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Playing Doctor with her Hands-On Private Tutor

Deirdre's heart skipped a beat when she heard the doorbell chime at precisely four o'clock. Wednesday—the highlight of her week—had arrived again.

"I'll get it!" she called out, her voice echoing through the high-ceilinged hallway of her parents' Kensington townhouse. She checked her reflection in the ornate mirror by the stairs, tucking a strand of dark brown hair behind her ear and adjusting the collar of her blouse. Too formal? Too casual? She'd changed three times already. Wednesday evenings were simply like that now…

But she took a deep breath, trying to steady herself, trying to remind herself that this was just a tutoring session. Nothing more.

Deirdre had grown up with every advantage life could offer—the daughter of a neurosurgeon father and investment banker mother, an indulgent power-couple who had spared no expense when it came to her schooling. Private education from the get-go, music lessons, summer academies abroad—all stepping stones to prepare her for medical school. When she'd earned admission to one of London's most prestigious medical programmes, her parents had thrown an extravagant dinner party, inviting half the consultants at her father's hospital.

"Nothing but the best for our Deirdre," her father always said. Even now, at nineteen years of age, she occupied the same bedroom she'd had since childhood, commuting to university from the family home rather than living in student accommodation. It was practical, her mother insisted. Why struggle with noisy flatmates when she could have peace and quiet for studying?

Deirdre opened the heavy oak door, and there he stood. Matteo. Her private tutor. The most valuable gift her parents had ever given her… though they had no idea why she truly thought so.

"Good evening, Deirdre," he said, his Italian accent caressing each syllable of her name. He stepped inside, bringing with him the crisp scent of his cologne and the faint aroma of coffee.

"Hi, Matteo," she replied, her mouth suddenly dry. "I've set up upstairs already."

Her parents had hired him during her first week at university when she'd come home in tears after a particularly brutal anatomy lecture. "We'll get you someone who can give you individual attention," her father had promised. "Someone who can prepare you properly."

What they'd found was Matteo Romano—twenty-nine, already with both an MD and a PhD in medical sciences to his name, boasting teaching credentials that had impressed even her father, and—most noteworthy to Deirdre herself—devastatingly handsome. For the past four months, every Wednesday at eight, he arrived with his leather satchel full of medical texts… and with his patient smile.

"I've been reviewing the circulatory system diagrams you sent," Matteo said, following her through the marble-floored hallway. "Your annotations were very thorough, but I think we should focus on the heart valves today."

The heart. Of course it would be the heart. Hers was currently pounding against her ribcage as she watched him shrug off his jacket. His broad shoulders moved beneath his fitted shirt, and she caught herself staring at the way the fabric stretched across his back as he called out a greeting to her parents in the living room.

"I made tea," she said, gesturing through to the kitchen island and to the silver service she’d set up there—the one her mother insisted on using even for tutoring sessions. "And there are some of those almond biscuits you liked last time. We can start down here before we head up, if you like?"

Matteo smiled, his dark eyes crinkling at the corners. "You spoil me, Deirdre."

If only he knew just how much more she really wanted to spoil him. She settled onto the high stool at the island, pulling her textbook closer as he took the stool beside her—not across from her, as a more reserved tutor might, but next to her, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

"Show me what you've been struggling with," he said softly, and Deirdre tried to focus on the diagrams before her rather than the way his fingers moved as he opened his own book.

Every pound her parents had spent on these sessions had been worth it, she thought. As Matteo leaned closer, his shoulder brushing against hers, Deirdre silently thanked her parents for their generosity… and felt guilty that the application she had been showing over these last months—the devotion to her studies that her parents had so often praised—had had very little indeed to do with her medical education, and much more to do with the man she sought to impress.

∞∞∞

Matteo flipped to a detailed cross-section of the human heart, his finger tracing the path of blood through the chambers. "The tricuspid valve," he explained, "prevents backflow from the right ventricle to the right atrium during systole. Just think of it as a one-way door, it’s an entrance, but never an exit."

Deirdre nodded, making notes in the margins of her textbook. She found his explanations always made perfect sense to her—he seemed to have a gift for simplifying complex concepts, for finding analogies that stuck in her memory. When professors at university lectured on the same material, their words always blurred together, washing over her, but when Matteo spoke, everything just… clicked into place.

"Now," he continued, "let's talk about systolic click murmur syndrome. It's a common condition where the mitral valve leaflets don't close properly." His hand moved to demonstrate, fingers curling slightly, and Deirdre found herself focusing far more on his hands than the diagram.

The tea grew cold as they worked through the circulatory system. Matteo paused occasionally to sip from his cup, his throat moving as he swallowed. Deirdre caught herself staring and quickly looked away, focusing intently on her notes—or, more accurately, focusing intently on looking like she was focusing intently on her notes.

"I think we should move to your computer now," Matteo suggested after they'd emptied the plate of almond biscuits. "I want to show you some 3D models of blood flow that will help you understand turbulence in stenotic valves."

"Of course," Deirdre replied, gathering her books. "I've downloaded the software you recommended."

She led him up the carpeted staircase, acutely aware of his presence behind her. This evening—like every Wednesday evening—she felt a strange thrill as they neared her bedroom, as if the mere location of their continued session held some deeper meaning, as if it rendered their conversations more intimate, as if it could permit their lingering eye-contact and their briefest moments of physical contact to develop into something more.

But this evening—like every Wednesday evening—those illicit thoughts remained bound in her mind alone, never to be uttered, never to spill out into reality and become manifest. She knew they never would. She knew this was an entirely one-sided crush. She knew Matteo didn’t think of her in those terms, didn’t see her like that, couldn't see her like that. Nonetheless, her heart still fluttered as she pushed open the door, revealing her ‘private’ space to him for at least the dozenth time.

Her bedroom was a strange mix of childhood and adulthood. Medical textbooks shared shelf space with stuffed animals she couldn't bear to part with. Her desk was organised with clinical precision—laptop centred, notebooks stacked by subject, pens arranged by colour. Her bedspread, though, was still embarrassingly pink and floral.

"Sorry about the mess," she said automatically, though she knew there was none.

"Your room is immaculate, as always," Matteo replied with a smile, settling into the chair she'd placed beside her desk chair. "Now, let's look at these simulations."

She sat down next to him, their elbows nearly touching on the desk surface. The proximity made her skin tingle. As he leaned forward to type something on her keyboard, she caught another whiff of his cologne—something earthy and appropriately Mediterranean.

In that split-second of a moment, an extended scenario played out in her mind—his hand moving from the keyboard to her thigh, his eyes meeting hers with the same intensity he’d previously reserved for complex medical diagrams. She pictured herself being brave enough to touch his arm, to lean in closer, to…

"Deirdre? Are you following this?"

She blinked, reality crashing back. "Yes, sorry. Just… processing."

"No problem. It's complex material." He smiled kindly, professionally. "Let me explain it again."

And there it was—the gentle reminder that he saw her as nothing more than a student. A late adolescent who needed help with her studies. Not a woman he might actually desire.

