network. One of my colleagues. You’ll be in good hands.”

A hollow ache opened in my chest. “And us?”

“There is no ‘us.’” The words were flat, final. He turned to face me, professional mask back in place but cracked, brittle. “What happened here… cannot happen again. I will not allow it.”

He walked to the door, bag in hand. He paused, fingers on the knob. “I am sorry, Nadia. For… my lack of discipline.”

Then he was gone, leaving me in the middle of my living room, naked under a blanket, the smell of him and sex still thick in the air. The crackle was gone, replaced by a crushing, silent void.

I looked at the sofa, at the indentations our bodies had left on the cushions. I looked at the silver pen still on my kitchen counter.

He said it couldn’t happen again.

But the memory of his mouth between my legs, his cock stretching me open, his desperate groans in my ear, told me one thing with absolute certainty: he was lying. To me. And to himself.

The door had been opened. A man who had never broken a rule in his life had just shattered the biggest one of all. He wouldn’t be able to walk away. Not really.

I just had to wait for him to admit it.

Two days later, an email arrived from his concierge service, formally notifying me of the termination of my physician-patient relationship with Dr. Adrian Cole and providing the contact information for my new doctor.

I deleted it.

On the third day, as I was pouring my morning coffee, my phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number.

It’s Adrian. The pen. I need it back.

I stared at the screen, a slow smile spreading across my face. I picked up the heavy silver pen from the counter, feeling its familiar weight.

I typed back: Come and get it.


Chapter 2 — The Pen

The reply came seconds later. Address. Now.

My pulse kicked hard at the base of my throat. It wasn’t a question. It was an order. The doctor was telling me what to do. I sent him my address—the same one his service already had on file—and watched the little ‘Delivered’ notification pop up. No ‘Read.’ He was driving. His hands on the wheel, those long fingers tight around it. He’d probably left his office the moment he sent the first text. Maybe he’d been holding his phone, staring at the screen for hours, fighting himself, before he finally hit send.

I didn’t have hours. I had minutes.

I moved through the apartment fast, stacking last night’s takeout containers into the trash, punching the sofa cushions back into shape, wiping the kitchen counters until the granite shone. I didn’t know why I was cleaning. He’d seen me naked and desperate on that same sofa three days ago. Still, the mess felt like something I couldn’t let him witness.

My reflection in the hallway mirror stopped me cold. Faded yoga pants. An old t-shirt. Auburn hair twisted into a messy bun. This wouldn’t work. This was what a patient wore. He’d ended that. I needed to be something else.

I stripped and stepped into the shower. The water hit hot, but it didn’t touch the restless current running under my skin. I washed fast, shaved my legs with more care than I’d used in weeks, and got out. In the bedroom I skipped the soft loungewear and pulled on a sleeveless silk dress the color of storm clouds. It hit mid-thigh. The fabric felt cool and thin against my skin. No bra. The points of my nipples showed through. I shook my hair loose so it dried in loose waves against my shoulders. Perfume at my wrists and throat—clean, expensive, nothing sweet.

Clinical, I thought. Precise.

I looked like I was headed to a gallery opening, not answering the door on a Sunday morning. Good.

The pen. I picked it up from the counter. Heavy sterling silver, sleek and modern. I’d watched him uncap it to label my blood vials at the end of the exam, the ink a crisp black against the glass. He’d left it behind on the table between the two chairs. I’d taken it after he left—a reckless, stupid souvenir. Something of his I could hold.

Now it was the only thing I had.

Three sharp knocks hit the door. He hadn’t used the bell. Just three firm, commanding raps. My stomach tightened.

I smoothed the silk over my hips, took one breath, and went to answer.

I opened the door and there he was.

Adrian Cole looked like he’d come through a fight. His dark hair, usually perfect, was rough from his own hands. Dark jeans and a plain black crewneck sweater replaced the pressed shirts and trousers I knew. He looked younger. More dangerous. His jaw was locked, his mouth a hard line. But his eyes—those sharp, intelligent eyes—were what pinned me. Stormy. Fighting something. They moved over me from head to toe, taking in the dress, the bare legs, the deliberate choice. A muscle jumped in his cheek.

“Nadia,” he said. His voice came out low and rough.

“Doctor Cole,” I answered, leaning against the doorframe, the pen loose between my fingers. “You made good time.”

“May I come in?”

It was a formality. He was already moving forward, his body taking up the doorway. I stepped back and let him through. He shut the door behind him with a soft, final click. The sound closed us in together. The air inside the apartment shifted, thick with the scent of his soap and the warmer smell of his skin beneath it.

He didn’t move deeper into the room. He stood there, eyes locked on the pen in my hand. “You took it.”

“I did.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I just wanted it. It was the last thing you touched before you left.”

His eyes came up to mine. “It’s a pen, Nadia. Not a totem.”

“Isn’t it?” I took one step closer. We were only a foot apart now. I could see the faint stubble along his jaw, the quick beat at the base of his throat. “You ended our professional relationship. You said it couldn’t happen again. And yet here you are. Because of a pen.” I held it up between us. “Looks like a totem to me.”

He reached for it. I pulled my hand behind my back. A small, sharp smile touched his mouth. Nothing friendly in it.

“Give it to me.”

“Or what?” The words hung there, reckless.

He didn’t answer with words. He closed the distance in one move. His hands came up and framed my face, warm and firm. He tilted my head back until I had to meet his eyes. “You are playing a very dangerous game.”

“I know,” I said. “Are you going to stop me?”

His thumb dragged across my lower lip. “I should.”

“But you won’t.”

I watched the fight move through him. The tightness at the corners of his eyes. The quick lift and fall of his chest. The professional mask was gone. What was left was a man who looked furious and desperate and hard.

“The ethical breach is absolute,” he said, voice tight and clinical, like he was listing symptoms. “There is no mitigating circumstance. No patient autonomy that excuses it. My license, my entire career, depends on keeping this boundary. Do you understand what you’re risking?”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t care?”

“I care that you want me,” I said. The words came out before I could stop them. “I care that you crossed the line first. I care that you’re standing in my apartment right now, touching my face, when you could have just reported the pen stolen and had a new one sent.”

He flinched like I’d hit him. His hands dropped from my face, but he stayed close. “You think this is a game of conquest?”

“I think it’s a game of truth. You lied when you said it couldn’t happen again. The proof is in your text. The proof is right here.” I gestured at the narrow space between us.

He stayed quiet for a long moment, his gaze moving over my face, down my throat, to where the silk clung to my breasts. His expression was raw hunger. “I have never done this,” he finally said. “Not once. In fifteen years of practice.”

“I believe you.”

“It makes me unreliable. My judgment is compromised.”

“Good,” I whispered.

That single word broke what was left of his control. A low sound tore out of him and he took my mouth.

This kiss was nothing like the first. The first had been surrender, slow and searching. This was a claim. Hard. Deep. Desperate. His lips demanded. His tongue pushed into my mouth with a possessive force that made me grip his shoulders. One hand fisted in my hair, angling my head exactly where he wanted it. The other arm locked around my waist and dragged me tight against him. I felt the solid wall of his chest, the thick ridge of his cock pressing against my stomach through our clothes.

The pen slipped from my fingers and hit the hardwood with a sharp clatter, forgotten.

I pressed closer, hands sliding up his back, feeling the hard muscle of his shoulders shift under the soft wool. I kissed him back with the same force, catching his lower lip between my teeth, tasting coffee and the clean heat of his mouth. It burned away every careful excuse we’d both been holding.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard, his forehead against mine. “We need rules.”

I laughed, short and disbelieving. “Rules? You’re serious.”

“I am dead serious.” He pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes burning. “If this continues, there have to be parameters. For my sanity. And for your safety.”

“My safety?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Emotional. Psychological. The power dynamic is uneven. I was your physician.”

“Was,” I said. “You fired me, remember?”

“It doesn’t erase the history. Or the instinct.” He took a steadying breath, and his voice shifted into that calm, measured tone from the exam room. It sent a shiver straight down my spine. “Rule one: This exists outside any medical context. You are not my patient. You will see another provider for any and all health needs. Is that understood?”

The formality of it—the doctor in him laying down terms while his cock was hard against me—made my pulse race. “Understood.”

“Rule two: Consent is explicit, ongoing, and revocable at any time. You will use your words. If I ask you if you want something, you answer honestly. If you want me to stop, you say ‘stop.’ There will be no ambiguity. Do you agree?”

“Yes.”

“Rule three: What happens here stays here. Absolute discretion. No records. No traces. This is a private arrangement between two consenting adults.”

“A private arrangement,” I repeated, tasting the words. “For what, exactly?”

A dark smile curved his mouth. “For whatever you want, Nadia. And for whatever I need.” His hand slid down from my waist, over the curve of my hip, and cupped my ass through the thin silk. “But it starts with you telling me what you want right now.”

The order in his voice made my thighs press together. I leaned into his hand. “I want you to touch me. Not like a doctor.”

“How?”

“Like a man who hasn’t broken a rule in fifteen years and is starving for it.”

A rough sound left him. In one swift motion he bent, hooked an arm behind my knees, and lifted me off my feet. I gasped and grabbed his shoulders as he carried me through the living room, past the sofa, down the short hallway to my bedroom. He shouldered the door open and set me on my feet beside the bed.

The room was dim, blinds half-closed, slatted shadows cutting across the rumpled duvet. He stood in front of me, chest rising and falling with quick, controlled breaths. “The dress,” he said, voice low and rough. “Take it off.”

His clinical distance had shifted into something sharper, more focused, an authority that left no room for hesitation. My fingers shook as I reached for the side zipper. I drew it down slowly. The sound was loud in the quiet room. The silk whispered open. I let it slide off my shoulders and drop to the floor, leaving me naked in front of him.

His gaze moved over me with deliberate thoroughness, both assessing and hungry. He didn’t speak. He just looked, eyes darkening. Then he reached out and traced a line from my collarbone down over the curve of my breast, circling my nipple until it tightened under his touch.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, almost to himself.

Then his hands were on me again, turning me firmly until I faced the bed. He pressed a kiss to the top of my spine. “Bend over the bed. Hands flat on the duvet.”

A fresh wave of heat crashed through me. I obeyed, leaning forward, bracing my hands on the soft fabric. The position made me feel exposed, vulnerable, and utterly wanted. I heard the rustle of his clothes behind me, the soft thud of his sweater hitting the floor, the whisper of his zipper.

Then his warmth was at my back. His hands smoothed over my hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples at the base of my spine. “Have you ever been taken like this?” he asked, his voice a low rumble near my ear.

“No,” I breathed.

“Good.” The word was a benediction and a promise. One hand slid around my hip, his fingers delving into the damp heat between my legs. He stroked me, finding my clit with unerring accuracy, circling it with a pressure that made my knees buckle. “You’re so wet. Is this all for me?”

“Yes,” I gasped, pushing back against his hand.

“Tell me.”

“It’s all for you, Adrian.”

He groaned at the sound of his name. He added a second finger, sliding deep inside me, curling upward. A cry tore from my throat. “You’re tight,” he observed, his voice thick with strain. “So perfect.” He worked his fingers in and out, scissoring them, stretching me, preparing me with a thoroughness that was maddening. His other hand stayed on my hip, holding me steady.

