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Nervous in the Hands of her New Nurse

The image Zara caught of herself in the glass of the waiting room door didn’t exactly reflect the persona she’d been hoping to present.

She pouted disdainfully at the reflection. Christ, she thought with resignation. The teal dress that had seemed so cute in her dorm room now seemed to make her look like she was playing dress-up in her older sister’s clothes. Or worse—like she was wearing something her mother had picked out for her. Her roommate, Emma, had cooed about how "adorable" she looked in it. That should have been her warning. "Adorable" wasn't what Zara wanted to be right now.

She wanted to look grown-up, capable. Just another adult, being responsible and going to the clinic to keep on top of her health, doing the sort of thing an adult would do. Because that’s what she was now. That’s what she’d been for over a year. Out on her own, studying, building her future. So why the hell didn’t she feel like it in settings like these?

Her fingers twitched with the urge to yank her pigtails out. She cursed herself for having done her hair like that… again. Force of habit, she supposed. Whenever her anxiety kicked in, her hands automatically sectioned her hair into those long blonde tails. She usually reasoned that it was practical. That it kept her hair out of her face and off her neck on hot days. But she knew she was lying to herself. She knew the real reason. That she did it because that was how her hair had usually been when she’d been complimented, when she’d been doted over, when she’d been taken care of. Her subconscious appeared intent on sabotaging her, of presenting her as incapable—someone in need of help.

She dared another glance at her reflection and brushed her finger over the freckles she saw scattered across her nose. No amount of concealer ever truly hid them. If her outfit wasn’t enough, they were like permanent markers of her immaturity, indelibly stamped across her face. No wonder people made that barely-concealed expression of surprise any time it came up in conversation that she was already in her second year of college.

The receptionist called someone else's name, and Zara's stomach tightened. It would be her turn soon. And she’d have to explain her sleeping problems to some stern-faced doctor or nurse who would probably assume she was just another freshman who couldn't handle her course load, couldn’t handle the changes that come with having recently flown the nest. She crossed her legs, feeling the hem of her dress ride up on her pale thigh. She tugged the fabric down quickly, heat rising to her cheeks.

Pull yourself together, she thought. You're nineteen, not nine. Act like it.

The clipboard balanced on her lap felt heavy as she double-checked her information. This was her first time at the university clinic without her roommate accompanying her. The pair of them had attended together early last year when they’d caught the same bug that had been doing the rounds. That time, they’d spoken with a nurse in her sixties who acted as if their mere presence had been a serious imposition on her. But Emma always knew how to make small talk, how to seem confident… and mature. She’d made it so that they were dealt with as adults.

Zara, on the other hand, felt like an impostor in the adult world, especially in medical settings where you were just expected to understand complicated terminology and make important decisions seemingly on the spot. She hoped to god she didn’t get that same nurse again. She wouldn’t be able to deal with that dismissive glare on her own.

Her phone buzzed in the pocket of her dress, tugging her back from the well of introspection she’d been wallowing in. It was a text from Emma: "Good luck, Z! Don't get too in your head about it!"

Ha! Bit late for that, Zara thought. But it brought a smile to her face nonetheless. Emma had been Zara’s best friend since long before college, and she’d always known how to cheer her up when needed. It was a blessing that they’d been able to room together… though the thought crept into Zara’s mind that perhaps it was that very support—from Emma, from others—that kept her in this perpetual state of immaturity, of dependence.

She wasn’t permitted to dwell on the thought for long. The receptionist called her name and her heart entered her throat.

"The nurse will see you in consultation room three," the receptionist said, barely looking up from her computer screen. "Just down the hall on your left."

Zara stood, her legs suddenly feeling like jelly. She managed what she hoped passed for a smile as she passed the reception desk, though it felt more like a grimace stretching across her face.

The hallway seemed longer than it had any right to be. Each squeaking step on the linoleum floor echoed in her ears as she approached the wooden door marked with a simple black “3”. She paused, drawing in a deep breath, preparing herself to deal with whatever uncaring, wrinkled face she’d have to explain her trouble sleeping to. The image of that stern nurse she'd met last time flashed into her mind—that pinched mouth, those impatient eyes.

She raised her hand and knocked softly.

"Come in," called a voice from the other side.

The warmth in the tone caught her off guard. It wasn’t at all what she’d been expecting. It was deep. It was resonant. And is was… familiar? Zara pushed the door open and froze.

The world seemed to tilt sideways.

Benjamin.

Emma's brother Benjamin.

He was sitting at the desk, his broad shoulders filling out the light blue scrubs in a way that made her mouth go dry. His dark hair was shorter than she remembered, more professional, and the stubble on his jaw made him look even more mature than the last time she'd seen him at Emma's parents' house.

Her lungs refused to draw breath. Time slowed as the clipboard slipped from her fingers and clattered to the floor and a montage of memories flashed through her mind like a frantic slideshow.

She was sitting cross-legged on Emma's bedroom floor. He passed by the open door, her heart skipping when he noticed them and give her the briefest of acknowledging smiles.

Then she was volunteering to help bring snacks from the kitchen just because she knew he might be there.

Then she was at that summer barbecue, when he'd taught her how to play badminton, his hands briefly adjusting her grip on the racket.

And she was at Emma’s house again, before their graduation party, reliving the sole time she’d actually had a five-minute conversation with him while Emma was still getting ready… Five precious minutes she'd replayed in her head for weeks afterward.

All those times, that knot in her stomach had been accompanied by a question. Was she just another anonymous face to him? Just one more of Emma's rotating cast of friends who flitted through his peripheral vision? How many nights had she lain awake, analysing their brief interactions, wondering if he ever thought about her when she wasn't there?

"Oh," he said, recognition dawning in his eyes as he looked up from the computer. "Zara, right?"

Her name in his mouth. The sound sent a current through her body and brought her crashing back to the here and now.

"Y-yes," she stammered, still frozen in the doorway. "That's… that's me."

"Long time no see," he said, rising from his chair. He seemed even taller than she remembered, more mature, more… manly.

"I didn't know you were…" Her voice trailed off as she gestured weakly at his scrubs, at the stethoscope hanging around his neck.

"Working here?" Benjamin smiled, and something warm unfurled in her stomach. "Just finished my nursing degree last spring. Been at this clinic for about three months now." He bent down and picked up her clipboard, holding it out to her. "Emma didn't mention it?"

Zara shook her head, still struggling to process the situation. Emma knew. Why the hell wouldn’t she have warned her? But maybe it simply didn’t occur to her as something requiring a warning… That was just the kind of strange, laissez-faire approach to life that Zara had noted in others all too often, an approach she couldn’t begin to understand, much less emulate.

"Well, come in properly. Close the door behind you," he instructed, his voice taking on a gentle but authoritative tone she'd never heard from him before. "I'll be taking care of you today."

Taking care of her. The phrase echoed in her mind as she mechanically obeyed, closing the door with a soft click that felt somehow final. The examination room suddenly seemed much smaller, the air between them charged with something she couldn't name.

"So," Benjamin said, glancing at the computer screen, "I see you're having trouble sleeping?"

Zara nodded, unable to form words. She was acutely aware once again of her childish pigtails, of her teal dress that now felt absurdly juvenile. Had she known—had she had any inkling at all that Benjamin would be examining her—she would have worn something else. Anything else.

"Take a seat on the examination table," he said, patting the paper-covered surface. "We'll figure out what's going on."

Her legs moved automatically. The paper crinkled loudly beneath her as she perched on the edge of the table, her knees pressed tightly together. She tugged at the hem of her dress, suddenly terrified it might ride up.

"How long has this been going on?" Benjamin asked, his dark eyes meeting hers with professional concern.

Zara still felt adrift. He’d moved on so quickly to the matter at hand, but she was still dwelling on the fact that he remembered her name. No, not her name. That was obviously on his screen alongside her symptoms. But… he had recognised her as Emma’s friend. He had remembered something about her. And that was enough right now. Enough to make her feel the same way she’d felt those times before when she’d stolen glances of him from across a room.

"A few weeks," she managed to answer eventually, her voice barely above a whisper. "Maybe a month."

"And what exactly happens when you try to sleep?" He rolled his chair closer to the examination table. Close enough that she could smell his cologne—something woodsy and clean that made her dizzy.

"I just… lie there. It’s like my mind won't quiet down." She couldn't possibly tell him where her mind went some nights… that it was so often his face that occupied her thoughts when sleep refused to come.

"Any changes in your routine? New stresses? Caffeine intake?" His pen hovered over her chart.

"Not really. Just regular college stuff."

Benjamin nodded, making a note. "Alright. I'm going to need to check your vitals. Blood pressure, heart rate, that sort of thing." He stood up, towering over her. "That sound okay?"