As he continued explaining the simulation on screen, Deirdre forced herself to focus on the medical content rather than the man beside her. She asked appropriate questions, took detailed notes, and gradually immersed herself in the academic discussion.

By the time they reached the end of the session, she had nearly forgotten her inappropriate thoughts. Nearly.

"You're making excellent progress," Matteo said as he packed his books into his satchel. "Your understanding of cardiac physiology is impressive."

"Well, it's all thanks to your teaching," she replied, walking him back downstairs.

At the door, he paused. "Next week, I think we should begin covering the respiratory system. Perhaps you could read chapters twelve through fourteen before our session?"

"I will," she promised.

He gave her a brief, professional nod and stepped outside into the evening air. Deirdre closed the door behind him and leaned against it, exhaling slowly.

Another Wednesday gone. Another two-hour session where she'd maintained her composure, kept her thoughts hidden, played the role of dedicated student. She wondered how many more Wednesdays would pass this way, with her heart racing so much it gave her pause for thought about her own cardiac physiology.

She pushed herself away from the door and headed back upstairs to her bedroom. The chair where he'd sat still held his warmth. Deirdre touched it briefly, then pulled her hand away, embarrassed by her own sentimentality.

"Focus," she whispered to herself, opening her textbook to the respiratory system chapters. "Just focus."

But she couldn’t focus. She never could on a Wednesday evening. As she shut her book and changed for bed, she knew with a sense of inevitability exactly what she would soon be focusing on. And the guilt that came with that inevitability, the undercurrent of shame that always accompanied what she thought of as a transgression—a breach of his trust—only seemed to heighten her illicit pleasure.

∞∞∞

Deirdre slipped under the covers, her body still warm from the lingering tension of the evening. The sheets felt cool against her skin as she pulled them up to her chin, but her mind, like her skin, was ablaze. It raced now with images of Matteo, replaying every moment they'd shared just hours earlier.

She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. His scent seemed to have permeated the very fabric of her room—a mixture of that cologne, coffee, and something uniquely… him. She drew another breath, letting it fill her lungs completely. That scent, she knew, was entirely in her imagination now, but it still felt real enough to transport her back.

Her mind drifted to that brief moment when she had allowed her thoughts had to wander during their session. But this time, she didn't pull herself back to reality. This time, she let the fantasy unfold, let it take shape and form in the darkness of her bedroom, in the solitude of her bed.

In this version, Matteo's hand moved from her keyboard to her thigh. Their eyes met—his dark and intense, no longer focused on medical diagrams but on her. The air between them changed, charged with something electric. This time, instead of freezing, she placed her hand over his, guiding it slowly upward along her thigh. She noticed his breath catch as she moved his hand higher, the heat between them building with each inch.

And then, the moment his fingers brushed against the apex of her thighs, they crashed together. His lips found hers, hungry, insistent. He tasted of sweet almond biscuits, and his stubble scratched deliciously against her skin.

"I've wanted you for so long," he murmured against her mouth, his voice lower than she'd ever heard it. "It's been torture, trying to be professional, trying to keep my distance when all I’ve wanted was this."

"I know," she whispered back, both in her fantasy and aloud to her empty room. "I understand, Matteo. Because I've felt it too."

His fingers deftly unbuttoned her jeans, slipping beneath the fabric with an ease that could only have come from experience.

Deirdre's hand mirrored the confident movements of Matteo’s phantom digits, sliding beneath the waistband of her silk pyjama shorts, finding the slick heat between her legs, finding herself already wet with anticipation. She closed her eyes tighter, losing herself in the fantasy, letting the Matteo of her imagination touch her exactly how she needed to be touched.

She bit down hard on her bottom lip as pleasure surged through her. The walls in this house were thick, but not thick enough for her to risk making that kind of noise. Her parents' bedroom was down the hall, and the thought of them hearing her—knowing what she was doing, who she was thinking about—mortified her. So she swallowed her moans, trapped them behind clenched teeth as her fingers—his fingers—worked faster.

It felt so juvenile, so ridiculous to be a medical student—someone who studied the human body with clinical detachment every day—having to muffle her own pleasure like a schoolgirl. She wanted to cry out his name, to let her voice express what her body was feeling, but instead, she pressed her face into her pillow, letting it absorb the tiny whimpers she couldn't contain.

In her mind, Matteo's lips were on her neck now, trailing hot kisses down to her collarbone as his fingers continued to work their magic. "You're beautiful," he whispered against her skin. "So beautiful, Deirdre."

Her back arched off the bed as the tension built, her hips moving against her own hand. When the release came, it washed over her in waves, pulsing around her fingers. She imagined they were his—longer, stronger, more skilled—and that his lips were still on her neck, murmuring words of praise as she came down from her high.

The fantasy began to dissolve almost immediately, leaving behind the familiar emptiness. And then the shame crept in, as it always did. She withdrew her hand and wiped her fingers on a tissue from her bedside table, feeling the heat of embarrassment flood her cheeks in spite of being entirely alone.

But… something felt different this time. As she lay there in the darkness, catching her breath, a new resolve formed within her. She had done this too many times. Too often, release had been followed by remorse. She was tired of fantasies. Tired of imagining what could be instead of making it happen. Tired of being seen as just a student, just a girl.

Next Wednesday would be different. She would make it different.

Deirdre reached for her phone and began searching. Not medical journals or anatomy references, but fashion blogs, makeup tutorials—things she'd never prioritised before. She created a mental checklist as she scrolled: new outfit, different hairstyle, perhaps even a subtle perfume.

It wasn't just about looking different, though. It was about carrying herself differently. About letting him see the woman she was, not just the student she'd been presenting.

She set her phone down and stared up at the ceiling, her mind now racing with plans rather than fantasies. The next week would be dedicated to preparation. She would transform herself not just physically but mentally. She would find the courage to cross that line, to make him see her as more than a pupil.

Her eyelids grew heavy as exhaustion finally overtook her, but before sleep claimed her completely, she made herself a promise. From next Wednesday onwards, Matteo Romano would see her—truly see her—as a woman.

∞∞∞

The next morning, Deirdre woke with purpose. Her usual routine of showering, dressing, and heading to campus was infused with a new energy. Even her mother noticed the change at breakfast.

"You seem chipper today," she remarked, eyeing Deirdre over her cup of Earl Grey. "Did your session with Dr. Romano go particularly well yesterday?"

Deirdre nearly choked on her toast. "It was… Yeah, it did," she managed, taking a sip of orange juice to hide her blush.

Her mother nodded approvingly. "Your father and I are so pleased with your progress. Dr. Romano's reports have been glowing."

Reports. Of course. Her parents weren't just paying Matteo to tutor her; they were paying him to report back to them on her academic progress too. That fact alone might have dampened Deirdre’s resolve, might have reminded her of the very real professional boundaries between them. But instead, it only seemed to strengthen her determination. She wanted those reports to change—to include observations beyond her understanding of medical terminology, beyond her results on pop quizzes—because she wanted Matteo’s view of her to change.