“Please,” I whimpered, rocking back onto his hand. “Please, I need…”

“What do you need?”

“You. Inside me. Now.”

He withdrew his fingers, and I heard the tear of a foil packet. A moment later, the blunt, smooth head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

He was big, thicker than I’d remembered, and the sensation of him just nudging at my opening was exquisite torture.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

I twisted my head, looking back over my shoulder. He held my gaze, his eyes burning into mine. “This is a choice, Nadia. You understand that?

This is the line. Once I cross it, there’s no going back to pretending this is a mistake.”

“I choose you,” I said, the words a vow. “Cross the line.”

He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion that stole the air from my lungs. I cried out, a ragged sound of pure relief as he filled me, stretching me past anything I remembered. He stopped only when there was no more of him left to give, hips locked to mine, his whole body shaking with the effort of holding still.

“Christ,” he ground out, voice unrecognizable. “You feel like nothing else.”

He gave himself no time to savor it. He withdrew almost completely, then drove back into me with a powerful, deep thrust that rocked me forward on the bed. A shout was torn from my throat. He set a punishing rhythm, each stroke long and complete, his hips slapping against my ass with a sharp, rhythmic sound.

His hands gripped my hips hard, surely leaving bruises, anchoring me as he took me.

The pleasure was acute, overwhelming. It was different from the frantic, passionate coupling on the sofa. This was deliberate. This was controlled fury. This was him proving a point—to himself, to me—that he was here, that he had chosen this, that he would have me completely.

“Tell me you feel me,” he gritted out, his voice rough with passion.

“I feel you,” I gasped. “So deep.”

“Who does this belong to?” He punctuated the question with a particularly brutal thrust.

“You!” I cried. “It’s yours.”

“Again.”

“It’s yours, Adrian. All yours.”

A guttural sound ripped from his chest. One hand left my hip and tangled in my hair, pulling my head back gently but firmly, arching my spine.

The change in angle sent sparks shooting through my core. His pace became erratic, his control fraying at the edges.

“I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice shattered.

“Yes,” I begged. “Please. Let me feel it.”

His thrusts turned short, hard, frantic, every trace of rhythm gone. He released my hair and banded his arm around my waist, hauling me flush against him as his hips stuttered, lost their pattern, and locked. A raw, broken shout tore out of him as he came, hot and endless, pulsing deep inside me. The feel of him losing every last shred of that famous control was what finished me. My own climax broke hard on its heels, a long, clenching pulse that stole my breath and left stars bursting behind my closed eyes, milking every last drop from him.

We collapsed together onto the bed, a tangled, sweating heap of limbs.

He was still inside me, his body heavy and spent on top of mine. His face was buried in the crook of my neck, his breath hot and ragged against my skin. We lay there for long minutes, the only sound our gradually slowing breaths.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of me. He rolled onto his side, taking me with him, tucking me against his chest. His heart hammered against my back. He didn’t speak. He just held me, one arm draped possessively over my waist, his fingers splayed across my stomach.

The silence wasn’t awkward. It was saturated. The room smelled of sex and sweat and him. The slatted light from the window cut across our bodies, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the air.

Finally, he spoke, his voice hoarse and quiet. “I have a meeting. A consult at the hospital. At three.”

Reality, cold and ordinary, seeped back into the room. I glanced at the clock on my nightstand. It was just past one. “Okay.”

“I have to go soon.”

I nodded, my head resting against his shoulder. The words Don’t go

hovered on my tongue, but I swallowed them. Rules. Parameters. This was the arrangement.

He shifted, propping himself up on one elbow to look down at me. His expression was softer now, the storm in his eyes temporarily calmed. He brushed a strand of hair from my forehead. “Are you alright?”

It was such a doctorly question, asked with such genuine concern, that it made my heart ache. “Yes. Are you?”

He gave a short, humorless laugh. “No. I am profoundly not alright.” He leaned down and kissed me, slow and deep and tender. It felt like an apology and a promise all at once. “But I will be back.”

“When?”

He sat up, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. The sight of his naked back, the elegant line of his spine, the taut muscles shifting as he moved, was breathtaking. “I’ll text you.”

It was so non-committal. So… transactional. A flicker of doubt, cold and sharp, pierced the afterglow. Was this just a forbidden hook-up? A stress-relief valve for a man too tightly wound?

He stood and began to dress with efficient, economical movements. He didn’t look at me as he pulled on his jeans and sweater, as if seeing me naked in his wake was too much. When he was fully dressed, he turned. He looked like Adrian Cole, elite concierge physician, again. Only the faint flush on his neck and the disordered state of his hair betrayed what we’d just done.

He walked around the bed and crouched down so we were eye level. He took my hand, his thumb stroking over my knuckles. “This was not a mistake,”

he said quietly, as if reading my thoughts. “It was a choice. My choice.

Do you believe me?”

I searched his face. The conflict was still there, but beneath it was a steely resolve I hadn’t seen before. “I believe you.”

“Good.” He brought my hand to his lips and kissed my palm, a shockingly intimate gesture. Then he stood. “I’ll see myself out.”

He paused at the bedroom door, looking back at me. “Get some rest. Drink water.” The orders were automatic, professional, but the look in his eyes was fiercely personal. Then he was gone.

I heard the soft click of the front door closing. Silence descended, broken only by the distant hum of city traffic. I lay in the bed, surrounded by the scent of him, my body throbbing in the most delicious ways.

The silver pen still lay on the floor where it had slipped from my fingers, forgotten by us both. He’d come for it and left without it. We’d both known it was never the reason.

My phone, charging on the nightstand, buzzed.

I reached for it, my heart in my throat. A text from the unknown number.

Rule four: You don’t call me. I call you. For house calls.

A slow smile spread across my lips. I typed back a single word.

Understood.

Another buzz, almost immediate.

Tomorrow night. 8 PM. Be ready.

I stared at the screen, the two messages glowing in the dim light of my bedroom. Tomorrow night. 8 PM. Be ready. The command was pure Adrian—clipped, authoritative, leaving no room for negotiation. A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through my spent body. He was coming back.

The rest of Sunday passed in a strange, suspended haze. I cleaned up the bedroom, stripping the sheets and remaking the bed with fresh linen. The act felt ritualistic, like preparing an altar. I showered, the hot water soothing the delicious ache between my legs. The marks of his fingers on my hips were faint bruises in the mirror, a secret map of his possession. I traced them, remembering the feel of his hands holding me in place.

I didn’t leave the apartment. I ordered food I didn’t taste. I tried to read, but the words blurred. My mind was a relentless reel of him—the look in his eyes when his control broke, the sound of his groan against my skin, the weight of him as he collapsed over me. The memory of his clinical voice laying down rules while his body was buried inside mine.

Monday morning arrived with jarring normalcy. The world outside my windows didn’t care about my seismic shift. Emails piled up from the gallery. My assistant sent a cheery check-in. My ex-husband’s lawyer forwarded some final paperwork. I moved through it all like a ghost, my real life happening in the charged space between texts from an unknown number.

He didn’t message me all day. I obeyed Rule Four. I didn’t call. I didn’t text. The silence was a test, and I was determined to pass.

By 7 PM on Monday, my nerves were live wires. Be ready. What did that mean? Ready for what? Another furious, rule-shattering collision?

Something slower? Something darker?

I dressed with the same deliberate care as the day before, but this time, the choice felt more significant. I chose a black cashmere sweater, soft and loose, and a simple pair of fitted trousers. Elegant, but not overtly seductive. I left my hair down. I applied a subtle, rose-tinted balm to my lips. I wanted to look like myself, not a fantasy. I wanted him to want me, not just a body.

At 7:58 PM, I was sitting on the sofa, a book open but unread on my lap.

My heart was a frantic drum against my ribs. The silence in the apartment was absolute.

At 8:02 PM, three sharp knocks echoed through the door.

I stood, smoothed my sweater, and went to answer it.

He was back in his professional armor. A charcoal grey suit, a crisp white shirt, no tie. His hair was perfectly in place. He carried his black leather doctor’s bag in one hand. He looked like he’d just come from a board meeting, not like a man who’d shattered his own ethical code on this very doorstep less than twenty-four hours prior.

“Nadia,” he said, his voice calm, professional. His eyes, however, were not. They drank me in, a quick, hungry scan from head to toe.

“Doctor Cole,” I replied, stepping aside to let him in.

He entered, his presence immediately filling the space. He set his bag down by the sofa with a soft thud. He didn’t take off his coat. He turned to face me, his hands in his pockets. The distance between us felt charged, a minefield of everything unsaid and everything already done.

“You look well,” he said, his tone observational.

“I feel well.”

“Any residual soreness? Discomfort?”

The question landed like a scalpel—clinical, precise, and completely at odds with the memory of his cock driving into me. A laugh tried to rise. I swallowed it. “No. None.”

He nodded, filing the information away. “Good.” He took a step closer, his gaze dropping to my mouth. “I’ve been thinking about our arrangement.”

“Oh?”

“The rules are necessary. But they are only a framework. Not the purpose.” Another step brought us within touching distance. I caught the clean, sharp scent of his soap and shampoo, and beneath it the warmer, darker trace of his skin. “The purpose is to determine whether this compulsion is temporary insanity. Or something else.”

“And how do we determine that?” My voice came out low, almost nothing.

“Through controlled exposure.” A faint, dangerous smile touched his mouth. “And careful observation.”

He reached for the collar of my sweater. His fingers, cool and certain, brushed the skin of my neck. “I told you to use your words. To tell me what you want. I want you to tell me now. In explicit detail. What do you want from me tonight, Nadia?”

The command, spoken in that calm, doctorly tone, sent a hard pulse straight between my legs. I held his gaze. “Your hands first. Then your mouth. Then I want you so deep inside me I forget my own name.” The next words felt even more exposed, dragged up from somewhere I didn’t examine too closely. “I want to see you lose control.”

His eyes darkened. “Lose control.” He repeated the words as if testing a diagnosis. “A dangerous request for a man in my position.”

“You asked.”

“I did.” His hand moved from my collar to cup my cheek. His thumb stroked my lower lip. “And I will comply. But on my terms. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Undress. Leave the clothes here. Go to the bedroom and lie on the bed. On your back.”

Heat slid down my spine. I obeyed without speaking. My fingers shook only a little as I pulled the soft cashmere over my head, unbuttoned my trousers, and let them drop. I stood before him in only my plain black panties. He didn’t move, just watched with that unnervingly steady focus. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slid the fabric down my legs, stepping out of them. Naked, I turned and walked down the hallway to my bedroom, feeling his gaze drag over my skin like a brand.

I lay down on the cool sheets, on my back as instructed, my heart knocking hard against my ribs. In the living room I heard the sound of his bag opening, then a soft metallic clink. A few moments later he appeared in the doorway. He had removed his suit jacket and tie. His sleeves were rolled to his elbows, forearms bare. In one hand he carried the small black case from my initial exam—the one that held his stethoscope.

He approached the bed, movements slow and deliberate. He set the case on the nightstand and opened it. The chrome of the stethoscope caught the low light. He didn’t reach for it immediately. Instead he stood beside the bed, looking down at me. The clinical detachment was only a surface; beneath it I could see the hunger.

“Open your legs,” he said quietly.