No. It didn't sound okay. It sounded terrifying. Terrifying not because she didn't want it to happen… but because of just how much she did.

The thought of Benjamin's hands on her body—even in such a clinical, professional context—sent a wave of heat through her that made her toes curl inside her flats. How many times had she imagined his touch? How many nights had she lain awake, fingers tracing her own skin, pretending they were his? And now it was actually going to happen. Not as she’d imagined it, of course. But he would probably gaze deeply into her eyes, his hands would encircle her wrists measuring her pulse, he would hear her heart as it pounded for him… he would give her the attention that she had yearned for for so long.

"Sure," she said simply, trying as hard as she could not to allow any of her inner turmoil to seep into that one word.

Benjamin smiled—that same smile that had graced her waking dreams—and reached for a blood pressure cuff. "Just relax your arm for me," he instructed, his voice dropping to a professional murmur that somehow felt more intimate than any whisper.

Zara extended her arm, feeling exposed despite being fully clothed. The brush of his fingertips against her skin as he positioned the cuff around her bicep sent electricity shooting up her arm. She bit her lip to keep from making a sound.

"This might feel a little tight," he warned as he began to pump the cuff.

A little tight was an understatement. The pressure around her arm increased, but it was nothing compared to the pressure building in her chest, the tightness in her throat as she watched him concentrate on his task. His dark eyebrows drew together slightly as he listened through his stethoscope, eyes fixed on the gauge. She wondered if he could hear how erratically her heart was beating, if he would attribute it to anxiety about the medical examination rather than his proximity.

"Hmm," he said as he released the pressure and removed the cuff. "A bit elevated. Are you feeling anxious today?"

If only he knew. "A little," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "I don't really like… medical stuff."

He nodded understandingly. "That's normal. Let's check your heart rate." He reached for his stethoscope again, and Zara froze.

"I'll need you to…" He gestured vaguely at her chest.

Her mouth went dry. "What?"

"If you could just pull down the top of your dress a little," he clarified, his tone remaining professionally detached even as Zara's mind spiralled into places that were decidedly unprofessional. "I need to listen to your heart."

"Oh. Right." Her fingers fumbled with the neckline of her dress, pulling it down just enough to expose her collarbone and the very top of her chest. The lacy strap of her pink bra peeked out, and she felt her face flush hot with embarrassment.

Benjamin's expression didn't change as he warmed the metal disc of the stethoscope between his palms. "This might be cold," he warned before pressing it against her skin, just above where her heart thundered in her chest.

She couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Could only feel the cool metal against her skin and the heat of his presence so close to her. His face was inches from hers as he listened, his dark eyes focused somewhere past her shoulder in concentration. A lock of his hair had fallen forward, and she had the insane urge to reach out and brush it back.

"Take a deep breath for me," he instructed.

Zara inhaled shakily, trying to control the trembling that threatened to overtake her body. The scent of his cologne filled her nostrils, enveloped her.

"And another."

She complied, watching his face for any sign that he could tell what effect he was having on her. But his expression remained professionally neutral as he moved the stethoscope to another spot on her chest.

"Your heart's racing," he observed, finally meeting her eyes. "Are you sure you're just anxious about being at the clinic?"

The question hung in the air between them. For a terrifying moment, Zara wondered if he knew—if somehow he could read in her eyes all the nights she'd spent thinking about him, all the fantasies she'd indulged in in the privacy of her dorm room.

"I—" she started, but her voice cracked. She swallowed hard. "I just didn't expect to see you here. It's… surprising."

Something flickered across his face—amusement, perhaps?—before he nodded and straightened up, removing the stethoscope from her chest. "I can imagine. Small world, right?"

Zara nodded, tugging her dress back into place, already missing the brief contact despite her embarrassment.

"I'm going to need to check your throat and lymph nodes," Benjamin said, setting the stethoscope aside. "Tilt your head back for me?"

She obeyed, exposing the vulnerable line of her throat to him. His fingers were warm and firm as they pressed gently along the sides of her neck. Each touch sent shivers down her spine that she struggled to conceal.

"Any tenderness?" he asked, his voice low.

"No," she whispered, afraid to move, afraid to break whatever spell had fallen over the examination room.

"Good." His fingers lingered for a moment longer than seemed strictly necessary, or was that just her imagination? Then he stepped back, putting professional distance between them once more. "Everything seems normal there."

Zara let out a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. Her skin still tingled where he'd touched her. She already knew she would be replaying those moments in her mind for weeks to come. Just like every other fleeting moment she’d shared with Benjamin.

Benjamin frowned slightly, making a note on her chart. "I'm a bit concerned about your elevated heart rate," he said, his eyes fixed on the numbers he'd recorded. "Have you experienced any dizziness lately?"

Zara's mind flashed back mere moments—to how his scent had made her head swim, to how the room had seemed to tilt when his fingers pressed against her neck. A pleasant vertigo that she knew had nothing to do with any medical condition.

"No," she said, her voice small. The half-truth settled uncomfortably in her stomach.

"Even so," Benjamin said, tapping his pen against the clipboard, "I'd like to do a few more tests, just to be sure." He gestured toward the floor. "Could you stand up for me, please?"

Zara nodded and slid off the examination table. The paper covering crinkled loudly as she moved, and she felt her dress catch beneath her on its rough surface. The hem rode up her thighs as she slipped down, exposing the smooth skin of her upper legs. Heat rushed to her face as she quickly yanked the fabric back down, her eyes darting to Benjamin's in mortification.

Had he seen? His expression remained neutral, his eyes steady on her face rather than where her dress had betrayed her. If he had noticed, he gave no indication. Relief washed over her, mingled with an odd sense of gratitude for his discretion. In that moment, she felt oddly safe with him, despite the churning in her stomach.

"I'd like you to walk in a straight line across the room for me," he instructed, stepping back to give her space. "From the cabinet to the door."

Zara nodded, gathering herself. She took a deep breath and began to walk, placing one foot carefully in front of the other. The linoleum squeaked against her thin-soled flats. Her mind was split between the task at hand and her awareness of his eyes following her movement, studying her, analysing her—but not in the clinical way she'd expected. There was something else there, an intensity that made her skin prickle.

This was how she'd always wanted him to look at her. Really look at her. See her. All those times at Emma's house when she'd felt invisible, when she'd wondered if he even registered her existence beyond being his sister's friend. Now his dark eyes tracked her every step, and she felt truly seen by him for the first time.

"Good," he said when she reached the door. "Now, I'd like you to raise one leg and circle your ankle. Then repeat with the other."

Zara balanced on her right foot, lifting her left and rotating her ankle in slow circles. Her dress shifted slightly with the movement, and she fought the urge to tug at the hem again. Benjamin watched with that same focused attention, his head tilted slightly as if cataloguing every detail of her performance.

She switched legs, balancing now on her left foot, circling her right ankle. There was something oddly comforting about following his directions, about performing these simple tasks at his command. It felt right somehow, natural in a way she hadn't expected. His voice guided her, and her body responded, creating a rhythm between them that made her pulse quicken again.

"Very good," Benjamin said, making another note on his clipboard. Then he paused. Not for long. But just enough that she noticed. Just enough that she wondered whether he was coming to some sort of decision before giving his next instruction.

"Now, I'd like you to face away from me and bend at the waist. Try to touch your toes with your knees straight, if you can."

The request cut through the pleasant haze that had enveloped her. Zara froze, her cheeks instantly flaming hot. Her mind was filled with the obvious impediment. Her dress—that stupid, childish, too-short teal dress. It would ride up completely if she bent over like that. He’d see… everything. The lacy pink underwear she'd absentmindedly grabbed that morning would be fully exposed to him. It felt obscene. What the hell would he think? That she’d dressed up just for him?

"I…" she stammered, her hands instinctively moving to the back of her dress, holding the fabric down. "I don't think I can."

Benjamin looked up from his clipboard, one eyebrow raised in question. "It's a standard test for balance and flexibility," he explained, his tone still professionally detached. "Is there a problem?"

Zara swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry as sand. How could she possibly explain? The words stuck in her throat, trapped behind the wall of her embarrassment. Saying it aloud seemed almost as bad as actually doing it. Either way, it would conjure an image in his mind.

"My… dress," she finally managed to whisper, her voice barely audible. "It's… it's too short for that."

She didn't know what response to expect. She didn’t even exactly know what response she was hoping for. But Benjamin’s reaction to her obvious embarrassment, when it came, didn’t conform to any of the reasonable possibilities for which she was preparing herself.

His expression shifted. Something in his features changed—slight, but unmistakable. His shoulders squared, his posture straightened, and his gaze sharpened as it met hers.