As she left the house for college, the plans from last night—the promise she’d made—seemed to crystallise. As the fresh morning air hit her face, it all felt somehow much more real. She was going to do this. And she was going to succeed.

∞∞∞

After her classes that day, instead of heading straight home, Deirdre took the tube to Oxford Street. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she walked into Selfridges—a store she normally only visited with her mother for "practical" purchases. But today's mission was anything but practical, and her body was reacting as if everyone around her were somehow in on her little secret.

She wandered through the women's department, fingertips trailing over silks and cashmeres, examining price tags that would have made her wince just a day earlier. Yes, her parents provided all she could ever need, but they had a strict view on discretionary spending. That was for her to cover.

Now, though, she barely registered the numbers. She couldn’t afford what she needed herself. But her father's credit card sat in her wallet. "For emergencies only," he'd said when he’d given it to her shortly after her sixteenth birthday. She’d never once used it in the years since. But if this wasn’t an emergency, she reasoned…

A sales associate approached. "Can I help you find something?"

"Hi. Um, I need…" Deirdre hesitated. What did she need, exactly? She gestured down at her baggy jeans and plain t-shirt. "I need something different."

Three hours later, Deirdre left carrying four large bags containing her spoils—pencil skirts that hugged her curves, blouses with just-low-enough necklines, and a dress that made her look at least five years older. She'd also visited the makeup counter, where a glamorous woman with perfect winged eyeliner had shown her how to accentuate her features "subtly, for daytime."

That evening, she locked her bedroom door and tried everything on again, studying herself in the full-length mirror. The Deirdre who stared back did look different—not a stranger, but a more sophisticated, confident Deirdre… a Deirdre who just might catch Matteo's eye.

Every time she looked in the mirror that week, she practiced expressions, trying to learn how she might appear most desirable—a slight parting of the lips, a slow blink, a tilt of the head as she pushed her hair behind her ear. She'd seen other women do these things. She’d noticed how men had responded. It felt ridiculous at first, theatrical and false, but she kept practicing nonetheless, until the movements began to feel more natural.

On the weekend, she visited a salon and requested "something different, but not too drastic." She emerged with layers that framed her face and subtle caramel highlights that caught the light when she moved. After that, she binged online tutorials until she was able to create loose waves that looked effortless but actually required twenty minutes with a curling iron.

By Wednesday, Deirdre was ready. Or at least… as ready as she'd ever be.

She chose a navy pencil skirt that ended just above her knees and a cream silk blouse with three—not two, not four—buttons left undone. Her makeup was flawless but looked almost non-existent—just enough mascara to darken her lashes, just enough blush to suggest a natural flush, just enough gloss to draw attention to her lips.

When Matteo arrived, her heart sank almost instantly.

He barely seemed to notice the changes, greeting her with the same professional smile, the same "Good evening, Deirdre." She had been purposely subtle, but surely not so subtle that it had made no difference at all. If his eyes lingered a moment longer on her face as he walked in the door, she couldn't be sure it wasn't just her imagination.

Throughout the session, she did her best to implement her embarrassingly practiced moves—the hair tuck, the lip part, the slow blink. She leaned closer than necessary when he pointed to something in a textbook. She made sure their fingers brushed when passing notes.

Nothing.

Not a flicker of recognition, not a hint of awareness. He remained focused entirely on the respiratory system, on alveoli and bronchioles and the mechanics of breathing. Meanwhile, Deirdre found her own breathing increasingly difficult to control.

When he left that evening, she collapsed onto her bed in frustration. Had it all been for nothing? Was she making a fool of herself?

But she wasn't ready to give up. Not yet.

∞∞∞

The next Wednesday, Deirdre wore the dress—a simple burgundy sheath that somehow managed to be both sophisticated and alluring. She'd practiced walking in it, sitting in it, leaning forward just enough to…

Again, nothing. Matteo was courteous, professional, focused solely on the digestive system they were now studying. If he noticed her new perfume—a subtle, expensive scent she'd splurged her father’s money on—he gave no indication.

Weeks passed. Deirdre's wardrobe continued to evolve, her makeup skills improved, her hair always perfectly styled. She became more confident in her subtle seduction attempts, but Matteo remained infuriatingly oblivious—or perhaps, she thought with growing despair, simply uninterested.

Between their Wednesday sessions, she could think of nothing else. She found herself doodling his name in lecture notebooks, imagining scenarios where he finally noticed her, finally saw her as a woman rather than a student. Ironically, her grades began to slip—the very thing her parents were paying Matteo to prevent.

During one particularly dull biochemistry lecture, she wrote a list of possible approaches, then immediately scribbled it out, mortified at her own desperation. That evening, she stared at herself in the mirror. "This is pathetic," she told her reflection. "You're pathetic."

Perhaps it was time to just accept defeat. To recognise that Matteo saw her as nothing more than a job, a responsibility, a child to educate. That thought was crushing.

The following Wednesday, nearly a month after her self-imposed transformation had begun, Deirdre couldn't summon the energy for her usual careful preparation. She pulled her hair into a messy bun, applied minimal makeup, and chose comfortable clothes rather than the carefully curated outfits she'd been wearing these past few weeks. What was the point?

They worked through the neurological system, discussing axons and dendrites and synaptic gaps. Deirdre took notes mechanically, asked questions by rote. She didn't lean in too close. She didn't try to brush his hand. She simply… existed in the same space, doing the work.

As they were finishing up, Matteo paused, his pen hovering over the notebook.

"Deirdre," he said, his voice different somehow. "Is everything alright? You seem… distracted lately."

She looked up, surprised by the question. "I'm fine," she replied automatically, though she wasn’t.

He studied her face for a moment, his dark eyes intent in a way they hadn't been before. "You've changed," he said quietly.

Her heart stuttered. "Changed?"

"Our last few sessions. You've been… different." His gaze held hers, and for the first time, she saw something there—something beyond professional concern, beyond the teacher-student dynamic. It was brief—achingly brief—just a flicker. But it was unmistakable. It was awareness. Male awareness.

"Have I?" she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

The moment stretched between them, feeling taut with possibility. Then Matteo blinked, and the professional mask slipped back into place. "Your focus has changed," he clarified, though they both knew that wasn't what he'd meant initially. "We should discuss study techniques next week. Find ways to help you concentrate better."

He packed up his things quickly after that, leaving with a brief goodbye that felt somehow different than all the others. Deirdre remained seated at her desk long after he'd gone, replaying that moment in her mind. That look. That recognition.

It had been there. She hadn't imagined it.

She stood and walked to the mirror, examining herself—the messy bun, the minimal makeup, the comfortable clothes. The day she'd given up trying was the day he'd finally noticed. The irony wasn't lost on her.

But more importantly, she now knew it was possible. Matteo wasn't completely immune to her. The professional boundary was still there, still strong, but for one brief moment, it had wavered.

And that was enough. Enough to renew her determination, enough to rekindle her hope. She would be more strategic now, more subtle. No more obvious attempts at seduction, no more desperate ploys for attention. She would simply be herself—a more confident, self-assured version of herself who knew what she wanted and was patient enough to wait for it.