I shifted until my knees bent and my feet were flat on the mattress. The position left me completely exposed. He stared at the wet center of me, his expression unreadable.

“You are flushed,” he noted, voice low. “Increased capillary dilation.” He finally picked up the stethoscope. The chest piece settled against my sternum, cool on my skin. He inserted the earpieces and leaned in, listening. His face was so close I felt the warmth of his breath. “Heart rate is elevated. Tachycardic.” He moved the chest piece lower, just below my ribs. “Respirations are quickened.” He trailed it down over my stomach, stopping just above my pubic bone. “Abdominal tension.”

He removed the earpieces and let the stethoscope hang around his neck. His hands settled on my inner thighs, warm and firm, and pushed my legs wider. “And here,” he murmured, voice dropping to a husky rasp. “Signs of significant arousal. Swelling. Moisture.”

One finger, dry and gentle, traced my outer lips. I jerked at the contact. “Sensitivity is heightened,” he observed. He dipped lower, collected the wetness there, and brought his finger to his lips. He tasted it, eyes closing for a brief second. When they opened they were dark with heat. “Taste confirms the diagnosis.”

The cool, clinical assessment was the most potent foreplay I’d ever felt. I was trembling, aching, completely at his mercy.

“You want my mouth,” he stated, echoing my earlier words.

“Yes.”

He gave a single, sharp nod. “Then be still.”

He didn’t kneel between my legs. Instead he sat on the edge of the bed and leaned over me, hooking my legs over his shoulders and pulling me to the very edge of the mattress. The position arched my back and offered me to him completely.

He didn’t dive in. He studied me first, gaze like a physical touch. Then he leaned down and blew a soft, cool stream of air over my heated flesh. I gasped, hips lifting.

“Still,” he reminded me, voice low and commanding.

He began with agonizing slowness. The flat of his tongue licked a long, slow stripe from my entrance to my clit. I cried out, hands fisting in the sheets. He repeated the motion, again and again, each pass a little firmer, a little more focused. He was methodical, thorough, mapping every response. When his lips closed around my clit and sucked gently, my vision went hazy at the edges.

“Adrian,” I moaned, his name raw.

He hummed against me, the vibration shooting through my core. His tongue began to work in earnest, flicking and circling, applying precise, varying pressure. One hand came up to cup my breast, thumb rubbing my nipple into a stiff peak. The dual sensations made my thighs shake. He was everywhere—mouth, hands, the weight of his presence.

He added a finger, sliding it deep inside me and curling upward. I cried out, back arching off the bed. “So responsive,” he muttered against me, voice thick. He added a second finger, stretching me, filling me, his tongue never stopping its relentless attention on my clit. The pleasure wound tighter and sharper with every stroke of his tongue, every thrust of his fingers.

“I’m close,” I choked out, thighs trembling around his head.

He pulled back abruptly, leaving me gasping and empty on the edge. I whimpered, body screaming for release.

He looked up at me, chin glistening. His eyes were wild, control visibly fraying. “Not yet.” His voice was rough. “I want you to come with me inside you.”

He stood and shoved his trousers and boxers down with quick, efficient movements. His cock sprang free, thick and fully erect. He rolled on a condom from his bag—the clinical gesture somehow unbearably erotic here. He didn’t join me on the bed immediately. He stood there, letting me look at him, all lean muscle and furious intent.

“Turn over,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

The order, delivered in that calm, authoritative tone, sent a fresh surge of heat through me. I rolled over, getting onto my hands and knees facing the headboard. The position felt even more vulnerable, more submissive. The bed dipped behind me as he climbed on.

His hands settled on my hips, grip firm. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance, already slick from his mouth and my own arousal. He didn’t push in. He just held himself there, making me feel his size, his readiness.

“Turn your head. I want your eyes when I say this.”

I arched back over my shoulder to find him, the position pulling tight along my spine. His gaze locked on mine, fierce and unyielding. “This is the exposure,” he said, voice tight. “This is the test. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” I breathed. “I want you.”

He pushed forward, a slow, relentless invasion that stole my breath. He was bigger than I remembered, the stretch intense and perfect. He filled me completely, a deep, full feeling that pulled a moan from my throat. Then he simply stopped, seated to the root, every muscle in his body locked tight against the urge to move.

“Fuck, Nadia,” he gritted out. “You feel like you were built for exactly this.”

Then he began to move. His thrusts were long and deep and punishingly slow at first, each one a deliberate, measured stroke designed to drive me mad. His hands tightened on my hips, surely leaving new bruises. The sound of our bodies meeting, the soft slap of skin on skin, filled the room.

“Who do you belong to?” he growled, pace increasing.

“You!” The word tore out of me.

“Louder.”

“You, Adrian! I belong to you!”

A guttural sound ripped from his chest. One hand left my hip and fisted in my hair, not pulling hard, but holding me firmly, controlling the angle of my head. His thrusts became harder, faster, losing their measured precision. He was pounding into me now, each drive punching a cry from my throat. The pleasure burned hot and sharp through my veins, winding tighter with every drive until I didn’t think I could hold it back one more thrust.

“I can’t… I’m going to…” I sobbed, arms buckling so that I was pressed face-down into the mattress, ass high in the air for him.

“Come,” he ordered, voice ragged. “Come for me. Now.”

It was the permission I needed. The climax ripped through me, violent and endless, my inner walls clamping around his cock in one long, relentless pulse that didn’t seem to end. I screamed into the sheets, vision flashing white.

My orgasm triggered his. With a raw, broken shout he sank as deep as he could go and stayed there, body rigid, pulsing inside me in long, helpless waves. His release seemed to go on forever, hips jerking through the aftershocks. He came down over my back, his weight pinning me into the mattress, face pressed between my shoulder blades. We lay like that, joined and shaking, for long minutes, the only sound our ragged breathing and the pounding of our hearts.

After a while he eased out of me, the loss of him leaving a hollow, aching space in its wake. He gathered me against his side instead, one arm banding tight around my ribs, his mouth pressed into my hair without a single word. I could feel his pulse where my back met his chest, racing hard, slowing only by degrees, matching mine beat for beat.

The silence was different this time. Less fraught, more saturated with a stunned, shared reality. He’d done it again. He’d crossed the line, deeper and more irrevocably than before.

After a while he shifted, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder. “I need to check you,” he said, voice hoarse.

Before I could process what he meant, he was moving. He got up, disposed of the condom, and returned with a soft cloth dampened with warm water from the ensuite. He cleaned me with startling tenderness, touch gentle and thorough. It was a caretaker’s gesture, at odds with the fierce possession of moments before. When he was done, he pulled the duvet over us both and drew me back into his arms.

We lay in the dark, tangled together. The city lights painted faint patterns on the ceiling.

“Controlled exposure,” I whispered into the silence. “What’s the prognosis, Doctor?”

He was quiet for so long I thought he might not answer. Then his arms tightened around me. “Inconclusive,” he murmured, lips against my temple. “The sample size is insufficient. More data is required.”

A laugh slipped out of me, soft and startled, the sound catching in my throat. “Is that your professional opinion?”

“It is.” He shifted, the mattress dipping as he propped himself on one elbow. In the dark his face was all hard planes and quiet regret, the line of his mouth drawn tight. “This is… untenable.”

The word dropped between us like a weight. My stomach tightened. “What is?”

“This. Sneaking around. These… clandestine house calls.” His fingertip traced the edge of my jaw, slow and deliberate, the pad of it warm against my skin. “I have spent my entire life building a reputation based on integrity. On boundaries. What we’re doing… it would destroy everything. Not just my license. My entire standing.”

The cold fear from earlier returned, sharper, settling low in my gut. My fingers curled into the sheet. “Are you saying this is the last time?”

“No.” The word came out firm, final. “I’m saying the current parameters are unsustainable. The risk is too high. Someone could see me coming here. A colleague. A patient. The concierge service has already flagged the termination. If they suspect…”

He didn’t finish. He didn’t need to.

“What are you suggesting?” I asked. My voice sounded small in the dark.

He sighed, a heavy, tired sound that moved through his chest. “I don’t know yet. I need to think.” He leaned down and pressed his mouth to my forehead, the kiss lingering. “But I know I can’t stop. That’s the diagnosis. I am… addicted.”

The admission landed raw. Something inside my chest gave way. I reached up, palm settling against the rough stubble along his cheek. “Me too.”

He caught my hand, turned it, and kissed the center of my palm, his lips warm and dry. “Sleep,” he said. The word was an order, but gentle. “I’ll stay until you’re asleep.”

I wanted to argue, to ask him to stay the night, to break another rule. But the conflict still moved behind his eyes. I nodded instead and pressed closer against his side. His heartbeat thudded beneath my ear, steady and slow. His fingers drew slow circles across my back, the touch light, rhythmic.

I must have drifted, because the next thing I knew the space beside me was empty and the sheets had gone cool. The room was dark. I sat up, heart lurching against my ribs. A note lay on his pillow, written on a prescription pad torn from his bag. His handwriting was precise, elegant, the letters clean and unhurried:

Data acquired. Analysis pending. —A

I pressed the paper to my chest. The edge of it crinkled against my skin. Warmth and something tighter moved through me at once. He was gone, back to his world of rules and reputations. But he’d left this. A message. A promise.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text lit the screen.

Rule Five: No more texts. Too traceable. I’ll call you.

A moment later the phone rang, the screen flashing Unknown Caller. I answered, throat tight.

“I’m in the car,” his voice came through, low and close in the dark. “Are you alright?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I miss you already.”

A pause. The soft, steady hum of the engine filled the line. “I know.” Another pause. “This isn’t over, Nadia.”

“I know.”

“I’ll call you tomorrow.” The line went dead.

I held the phone to my ear long after the dial tone returned, listening to the silence, already counting the hours.


Chapter 3 — The Speculum

He called the next day, just as he said he would. The voice on the other end was pure Adrian: controlled, calm, and threaded with something low that pulled tight behind my navel.

“Nadia. It’s Adrian. How are you feeling?”

“Better,” I said, tracing the edge of his note on the prescription pad. “Much better.”

“Good. I’d like to schedule a follow-up. A proper one. A full physical exam.”

My pulse jumped. “A physical?”

“It’s medically indicated after an episode of syncope. I need to rule out any underlying causes. Bloodwork. Reflexes. A comprehensive cardiac and respiratory assessment.”

The clinical terms were a shield, but I heard the slight strain at the edges. He was building a framework, a justification. A cage of professionalism he intended to break open from the inside.

“When?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Tomorrow. Four PM. At your residence.”

“I’ll be here.”

The line stayed quiet for a moment. Then, softer, “Wear something… accessible.”

The call ended. The next twenty-four hours stretched out like a slow, deliberate pull. I cleaned the apartment with a restless energy I hadn’t felt in years. I changed the sheets. I lit candles, then blew them out because the gesture felt too obvious, then lit them again. I stood in front of my closet, fingers moving over silk and cotton, trying to guess what “accessible” meant to a man like him.

I chose a simple knee-length wrap dress in deep emerald. It was elegant, but one tug would undo the tie. Underneath I wore matching lace, bra and panties, a private layer of my own choosing.

At 3:58 the doorbell rang. My heart slammed once against my ribs. I smoothed the dress, drew a breath, and opened the door.