"Ah, I see," he said, his voice taking on a tone she hadn't heard before—firmer, more authoritative. "Zara, you don't need to worry about things like that with me. The human body is my profession. There's nothing to be embarrassed about."

The words settled over her, muffling her senses. Zara blinked, taken aback. Was he… insisting? He hadn't directly ordered her to do it, but the implication seemed clear. That she should just grow up and get it over with.

She felt her cheeks begin to warm again as she processed his words. Was that fair? Was it professional? Her mind raced through possible responses, but none seemed adequate. Maybe she was being juvenile. Maybe this was completely standard procedure and she was the one making a mountain out of a molehill.

But there was something else happening inside her too, alongside her questioning thoughts. That authoritative edge in his voice—the way he'd spoken to her not as just his little sister’s friend but as a medical professional with expectations—sent an unexpected shiver running through her body. It stirred something deep within her, something she couldn't quite name… but recognised instantly.

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She couldn’t be entirely sure if this was normal procedure or if this was… him. Benjamin. The man she'd fantasised, now speaking to her with quiet command.

And strangely, she found she didn't really care which it was.

The request took on a new light in her mind. Still embarrassing—unimaginably mortifying—but also… exciting? A chance to be seen by him in such a new way, after all the times she'd stolen glances of him.

The memory surfaced unbidden. Benjamin passing her in the hallway of Emma's house, fresh from the shower. Just a white towel around his waist, water droplets still clinging to his solid chest as he rubbed at his hair with a smaller towel—she couldn’t remember the colour, that wasn’t where her focus had been. He’d barely acknowledged her as he passed. But that glimpse, the parts of it that had been her focus—the angled planes of his chest, his muscular arms, the thin trail of hair that ran from his navel down to the towel wrapped low on his hips… and beyond—had stayed with her, marked her memory as indelibly as when light hits film. And she'd replayed that reel countless times since, grateful for having been an audience of one.

Could she offer him something just as permanent now? A glimpse that he might want to replay? She barely dared to consider that—rather than medical propriety—that might even have been his very motivation. She barely dared. The temptation was too much to deny entirely.

"Okay," she heard herself say, the word escaping her lips before she'd fully decided. "I'll do it."

Benjamin nodded, his expression professional once more, but there was something else there too—a flicker of… what? Appreciation? Approval? It was gone before she could be sure.

"Thank you," he said, his voice level. "Just face that wall and bend at the waist. Try to keep your legs straight."

Zara turned away from him, her heart hammering so loudly now she feared he might hear it even without his stethoscope. The wall in front of her was bare except for a poster about hand hygiene—mundane, clinical, so at odds with the electric tension she felt crackling through her body.

She took a deep breath and began to bend forward, feeling the cool air of the examination room against the backs of her thighs as her dress inched upward. Her fingertips stretched toward the floor, trembling slightly. The dress slid higher, higher—past mid-thigh, to the curve where her legs met her bottom.

She knew the moment her underwear became visible. Not because of anything she could see, but because she heard the subtlest change in Benjamin's breathing behind her. Just a slight hitch, almost imperceptible, but it sent a jolt through her entire body.

She couldn't move. The moment stretched out, elastic and taut as her hamstrings. But for the fire burning within her, she might as well have been frozen in ice. Behind her, Benjamin's silence spoke volumes, punctuated only by that slightly changed pattern of his breathing.

Zara's mind raced wildly. Part of her screamed to stand up immediately, to pull her dress down and run from the room. But another part—a part she barely recognised—wanted to stay just like this for as long as she could, bent over, exposed, knowing his eyes were on her. The contradicting desires left her paralysed.

She thanked a god she didn’t believe in that providence had guided her hand towards a pretty set of underwear today, the lacy pink pair with their delicate floral pattern. What if she'd worn those old cotton ones with the faded polka dots? The mortification would have been unbearable. At least something about her outfit indicated some level of maturity.

But at the same time she was ashamed of herself for even thinking that way. For hoping he might see her as something other than a patient. For wanting his gaze to linger. This was Benjamin. He was Emma's big brother and he was a medical professional for Christ’s sake! And here she was, secretly hoping he might be looking at her the way she’d looked at him that day in the hallway—with desire rather than clinical detachment.

Though even as she chided herself for thinking it, she couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through her at the possibility. Her body betrayed her. She could feel that, in spite of her position, blood wasn’t just rushing to her head.

The seconds continued to tick by. Surely she should have been told to straighten up by now? Her thighs began to burn with the effort of maintaining the stretch, muscles trembling slightly. The discomfort in her legs matched the embarrassed heat spreading across her face and the decidedly different heat building between her thighs. How long had she been like this now? It felt like minutes rather than seconds.

A terrible, wonderful thought occurred to her.

Maybe this wasn't just about checking her balance. Maybe he was taking his time because he was looking at her. Not looking at “the human body” that was “his profession”, but looking at her. The idea sent another pulse of heat through her core, stronger this time.

When he finally broke the silence, his voice wasn't quite the same. The clinical edge had softened, replaced by something warmer, less guarded. There was less professionalism in it, what seemed like a lack of care in his choice of words.

"Very nice, Zara," he said, and it sounded almost like a confirmation.

What was he saying was nice, exactly? Her flexibility? Her balance? Or… something else entirely? The use of her name in that moment made it feel all the more personal, as if he were speaking to her as himself—as Benjamin—rather than as her nurse. As if they were alone in a room for entirely different reasons.

"You can straighten up now."

Zara slowly rose, her legs shaky beneath her. She smoothed her dress down with trembling hands, unable to meet his gaze as she turned back to face him. Her heart hammered against her ribs, her breath coming in shallow pulls.

"Your balance seems fine," Benjamin said, making a note on his clipboard. Was it her imagination, or did his pen press harder into the paper than before? "Let's move on to the next test."

She nodded mutely, still processing what had just happened between them—if anything had happened at all. Maybe she was reading too much into it. Maybe "very nice" was just a turn of phrase he’d use with any patient. But maybe—she hoped—it was just for her.

Suddenly the prospect of a “next test” thrilled her. She didn’t want their time together to end.

"Sit back on the examination table," he instructed, his voice firmer now. "I need to check your reflexes."

Zara obeyed, hoisting herself back onto the crinkly paper. Her mind still buzzed with confusion and arousal, a heady cocktail that made it hard to focus. She watched as Benjamin retrieved a small rubber hammer from a drawer.

"Relax your leg," he said, approaching her. His fingers brushed against her bare knee as he positioned her leg. He wasn’t doing anything obviously out of the ordinary, and yet she still had to bite her lip to keep from gasping at the contact. "I'm going to tap just below your kneecap."

The rubber hammer struck lightly, and her leg jerked reflexively. Benjamin's hand steadied her knee, his palm warm against her skin, the feeling inexplicably almost more intimate than she could bear. He moved to her other leg, repeating the process, and her focus remained on every slight point of contact between them.

"Good responses," he murmured, his eyes meeting hers briefly. Something passed between them in that glance—a recognition, perhaps, of the tension coiled tight within her.

"It seems we have a problem, Zara" he said, setting the hammer aside.

"A problem?" she asked, genuinely confused. "But you just said my reflexes are good."

Something in his expression shifted as it had before. The professional distance seemed to diminish, its place filled by something more personal, more knowing.

"That's the problem," he said, setting his clipboard down on the counter. "You've told me the issue isn't psychological. And a cursory examination hasn't shown up any physical indicators either."

Zara's brow furrowed. Her heart continued its wild rhythm against her ribs as she tried to make sense of what he was saying. Had he simply failed to work out what was wrong with her? Was he giving up?

"So," she asked hesitantly, "what does that mean?"

Benjamin took a step closer to the examination table where she sat. The air between them seemed to thicken, making it difficult for her to draw a full breath. His eyes held hers, and the corner of his mouth twitched upward in the hint of a smile that made her stomach flip.

"It means," he said, his voice dropping to a lower register that sent shivers cascading down her spine, "that I'll have to examine you somewhat more thoroughly."

The way he emphasised that last word made a sudden heat pool low in her belly. His gaze was steady, searching, as if he could see right through her flimsy pretences to the truth beneath.

"If you're comfortable with that, of course," he added, his tone softening slightly.

In that moment, clarity washed over Zara like a wave. That smile, the tone of his voice, the deliberate way he'd phrased his suggestion—he knew that she hadn’t told him the whole truth. Somehow, he had worked out that there was no real medical issue, that her problem sleeping was entirely psychological. Maybe there was some hint written in her vitals, maybe in the way she'd responded to his questions or tests, or maybe… he'd simply recognised it in the way she’d been looking at him.