As she changed for bed that night, Deirdre smiled at her reflection. Next Wednesday couldn't come soon enough.

∞∞∞

For their next Wednesday session, Deirdre wore jeans and a simple sweater. Her hair was washed but not meticulously styled. She applied just enough makeup to feel confident but not like she was trying too hard. Most importantly, she focused on the material they were studying, asking genuine questions when she was confused, laughing naturally when something amused her.

And she noticed it immediately—Matteo's eyes lingered on her face when she spoke. He seemed more relaxed, more present.

"That's an excellent question," he said when she asked about the relationship between cerebrospinal fluid pressure and blood flow. His hand brushed her shoulder as he leaned over to draw a diagram. "You have a knack for identifying the connections others miss."

The touch was brief—probably meaningless to him—but it sent electricity through her body. She forced herself to remain focused on the diagram, rather than the pleasant warmth radiating from where his fingers had been.

As the weeks passed, Deirdre settled into this new approach—this new authenticity. She stopped calculating her every move and instead allowed herself to simply be. She continued to wear what felt comfortable but flattering. She continued to ask questions she genuinely wanted answers to. She continued to laugh when something was funny, without worrying if it made her seem immature.

And Matteo responded.

During their third session after her epiphany, as they discussed the endocrine system, he reached over to correct her labelling of a diagram. His hand covered hers for a moment as he guided her pencil.

"Like this," he said softly, his voice close to her ear. He didn't move away immediately, and she felt his breath warm against her neck.

The following week, as she explained her understanding of hormone cascades, he nodded appreciatively. "You've really grasped this," he said. "I'm impressed by how well you take things in." His eyes met hers with an intensity that hadn't been there before, holding her gaze a beat longer than necessary.

The moments multiplied. A touch to her elbow as he guided her to a different textbook. His knee brushing against hers under the desk. The way he said her name—stretching out the syllables with his Italian accent in a way that made her stomach flip.

One evening, as she walked him to the door, he paused. "That colour suits you," he said, nodding toward her dark green sweater. "It brings out the flecks of gold in your eyes."

Deirdre felt her cheeks flush. "Thank you," she managed, her voice steadier than she expected.

He smiled—not the polite, professional smile she'd grown accustomed to, but something warmer, more personal. "See you next Wednesday," he said, and this time the words felt like a promise rather than a schedule reminder.

After he left, Deirdre leaned against the closed door, her heart racing. He had noticed her eyes. He had noticed their colour. These weren't the observations of a disinterested tutor.

That night, as she lay in bed, her fantasies felt different—more grounded in reality, fuelled by actual moments between them rather than pure imagination. The touch of his hand guiding hers. The warmth of his breath on her neck. The way his eyes had lingered on her face.

In her mind, those moments extended, deepened. His hand didn't pull away but travelled up her arm. His breath on her neck became lips, tasting her skin. His eyes didn't just linger but darkened with desire.

∞∞∞

The following Wednesday brought more of the same—subtle touches, appreciative glances, genuine compliments. He praised not just her academic understanding but her insights, her perspective, her way of thinking.

"You have a unique mind," he told her as they worked through a particularly challenging concept. "Creative but disciplined. It's rare to find both qualities in one person."

After their session, as they stood in the hallway, he asked about her weekend plans.

"Studying, mostly," she admitted. "I've got exams coming up."

"All work and no play," he teased, his voice light but his eyes serious. "You should make time for yourself, too."

"What would you suggest?" The question slipped out before she could stop it.

Something flickered in his expression—surprise, perhaps, or consideration. "Something that brings you joy," he said finally. "Whatever that might be."

He held her gaze as the moment hung between them, almost palpable. Then he simply smiled and turned to leave.

Deirdre watched him go, her mind already racing ahead to next Wednesday, wondering what new development their relationship might bring. Because it was a relationship now—still professional, yes, still appropriate, but evolving into something with depth and nuance that extended beyond mere tutoring.

That night, her fantasy was particularly vivid. In it, Matteo didn't leave after suggesting she find something that brought her joy. Instead, he stepped closer, his voice dropping to a whisper.

"What brings you joy, Deirdre?" he asked, his hand coming up to brush a strand of hair from her face.

"This," she answered, rising on her toes to press her lips against his.

The imagined kiss felt so real that Deirdre gasped aloud in her darkened bedroom, her fingers pressed against her own lips. The fantasy continued, growing more intense as she imagined his hands in her hair, on her waist, slipping beneath her clothing to find bare skin.

When she finally fell asleep, it was with a smile on her face and a warmth in her body that lingered into her dreams. For the first time, what happened between them in her imagination didn't feel completely impossible. And it didn’t feel shameful.

∞∞∞

The real test came the following week.

Deirdre had a practical exam coming up that would cover, amongst other things, cardiac auscultation—listening to heart sounds with a stethoscope. She'd been struggling with distinguishing between different murmurs, and Matteo had promised to focus their session on practical skills.

"The best way to learn is through direct experience," he said, setting his own high-quality stethoscope on the desk between them. "May I?"

She nodded, uncertain what exactly he was asking permission for.

"I'll demonstrate first," he explained, picking up the stethoscope and moving his chair closer to hers. "The placement is crucial for hearing different sounds."

To her surprise, he didn't reach towards the diagram on the screen. Instead, he placed the earpieces in his ears and held the chest piece in his palm for a moment to warm it.

"Turn to me," he instructed gently.

Deirdre turned, her knees brushing against his. Matteo leaned forward, his face serious with concentration. He placed the chest piece against her sternum, just below her collarbone.

"This is the aortic area," he said, his voice professional but intimate in their close proximity. "Listen for a clear S1 and S2."

She nodded, hyperaware of his hand hovering near her chest, of how easily he could move just slightly lower and…

"Now the pulmonic area," he continued, moving the stethoscope to a different position. His eyes remained focused on her chest, on the proper placement, not on her face. Yet there was something deeply intimate about the moment—his attention fully on her body, even if clinically so.

He demonstrated each listening position with care, explaining what sounds should be heard where. Then he removed the stethoscope from his ears.

"Your turn," he said.

Deirdre retrieved her own stethoscope from her desk drawer, nothing as fancy as his.

"Where should I listen?" she asked, her voice steadier than she expected given how rapidly her heart was beating—a beat he would now be intimately acquainted with.

"Here," Matteo said, and then he did something that stopped her breath entirely. He unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt and pulled the fabric aside, exposing the smooth olive skin of his upper chest.

"The aortic area is here," he said, pointing to a spot on his chest. His voice remained educational, clinical, but his eyes held hers with an intensity that was anything but professional.

With slightly trembling hands, Deirdre placed the earpieces in her ears and leaned forward. The moment the chest piece touched his skin, she heard it—the strong, steady rhythm of his heart. Not a recording, not a simulation, but Matteo's actual heartbeat filling her ears.

"Can you hear it?" he asked softly.

She nodded, unable to speak. His heart was beating faster than normal, she realised. Much faster. Just like hers.