He stood there in a dark suit and crisp white shirt, no tie. The medical bag rested in one hand, the silver pen clipped to his breast pocket. His eyes moved over me, quick and professional, and anything but.

“Nadia,” he said, stepping inside. The air in the foyer seemed to press closer around the starch of his shirt and the faint trace of his cologne.

“Dr. Cole,” I replied, the title a deliberate edge on my tongue.

He set the bag on the console table. “I need you to understand something before we begin.”

I leaned against the wall, matching his calm as best I could. “I’m listening.”

“This examination is medically necessary. But my motives are not purely medical. Not anymore.” He held my gaze without wavering. “The line has been crossed. We are now in a gray area of profound professional misconduct. I am choosing to be here. I am choosing to proceed. But your consent is not assumed because I wear a white coat. It must be explicit, ongoing, and revocable at any moment. Do you understand?”

His words laid the danger out plainly, the sheer drop we were about to step over. Heat pooled low in my belly. “I understand.”

“And you consent to this examination, knowing my… conflicted intentions?”

“Yes.”

“Verbally, please.”

“I consent, Adrian.”

A muscle in his jaw flexed. He gave one sharp nod. “Then let’s begin. The bedroom, please. It has the best light.”

I led him down the hall. He followed, his presence crowding the space behind me. In my bedroom the afternoon sun cut across the floorboards. He opened his bag on the dresser with precise clicks, laying out instruments in careful order: blood pressure cuff, stethoscope, otoscope, reflex hammer. From a sterile pouch he drew a stainless steel speculum. It caught the light, cold and unmistakable.

My mouth dried.

“First, I’ll need your height and weight,” he said, his back to me as he prepared a chart on the clipboard. “Then we’ll move to vitals.”

The next fifteen minutes moved with deliberate, dual purpose. He measured me, his hand brushing the crown of my head as he lowered the rod. He weighed me, fingers steady at my elbow while I stepped onto the scale. He took my blood pressure, the cuff squeezing around my bicep, his fingertips finding my pulse at the wrist and holding a beat longer than necessary. He listened to my heart and lungs through the thin silk of the dress, the diaphragm cool against my skin, his brow drawn in concentration as he told me to breathe deep. Each clinical touch marked me.

“Heart rate is elevated,” he noted, eyes meeting mine over the bell of the stethoscope.

“I wonder why,” I breathed.

A ghost of a smile touched his mouth and vanished. “Lie back on the bed, please. Head at the top, feet toward the edge.”

I did as he said, the duvet soft beneath me. He pulled the chair close and sat, setting the clipboard aside. “I’m going to check your abdominal reflexes, then your peripheral pulses.” His hands, warm and certain, pushed the fabric of my dress up to my hips. Fingertips pressed into the soft skin just inside my hip bones. “Any tenderness?”

“No.”

His touch was firm, exploring. He moved lower, fingers tracing the line of my femoral artery, finding the pulse there. It hammered under his touch. “Strong,” he murmured, his thumb stroking a slow circle over the frantic beat. It was not a medical gesture.

He moved to my ankles, checking the dorsalis pedis pulse, his hands cradling my foot. Then he worked back up, palms sliding along my calves, my knees, my thighs. He parted my legs just enough to settle between them. The air against my bare skin grew warmer.

“Now,” he said, voice dropping into the register that vibrated straight through me, “the pelvic exam.”

I swallowed. “Okay.”

“I need you to remove your underwear.”

My hands trembled as I reached under the skirt, hooked my thumbs into the lace, and slid the panties down my legs. They dropped over the side of the bed. The exposure hit all at once. He watched, expression unreadable.

“Knees up, feet flat on the bed. Let them fall open.”

I obeyed. My heart beat hard against my ribs. The position was vulnerable, clinical, and sharply erotic. He was still fully dressed, jacket open, sleeves rolled to his elbows. He picked up the speculum.

“This will be cold,” he warned, voice clinical again. He tore open a small packet of lubricant and coated the blades.

The metal touched me. I flinched at the chill. He paused, one hand resting on my inner thigh. “Breathe, Nadia. Relax your muscles.”

I forced a slow exhale and let my legs fall wider. He inserted the speculum with a smooth, practiced motion. A click as he opened it, the mechanical spread that made me gasp. I was open before him, utterly exposed.

His gaze stayed fixed there, intense and analytical. “Cervix appears healthy,” he stated, tone detached. But his breathing had changed. I could see the quick rise and fall of his chest. One hand remained on my thigh, thumb stroking my skin in a steady, soothing rhythm that contradicted the clinical words.

Then his eyes lifted to mine. The professional mask was gone. Raw hunger had replaced it. “You’re flushed. Engorged. It’s a physiological response.”

“Is it?” I managed.

He didn’t answer with words. He set the speculum aside on the sterile tray. His gloved fingers returned, tracing my outer lips, then dipping lower, circling my entrance, gathering the wetness there.

“Lubrication is significant,” he said, voice rough now. He brought his gloved fingers up, showing me the glistening evidence. “A clear indication of arousal.”

The obscenity of the commentary, spoken in that precise doctor’s voice, stripped away what was left of my composure. I whimpered.

“Tell me what you want, Nadia.” It was an order.

“You. I want you.”

“Be specific. This is an examination. I need data.”

I arched, pushing toward his hand. “I want your fingers. Inside me.”

“As part of the bimanual exam,” he stated, as if logging a finding. Then he pushed two fingers deep into my pussy.

The stretch, the sudden fullness, tore a cry from me. He was relentless, fingers curling, finding a rhythm that was both thorough and devastating. His thumb pressed against my clit, circling with exact pressure.

“You’re very responsive,” he noted, breath coming faster. “Tissue is pliable. Contractions are already beginning.”

I was panting, hands fisting the duvet. The combination of his words and his touch drove me toward the edge. “Adrian… please…”

“Please what? I need a clear request.” His fingers plunged deeper, scissoring slightly.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped.

“Not yet.” He stopped moving, fingers still buried inside me. The denial burned. “I haven’t given you permission.”

I sobbed, hips trying to chase the sensation. He held me down with his other hand on my abdomen.

“Do you understand? You come when I say you can. Not before.”

It was dominance wrapped in clinical authority. It was the hottest thing I had ever heard. I nodded, frantic. “I understand.”

“Good.” He began moving his fingers again, slowly at first, then faster. His thumb worked my clit in tight, perfect circles. “Now, I want you to tell me what you see. Look at yourself. Look at my hand on you.”

I lifted my head. The sight nearly finished me. His strong hand, the latex glove slick with my arousal, moving between my spread thighs. My own flesh, pink and glistening, yielding to him. “I see… I see you touching me.”

“Where?”

“My pussy. My clit.”

“And does that please you?”

“God, yes.”

“Then come. Now.”

The command released me. The orgasm crashed up from my core, clenching hard around his fingers, blinding. I screamed, back bowing off the bed, vision fracturing. He worked me through it, movements gentling as the waves eased into trembling aftershocks.

I collapsed back onto the bed, boneless. He withdrew his fingers slowly, then stripped off the glove with a sharp snap. He stood over me where I lay exposed and sated. His own composure had fractured. Pupils blown wide, lips parted. He was hard; the thick line of his cock strained against the tailored trousers.

He didn’t speak. He simply unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops loud in the quiet room. He unbuttoned his fly and freed his cock. It was thick, erect, the head flushed dark. He took a condom from his bag and rolled it on with quick, efficient motions.

“Scoot back,” he instructed, voice gravel.

I pushed myself higher on the bed, limbs weak. He followed, kneeling between my legs, pushing my dress up around my waist. He didn’t kiss me. He looked at me, gaze moving over my flushed face, my heaving chest, my open thighs.

“This is a terrible idea,” he said, almost to himself.

“The worst,” I agreed, reaching for him.

He caught my wrist and pinned it gently above my head. “I’m in control here.”

Then he guided himself to my entrance, the blunt head pressing against me. I was still slick and sensitive from my climax. He pushed in with one slow, inexorable thrust, filling me completely.

We both groaned. The feeling was overwhelming—the stretch, the heat, the absolute rightness of it after everything cold and clinical that had come before. He held there, fully seated, not moving, as if he needed a moment just to remember how.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, locking my legs around his hips. The fabric of his trousers rasped against my inner thighs.

He drove into me, a deep, rolling rhythm that had nothing of the detached precision of his fingers. This was hunger. Each thrust slammed home like he meant to mark me from the inside, like he was breaking every rule he’d ever written for himself. His jaw was tight, eyes fixed on mine with a focus that left no room for anything else.

“You feel…” He lost the rest of it when his hips snapped harder, faster. “You feel too good.”

I met every thrust, nails biting through his shirt into the muscle beneath. “Fuck me, Doctor.”

A raw sound tore out of him. He hooked his hands behind my knees and shoved my legs back, folding me open, changing the angle until the next thrust punched straight into that spot that made my vision flare white.

“There,” I choked out. “Right there.”

He hammered that same place, control shredding. The bed frame slammed the wall in a hard, relentless beat. His breath burned hot against my neck, words spilling out low and filthy. “So fucking tight… taking every inch like you were made for it… my perfect patient.”

Heat gathered low and vicious, sharper than anything before it. “Adrian, I’m—”

“Come,” he growled against my ear. “Come on my cock. Let me feel it.”

The second orgasm ripped through me harder than the first, a violent, clenching rush that locked around him and dragged his own release out of him. He shouted, raw and broken, hips grinding flush against mine, and held there shaking as he came in long, pulsing waves deep inside the condom.

He dropped onto me, weight solid and grounding. We stayed like that, sweat-slick and tangled, the only sounds our ragged breathing and the faint creak of his starched shirt. The room smelled like sex and the sharp, clean edge of his cologne.

After a moment he pushed up on his elbows, looking down at me. His hair had fallen forward, face loose with the afterglow. He brushed a damp strand off my forehead.

“Well,” he said, doctor’s voice returning, rough around the edges. “That was… contraindicated.”

I laughed, the sound low and satisfied. “Severely.”

He smiled, unguarded for once, and rolled off me. The condom was dealt with in a few efficient movements before he came back to the bed and pulled me against his side. I rested my head on his chest, listening to his heart still running fast beneath my ear.

We lay in silence while the sun slid across the floor.

“The exam isn’t complete,” he said eventually, fingers tracing slow lines on my arm.

I lifted my head. “It’s not?”

“No. I still need to assess your throat.” His eyes darkened. “For a different set of reflexes.”

My stomach tightened. Before I could answer, his phone buzzed from the jacket on the floor. The sound cut through everything. He went still. So did I.

He didn’t reach for it. It buzzed again. And again. Someone needed him now.

He exhaled, long and tight. “That’s the practice line.”

The buzzing drilled into the quiet we’d built. Adrian didn’t move, but every muscle against me had gone hard. The softness left his face. In its place was the sharp, ready alertness of a doctor who’d been called.

After the fourth buzz, it stopped. The silence felt louder.

“You have to go,” I said against his chest.

He let out a breath edged with irritation. “It might not be urgent.”

“It’s the practice line. On a Wednesday.” I pulled back. Cool air hit my damp skin and raised goosebumps. “You have to answer it.”

He searched my face, then nodded once. With a quiet curse he disentangled himself and stood, retrieving the phone from his jacket. His back was to me while he stared at the screen. The line of his shoulders had gone rigid again.