He was keeping up the charade. But this wasn't about medicine anymore. He was doing this because he wanted to, not because it was medically necessary. He wanted to see more of her.

That realisation sent a jolt of excitement through her body so powerful she had to grip the edge of the examination table to steady herself. Benjamin—mature, unobtainable, always just out of reach and mysterious—wanted to see more of her. The thought was intoxicating.

At the same time, she recognised that he was giving her an out. He wasn't pressuring her. He was making this as much her decision as his. The ball was in her court now. She could end this game with a single word, walk out of here with her dignity intact, and they would never speak of this moment again.

But she didn't want to end it. She wanted—had wanted for so long—whatever it was he was offering her.

Zara swallowed hard, gathering her courage. She would play along with his ruse, maintain the pretence that this was all just part of the examination. It felt safer that way, as if they were both protected by the fiction they were creating together.

"If you… think that would be best," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Benjamin's smile widened, and the look in his eyes made her feel as though she were melting from the inside out.

"I really do, Zara," he said somewhat wryly, her name on his lips again sending another wave of heat through her body.

He moved to the door, and for a terrifying moment, she thought he was going to leave. Instead, he turned the lock with a soft click that seemed to echo in the suddenly silent room. The sound was unmistakable—a boundary being drawn between them and the outside world, a seal on whatever was about to transpire between them.

"Can't have anyone interrupting a thorough examination," he explained, his voice casual but his eyes anything but as they travelled over her face, down her neck, lingering briefly on her chest before returning to meet her gaze.

Zara's mouth went dry. Her hands fidgeted with the hem of her dress, pulling it down over her thighs in a reflexive gesture of modesty that seemed almost absurd now, given what had already passed between them.

"Now," Benjamin said, approaching her again, "We’ll have to redo some of the initial tests more meticulously."

He reached for the stethoscope that hung around his neck. "I'd like to listen to your heart again. But this time…" He paused, and Zara held her breath, waiting for the words she knew would come next. "I'll need you to remove your dress."

Her pulse thundered in her eardrums. Her mind raced with conflicting emotions—desire, embarrassment, anticipation, fear. She wanted this so much, had wanted it for so long, and yet now that the moment was here, she found herself frozen, unable to act.

"I…" she began, her voice catching in her throat. Her fingers played nervously with the hem of her dress, twisting the fabric. "Is that really necessary?"

She knew she was stalling, dragging out the decision despite what her body was clearly telling her to do. That heat in her belly, the electric sensitivity of her skin, the quickening of her breath, and the constant throb building between thighs that she now pushed tightly together—all signs pointing to what she truly wanted. But still, she hesitated.

Benjamin's expression softened slightly, though his posture remained commanding. "For a thorough examination? Yes, it is." He took a step closer, his presence filling her senses. "But if you're uncomfortable, we can stop right now. It’s your choice, Zara."

The way he said her name, how he kept saying her name—low, almost like a caress—was bewitching.

"Are you sure it would be okay?" she asked timidly. "I mean… given that we… know each other? That I'm Emma's friend?"

The question settled in the space between them for a beat, the genuine concern behind it unspoken but understood. Was this crossing a line? Would it change things between them forever?

Benjamin's expression remained steady, professional, though his eyes held something warmer.

"Like I’ve said, this is my job now, Zara." His voice was calm and reassuring. "What happens in this examination room stays here. It's confidential." He moved closer again, until he was standing directly in front of her, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. "I've taken an oath to do no harm, and often that involves… keeping secrets."

Her mind reeled at the implications of his words. He wasn't being casual with his language now, he was choosing his words deliberately for their double meaning. He must have been. The clinical façade was still in place, but beneath it lay something else entirely—an invitation, a promise.

"Anyway," he added, his voice dropping lower, "it's nothing I haven't seen before."

Zara's head snapped up, her eyes wide with shock and confusion. "What do you mean?" she asked, the words passing her lips before the question had even fully formed in her mind.

A small smirk played at one corner of his mouth. "I've seen you in a bikini before," he explained lightly, his eyes never leaving hers. "When you were playing in the pool with Emma."

Heat rushed to Zara's face. "What? When?"

"A few times." His smile widened slightly. "You always wore that pink two-piece with the white trim."

Zara's mind traced through her memories. She'd swam in Emma's family pool multiple times over the years, but she'd never known Benjamin had been around during any of those visits. She'd always assumed he was out with friends or working or… anywhere but watching her. If she’d known, she would have made excuses. She was far too shy to have knowingly donned a bikini with him in the house.

"I… I didn't know you were home those times," she said, feeling more exposed than she had been when touching her toes.

Benjamin's eyes glinted with something that might have been amusement. "I can be discrete when I want to be."

The revelation sent conflicting emotions coursing through her—surprise first and foremost, pervaded by a feeling of invasion of privacy… but also a strange elation that he held memories of her, just as she held memories of him—private memories that were his alone. He'd noticed her. All this time, when she thought she was invisible to him, he had been watching.

"You never said anything," she murmured, still processing this new information.

"No," he agreed, not offering any further explanation. Instead, he reached for his stethoscope again. "Anyway, let's listen to that heart of yours."

Something in his tone, in the way his eyes held hers, made the decision for her. Her mind was made up in that instant. With trembling fingers, she reached for the bottom of her dress and slowly began to pull it upward.

The fabric slid over her thighs, past her hips, revealing more and more of her pale skin to his gaze. She paused when it reached her waist, suddenly self-conscious about her lacy pink underwear again. Would he think it was too much? Like she was playing dress-up? Would it make her look juvenile by contrast?

But the look in Benjamin's eyes as they dropped to take in her newly exposed skin told her he thought she was anything but juvenile. His gaze was appreciative, hungry even, and it gave her the courage to continue.

She pulled the dress over her head in one fluid motion, leaving her sitting on the examination table in nothing but her matching pink bra and panties. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on her skin, or perhaps it was the intensity of Benjamin's gaze that caused the reaction.

"Perfect," he murmured, and she wasn't sure if he was speaking to her or to himself. He approached her, stethoscope in hand. "Now, let's do this properly."

His approach was entirely different now. The professional distance had evaporated, replaced by something far more intimate. Though he maintained the pretence of medical examination, Zara could see through it now—a veneer so thin it barely concealed what they both knew was happening.

Benjamin rested his hand on her bare shoulder, the weight and warmth of it sending tingles across her skin. He pressed the cold metal disc of the stethoscope firmly against the upper curve of her breast, just above where the pink lace of her bra began. Her breath caught in her throat.

He lingered there, the metal warming against her skin, his eyes focused intently on some point past her shoulder as if concentrating on the sounds in his ears. But Zara knew better now. She could tell he was pausing only long enough to maintain their shared charade before moving to another spot, his fingers brushing against her collarbone in a touch that felt deliberately slow.

His hand moved lower, fingers nearing the laced edge of her bra cup. He paused, his eyes flicking up to meet hers. The intensity in his gaze made her stomach flip.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice lower than before.

Zara swallowed hard, unable to form words. She simply nodded, her consent given in silence.

Benjamin's fingers grazed the edge of the lace, pulling the material away slightly. The brush of his fingertips against the soft flesh of her breast sent electricity shooting through her body. He slid the metal disc beneath the fabric, cool against her heated skin.

He pushed it further in, further than she thought either necessary or reasonable for any legitimate medical purpose. The stethoscope slid beneath the cup until it nearly touched her nipple. But Zara didn't care about reason or necessity anymore. All she could focus on was the fact that this man's hand—Benjamin’s hand—was separated from direct contact with her breast by nothing but the pantomime they were both participating in.

She felt exposed in the most delicious way, vulnerable yet powerful. Her skin prickled with goosebumps, her nipple hardening against the lace of her bra. Could he see it? Did he know what he was doing to her?

Benjamin withdrew the bell of the stethoscope, his knuckles grazing her skin as he pulled back. Her body mourned the loss of contact immediately. But he wasn't finished.

He approached again, this time from below. Without asking this time, he lifted the underwire of her bra, exposing the underside of her breast. The cool air kissed her skin for just a moment before he pressed the metal disc against it again.

Zara's breathing had grown heavy, each inhale a conscious effort. Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat, in her fingertips, between her legs. She wondered absently if Benjamin was actually counting her heartbeats. If he was, he showed no concern for how they raced under his touch.

The stethoscope moved again, sliding along the curve of her breast. She couldn't help the small gasp that escaped her lips. Benjamin's eyes darted to her face briefly, the corner of his mouth twitching in what might have been a suppressed smile.

After what felt like both an eternity and not nearly long enough, he removed the stethoscope from her flesh and his ears. He stepped back, his professional mask sliding back into place, though his eyes still smouldered with something decidedly unprofessional.