"Move to the pulmonic area," he instructed, his voice lower now. "Here." He guided her hand, placing the chest piece in a new position on his chest.

Deirdre leaned closer, ostensibly to listen better, but really to breathe in the scent of him—cologne, clean laundry, and something uniquely… Matteo.

"Perfect," he murmured as she found the right spot. "You have a natural touch."

They continued this way, his hand occasionally guiding hers to different listening positions. By the time they finished, Deirdre's own heart was racing so fast she was certain he must have been able to hear it without his stethoscope.

"You'll do well on your practical," he said as she finally removed the earpieces. He didn't immediately rebutton his shirt, and her eyes couldn't help but drop to the exposed skin.

"Thank you," she managed. "That was… helpful."

His lips curved into a smile that held a hint of something new—awareness, perhaps. Awareness of the effect he had on her. Awareness of the tension between them.

"Learning through experience is always more effective," he said, finally refastening his buttons. "Remember that, Deirdre."

That night, her fantasies needed little embellishment. The reality had been charged enough that her imagination simply continued where the afternoon had left off—his shirt completely unbuttoned, her hands replacing the stethoscope, touching his bare chest, feeling his heartbeat accelerate under her palm.

In her mind, he pulled her closer, whispering against her ear as he had during their session, but the words were different now. "I've wanted to do this for so long," he said in her fantasy, his hands sliding under her own shirt, finding the warm skin beneath.

As Deirdre's fingers moved between her legs, matching the rhythm of the imagined encounter, she couldn't help but wonder if Matteo might be lying in his own bed across London right now, thinking of her too. For the first time, it didn't seem entirely impossible.

∞∞∞

The next morning, she woke with a new sense of anticipation. Something had shifted between them—subtly but undeniably. Yes, the professional boundary was still there, but it had thinned, it had become permeable.

She checked her phone and found a message that made her heart leap:

"I've been thinking about your upcoming exams. Would an extra session this week be helpful? I could come Friday evening if you're available."

Deirdre stared at the screen, reading the message over and over. An extra session. Friday evening. His suggestion, not hers.

She typed her reply with shaking fingers: "That would be very helpful. Thank you. Same time?"

His response came almost immediately: "Perfect. See you then."

Deirdre hugged her phone to her chest, a smile spreading across her face. Friday couldn't come soon enough.

∞∞∞

At dinner that evening, Deirdre pushed her food around her plate, her mind preoccupied with the upcoming extra session with Matteo. She'd been debating how to tell her parents about it when her mother looked up from her salmon.

"Your father and I will be out on Friday evening," she announced, dabbing her lips with her napkin. "The Hendersons invited us to dinner and then there's that new play at the National Theatre."

Deirdre's fork paused midway to her mouth. "Oh? What time will you be back?"

"Oh, I don’t know. Late, I imagine. After eleven at least." Her mother reached for her water glass. "We'll leave some cash on the counter for you to order something in."

Deirdre nodded, trying to keep her expression neutral despite the surge of adrenaline coursing through her veins. "Thanks. That sounds fine."

The words about Matteo's extra session hovered on the tip of her tongue, but she swallowed them back. A part of her knew that her parents might not approve of her tutor coming over when they weren't home—not because they didn't trust Matteo, but just because they had a tendency to be quite old-fashioned about that sort of thing. And explaining that she'd be alone in the house with him, in her bedroom no less…

She took a sip of water, letting the cool liquid wash away the words she wasn't going to say. She was nineteen, after all. A university student. An adult. She didn't need their permission for a study session, even if it was happening under unusual circumstances… and under their roof.

Besides, wasn't that the whole point of what had been developing between her and Matteo? The fact that she wasn't a child anymore—that she was capable of making her own decisions?

"Do you have plans for the weekend?" her mother asked, interrupting her thoughts.

Deirdre shook her head. "Just studying,” she said, not exactly lying. “Exams are coming up."

Her parents exchanged approving glances, clearly pleased with her dedication. If only they knew what else occupied her thoughts these days.

∞∞∞

By Friday morning, Deirdre's nerves were in full rebellion. Her stomach churned as she picked at her breakfast, unable to eat more than a few bites of toast.

"Are you feeling all right, darling?" her mother asked, placing a cool hand against her forehead. "You look a bit peaky."

"I'm fine," Deirdre insisted. "Just exam stress."

But it wasn't her upcoming exams that were making her heart race and her palms sweat. It was the thought of being truly alone with Matteo for the first time. No parents downstairs or down the hall. No interruptions. Just the two of them… in the empty house.

Throughout her lectures that day, Deirdre found herself unable to focus. Her professor's words became background noise as she replayed her recent interactions with Matteo in her mind. Had she imagined the change in his behaviour? The lingering glances, the seemingly deliberate touches, the way his voice softened when he spoke directly to her?

What if she'd been projecting her own desires onto innocent actions? What if tonight was nothing more than what he'd said—an extra session to help with her exams?

By the time she arrived home, Deirdre had worked herself into such a state that she changed outfits three times before forcing herself to stop. "This is ridiculous," she muttered to her reflection in the mirror. Just be normal, she thought. Casual. Like before.

She settled on jeans and a soft blue sweater. She brushed her hair but didn't style it elaborately. A touch of mascara, a hint of tinted lip balm. Normal. Casual. The way she'd been these past few weeks when things had finally started to shift between them.

Her parents left at six, her father pressing a fifty-pound note into her hand. "Order whatever you like," he said, kissing the top of her head. "We'll try not to wake you when we get in."

And then they were gone, the sound of the front door closing echoing through the suddenly empty house. Matteo would be arriving for eight. Almost two hours to wait.

She tried to study, tried to prepare questions about the respiratory system, but the words swam before her eyes. She paced her room, straightened books that were already perfectly aligned, fluffed pillows that didn't need fluffing.

At half past seven, she went downstairs to make tea, needing something to occupy her hands. The ritual of warming the pot, measuring the leaves, waiting for the water to boil—it all helped to steady her nerves, if only slightly.

Then, a bit before eight o’clock, the doorbell rang.

Deirdre nearly dropped the teacup she was holding. She set it down carefully, took a deep breath, and walked to the door, trying to ignore the hammering of her heart against her ribs.

Matteo stood on the doorstep, his leather satchel slung over one shoulder, his dark hair slightly mussed from the evening breeze. He wore dark jeans and a charcoal sweater that made his olive skin glow in the porch light.

"Good evening," he said, his accent wrapping around the words like silk. "I hope I'm not too early."

"Not at all," Deirdre replied, stepping back to let him in. "I was just making tea."

As he passed her in the narrow hallway, she caught his scent—that now-familiar blend that had featured in so many of her fantasies. Her stomach fluttered.

"Your parents aren't home?" Matteo asked, glancing toward the silent living room as he removed his coat.

Deirdre's pulse quickened. "They went out for dinner and a show. They won't be back until late."

Something flickered in Matteo's eyes—surprise, perhaps, or concern. "I see. Would you prefer we stay downstairs tonight? The kitchen table would work well."