He answered. “Cole.” All business now, the warmth stripped out. A pause. “When? … How high? … Has she taken anything?” He listened, dragging a hand through his hair. “No, don’t send her to the ER. I’ll come to her. Forty minutes.” He ended the call and stayed there a moment, phone gripped tight.

“One of my long-term patients. Fever spike, some concerning symptoms. She’s elderly. Family’s out of town.” He turned. The conflict was back in the set of his mouth. “I have to go.”

“I know.” I sat up, dragging the duvet around my shoulders. The space he’d left felt too big.

He moved fast, gathering his clothes. Trousers on, shirt tucked, belt fastened. Each motion rebuilt the distance between us. He picked up the speculum, wiped it clean with an antiseptic cloth, and returned it to its pouch. The condom and gloves went into the waste bag. The tray was wiped down. His bag was repacked. In under three minutes the room looked almost untouched except for the wrecked sheets and the scent of him still on my skin.

He stood by the bed, bag in hand, every inch the composed physician again. Only his hair gave him away.

“Nadia,” he started, voice low.

“Don’t,” I said. “Don’t apologize. Don’t regret it.”

He crouched so we were eye to eye. He didn’t touch me. “I don’t regret it. I regret the timing.” He reached out and tucked the strand of hair behind my ear. “This isn’t over.”

“You keep saying that.”

“Because it’s true.” He stood. “I’ll call you.”

He left without another word. The front door clicked shut, final and hollow. I dropped back onto the pillows and stared at the ceiling. My body felt loose and satisfied. The space beside me was still warm.

The phone call came two hours later, just as the light in the room had shifted to blue-gray dusk.

“She’s stable,” he said without preamble. His voice sounded worn. “UTI, already systemic. I’ve started her on IV antibiotics at home. A nurse is staying with her.”

“That’s good,” I said, curled on my side in the sheets that still smelled like us.

“It is.” Static filled the pause. “Are you alright?”

“I’m fine.” I bit my lip. “A little… unfinished. The throat exam got postponed, Doctor.”

A low, warm laugh came through the line, richer than anything I’d heard from him before. “Noted. It will be addressed. Thoroughly.”

The promise in his voice sent heat curling low in my belly. “When?”

“Soon.” The professional tone returned. “I need to see you again. Medically speaking, follow-up is required after… vigorous activity. To check for any strain, elevated heart rate residuals.”

“Medically speaking,” I echoed, smiling.

“Tomorrow night. Nine. My place.”

The invitation landed in that cool, directive voice and lit me up. “Your place?”

“It’s more… controlled. Fewer variables.” He meant no surprise interruptions. He meant his territory. “I’ll text you the address. Private elevator. Come straight up.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Wear the dress,” he said, and the line went dead.

The address brought me to a sleek high-rise where the sidewalks looked polished and expensive. The lobby was marble and quiet. The concierge glanced up, gave a small nod, and gestured toward a separate elevator. “Penthouse A, Ms. Vance. Dr. Cole is expecting you.”

The elevator was dark wood and silent. It opened straight into a foyer that spilled into a vast living space. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city lights. Everything inside was clean lines, muted colors, and furniture that looked like it belonged in a magazine rather than a home. Beautiful. Cold. Exactly him.

He stood by the windows, a dark silhouette against the skyline. Dark grey trousers, black cashmere sweater with the sleeves pushed to his forearms. A glass of amber liquid in his hand. He turned when the elevator doors closed behind me.

“Nadia.” He didn’t come closer. “You found it.”

“It’s hard to miss.” I stepped into the room, the emerald wrap dress bright against all the restraint around me.

“Come here.”

I walked to him. He didn’t touch me, just looked me over with that same assessing gaze. “You look… recovered.”

“I am.”

“Good.” He took a slow sip, set the glass down. “Before we proceed, we need to establish the rules of engagement for this… follow-up.”

“More rules?”

“Precisely.” He closed the distance, hands settling on my hips, grip firm. “Here, the dynamic is different. In your home, I was a guest. In my home, I am the attending physician. You are under my care. My instructions are not suggestions. They are protocols. Do you understand?”

The authority in his voice left no space to argue. It wasn’t play. It was a clear transfer of control. “Yes.”

“Verbal consent, Nadia.”

“I consent. To your protocols.”

A glint of satisfaction lit his eyes. “First protocol: disrobing. I need unimpeded access for my assessment.” His fingers found the tie of the wrap dress. One slow pull and the bow gave. He parted the fabric and let it slide from my shoulders to the floor. I stood in the lace bra and panties I’d worn the day before.

His gaze moved over me like a touch. “Second protocol: you do not speak unless I ask you a direct question. You will answer honestly and concisely. Understood?”

I nodded, then caught myself. “Yes.”

“Good.” He turned and walked toward the hallway. “Follow me.”

I followed him down the wide corridor, past closed doors, to the last one. He opened it. The bedroom was massive, minimalist, anchored by a huge platform bed with crisp white linens. In the corner sat something that didn’t belong: a proper medical examination table, height-adjustable, upholstered in black vinyl. A stainless steel tray stood beside it, loaded with familiar instruments and a few that weren’t.

My breath caught.

“This is my private consultation room,” he said, matter-of-fact. “For patients who require… discreet care.” He went to the tray and picked up a pair of surgical shears. They caught the light. “Protocol three: I will remove any barriers to my examination.”

He stopped in front of me. With a precise snip, he cut the left bra strap. The lace cup fell away. Another snip and the right strap followed. The bra dropped. He never touched my skin, only the cold metal of the shears. He knelt, eyes level with my navel, and slid the shears under the lace at my hip. One cut. Then the other. The panties loosened and fell.

I stood naked in the center of his clinical space. More exposed than I’d ever been. More aroused.

“On the table. On your back, legs at the end.”

I climbed onto the cool vinyl, lying back as instructed. He adjusted the height with a remote, raising it so I was at the perfect level for him standing. He positioned my legs, placing my feet in the padded stirrups that extended from the table. The position was even more vulnerable than the one on my bed—official, deliberate.

He stood between my spread legs, looking down at me. He hadn’t even taken off his sweater. The imbalance of power was dizzying.

“Assessment begins with inspection,” he stated, his eyes traveling slowly over my body. “No visible bruising or abrasions from prior activity. Skin tone is even. Respiration is slightly elevated.” He leaned closer, his hands coming to rest on the inside of my knees.

“Genitalia appear healthy. No signs of trauma.”

His thumbs stroked inward, along my inner thighs. “However, there is marked erythema—redness—and swelling of the labia. Significant lubrication is present.” He gathered the wetness with his fingers, showing me. “A persistent state of arousal. Would you agree?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my hips shifting involuntarily.

“I didn’t ask a question yet.” His voice held a warning. “But since you’ve offered the data: is this state of arousal a direct result of the current environment and my actions?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” He reached for the tray and picked up a small, smooth device. It was black, shaped like a slender wand. “This is a therapeutic massager.

High frequency. I use it for musculoskeletal issues. Tonight, I’ll be using it to assess neuromuscular response.”

He turned it on. A low, powerful hum filled the room. He touched the tip to the inside of my ankle. The vibration was intense, buzzing straight to the bone. He moved it slowly up my calf, over my knee, along my thigh. My muscles jumped under the sensation.

“Responsive,” he noted clinically, but his eyes were on my face, watching every flinch, every shiver.

He brought the wand higher, circling it over my lower belly. The vibration sang through my nerves, a direct line to my core, which clenched in empty anticipation. He traced lower, the tip skimming my pubic bone, then moving to the very top of my slit, just brushing my clit.

I gasped, my back arching off the table.

“Sensitive,” he murmured. He moved the wand away, down my inner thigh again, a cruel tease. “I need to test the internal muscular response.

For that, I require a different tool.”

He set the wand aside and picked up something else from the tray. It was a sleek, cobalt-blue silicone dildo, modest in size but unmistakable in purpose. He coated it with a clear gel from a pump bottle.

“This is a diagnostic aid,” he explained, as if reading from a textbook.

“It will help me evaluate pelvic floor tone and contractile strength.”

He held it up, the tip glistening. “Breathe out and relax.”

He pressed the cool, smooth tip against my entrance. I was so wet it slid in without resistance, a slow, filling pressure. He worked it deeper until there was nowhere left for it to go, his eyes on mine the entire time, watching my reaction.

“Good,” he said, his voice tight. He held it there, not moving. “Now, I want you to clench around it. Squeeze as hard as you can. Hold it. Now release.”

I obeyed, my inner muscles gripping the silicone.

“Again. Harder.”

I did it again, my concentration absolute. He watched, fascinated, as if monitoring a vital sign.

“Strong,” he pronounced. “Now, I’m going to move it. I want you to tell me when you feel the pressure peak.” He began to slide it out, then in, with a slow, steady rhythm. “Now?”

“N-not yet.”

He increased the pace slightly. The friction, the fullness, the sheer clinical absurdity of it had me teetering on the edge. “Now?”

“Close…”

He twisted it, a slight corkscrew motion. “Now?”

“Yes!” I cried out. “There, that’s… it’s peaking.”

He held the position, the toy buried deep, applying a subtle pressure.

“The diagnostic is complete. The findings indicate a high capacity for pleasurable sensation and a pronounced need for release.” He pulled the toy out in one smooth motion and set it aside. “The prescribed treatment is orgasm.”

He didn’t use his hands. He picked up the humming wand again. This time, he didn’t tease. He applied the rounded tip directly to my clit.

The effect was instantaneous and violent. A shockwave of sensation ripped through me, so intense I screamed. He held it there, the relentless vibration turning my nerves to liquid fire. I was coming apart in seconds, my body convulsing against the vinyl, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth table. The orgasm was brutal, overwhelming, a tidal wave that left me shuddering and gasping.

He turned off the wand. The sudden silence was deafening. My ears rang.

I was a puddle of sensation, spread open on his exam table.

He finally moved then. He pulled off his sweater, tossed it aside. He unfastened his trousers, pushing them and his boxer briefs down just enough to free his cock. It was already fully erect, thick and demanding. He rolled a condom on with practiced ease.

He released my legs from the stirrups, letting them fall open. He moved over me, bracing his hands on the table on either side of my head. He didn’t kiss me. He just looked into my eyes, his own dark with a hunger that matched mine.

“The final phase of treatment,” he said, his voice a gravelly rasp, “requires full, deep penetration to consolidate the neuromuscular release.”

He entered me in one deep, sure thrust. The feeling was exquisite—the stretch, the perfect friction, the solid reality of him after the impersonal toys. I cried out, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“You take it so well,” he groaned, his composure finally, fully shattered. He set a punishing pace, each thrust driving the breath from my lungs. The exam table creaked under our weight. He hooked an arm under my knee, hiking my leg higher, changing the angle, hitting a spot that made me see stars.

“Adrian!” I chanted his name, a plea and a prayer.

“Say it again,” he growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, his control fraying.

“Adrian! Doctor… please…”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice breaking. “Now. Let go.”

His words were the final trigger. Another orgasm, sharper and deeper than the one before, seized me, my internal muscles clamping around him in rhythmic pulses. He shouted, a raw, guttural sound, and followed me over, his own release shuddering through him as he sank fully into me and stopped there, rigid, pulsing hard with every wave of it.