"Please stand for me," he said calmly, as if he hadn't just spent the last few minutes caressing her breast under the guise of medical examination.

Zara slid off the table on shaky legs, her knees feeling like they might give way beneath her at any moment. Standing before him in nothing but her pink underwear, she felt more exposed than she ever had in her life—and more alive.

Benjamin's eyes swept over her, taking her all in. His gaze was appreciative, hungry even, as it travelled from her face down to her toes and back up again, lingering on the curves of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the slight flare of her hips. The heat of his stare made her skin tingle.

"I need to check your muscle tone," he said, his voice deeper than before.

He approached without waiting for her response, and his hands were on her again without further explanation. The stethoscope was gone now, replaced by the direct contact of his warm palms against her bare skin. He started at her shoulders, his thumbs pressing into the tense muscles there, massaging rather than examining.

Zara's breath caught in her throat. His touch was firm but gentle as his hands moved to her upper chest, fingers splayed just above the lace of her bra. He wasn't listening to her heart anymore, but surely he could feel how it fluttered beneath his hands.

"You're very tense, Zara" he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "Try to relax."

Relaxation seemed impossible as his hands travelled down her arms, squeezing gently, testing the firmness of her biceps, her forearms, encircling her wrists. Each touch, each caress, sent new waves pleasure rippling out from their origin, all gathering and amplifying each other where they met at her core.

His hands moved to her sides, just below her breasts. His thumbs brushed the underside of her bra, so close to where she ached to be touched that she had to bite her lip to keep from making a sound. She could feel his eyes on her face now, watching her reactions, gauging her responses to his touch.

Then, without warning, he dipped to his haunches, crouching before her. The sudden change in position brought his face level with her stomach, with the pink lace of her panties. Zara's breath hitched as he looked up at her, then back at what was directly in front of him.

He seemed to stare at her core for a beat before his hands continued their journey. Time stretched between them as his gaze lingered on the place where the lace covered her—barely covered her. She knew he could see the dampness there, the evidence of her arousal darkening the delicate fabric.

She could feel his breath against her through the thin fabric, warm and moist. Each exhale caressed her sensitive flesh, making her legs tremble with the effort of remaining standing. His face was so achingly close—mere inches from where she was throbbing with need.

She looked down at him and saw not a nurse, but an admirer. The pretence had fallen away completely now. His eyes were dark with desire, his professional mask discarded. This was Benjamin—Emma's brother, the object of her secret fantasies—kneeling before her, looking at her as if she were the most desirable thing he'd ever seen.

"I need to check your circulation," he said, his voice husky. "Make sure the blood flow is good in your extremities."

His hands continued their palpations, starting at her ankles, circling slowly before moving upward. The touch was deliberate, sensual, nothing like any clinical examinations she'd ever been party to.

He worked his way slowly up her legs, his palms warm against her smooth calves, his fingers tickling her slightly as they moved over the sensitive skin at the backs of her knees. His hands slid higher, to her thighs, his fingers pressing into soft flesh and firm muscle alike. Each touch brought him closer and closer to where that throb, that ache was becoming insistent.

Zara's breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly as his hands inched higher. She couldn't take her eyes off him, off his face as he concentrated on his task, off his hands as they explored her body.

His fingertips reached the hem of her panties, tracing the lace edge with a touch so light it might have been her imagination. Her head was swimming, she didn't know what to expect next, how far he would take this charade. The uncertainty was both terrifying and thrilling.

Then he spoke simply, "Turn around please."

The command was soft but firm, brooking no argument. She did so, slowly, embarrassed that with him crouched as he was her ass would be directly in front of his face. She felt the heat of her blush spread from her cheeks down her neck to her chest. The knowledge that he was looking at her, that his eyes were likely fixed on the curve of her behind—half-seen before, but now full presented to him—made her dizzy with a strange mixture of shame and desire.

His hands found her ankles again, starting their journey anew. They worked up her legs from behind, his thumbs pressing into the tight muscles of her calves, the backs of her knees. The sensation was different from this angle, more intimate somehow. Without seeing him, there was a necessary element of trust involved.

His hands continued upwards. But they didn't stop where they had on her front. They moved higher, past her knees, past her thighs, until they reached the curve of her buttocks. Zara's breath caught as his palms cupped her ass cheeks through the thin fabric of her panties.

He squeezed gently at first, then with more confidence, his fingers kneading the soft flesh. This was no longer even remotely medical. He was groping her, plain and simple, his thumbs tracing the seam where the lace met her skin. Zara bit her lip hard, her eyes squeezed shut as pleasure coursed through her. It took everything in her not to moan aloud as his fingers dipped slightly beneath the elastic, brushing against bare skin.

She felt him shift behind her, heard the soft rustle of fabric as he rose to his full height. His hands never left her body, trailing slowly up her sides as he stood. Her skin tingled in the wake of his touch, goosebumps rising despite the warmth flooding through her.

When he reached his full height, his hands came to rest on her shoulders. He was so close now that she could feel the heat radiating from his body into hers. His breath was warm against the nape of her neck, sending shivers down her spine. And then she felt something else—a pressure against her ass cheek. Something firm, insistent, barely touching her but impossible to ignore.

"Zara," he said, her name a whisper against her skin. His voice had dropped an octave, husky with desire. "I know this might be embarrassing, but it would be useful if you could remove your underwear."

There was a brief pause before he added, with a hint of that clinical tone that now seemed so obviously fabricated, "For a more complete examination, I mean."

The slight waver in his voice caught her attention. He sounded almost nervous, as if he'd surprised himself with just how far things had already gone. As if he'd crossed a line he hadn't intended to cross but couldn't bring himself to step back from.

Slowly, Zara turned to face him. His hands slid across her bare skin as she moved, shifting from one shoulder to the other until she was fully facing him. She felt enveloped by his presence, by his height and breadth. He was so close, so imposingly masculine, yet there was something in his expression that made her feel safe despite the vulnerability of her position.

She had to tilt her head back to look up into his eyes. What she saw there made her breath catch—desire, unmistakable and intense. But before she could form a response, her gaze dropped lower, between their bodies.

And there it was. The undeniable evidence of his arousal, straining against the fabric of his scrubs. The sight sent a rush of heat through her core, a throb of want so intense it was almost painful.

This was really happening. Benjamin really saw her. Not as a patient, not as his sister's friend, but as a woman. And he wanted her. The revelation was exhilarating.

She knew with sudden clarity where this would end. And she wanted it more than she'd ever wanted anything.

Playing her part in their shared fantasy, she looked back up at him, her voice soft but steady. "If that's what you think is best… Benjamin." She added his name to her response intentionally, using it as he had used hers.

His eyes darkened at her words. "It is," he replied, his tone verging on solemnity.

Those two simple words hung in the air for a moment, charged with inevitability. Zara's fingers trembled as she reached behind her back for the clasp of her bra. The embarrassment she’d been feeling still lingered, but now she wanted to feel his eyes on her completely bare skin.

The pink lace loosened around her chest as she unhooked it. She hesitated for just a moment before slipping the straps down her arms, letting the garment fall away from her body, tumbling to the floor between them.

Benjamin's breathing was audible in the quiet room. His eyes widened slightly as they fell to her exposed breasts, small but perfectly formed, her nipples hardened to tight peaks in the cool air and from his attention.

"Beautiful," he murmured, the word seeming to escape without his permission.

Heat flooded Zara's cheeks at the compliment, but she didn't look away. Instead, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly, deliberately began to push them down over her hips.

The lace slid down her thighs, past her knees, until they pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of them, now completely naked before him. She should have felt mortified—standing nude in an examination room with her best friend's brother—but instead, she felt powerful. Desired. Adult in a way she'd never felt before.

Benjamin's gaze travelled over her body, taking in every inch of exposed skin. When his eyes returned to hers, they were dark with hunger.

"Perfect," he said, his voice rough. "Now, let's continue with the examination."

He reached out, his hand hovering just inches from her breast. "May I?" he asked.

Zara nodded, unable to form words. When his fingers finally made contact with her bare breast, she couldn't suppress the soft moan that escaped her lips. His touch was gentle at first, exploratory, his thumb brushing over her nipple in a way that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her body.

"I think I might have found the cause of your insomnia," Benjamin said, his voice low and teasing as his other hand came up to cup her other breast.

Her voice was breathy, practically exhaling her response. “What is it?”

"Tension. You're carrying so much tension in your body."

His thumbs circled her nipples in unison, and Zara's knees nearly buckled. "Is that your professional opinion?" she managed to ask.