His suggestion caught her off guard. Was he uncomfortable being alone with her upstairs? Or was he being considerate, maintaining appropriate boundaries?

"My books are all in my room," she said, trying to sound casual. "And I've set everything up there. But we can work downstairs if you'd prefer."

Matteo studied her face for a moment, then smiled. "Your room is fine. Lead the way."

As they climbed the stairs, Deirdre was acutely aware of his presence behind her, just as she had been that first day when her fantasies had begun. But this time, there was no one else in the house. No parents down the hall. No reason to keep her voice down or her door cracked open.

Her bedroom felt different somehow—more intimate, more private. The desk lamp cast a warm glow over her textbooks, her laptop open to a diagram of lung alveoli. She'd made an effort to make the space feel less like a teenager's room, removing a few of the more childish stuffed animals, replacing her floral bedspread with a more mature duvet in a solid light grey.

"Tea?" she offered, gesturing to the tray she'd prepared earlier.

"Please," Matteo said, settling into his usual chair by the desk. He opened his satchel and began removing books, his movements precise and familiar.

Deirdre poured the tea, willing her hands not to shake. This was no different from their regular sessions, she told herself.

Except that it was. Somehow, it was completely different.

She handed him a cup and took her seat beside him, close enough that their elbows nearly touched on the desk surface.

Just like always, yet not like always at all.

"So," Matteo said, his voice professional. "Let's begin with the respiratory cycle. You mentioned having trouble with the mechanics of ventilation?"

And just like that, they slipped into their usual routine. He explained concepts, she asked questions, they worked through diagrams together. If there was tension in the air between them, it didn't interfere with the actual tutoring.

But Deirdre couldn't help noticing the small differences—the way Matteo seemed to sit just a fraction closer than usual, the way his hand lingered when passing her a pen, the way his eyes remained on her face when she spoke rather than on the textbook.

An hour into the session, as they discussed the exchange of oxygen and carbon dioxide in the lungs, Matteo's phone chimed with a text message.

"Excuse me," he said, pulling it from his pocket and glancing at the screen. A slight frown crossed his face.

"Everything all right?" Deirdre asked.

Matteo looked up, his expression unreadable. "Yes. Just a colleague asking about a patient." He slipped the phone back into his pocket. "Where were we?"

"Gas exchange," Deirdre prompted.

"Ah, yes." He leaned forward, his shoulder brushing against hers as he pointed to a diagram on her laptop screen. "The key to understanding this process is to remember that gases move from areas of high concentration to areas of low concentration."

As he spoke, Deirdre found herself focusing not on his words but on his lips—the way they shaped each syllable, the hint of stubble along his jaw, the slight dimple that appeared when he emphasised certain words.

"Deirdre?" His voice broke through her thoughts. "Are you following this?"

She blinked, heat rising to her cheeks. "Sorry. I was thinking about… pressure gradients."

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "Were you? What about them?"

The knowing look in his eyes made her heart skip. She knew that he knew she hadn't been thinking about that at all.

"How they… drive the movement of molecules," she improvised, trying to recover. "From high to low concentration."

"Exactly," he said, his voice softer now. "Like many things in nature, they follow the path of least resistance."

Their eyes met, and the double meaning of his words hung in the air between them. For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Matteo cleared his throat and turned back to the screen. "Let's look at the r ole of surfactant in reducing surface tension."

The moment passed, but something had shifted again—subtly but undeniably. The professional veneer had thinned just a bit more, revealing glimpses of something else just beneath the surface.

As they continued working, Deirdre found herself hyperaware of every small touch, every shared glance. When Matteo leaned across her to reach a textbook, his arm brushing against her… not against her shoulder or her elbow, but against her chest. And she caught the slight hitch in his breath.

It was that touch—his arm brushing so lightly against her breast that it must have been accidental—that changed everything. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through her body. Deirdre's breath caught just as his had, and when she looked up at Matteo, she found him staring at her with an intensity that made her pulse race.

Neither of them moved away.

For a long, suspended moment, they remained frozen in that position—his arm still against her breast, their faces inches apart, breaths mingling in the quiet space between them. Deirdre couldn't look away from his eyes, dark and intense, holding hers with a gaze that seemed to see right through her carefully constructed composure.

"I—" she began, but the word came out as barely more than a whisper.

"Let's focus on your education, shall we? "Matteo said softly, still not moving away. His voice had dropped to a lower register than she'd ever heard from him before.

But he didn't return to the textbook. Instead, his hand moved to her shoulder, fingers tracing a deliberate path along her collarbone. The touch was light but unmistakably intentional.

"The respiratory system," he continued, his accent thicker than usual, "is intimately connected to the cardiovascular system. You can't truly understand one without understanding the other."

His fingers continued their journey, skimming down her arm with feather-light precision. Deirdre felt her skin prickle with goosebumps beneath her sweater.

"The way the body responds to stimuli," he said, his eyes never leaving hers, "is fascinating, isn't it? Increased heart rate. Shallow breathing. Dilation of blood vessels."

Each symptom he listed described exactly what was happening to her body at that moment. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her breaths came quick and shallow. Heat pooled low in her abdomen.

"Matteo," she whispered, uncertain what she was even asking for.

His hand moved to her knee, resting there with a casual possessiveness. "I've been thinking about your upcoming practical exam," he said, changing course so suddenly it made her head spin. "Perhaps we didn't prepare thoroughly enough on Wednesday."

His thumb traced small circles on her knee through her jeans. "Your instructors will expect you to conduct a complete physical examination. You'll need to demonstrate proper technique, proper positioning."

Deirdre nodded, not trusting herself to speak. This was happening. This was really happening.

"I don’t think we went far enough last time, Deirdre. Do you want to go further?" Matteo asked, his voice carrying a weight of meaning that extended far beyond the question itself. His eyes held hers, searching, waiting.

She swallowed hard. "Yes," she said, the single syllable feeling like a pledge, a promise, a point of no return.

His smile changed then, becoming something darker, more predatory. "Good," he said. "I think a full body examination practical would be most beneficial. It's important to be thorough, don't you think?"

Deirdre's mouth went dry. "A… full body examination?"

"Of course." Matteo stood, moving away from the desk to the centre of her bedroom. "Stand up, please."

On shaky legs, Deirdre rose from her chair, her heart hammering in her chest. She stood before Matteo, acutely aware of the minuscule distance between them.

"In your practical exam," Matteo said, his voice taking on that educational tone she knew so well, though now it held an undercurrent of something else entirely, "you'll be assessed on a standardised patient examination, correct? They'll have an actor playing the role of patient for you to examine?"

Deirdre nodded, her mouth too dry for words at first. "Yes," she finally managed. "That's right. We'll have to demonstrate a complete physical on a standardised patient."

Matteo's eyes held hers, dark and intent. "Then the best preparation would be a complete run-through. Every step, exactly as you'll be expected to perform it in the exam."

Before Deirdre could respond, his hands moved to the hem of his charcoal sweater. In one fluid motion, he pulled it over his head, revealing a tight black t-shirt beneath that clung to the contours of his torso.