He collapsed forward, catching his weight on his forearms, his forehead resting against mine. We were both slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, shared gasps. The city lights twinkled silently beyond the windows.

After long minutes, he softened and slipped out of me. He disposed of the condom, then returned to the table. He looked down at me, a mess on his black vinyl, and something in his expression shifted. The fierce intensity bled away, replaced by something softer, almost awed.

He helped me sit up, my limbs trembling. He fetched a warm, damp cloth from an adjoining bathroom and cleaned me with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with the previous hour. He dressed me in one of his own soft, grey t-shirts, which hung to my knees.

He led me out of the clinical room, back to the living room, and onto the vast, plush sofa. He poured me a glass of water and made me drink it. Then he pulled me into his lap, wrapping a blanket around us both, and just held me as we watched the silent city.

“I crossed a line today,” he said quietly, his chin resting on my head.

“Several lines.”

“I know.”

“I don’t know how to go back.”

I shifted to look at him. “Do you want to?”

His eyes searched mine in the dim light. “No.” The word was definitive.

“But this… this can’t continue as it is. The risk…”

“What are you saying?”

He took a deep breath. “I’m saying I need to think. About how to…

restructure this. Us.” He traced my jaw with his thumb. “You are a complication I cannot diagnose away.”

Before I could answer, his phone buzzed again, this time from the coffee table. Not the practice line. A different ringtone. He tensed.

“Ignore it,” I whispered.

He didn’t. With a sigh, he reached for it. “It’s my partner at the practice, Martin.” He answered. “Cole.” He listened, his body going still. “When? … I see. And the board notified him directly?” A longer pause. His face turned to granite. “No. No, I’ll handle it. I’ll be in first thing.” He ended the call and dropped the phone onto the couch as if it had burned him.

“Adrian? What is it?”

He looked at me, and for the first time, I saw real, cold fear in his eyes. “A patient complaint. Not from my patient. From a colleague of hers. She mentioned my… attentive house call style. The colleague got curious, did some digging. Made a call to the medical board asking about concierge ethics.” He ran a hand over his face. “It’s just an inquiry. A whisper. But Martin heard it through a friend at the board. They’re asking questions, Nadia.”

The warmth of moments ago evaporated, replaced by a chilling dread. The fantasy had just brushed up against the razor edge of reality.

He pulled me closer, his embrace tight, almost desperate. “I told you,”

he murmured into my hair, his voice thick with a dread that mirrored my own. “This is a terrible idea.”

But his arms around me didn’t let go.


Chapter 4 — The Prescription

He didn’t call me the next day. Three days of silence stretched into a thin, brittle wire that hummed with low-grade panic. I replayed his final words—This is a terrible idea—until they lost all meaning. Had his fear won? Had the medical board inquiry scared him back into his pristine, rule-bound life?

I was in my home office, pretending to work on gallery proposals, when my phone finally vibrated with a text.

Not from Adrian.

It was from the concierge service’s secure portal. A billing notification, routine and automated. And beneath it, a new message flagged as Urgent – Medical Follow-Up.

My heart hammered against my ribs. I clicked it open.

Patient: Nadia Vance

From: Dr. Adrian Cole

Subject: Required In-Person Follow-Up

Message: Your recent labs require a clinical re-evaluation. Schedule attached. This is a mandatory follow-up per our service agreement. Please confirm availability for Thursday, 8 PM, at your residence. Disregard at risk of contract termination.

The tone was ice. Purely professional. The exact opposite of the man who’d murmured against my hair. But it was a thread. He was reaching out through the only channel left that wasn’t being monitored.

My fingers trembled as I typed a reply. Confirmed. See you then.

The next forty-eight hours crawled. Every ring of the doorbell, every car that slowed on the street, sent a jolt through me. I cleaned the apartment twice. Bought new sheets. Tried on four different outfits before settling on simple black leggings and a soft, dove-gray cashmere sweater—something that looked unintentional, easy to remove.

Thursday at 7:55 PM, I was a live wire. I’d lit candles, not for romance, but to soften the clinical glare of the overhead lights. I’d put away the wine glasses, leaving only water on the counter. This was a medical visit. We had to play the part, at least at the start.

At 8:02 PM, the familiar, firm knock came.

I took a steadying breath and opened the door.

Adrian stood there, his black medical bag in hand, dressed in a charcoal suit, white shirt, no tie. He looked older, the lines around his eyes deeper, etched by stress. His gaze swept over me, a quick, assessing glance that was pure physician.

“Nadia,” he said, his voice flat. “May I come in?”

“Of course, Doctor.” I stepped back.

He moved past me, his cologne a faint, clean scent that pulled at memory. He went straight to the dining table, which I’d cleared, and set his bag down with a definitive click.

“Have you experienced any new symptoms since our last visit?” he asked, not looking at me, unzipping the bag.

“Anxiety,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended. “Racing heart. Insomnia.”

He paused, his hands inside the bag. Then he straightened, turning to face me. The professional mask slipped, just for a second, revealing the raw exhaustion beneath. “Same.”

We stood there, five feet of charged space between us.

“The inquiry?” I finally asked.

“On hold. For now. Martin smoothed it over. A misunderstanding, he said. But they’re watching. Any irregular scheduling, any deviation from standard care protocols…” He didn’t finish. He didn’t need to. “We have to be careful.”

“Is that why you’re here? To be careful?”

He looked at me then, really looked, and his eyes darkened. “No. I’m here because I can’t stay away. And because your sodium levels were borderline low on the last panel. It’s a legitimate, billable reason for a visit.” He reached into his bag and pulled out a blood pressure cuff. “Arm, please.”

It was a command. I offered my arm. He wrapped the cuff around my bicep, his fingers cool and efficient. He pumped it, the pressure tightening, his gaze fixed on the dial. The silence was thick, broken only by the rustle of the velcro.

“One-ten over seventy,” he said, releasing the pressure. “Elevated, for you.” He didn’t remove the cuff. His thumb stroked the inside of my elbow. “Your pulse is racing, Nadia.”

“I know.”

“Lie back on the table. I need to listen to your heart.”

I obeyed, hoisting myself onto the cool wood of the dining table. It was absurd, domestic, and unbearably hot. He picked up his stethoscope, the chrome gleaming in the candlelight. He warmed the diaphragm between his palms, a habitual, considerate gesture that now felt like a prelude.

“Pull up your sweater, please. To just below the sternum.”

I did, exposing my stomach, the lace edge of my bra. He leaned in, placing the stethoscope high on my chest, just to the left of my breastbone. His head was bent, his breath warm against my skin. I could feel the cool metal disc, the gentle pressure.

“Breathe in,” he murmured. “Deep. Hold it.” I did. He moved the disc lower, to the side, his knuckles brushing the swell of my breast. “Again.” His voice was low, clinical, but I heard the strain in it. “Exhale slowly.”

He listened, his eyes closed in concentration. Then he slid the stethoscope down, over my ribs, to the soft plane of my belly. “Your heartbeat is… irregular,” he said, his voice a rough whisper. “Strong, but skipping beats.” He lifted his head, his eyes meeting mine. The stethoscope still rested on my skin. “Do you know what’s causing it?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“You.”

A muscle twitched in his jaw. He straightened, setting the stethoscope aside. “Turn over.”

“What?”

“I need to examine your thoracic spine. For… tension. Which can manifest as referred cardiac symptoms.” The lie was so flimsy, so blatant. A threadbare excuse.

A thrill shot through me, sharp and dangerous. I rolled onto my stomach, my face turned to the side. I heard him unzip his bag again, the sound of a bottle being opened. The scent of almond oil filled the air.

His hands, now slick with oil, came to rest on my shoulders. He pressed down, his thumbs digging into the tight muscles along my spine. It was a real massage, skilled and deep, but every stroke felt like a claim. He worked downward, kneading the knots at the small of my back, his fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my leggings.

“You need to relax,” he commanded, his voice close to my ear.

“I can’t. Not with you.”

His hands stilled. Then, with a slow, deliberate pull, he tugged my leggings and panties down, just past the curve of my ass. The cool air hit my skin, followed by the warm, oil-slick press of his palms on my bare flesh.

“Adrian…” I breathed.

“Quiet. This is part of the examination.” His voice had dropped, taking on that tone of absolute authority that unraveled me. He spread the oil, his hands moving in slow, firm circles over my exposed skin. “Muscle rigidity here is significant.”

One hand slid lower, cupping me, not entering, just holding the weight of me in his palm. I gasped, pushing my face into the table.

“Is this acceptable?” he asked, the question a dark, formal rumble against the shell of my ear. He was following the rules, even here. Obtaining informed consent before the line vanished.

“Yes. God, yes.”

His finger traced my seam, a slow, maddening pass. “You’re swollen. Inflamed. A clear clinical sign.” He pressed the pad of his finger against my opening, not entering, just applying a steady, perfect pressure. “Tell me what you need, Nadia. For treatment.”

The words were choked. “You. Inside.”

“Specify.”

“Your fingers. Your cock. I need you to fuck me, Doctor.”

A low groan escaped him, the sound of his control splintering. He pushed two fingers into me without warning, a deep, claiming thrust that made me cry out. He curled them, finding a spot that made my vision blur. “Like this?” he asked, his other hand gripping my hip.

“Yes. More.”

He added a third, stretching me, his pace relentless. The slick, filthy sound of his hand working me filled the room. His breath was ragged. “You’re dripping. A severe presentation. Requires aggressive intervention.” He withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving me empty and aching.

I heard the rustle of clothing, the tear of a foil packet. Then the solid, hot press of him, not his fingers, but the broad head of his cock against me. He held himself there, a torment.

“Final consent,” he gritted out. “This course of treatment carries significant risk. To my license. To my oath. To your peace of mind. Do you understand and accept the risks?”

I pushed back against him, a desperate, wordless plea.

“Say it.”

“I understand. I accept. Please.”

He sheathed himself in me with one brutal, perfect thrust that left no distance between us at all. The table shuddered. A cry was torn from my throat, part shock, part blinding relief. He went still, holding deep, his body a tense line over mine.

“Fuck,” he whispered, the clinical facade gone, shattered. His forehead dropped between my shoulder blades. “You feel… you feel like a miracle I don’t deserve.”

Then he began to move.

It was nothing like before. This wasn’t the careful, controlled exploration of the exam bed. This was raw, a frantic claiming. He gripped my hips, his fingers digging in, and drove into me with a rhythm that was pure need. The table creaked in time. My hands scrambled for purchase on the smooth wood.

“You’re mine,” he growled, each thrust punctuating the words. “My patient. My complication. My ruin.”

I could only moan, pleasure winding tighter and sharper with every slam of his hips. The dominance in his voice, the sheer wrongness of it, the danger of it, catapulted me toward the edge. “Adrian, I’m… I’m going to—”

“Not yet.” He pulled out abruptly, flipping me onto my back before I could protest. My leggings were a tangle around my ankles. He pushed my knees apart, his gaze burning as it raked over my exposed, soaked pussy. “I need to see you.” He sank back into me, slower now, his eyes locked on where we were joined. “Watch me take you.”

He leaned down, bracing his hands on the table on either side of my head, and changed his angle, grinding deep, hitting a spot that made me see stars. His mouth crashed down on mine, swallowing my cries. He tasted of coffee and desperation.