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "It is. And as your healthcare provider, I recommend immediate release of that tension." His hands slid down to her waist, drawing her closer until their bodies were flush against each other. The thin fabric of his scrubs did little to hide his arousal as it pressed against her bare stomach.

"And… how would you suggest… I achieve that?" Zara asked, emboldened by his desire, by the way his eyes darkened when she pressed herself more firmly against him.

Benjamin's hands moved to her hips, his fingers digging slightly into her flesh. "I have several therapeutic techniques in mind," he murmured, bending his head until his lips were just a breath away from hers. "All highly effective."

Their eyes locked, and in that moment, Zara knew that whatever happened next would change everything between them. The line they'd been dancing around had been well and truly crossed. There was no going back now.

And she didn't want to go back.

"Show me," she whispered, tilting her chin up in invitation, her long pigtails tickling her bare back.

Benjamin's expression shifted, a shadow of seriousness passing over his features. "I need you to know, Zara," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper, "these methods are invasive."

Their lips were nearly touching as he spoke. They were breathing each other's air. His words sent a shiver down her spine, their true meaning unmistakable. She felt the warmth of his breath against her lips, calling out to her.

"I really need to sleep," she said with a pained voice, surprising herself with how vulnerable she sounded. The confession felt raw, honest in a way she hadn't intended. Then, not quite knowing why, she used the nickname Emma always used for him, the nickname she had never had the chance to use before. "I really need your help, Benji."

His eyes darkened at the sound of that nickname on her lips. Something in him seemed to snap.

His lips closed the tiny distance between them, crashing against hers, his tongue as invasive as he'd promised, exploring her, teasing her. The kiss was nothing like she'd imagined in all her late-night fantasies—it was better, more intense, more real. His mouth moved against hers with a hunger that matched her own, his tongue sliding against hers in a rhythm that made her head spin.

He pulled her tight against his body, one hand dropping to grope her ass, the other cupping the back of her head as he kissed her. She lost herself in the feel of him all over her, against her, inside her. The rough fabric of his scrubs scratched against her naked skin, a delicious contrast to the softness of his lips, the wetness of his tongue. His erection pressed hard against her stomach through the thin material, and she arched into it instinctively.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing hard. Zara felt dizzy, lightheaded with desire and the sudden lack of oxygen. Her lips tingled from the force of his kiss.

Then the admissions began to spill from him, words tumbling out as if a dam had broken.

"I've wanted to see you like this for so long," he confessed, his voice rough with emotion. His eyes roamed her naked body, drinking her in. "You drove me wild at my house, walking around in those little shorts, those tank tops. Do you have any idea how hard it was to keep my distance?"

His hands moved restlessly over her skin as he spoke, as if he couldn't get enough of touching her now that he was finally allowed to.

"I could never do anything about it because you were my sister's friend and that just wouldn't have been right," he continued. "God, the nights I spent thinking about you, imagining… this!"

Zara stared at him, shock rippling through her. "I… I never knew," she whispered, hardly able to believe what she was hearing. All those times she'd felt unseen by him, all those moments she'd analysed and reanalysed, wondering if he'd even noticed her… "I thought I was invisible to you."

Benjamin's laugh was short, incredulous. "Invisible? Zara, it was the exact opposite." His hands framed her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. "I've seen you so often, even when you weren't around. In my daydreams, in my thoughts when I lie awake in bed, you’ve always been there."

The revelation crashed over her like a warm wave. All this time, while she'd been pining for him, he'd been thinking of her too. It was almost too much to process. But it was empowering.

She couldn't suppress the smile that spread across her face. "Me too," she beamed, finally willing to admit what she’d been holding back from him. "When I can't get to sleep, it's you I think about."

His frantically groping hands slowed, his eyes taking on a heated, curious gleam. His tone became more intense, more focused.

"Tell me, Zara, what do you do when you think of me?"

Heat flooded her cheeks. This was crossing into territory even more intimate than standing naked before him. Sharing her fantasies felt more exposing somehow than baring her body.

"I…" she hesitated, her gaze dropping to his chest. "I touch myself," she admitted finally, a feeling of shame suffusing those simple words.

But that feeling was clearly misplaced. Her confession seemed to drive Benjamin wild. A low groan escaped his throat, and his hands tightened on her hips, fingers digging into her flesh almost painfully.

"Show me," he demanded, his voice thick with desire. "Show me how you touch yourself when you think of me."

Zara's eyes widened. In spite of everything that had already happened between them, her heart raced with renewed embarrassment. It was one thing to be naked before him, another entirely to pleasure herself while he watched.

"I… I don't know if I can," she whispered, her voice trembling.

Benjamin's features softened slightly. He took her hand in his, lifting it to his lips. He pressed a gentle kiss to her palm, then guided it down between their bodies.

"Let me help you," he murmured against her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "Let me see what you see in those moments when sleep won't come."

His hand guided hers between her legs, where she was already wet, already throbbing with need. The first touch of her fingers against her sensitive flesh made her gasp. Her knees weakened, and she sagged against him. Being guided by him was almost like being touched by him. Almost.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice a low rumble in her ear. "Show me what you like."

With his hand still covering hers, she began to move her fingers in the familiar patterns she used when alone in her bed, thinking of him. Slow circles around her clit, dipping occasionally to gather the wetness that was now flowing freely.

Benjamin watched her face intently, his eyes dark with desire. "What do you think about?" he asked, his voice strained. "When you touch yourself like this, what am I doing to you in your fantasies?"

The question sent another wave of heat through her. It was almost too much—standing naked in the examination room, touching herself, his hand guiding hers, confessing her most private thoughts.

"You're…" she began, her voice catching as a particularly delicious sensation rippled through her. "You're the one touching me. Everywhere. Your hands, your mouth…"

Her words seemed to ignite something in him. With a sigh that was almost a growl, he pressed against her, backing her up against the examination table. His hands gripped her by the thighs, just beneath her ass, lifting her easily until she was seated on the edge of the paper-covered surface.

"Like this?" he asked, his hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

"Yes," she gasped, arching into his touch.

"And this?" He bent his head, taking one nipple into his mouth, his tongue circling the sensitive peak before sucking gently.

Zara's head fell back, a moan escaping her lips. "Yes, yes…"

His mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her stomach. His hands pushed her thighs apart, exposing her completely to his gaze. He knelt between her spread legs, looking up at her with a hunger that made her tremble.

"And do I touch you here in your fantasies?" he asked, his breath hot against her inner thigh.

She could only nod, words failing her as anticipation built inside her.

"Tell me," he insisted, his lips brushing against her skin but not where she needed him most. "I want to hear you say it."

"Yes," she whispered, her voice breaking. "Your mouth… on me… please, Benji."

The nickname seemed to push him over the edge. With a groan, he buried his face between her thighs, his lips finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The first touch of his tongue against her most intimate place tore a cry from her throat.

His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open for his exploration. His tongue moved in long, slow strokes that had her trembling, her hands finding purchase in his short dark hair. The sight of him between her legs, his broad shoulders pushing her thighs wider, was almost as arousing as the sensations he was creating with his mouth.

"Oh god," she moaned, her head falling back as pleasure built inside her. "Benji, that feels… I can't…"

He hummed against her in response, the vibration adding another layer to the sensations overwhelming her. One of his hands left her thigh, and she felt his finger circling her entrance before slowly pushing inside. The dual stimulation of his tongue on her clit and his finger curling inside her was too much.

The tension that had been building inside her finally shattered, pleasure washing over her in waves as she came against his mouth. Her thighs trembled, her hands tightening in his hair as she rode out the orgasm.

When the last aftershocks had faded, Benjamin rose to his feet, his expression a mixture of satisfaction and barely-restrained desire. His lips glistened with the evidence of her climax, and he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes never leaving hers.

"Was that better than your fantasies?" he asked, a hint of satisfaction in his voice.

Zara couldn't help the breathless laugh that escaped her. "So much better," she admitted, her body still humming with pleasure. "I never imagined…"

"Neither did I," he confessed, stepping between her spread thighs again. His hands caressed her sides, her back, as if he couldn't stop touching her now that he'd started. "And I imagined quite a lot."

His erection strained against his scrubs, and Zara found herself reaching for the drawstring, her fingers fumbling with the knot. "I want to see you too," she said, emboldened by the pleasure he'd given her, by the admissions they'd shared.

Benjamin's hands covered hers, helping her untie the knot. Together, they pushed his scrubs and underwear down his hips, freeing his erection. Zara's breath caught at the sight of him, hard and ready for her.

"We should stop," he said, though his hands continued to caress her, belying his words. "This is already so far beyond professional boundaries…"

Zara silenced him with a kiss, pulling him closer until his naked erection pressed against her still-sensitive core. "I don't want to stop," she whispered against his lips. "I've wanted this—wanted you—for so long."