"I'll be your patient tonight," he said, his accent thickening again as he dropped the sweater onto her chair.

Deirdre stood frozen as his hands moved to the t-shirt next, peeling it upward to expose a flat stomach etched with muscle, then higher to reveal a broad chest dusted with dark hair. When the shirt joined the sweater, she couldn't help but stare at him—at the perfect definition of his shoulders, the smooth olive skin stretched over taut muscle.

"I…" she started, but the words died in her throat as his hands moved to his belt buckle.

With deliberate slowness, Matteo stepped out of his shoes, then unfastened the button of his jeans. The sound of his zipper sliding down seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. He pushed the jeans down his legs and stepped out of them, leaving him standing before her in nothing but a pair of tight black boxer briefs that did little to conceal the outline of what lay beneath.

Heat flooded Deirdre's body. Matteo looked like something carved from marble—all perfect proportions and smooth planes, like the classical statues she'd studied in art history classes for her A-Levels. But unlike those cold stone figures, he was warm and alive, his chest rising and falling with each breath, a flush of colour spreading across his skin.

"Your exam," he said, his voice husky, "will require you to be thorough and methodical. Start at the head and work your way down. Don't rush. Don't skip anything."

Deirdre swallowed hard, her gaze traveling over his body. "I don't have my… equipment."

"Your hands," he said, reaching for her wrist and lifting her hand between them, "are your most important diagnostic tools. Use them."

He guided her hand to his face, pressing her fingers against his cheek. His stubble was rough against her fingertips, a delicious contrast to the smooth skin beneath.

"Begin," he instructed softly.

With trembling fingers, Deirdre traced the contours of his face—the strong jawline, the high cheekbones, the slight hollow of his temples. She felt the warmth of his skin, the subtle movements of the muscles beneath as his expression shifted under her touch.

"Good," he murmured as her fingers moved to his neck, finding his pulse point. "Check for lymphadenopathy."

She gently palpated the areas under his jaw and along his neck, trying to appear as if she were feeling for any abnormal swellings or tenderness. Instead, she was simply drinking in the moment. His pulse raced beneath her fingertips, matching her own.

"Your heart rate is elevated," she observed, her voice a whisper.

His lips curved into a smile that made her stomach flip. "An accurate observation. And what might cause such a symptom?"

"Physical exertion," she replied automatically. "Stress. Anxiety." She paused, gathering her courage. "Arousal."

Matteo's eyes darkened. "Excellent differential diagnosis. Continue your examination."

Her hands moved to his shoulders, feeling the firm muscle there, then down his arms, tracing the contours of his biceps, the bend of his elbow, the tendons in his forearm. His skin was warm beneath her touch, smooth and taut over hard muscle.

"The thorax next," he prompted when her hands hesitated at his wrists.

Deirdre stepped closer, her hands moving to his chest. She felt the steady rise and fall of his breathing, the firm pectoral muscles, the slight roughness of chest hair against her palms. Her fingers brushed over his nipples, and she felt them harden at her touch, heard the slight change in Matteo's breathing.

"Auscultation," he reminded her, his voice strained.

Without the stethoscope, she had to lean in close, pressing her ear against his chest to listen to his heartbeat. The strong, rapid rhythm filled her ear as his scent filled her nostrils—soap and cologne and something uniquely male. She was close enough now that her body nearly touched his, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his skin.

"What do you hear?" he asked, his voice rumbling through his chest against her ear.

"Tachycardia," she answered, pulling back slightly to look up at him. "Regular rhythm but… increased rate."

His eyes held hers, pupils dilated. "Continue."

Her hands moved lower, across his ribs, feeling each intercostal space, then to his abdomen. The muscles there were defined and firm, contracting slightly under her touch. She traced the line of dark hair that disappeared beneath the waistband of his boxer briefs, feeling the muscles in his stomach tighten in response.

"Proper abdominal examination requires the patient to lie down," Matteo said, his voice rough with restraint.

Deirdre glanced at her bed, then back at him, her pulse racing. "Should we…?"

"Your exam won't allow for such accommodations," he replied. "You'll need to adapt."

She nodded, continuing her examination standing. Her hands moved to his hips, then around to his lower back, feeling the dimples just above his buttocks, the firm muscle beneath her fingers. As she moved back to his front, her gaze dropped inevitably to the prominent bulge in his boxer briefs—larger now than when he'd first undressed, straining against the black fabric.

Matteo noticed her gaze. "A physiological response," he said, his academic tone at odds with the heat in his eyes. "Entirely normal."

Deirdre's cheeks burned, but she couldn't look away. "Should I…?"

"A complete examination," he reminded her, his voice dropping to a whisper. "Keep going."

She crouched, her hands moving to his thighs, feeling the powerful muscles there. As she worked her way down his legs—knees, calves, ankles—she was acutely aware of his gaze as he looked down on her, of the way his breathing had deepened, of the growing evidence of his arousal just at the edge of her vision.

When she straightened up again, having completed her examination down to his feet, Matteo's eyes were dark with desire, his chest rising and falling with rapid breaths. The bulge in his boxer briefs had grown noticeably—obscenely—larger.

"I'm done," Deirdre whispered, her voice barely audible even in the quiet room. Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat, her fingertips, between her legs. She had just run her hands over nearly every inch of Matteo's body. Had felt the heat of his skin beneath her palms, had heard his breath catch as she touched him. The reality of what they were doing crashed over her in waves of disbelief and arousal so intense she felt dizzy.

Matteo looked down at her, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that made her knees weak. "That was… adequate," he said, his accent thicker than she'd ever heard it. "But there were several errors in your technique."

"Errors?" The word came out breathless.

"Yes." He took a step closer, eliminating what little space remained between them. "Your examination was incomplete. And more importantly, the dynamic is unbalanced." His gaze travelled slowly down her fully clothed body, then back up to meet her eyes. "You need to understand what it feels like from the patient's perspective."

Deirdre's mouth went dry as his meaning registered. "You want me to—"

"Remove your clothes," he said simply, as if requesting her to turn to page thirty-seven in a textbook. "Down to your underwear. So I can demonstrate where you made mistakes."

The clinical phrasing did nothing to disguise what was really happening between them. Heat flooded Deirdre's face, spreading down her neck to her chest. This was beyond anything she'd imagined in her late-night fantasies.

"I…" She hesitated, not from reluctance but from the overwhelming reality of the moment.

"It's your choice, Deirdre." Matteo's voice softened slightly. "We can stop here."

But she didn't want to stop. God, she didn't want to stop! This might be her only chance to experience what she'd been dreaming about for months, she thought. But the reality was accompanied by a new emotion she had never accounted for… embarrassment.

With trembling fingers, she reached for the hem of her sweater. The soft blue fabric slid over her head, leaving her hair slightly mussed. She folded it carefully and placed it on the chair, buying herself precious seconds to steady her nerves.

Matteo watched her with unwavering attention, his eyes following every movement. When she reached for the button of her jeans, his gaze dropped to her hands.