“Come for me,” he ordered against my lips. “I need to feel it. Now.”

It was the command that broke me. My climax ripped through me, a convulsive wave that clenched around him, milking his cock. He swore, his rhythm faltering, and then with a deep, guttural sound, he followed me over, pulsing inside me, his body shuddering with the force of it.

He came down over me in a slow slide, easing his full weight onto my chest, and neither of us moved for a while. Our breaths were the only sound, harsh and syncopated in the quiet room. The candles flickered, casting long, dancing shadows.

Eventually he pushed himself up on his elbows, looking down at me. His hair was disheveled, his shirt rumpled and stained with oil. He looked utterly undone.

“The inquiry,” he said, his voice hoarse. “It’s more than a whisper. They’ve opened a file.”

The blissful haze evaporated. “What does that mean?”

“It means they’re looking for a pattern. One more complaint, one more irregularity, and they’ll convene a formal ethics hearing.” He brushed a strand of hair from my cheek. “My partner… Martin covered for me this time. But he knows. He knows. And he won’t stick his neck out again.”

I saw the conflict warring in his eyes—the fear, the desire, the rigid morality that was part of his bones. “So this is it?” The words felt like glass in my throat. “The last house call?”

He was silent for a long time, his gaze moving over my face in slow passes, as though he were committing each line to memory. “No,” he said at last. The word landed flat, final. “But it has to be the last one like this. As your doctor.”

He pulled out of me and stood. The sudden emptiness made my thighs twitch. He turned away to deal with the condom, every movement sharp with purpose. “I can’t see you professionally anymore, Nadia. Not even as a cover.”

I sat up, tugging my clothes back into place. The leather of the table stuck to the backs of my thighs. “So we stop.”

He faced me again, eyes hard. “No. We start.” He yanked the zipper of his bag shut. The sound cut through the room. “I’m terminating your concierge contract. Effective immediately. You’ll get the full annual fee back. You are no longer my patient.”

The words took the air out of my lungs. “Then… what are we?”

He crossed the room in two strides and cupped my face. His thumbs moved over my cheekbones, slow and careful now. “Whatever we are, it won’t live in a medical bag. It won’t happen in the dark with the lights off.” He kissed me, mouth open, tongue sliding against mine. “I’m choosing you, Nadia. I know exactly what it costs. But I’m not doing it halfway. And I’m not doing it where no one can see.”

“What does that look like?” I whispered. My pulse knocked hard against my ribs.

“It looks like me walking out that door tonight as your doctor,” he said, voice scraped raw. “And coming back tomorrow night as the man who’s in love with you. If you’ll have me.”

The words settled between us, heavy and new.

“And your career?” I asked.

“I’ll protect it if I can. If I can’t, I’ll build something else. But I won’t lose you to keep it.” He let go of me and picked up his bag. “I have to go. I need to file the termination paperwork tonight before I change my mind.”

He reached the door, then turned. The man standing there wasn’t the same one who’d arrived. The fear was still in his face, but it was no longer hidden. “Lock the door behind me,” he said, quiet. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Then he was gone.


Chapter 5 — The Diagnosis

The room stayed silent except for the soft crackle of the candles. It still smelled like almond oil and sweat and the faint trace of his cologne. The table was a wreck. My body felt used and awake at the same time, skin tight where his hands had held me, a dull throb between my legs where he’d been.

He was choosing me. Burning the professional bridge to make room for something else. The risk hadn’t disappeared. A formal relationship wouldn’t erase the record of what we’d already done. If the ethics board looked hard enough, they’d still find the dates, the notes, the overlap.

But he was willing to try anyway.

I walked to the door, threw the deadbolt, and pressed my forehead to the cool wood. Tomorrow night. He was coming back tomorrow night.

The fantasy was finished. We were stepping into something that had weight and edges.

My phone buzzed on the counter. A text from a number I didn’t recognize.

It’s Adrian. On a phone I pay for myself. The first rule I’m breaking for you. Sweet dreams, Nadia.

I smiled, slow and real, the first one that had felt like mine in days.

I fired back: Come and get me.

I watched the screen until it went dark. The words sat there in my chest like a promise and a challenge at once. The man who’d just left wasn’t my doctor anymore. He was Adrian. And he was coming back.

The apartment felt different once he was gone. The quiet wasn’t empty. It waited. I wiped the dining table down, removing every trace of oil from the wood with careful strokes. The proof of what we’d done was gone, but my skin still carried the memory. I took a long shower, hot water running over the places his fingers had dug in. A low, pleasant ache pulsed between my thighs. I kept hearing his last words. The man who’s in love with you.

Sleep wouldn’t come. I lay in the new sheets, cool against my back, and watched the city lights slide across the ceiling in pale rectangles. Love. He’d said love. Not want. Not need. Love. It should have felt like winning. Instead it felt like standing at the edge of a drop with no idea how far down it went. He was setting fire to his professional life for me. The weight of that pressed against my ribs.

The next morning the email from the concierge service arrived. Formal notice of termination and a full refund, already processed. At the request of your physician, Dr. Adrian Cole. It was done. The legal thread between us had been cut. We were free to be whatever came next.

And neither of us knew what that was.

He texted mid-morning. Today will be long. Board meeting at 4. Thinking of you.

I wrote back. Thinking of you thinking of me. Hurry up.

The day crawled. I opened spreadsheets, answered artist emails, but my mind stayed in that conference room with him. What was he saying? How much of a target had he made himself? The fear sat low in my stomach, cold and solid.

At seven the buzzer went off. My heart slammed into my throat. Too early. He’d said tonight, but not when.

I pressed the intercom. “Yes?”

“Nadia. It’s me.” His voice sounded worn thin.

I buzzed him up, palms damp. This was the first time he’d arrive without the black bag, without any excuse.

When I opened the door he looked wrecked. Suit jacket slung over one arm, tie pulled loose, hair standing up where he’d dragged his hands through it. The lines around his mouth were deeper than the night before, but the frozen fear in his eyes had been replaced by something tired and set.

He didn’t speak. He stepped inside, let the jacket fall to the floor, and pulled me against him. His arms locked tight. I felt the rapid knock of his heart against my cheek. He smelled like hospital soap and burnt coffee.

“It’s over,” he said into my hair.

I pulled back. “Over?”

“My partnership. I resigned effective end of month. Before they could push me out.” He said it like he was reading numbers off a chart.

The floor seemed to tilt. “Adrian, no. Your practice…”

“Was built on a reputation I can’t keep. Not if I want you.” He led me to the couch and dropped onto it like the day had finally caught up to him. “Martin was understanding. Brutally so. He said he’d suspected for weeks. Called me a fucking idiot and bought me a scotch. The practice will buy out my share. I’ll be cleanly gone.”

“And the board?”

“The inquiry is closed. ‘No evidence of misconduct.’ Because as of tonight you’re not my patient and I’m not practicing concierge medicine anymore. The conflict is gone.” He looked at me, eyes hollow. “It was the only way, Nadia. To protect my license long-term. To have any chance with you without checking over my shoulder every second.”

I took his hand, threaded our fingers together. “What will you do?”

A faint smile touched his mouth. “I have offers. Smaller practices. Research hospitals. They don’t know why I left and they don’t care. My CV is still worth something.” He lifted our joined hands and studied them. “But that’s tomorrow. Tonight…” His gaze lifted. The exhaustion was still there, but a darker heat had moved in behind it. “Tonight I’m just a man in your living room. And I’ve spent the last eight hours in a room full of people who see the world as rules and consequences, and all I could think about was your taste. The sound you make when I’m inside you. The way your skin gives under my hands.”

The words went straight through me. The last layer of professional distance had burned away with everything he’d given up. What was left was bare need.

“What do you want, Adrian?” I asked.

“Everything.” The word came out rough. “Slowly. Fast. Here on this couch. In your bed. I want to learn you without a clock running. Without an oath breaking.” He stood and pulled me up with him. “I want to take you to dinner. And I want to make you come until you forget your own name.”

He looked at me like he was seeing me for the first time. Not a patient. Not a problem. A woman. His woman. The possessiveness in his eyes should have scared me. It made my pulse kick harder.

“Dinner can wait,” I said.

He didn’t need anything else. His mouth came down on mine and the kiss was nothing like the ones before. No hesitation. No war behind it. Just pure claim, deep and open and hungry. His hands framed my face, thumbs stroking my cheekbones. Tender. Devastating.

When he broke the kiss we were both breathing hard. “Bedroom,” he said. Not a question.

I led him by the hand. The hallway felt new. He wasn’t following me for an exam. He was following me because he wanted to.

In my room the city light through the windows was enough to see by. He turned me to face him, hands at the hem of my shirt. “Last night I undressed you as your doctor,” he said, low. “Tonight I just want to see you.”

He pulled the shirt over my head. His eyes moved over the simple bra, then his fingers traced the lace edge before reaching back to unhook it. The fabric slid down my arms. He looked, gaze warm and unhurried, mapping the shape of my breasts like he had all night to learn them.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said, voice rough. His hands cupped me, thumbs dragging over my nipples until they tightened. He bent and took one into his mouth, tongue circling the peak, then sucking harder. A sharp sound broke from my throat. My fingers tightened in his hair.

He moved to the other breast, licking and sucking until my knees felt loose. Then his hands went to the button of my jeans. He opened it, dragged the zipper down, and pushed denim and panties down my hips in one slow motion. He went to his knees as he did it, following the fabric until he was looking up at me.

His eyes were dark. “Last time I was assessing,” he said, hands resting on my bare thighs. “This time I’m worshipping.”

Then his mouth was on me.

It was the first time he’d done this with nothing between us. No clinical distance. Just the hot, wet drag of his tongue over my clit. I cried out, hands flying to his head. He groaned against me, the vibration running straight through my cunt.

“Adrian… God…”

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his hands. One palm slid around my hip and gripped the full curve of my ass, fingers pressing hard enough to hold me exactly where he wanted me while his mouth sealed over my cunt. His tongue moved without mercy—circling, flicking, sucking my clit between his lips in a rhythm that made my thighs jerk. Then two fingers pushed inside, thick and unhurried, curling up to stroke the spot that always made my back arch. The wet heat of his mouth, the steady drag of his knuckles, the obscene sound of it—all of it pulled at the base of my spine.

“I’m not going to last,” I gasped, hips rolling hard against his face.

He pulled back just far enough to speak, mouth shiny, breath hot. “Then come,” he said, voice low and rough. “Come in my mouth. Let me taste you.”

The words hit like a match. The orgasm tore through me, sudden and brutal, my thighs clamping around his head as I cried out his name. He stayed with me through every pulse, tongue gentling, fingers easing as I clenched around them, drinking every drop I gave him.

When the last tremor faded, he withdrew his fingers slowly and stood. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes dark, mouth curved in something that wasn’t quite a smile. “One,” he said.

He stripped fast. Shirt buttons gave under impatient fingers. Fabric slid off his shoulders and hit the floor. Shoes kicked aside. Belt unbuckled, pants and briefs shoved down in one motion. His cock sprang free, heavy, flushed, already wet at the tip.

Every trace of the polished doctor was gone. What remained was just Adrian—naked, hard, and wanting me.