The admission seemed to break the last of his restraint. With a groan, he deepened the kiss, his hands sliding to her hips, positioning her at the edge of the examination table.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "We don't have to go any further."

In answer, Zara wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "I'm sure," she said, her voice steady despite the nervous flutter in her stomach. "I want you, Benji."

That nickname on her lips again achieved its intended effect. In one motion he pulled his top over his head, revealing to her that sculpted chest she’d glimpsed just once before but never forgotten. And then he positioned himself at her entrance again, the head of his cock pressing against her wetness.

"This might hurt," he warned, his hands gentle on her hips. "Tell me if you want me to stop."

Zara nodded, her heart racing with anticipation and a touch of fear. She'd never been this far with anyone before, had never wanted anyone else. But he seemed to be able to tell, and she felt safe in his reassurances.

He pushed into her slowly, the pressure both intense and exquisite. Zara gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders, fingers digging into his skin as her body stretched to accommodate him. He filled her completely, a delicious invasion that made her feel both vulnerable and powerful.

She moaned, her eyes tightening in a grimace of pleasurable pain—a beautiful agony.

Benjamin gripped her ass firmly, pulling her closer to the edge of the examination table, drawing her more fully onto him. Her thighs spread wider instinctively, allowing him deeper access. The slight burn of the stretch mingled with waves of pleasure that radiated outward from where they were joined.

"Look at me," he commanded softly.

Zara's eyes fluttered open to find his dark gaze locked on hers, intense and searching. The connection between them felt almost as intimate as their physical joining. His pupils were dilated with desire, his jaw tight with the effort of restraint.

"I can feel you everywhere," she whispered, overwhelmed by the fullness, by the heat of him inside her, by the perfect rightness of it all.

Benjamin held perfectly still, giving her time to adjust. His thumbs traced small circles on her hips, soothing yet somehow heightening her sensitivity. She could feel her pulse throbbing around him, her body gradually relaxing to welcome him.

Then he began to withdraw, pulling back slowly until only the tip of him remained inside. The sensation made her whimper, suddenly feeling empty, bereft. His eyes never left hers, watching every flicker of emotion that crossed her face.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back, but filled with genuine care.

"Better than okay," she breathed, her hands sliding up to cup his face. "Keep going. Please."

The corner of his mouth lifted in a half-smile that made her heart stutter. Then he pushed forward again, filling her once more. This time the pain was less, overshadowed by a building pleasure that made her toes curl.

He established a gentle rhythm, each thrust slightly deeper, slightly more confident than the last. Her body responded eagerly, growing wetter, more pliant. The initial discomfort faded entirely, replaced by a mounting pleasure that took her by surprise with its intensity.

"You feel amazing, Zara" he murmured, his voice rough with desire. "So tight, so fucking perfect."

His words sent another rush of heat through her. She'd never felt so desired, so wanted. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rising to meet his thrusts, seeking more of the pleasure he was giving her.

Benjamin bent to capture her lips in another searing kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth as his cock continued to claim her body. She moaned against his lips, the sound swallowed by his kiss.

One of his hands left her hip, sliding up to cup her breast, groping where before it had caressed. His thumb found her nipple, and then he was rolling it between his fingers, pinching it. He was being more violent with her now, less restrained. There was something base about his motions, primal. And Zara found herself leaning into that primal instinct too. She arched into his touch, gasping when he finally broke their deep kiss.

He lowered his head, taking her nipple into his mouth. The warm wetness of his tongue circling her sensitive peak combined with the increasingly forceful thrusts of his hips created a symphony of sensation that threatened to overwhelm her. His teeth grazed her nipple lightly, and she cried out, her inner walls clenching around him in response.

"Fuck, Benji," she moaned, her head falling back as he continued to thrust into her, each movement more confident, more possessive than the last.

The paper covering the examination table crinkled loudly beneath them, the sound mingling with their heavy breathing and the increasingly wet sounds of their joining. In the back of her mind, Zara registered the clinical setting—the sterile smell of disinfectant, the bright overhead lights, the medical posters on the walls—creating such a surreal contrast to the animalistic act they were engaged in.

Benjamin's hand slid between their bodies, his thumb finding her clit. The first touch against that sensitive bundle of nerves made her jerk, a shock of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain shooting through her.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice vibrating through her breast as he continued to work her nipple with his tongue. "Let go for me."

His thumb circled her clit in time with his thrusts, each touch building the tension coiling low in her belly. She felt herself climbing toward something monumental, something beyond what she'd experienced before when his mouth had been on her.

"I can't—I don't—" she gasped, not even sure what she was trying to say. It was too much, too good, too overwhelming.

"You can," he assured her, his pace increasing, the force of his thrusts making the examination table creak beneath them. "Come for me, Zara. I want to feel you."

The sound of her name on his lips, spoken with such raw desire, pushed her over the edge. The tension inside her shattered, pleasure crashing over her so intensely her vision blurred at the edges before she closed them. Her body clenched around him rhythmically, drawing him deeper, holding him tighter.

Benjamin groaned against her breast, his hips faltering in their rhythm as her inner walls pulsed around him. "Fuck," he gasped, his voice strained. "You're incredible."

As the last tremors of her orgasm faded, Zara became aware of him still moving inside her, his pace becoming more erratic, more urgent. His breathing was ragged, his muscles tense beneath her hands. She could feel him swelling even further inside her, approaching his own release.

But that release didn’t come. Benjamin didn’t come. Instead, he slowed his pace. The sudden change in rhythm made Zara's eyes flutter open. His brow furrowed in concentration. A cold wave of doubt washed over her.

"Did I… Did I do something wrong?" she whispered, suddenly self-conscious.

Without quite stopping his gentle movements inside her, Benjamin shook his head emphatically, his eyes intense as they locked with hers.

"I've pictured things too, Zara," he said, his voice husky with desire. "I want to take you like I've pictured it. If you'd let me."

A different kind of heat bloomed in her chest at his admission. All this time, he'd been imagining her just as she'd imagined him. Not just remembering her, but doing things to her in the privacy of his mind.

"However you want me," she breathed, meaning every word.

Benjamin withdrew from her body, leaving her feeling empty and aching. His strong hands gripped her waist, helping her slide off the examination table. Her legs trembled beneath her, still weak from her orgasm.

"Turn around," he instructed, his voice deeper than she'd ever heard it. "I want to fuck you from behind."

The coarseness of his words sent a thrill through her body. The blunt, raw desire in his tone made her feel powerful, desirable in a way she never had before. But as he began to turn her, something stopped her—a sudden impulse, a desire of her own that bubbled up from some newfound well of confidence.

She placed her hand on his chest, halting his movement. It was the first time she'd truly taken control since they'd begun.

"Wait," she said, her voice small but steady. "I want to taste you first. Like you tasted me." She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. "If that would be okay?"

Benjamin's eyes widened slightly before his lips curved into that smile she was coming to love. A low chuckle rumbled from his chest, vibrating against her palm.

"I think I could allow that." His acquiescence was nonchalant, but the tension in his jaw betrayed his arousal at her request.

Zara's heart pounded as she slowly sank to her knees before him. His cock was at eye level now, imposingly large so close to her face—so close to her lips—still straining and slick with her arousal. She hesitated, suddenly unsure despite her boldness a moment ago.

She'd never done this before. What if she was terrible at it? What if she disappointed him?

But the way he was looking down at her, with such heat and anticipation in his eyes, gave her courage. She leaned forward, tentatively extending her tongue to lap at him. The taste was strange—a mixture of herself and something uniquely him. It wasn’t unpleasant, just… new.

His sharp intake of breath encouraged her. She grew bolder, pressing gentle kisses along his length, exploring every inch with her lips and tongue. When she reached the tip, she placed a soft kiss there too, drawing another groan from above.

His responses encouraged her. She parted her lips and took the head of his cock into her mouth, the weight of it strange and exciting on her tongue. She began to suck gently, watching his face for any sign of what he liked.

Benjamin's hand came to rest on her head, toying with the base of one of her pigtails. He didn't push or pull, just guided her gently as his hips began to rock in a shallow rhythm.

"That's it," he murmured, his voice strained. "Just like that, Zara."

The praise sent a warm glow through her. She was giving him pleasure, just as he'd given her. There was power to be felt in this position, despite being on her knees. She controlled his pleasure now. This unattainable man, always out of reach, was suddenly at her mercy.

She took him deeper, as much as she comfortably could, using her hand to stroke what wouldn't fit in her mouth. His breathing grew more ragged, his fingers tightening in her hair.