He guided me back onto the bed and followed, covering me with the full weight of his body. Skin against skin, the solid press of muscle, the heat of him. He kissed me deep, and I tasted myself on his tongue, sharp and intimate. His cock nudged at my entrance, thick head pressing but not pushing inside. He held there, eyes locked on mine.

“No more rules,” he whispered. “No more lines. Just you and me.”

“Just you and me,” I echoed.

He sank into me in one long, smooth stroke, filling me completely. We both groaned at the stretch. It felt different—nothing held back, nothing hidden. He wasn’t crossing a boundary. He was simply where he belonged.

He moved in a slow, deep roll, more about staying inside me than chasing release. His mouth traced my eyelids, the corner of my jaw, the shell of my ear. “I love you,” he murmured against my skin, each word timed to the thrust of his hips. “I love the way you push back. I love the way you come apart when I tell you to. I love the impossible, reckless, beautiful risk of you.”

Tears stung. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper. “I love you,” I said, the words raw in my throat. “I love your hands. I love your mind. I love the man who broke every rule he wrote for me.”

His rhythm faltered. He buried his face against my neck, breath hot and uneven. “Say it again.”

“I love you, Adrian.”

He drove into me harder then, pace shifting from careful to urgent. The bedframe rocked. One hand slid between us, thumb finding my clit, rubbing tight, perfect circles. The pressure built fast, sharp, almost too much.

“Come with me,” I begged, nails biting into his back.

He nodded, forehead pressed to mine, our breath tangled. “Now,” he growled.

It hit us together. My climax rolled through me in heavy, pulsing waves, inner muscles clamping around him in rhythmic squeezes. He shouted my name, body going rigid as he came deep inside me, hips jerking with every spurt.

He collapsed to the side but dragged me with him, tucking me tight against his chest. Our hearts slammed against each other, slowing together.

We lay in the dark for a long time, breathing. His fingers traced idle lines across my shoulder.

“I have to find a new apartment,” he said quietly.

I pushed up on one elbow. “What? Why?”

“The practice owns the place I’m in. Part of the partnership agreement. Thirty days.” He looked at me, eyes open, unguarded. “I was thinking I might not look for another one. I might just stay here. With you. If that’s what you want.”

Fast. Reckless. Exactly us.

“Yes,” I said, no hesitation. “I want that.”

He pulled me down for a slow, lingering kiss. “Then that’s the plan.” He exhaled, content. “I’ll need a new job. Offers are on the table, but I have to choose carefully. Somewhere with an ethics board that won’t give a damn about my personal life as long as I keep it personal.”

“You’ll figure it out,” I said, tracing the line of his jaw. “You’re the smartest man I know.”

He caught my hand and kissed my palm. “I feel like I’m starting over. At thirty-eight. It should be terrifying.”

“Is it?”

He looked at me, eyes soft in the low light. “It’s the only thing that makes sense.”

We slept tangled together. For the first time in weeks, my sleep was deep and dreamless.


Chapter 6 — The Key

The weeks that followed were a strange, suspended kind of happiness. Adrian moved his things into my apartment box by box, never all at once, as if some part of him still expected one of us to change our mind. Neither of us did. It wasn’t a merger so much as a slow weaving together. His medical journals stacked beside my art books. His sleek, matched kitchen tools crowded my mismatched mugs. We argued, cheerfully, over closet space, over the correct ratio of cream to coffee, over whose side of the bed was whose. Small, ordinary fights that felt like a luxury after months of counting hours between visits.

He took the position as head of internal medicine at a small teaching hospital across town. Less money. A quieter title. But the relief on his face after his first day there was unmistakable, something in his shoulders finally letting go for the first time since I’d met him. “No one knows me there,” he said, loosening his tie at my kitchen counter. “I’m just Dr. Cole. Not the man who built Cole and Martin. Not a name the board whispers about at their next meeting.”

The shadow of the inquiry faded to a rumor, then to nothing at all. We were careful in public, but we stopped being afraid of it. The real test came at the opening night of a group show at my gallery, the kind of event where half the city’s old-money collectors came to be seen as much as to look at the art. I’d spent a week dreading it, certain some board member’s spouse would recognize him and put the dates together out loud, over a glass of prosecco.

He came anyway. He stood at my elbow in a dark suit, traded easy small talk with a woman who chaired three hospital foundations, and when she asked, lightly, how we’d met, he didn’t flinch and he didn’t lie. “Through a mutual acquaintance,” he said, and slid his hand to the small of my back, “who introduced us at exactly the wrong moment, and exactly the right one.” Nobody blinked. Nobody connected a concierge physician’s quiet resignation to the woman on his arm. By the time we left, he was laughing at something one of my artists had said, tie already loosened, my coat already over his arm. It felt ordinary. It felt like something we were finally allowed to keep in daylight.

One evening, six weeks after he’d officially moved in, I came home to the smell of garlic and rosemary. Adrian stood at the stove in an apron I didn’t recognize, stirring a pot of sauce like it owed him money.

“You cooked?” I asked, dropping my bag by the door.

“I reheated,” he corrected, grinning over his shoulder. “Skillfully. But I set the table. And I opened the wine twenty minutes ago so it could breathe, which I’m told is a real thing people do.”

We ate at the same table where, weeks earlier, he’d once pressed a stethoscope to my chest and called it clinical. Tonight there was nothing clinical about any of it. We talked about his new department, my next show, a vacation neither of us had time for and both of us wanted anyway. We laughed more than we talked. Easy. Ordinary. The kind of night I used to watch other couples have through restaurant windows and assume wasn’t built for someone like me.

After dinner he pulled me onto the couch, into his lap, one hand sliding into my hair to angle my mouth up to his. The kiss started sweet and went slow and deep, his other hand finding the hem of my blouse, palm warm against my back.

“I have a present for you,” he murmured against my neck.

“Oh?”

He reached into his pocket and produced a small, flat box. Not ring-shaped. Too wide, too heavy for that. I flipped the lid open. Inside, resting on dark velvet, sat a single key on a plain silver ring.

“It’s for the house,” he said, voice careful in a way I’d never once heard from him, not even in the exam room. “The one I put an offer on this morning. It has a garden gone half wild. A sunroom with terrible light for anything except art, which makes it perfect for a studio. And,” a corner of his mouth tugged up, “a bed frame the listing agent swore was built for considerably more enthusiasm than the average buyer requires.”

I stared at the key like it might dissolve if I looked away too long. “A house?”

“A fresh start. For both of us. No exam tables. No board complaints. No ghosts.” He swallowed, and for the first time all night the composed physician showed through underneath, a man who still hadn’t gotten used to wanting something out loud. “Say you’ll come see it.”

Tears stung, sudden and hot. Not for the house. For the look on his face while he waited for my answer, like it genuinely wasn’t decided yet, like I could still say no and break something in him. “Of course I will. Yes.”

He kissed me again, longer this time, and his hands dropped to the button of my jeans. “I want to christen this couch properly,” he said, voice dropping into the low, deliberate register that still undid me every time. “As the new owners of a house we haven’t even seen yet.”

“Reckless,” I said.

“You like me reckless.”

He laid me back against the cushions and undressed me slowly, no clinical efficiency left in his hands at all, just unhurried attention, like he had every night for the rest of his life to learn me and intended to use each one. He shed his own clothes and knelt on the floor between my thighs, spreading me open with both palms.

“I still owe you a full assessment,” he said, breath warm against my inner thigh. “Somewhere in all of this I believe I promised a thorough throat exam. Long overdue, Doctor.”

A laugh caught in my chest, startled and warm. “You did say it would be addressed. Thoroughly.”

“I’m a man of my word.” He looked up at me, eyes dark, and there was nothing left of the exam room in his face, only hunger, plain and unguarded. “Later. Right now I’m not finished with this part of the chart.”

His mouth found my clit, tongue moving in slow, unhurried circles, no clock running, no chart to reference, nothing but the two of us and the low hum of the city outside. He built me up in long, patient waves, two fingers curling deep inside me until I was rocking against his mouth and begging in words that stopped making sense. When I came it didn’t tear through me sharp and violent the way it had the first times; it rolled through me, long and warm, my whole body arching into his hands.

He gave me a minute, mouth pressed to my hip, before I pulled him up and pushed him back against the cushions.

“My turn,” I said, and for once he was the one who went still.

I settled between his knees, palms sliding up the hard length of his thighs, and took him in my hand first, watching his jaw tighten, his head fall back against the couch. Then I lowered my mouth over him, slow, testing, learning the shape and the weight of him the way he’d once learned every inch of me with a stethoscope and a straight face. He swore, low and rough, fingers sliding into my hair without pulling, just resting there like he needed somewhere to put his hands. I took him deeper, found a rhythm, felt him swell harder against my tongue, and let myself enjoy exactly how far I could push him before his hips jerked once, helpless, and he caught himself.

“Nadia—” His voice cracked around my name. “If you keep doing that, this is going to be a very short exam.”

I pulled back just far enough to look up at him, lips still brushing the head of his cock. “Reflexes confirmed excellent, Doctor.”

A rough laugh broke out of him, disbelieving and wrecked at once, and then he was pulling me up his body, mouth crashing into mine, tasting himself there without a trace of hesitation.

“Come here,” he said against my lips. “I need to be inside you.”

I straddled his lap, guided him to my entrance, and sank down slow, feeling every inch of him fill me by degrees until I was fully seated, my forehead dropped to his. We stayed there a moment, joined and still, hands finding hands.

“No exam table,” he murmured. “No rules. Just us, and a couch we’re going to have to replace because of what we’re about to do to it.”

“Good,” I breathed. “Ruin it.”

He braced his hands on my hips and helped me move, a slow, rolling rhythm that had nothing to prove and nowhere to be. There was no clock ticking down to a phone call or a knock at the door this time, no danger threading through it. Just his mouth finding mine between breaths, his voice low and constant against my ear—I love you, I love this, I love every reckless thing you’ve ever said to me—while I rode him harder, faster, chasing a pleasure that built without any of the old urgency, only certainty. When it broke, it broke slow and total, a long, rolling release that pulled a shout from both of us at once, his hips jerking up into mine as he came, my whole body clenching around him in answering pulses until neither of us could say where his climax ended and mine began.

We stayed tangled together on the couch long after, his hand tracing lazy circles against my spine, my ear pressed to the steady, settling drum of his heart.

Later, in the quiet, the reality of it settled over me. The fear was still there, a small, stubborn echo somewhere under my ribs. The world wasn’t fair. People didn’t always get happy endings. But as I listened to his heartbeat slow beneath my cheek and felt the solid, unhurried warmth of his arms around me, I knew.

He hadn’t chosen between his oath and me. He’d rewritten the oath to include me. He’d traded a clean, rule-bound life for a messy, real, glorious one—and he’d done it with his eyes open, knowing exactly what it would cost him.

And I, who had been so starved for touch that I’d signed up to let a stranger take my blood pressure just to feel a hand on my arm, was now full.

I lifted my head and kissed the corner of his mouth. “Take me to see the house tomorrow.”

He smiled, a true, easy smile that reached his eyes. “Your wish,” he said, pulling me closer, “is my command.”

And for the first time, it wasn’t a doctor’s order. It was a promise from the man I loved. A promise of a tomorrow, and all the tomorrows after that. The fantasy was over. What we had built in its place was so much better.

It was real.

It was ours.
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