"Fuck, Zara," he groaned. "That feels incredible."

Pride swelled in her chest at his words. She increased her pace, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked harder. His hips began to thrust more insistently, though he was careful not to go too deep.

"If you keep that up," he warned, his voice tight with restraint, "this is going to end much sooner than I'd like."

Zara pulled back slightly, looking up at him through her lashes. "Isn't that the point?" she asked, surprising herself with her own naïve straight-forwardness.

Benjamin laughed, a sound of genuine delight mixed with desire. "Not yet," he said, reaching down to cup her face. "I still want to feel you from behind, remember?"

She allowed him to help her to her feet, her legs still shaky beneath her. His hands on her shoulders were gentle but firm as he turned her to face the examination table.

"Bend over," he instructed, his voice rough with need. "Hands on the table."

Zara complied, placing her palms flat on the crinkly paper. This position, too, made her feel vulnerable yet powerful, knowing that she was at his mercy now, but also knowing what effect the sight of her was having on him. She arched her back slightly, instinctively presenting herself to him.

His hands caressed her ass, kneading the soft flesh appreciatively. "You have no idea how many times I've imagined you like this," he confessed, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down her spine.

One of his hands slid between her legs from behind, fingers finding her still-sensitive flesh. She gasped as he stroked her, gathering her wetness, preparing her.

"Still okay?" he asked, his other hand resting on the small of her back.

"Yes," she breathed, beyond embarrassment now, consumed only by desire. "Please, Benji."

She felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was pushing inside her once more. The angle was different this time, it felt deeper somehow, if that were possible. She moaned as he filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way.

His hands gripped her hips firmly as he began to move, each thrust more confident than during their first joining. The paper covering the examination table crinkled loudly beneath her hands as she braced herself against his increasingly forceful movements.

"You feel so good," he groaned, his hands sliding up her back before grabbing her pigtails. "God, I loved it when you wore your hair like this."

His words, combined with the sensations flooding her body, were pushing her toward another peak already. She hadn't expected to be able to come again so soon, but the angle was hitting something inside her that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her with each thrust.

"Harder," she heard herself beg, the word escaping without conscious thought.

Benjamin complied immediately, his hips snapping against her with increased force. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their heavy breathing and moans.

One of his hands dropped a pigtail and reached around her to find her breast, fingers pinching her nipple just hard enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain through her body. His other hand maintained its grip on her hair, not pulling but holding, keeping her exactly where he wanted her.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion. "I want to feel you come around me."

Unlike before, there was no hesitation. Zara dropped to one forearm, reaching between her legs with the other hand. Her fingers found her clit, already swollen and sensitive from his earlier attentions. The dual stimulation—his cock filling her so completely, her own fingers circling that bundle of nerves—quickly pushed her toward the edge.

"That's it," he encouraged as her inner walls began to flutter around him. He moved both hands to her hips, slamming her against him as thrust deeper still into her. "Let go for me, Zara."

And she did.

Her orgasm crashed over her suddenly, more intense than the first two. She cried out, her body clenching rhythmically around him as surge after surge of pleasure radiated outwards. Her legs would have buckled if not for his firm grip on her hips, holding her steady as he continued to thrust.

"Fuck," Benjamin groaned, his rhythm faltering as her inner muscles gripped him. "I'm close, Zara."

Through the haze of her own pleasure, Zara registered his words. She understood the implied question. "Inside," she gasped, surprising herself somewhat. "I want to feel you."

His grip on her tightened almost painfully as his thrusts became erratic. With a final, deep push, he stilled, his cock pulsing inside her as he found his release. The warmth of it filled her, making her feel claimed in the most primal way possible.

For several long moments, they stayed like that, connected, both struggling to catch their breath, their skin shimmering with sweat. Benjamin's weight pressed against her back, his chest heaving against her. His hands loosened their grip on her hips, stroked soothingly up her sides.

"Are you okay?" he murmured against her ear, his voice gentle now, concerned.

Zara nodded, unable to form words just yet. She'd never felt so thoroughly sated, so completely undone. Her body hummed with lingering pleasure, every nerve ending still sensitive to his touch.

Slowly, carefully, Benjamin withdrew from her body. She felt the evidence of his release trickling down her inner thigh, but couldn't bring herself to care about the mess. He helped her stand upright, turning her to face him before quickly retrieving some tissues and gently cleaning her.

The look in his eyes as he tended to her made her breath catch. Gone was the professional mask, the detached nurse. Even the hungry lover had been replaced by something else—something tender, almost reverent.

"That was…" he began, then shook his head, apparently at a loss for words.

"Yeah," Zara agreed, a small smile tugging at her lips. "It was."

He tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear, his touch gentle. "I certainly never expected this when I came to work today," he said with a soft laugh.

"I didn’t expect this either," she admitted. "When I saw you sitting at that desk, I nearly died of embarrassment."

"And now?" he asked, his eyes searching hers.

Zara considered the question. She should be embarrassed—standing naked in an examination room, her best friend's brother's release still warm inside her and in the tissues in his hand. But all she felt was a strange sense of rightness, of pieces falling into place.

"Now… I'm glad it was you," she said simply.

Benjamin smiled, a genuine smile that reached his eyes, softening the sharp angles of his face. "Me too." He glanced at the clock on the wall and sighed. "Though I should probably get back to work at some point."

Reality crashed back in at his words. Of course—this was his workplace. They couldn't stay in this bubble forever.

"Right," she said, suddenly aware of her nakedness again. She looked around for her discarded clothes, spotting her pink underwear on the floor near the door.

Benjamin seemed to sense her sudden discomfort. He pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead before stepping back. "Take your time getting dressed," he said, reaching for his own scrubs. "No rush."

As they dressed in companionable silence, Zara's mind raced with questions. What did this mean for them? Was this a one-time thing? Would he want to see her again? And what would Emma say if she ever found out?

She was tugging her teal dress back over her head when Benjamin spoke again.

"Zara?" His voice was hesitant, almost nervous—so different from the confident man who had commanded her body moments ago.

"Yes?" she asked, smoothing the fabric down over her hips.

"Would you maybe want to get dinner sometime?" he asked, his eyes meeting hers uncertainly. "Like, an actual date?"

Relief and joy flooded through her. "I'd like that," she said, a smile spreading across her face. "Really, I would."

Benjamin's expression brightened, relief washing over his features. "Great. That's… that's really great." He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. "Let me get your number."

Zara recited her number as he typed it into his contacts. A moment later, her phone buzzed in the pocket of her dress.

"That's me," he said, slipping his phone back into his pocket. "Now you have my personal number." He paused, his eyes roaming her face as if memorising her features. "I'll text you later about dinner."

She nodded, suddenly shy again despite the intimacy they'd just shared. It felt different now—the prospect of seeing him outside this room, in the real world, as something more than her best friend's brother or her new nurse.

"I should probably go," she said reluctantly. "You probably have other patients waiting."

"Probably," he agreed, though he made no move toward the door. Instead, he stepped closer, one hand coming up to cup her cheek. "But before you go…"

He leaned down, pressing his lips to hers in a kiss that was surprisingly tender after the passion they'd shared. It felt like a promise, a beginning rather than an end.

When he pulled back, there was a playful glint in his eye. "Get a good night's sleep tonight," he said, his lips quirking into a smile.

Heat rushed to Zara's cheeks, but she found herself smiling back. "Oh, I will," she promised. Then, feeling bold, she added, "And if I need that prescription for tension release filled again, I’ll know where to come."

Benjamin's laugh was warm and genuine, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Happy to… fill it… whenever you need," he cringed at his own bad joke, finishing it only reluctantly. They shared a laugh at their joint-stupidity. There was something oddly mature in that immaturity.

Zara reached for the door handle, her heart light in her chest. "I'll see you soon, then?"

"Count on it," he said, his eyes following her as she slipped out the door.

Walking through the clinic waiting room, Zara felt as though everyone could see what had just happened, as if it were written all over her face. But the receptionist barely looked up as she passed, and the other patients remained absorbed in their phones or magazines.

Outside, the afternoon sun felt warm on her skin. She took a deep breath of fresh air, feeling somehow changed—lighter, more confident. The teal dress that had seemed so childish just hours ago now felt different against her skin, a reminder of how Benjamin had looked at her when she'd worn it, and as she’d removed it.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. Pulling it out, she saw a text from Emma: "How did it go? Did they figure out why you can't sleep?"

Zara smiled to herself, typing back: "Yeah, we figured it out together. And by the way… we need to talk about your brother."

She slipped her phone back into her pocket and started walking toward campus, already counting the hours until she would see Benjamin again. Tonight, she was certain, she would sleep very well indeed.
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