She slid the zipper down slowly, hyperaware of the sound it made in the quiet room, the same sound his had made, the same sound that had announced what had come next. She lowered her jeans, revealing her long legs inch by inch. She stepped out of them, folded them with the same deliberate care, and added them to the growing pile on the chair.

Now she stood before him in only her plain white cotton bra, matching underwear, and ankle socks. Nothing special, nothing she'd chosen with seduction in mind—just the practical, comfortable underwear she wore every day. Heat burned in her cheeks as she fought the instinct to cross her arms over her body. The simplicity of her undergarments made her feel immature before him once more, in spite of this new—and far more adult—dynamic between them.

Matteo's eyes travelled over her exposed skin with undisguised appreciation. "Much better," he said, his voice a low rumble. "Now I can properly demonstrate correct technique."

He stepped towards her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his nearly naked body, just like before. Only now it wasn’t quite just like before… because now that heat was making contact with her nearly naked body.

"The first mistake you made," he continued, raising his hand to her face, "was that your touch was too clinical. Too detached."

His fingers traced the curve of her cheek, then slid into her hair, cupping the back of her head. This touch was nothing like her medical examination had been—it was intimate, deliberate, and charged with intent.

"The human body," he said softly, "responds to more than just clinical assessment. It reacts to nuance, to intention." His other hand came to rest at her waist, warm against her bare skin. "Do you understand the difference?"

Deirdre nodded, not trusting herself to speak. His hand at her waist moved slowly up her side, his thumb brushing the underside of her breast through her bra. Even through the cotton fabric, his touch sent electricity coursing through her body.

"Your second mistake," he continued, his voice dropping lower, "was failing to notice how the body responds to touch." His fingers traced the edge of her bra, following the line where fabric met skin. "A good doctor observes these responses. Interprets them correctly."

His hand moved to her sternum, resting between her breasts. She knew he could feel her heart racing beneath his palm.

"Tachycardia," he murmured, a ghost of a smile touching his lips. "Increased respiration. Flushed skin." His eyes held hers as his fingers travelled lower, across her stomach, feeling the muscles tense beneath his touch. "Pupil dilation. All physiological responses that tell a story."

His hand came to rest at her hip, his thumb tracing small circles just above the waistband of her underwear. "And what story do these signs tell, Deirdre?"

She swallowed hard, gathering her courage. "Arousal," she whispered.

Matteo's eyes darkened. "Correct diagnosis." His hand slid around to the small of her back, drawing her closer until their bodies nearly touched. "And the third mistake you made was failing to understand that an examination goes both ways. The doctor learns from the patient just as the patient receives care from the doctor."

His face lowered toward hers, his breath warm against her lips. "It's a mutual exchange," he murmured. "A relationship built on trust and… reciprocity."

His mouth hovered just above hers, so close she could feel the heat of his breath, could almost taste him. Her eyes fluttered closed, her body arching slightly toward his, seeking contact.

"Do you want me to demonstrate further?" he asked, his voice, for the first time, the one that was barely above a whisper.

"Yes," Deirdre breathed, her entire body trembling with anticipation. "Please."

He stepped back just enough to create space between them, his clinical demeanour returning, though his eyes remained heavy-lidded with unmistakable want.

"Stand straight," he instructed softly. "Arms at your sides."

Deirdre complied, forcing herself not to cross her arms over her body, not to hide from his gaze. Her heart continued its dance in her chest as Matteo began his inspection.

He started with her face, his fingertips tracing her hairline, then following the curve of her eyebrows. "Perfect symmetry," he noted, his voice husky despite the professional words. His thumb stroked across her bottom lip, pressing gently, and she fought the urge to take it into her mouth.

His touch travelled down her neck, lingering at her pulse point where he must have felt the frantic beating of her heart. "Tachycardia still," he murmured, a small smile playing at his lips. "Quite pronounced."

Then his hands were on her shoulders, massaging briefly before sliding down her arms to her wrists. He lifted each hand in turn, examining her palms, her fingers, even tracing the lines that crossed her skin. Every touch felt electric, deliberate, charged with meaning beyond the clinical charade.

"Turn around," he instructed, and she did, presenting her back to him.

His hands moved to her hair, lifting it away from her neck. She felt his breath warm against her skin a moment before his lips pressed against the nape of her neck. And if any doubt might have remained that this was still just preparation for her exam, it evaporated in that moment. Her knees weakened as his hands slid down her back, fingers tracing each vertebra through her skin.

When he reached her bra clasp, he paused. "This is in the way of a thorough examination," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "May I?"

Deirdre nodded, not trusting herself to speak. The clasp came undone with practiced ease, and he slowly slid the straps down her arms, removing the garment completely. Cool air hit her exposed breasts, causing her nipples to tighten further.

"Turn back to face me," Matteo said, his accent thicker than ever.

Deirdre turned, fighting the urge to cover herself. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment, but the heat now flooding her body had nothing to do with shame and everything to do with the way Matteo was looking at her—like she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

"Perfect," he breathed, and for a moment, the pretence of examination fell away completely. Then he seemed to remember himself. "The thoracic examination requires palpation to check for abnormalities."

His hands cupped her breasts, the touch clinical at first, then shifting to something else entirely as his thumbs brushed over her nipples. Deirdre gasped, arching into his touch.

"Responsive," he noted, his professional tone belied by the roughness in his voice. "A healthy sign."

His hands continued their journey downward, fingers splaying across her ribcage, then her stomach, feeling the muscles contract beneath his touch. He knelt before her, his face level with her abdomen, and pressed his lips to the soft skin just below her navel in another decidedly non-medical kiss.

"Turn again," he instructed, still kneeling.

She turned, presenting her back once more. His hands moved to her hips, then slid lower to cup her buttocks through the thin cotton of her underwear. She felt his fingers dip beneath the fabric, caressing the sensitive skin where thigh met cheek.

"Gluteal examination," he murmured, though they both knew this had moved far beyond any legitimate medical purpose. "Essential for assessing muscular development." The emphasis—the lie—felt to Deirdre like an admission. An admission of what he was really doing.

His hands moved down the backs of her thighs, his touch firm yet gentle as he felt the muscles there. Then he guided her to turn once more, his face now level with her most intimate area, covered only by the thin white cotton that had grown damp with her arousal.

Deirdre looked down at him, at his dark eyes gazing up at her, at his perfect face so close to the centre of her desire. She could feel his breath through the fabric, warm against her sensitive flesh—the thin layer of cotton the only thing separating his lips from… hers.

The reality of their position hit her suddenly—her private tutor on his knees before her, her nearly naked, her parents' house silent around them. Almost incongruously, mortification flooded her, but it only seemed to heighten her arousal, pushing her to a fever pitch of desire she'd never experienced before.

Matteo's hands slid up her calves, behind her knees, then along her inner thighs, moving higher with agonising slowness. When his fingers finally brushed against the damp cotton between her legs, she couldn't suppress a moan.

"Matteo," she whispered, her voice breaking on his name.

His eyes met hers, dark and questioning. "Should I stop?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that she could almost feel vibrating through her. His breath was warm against her thigh.

"No," Deirdre whispered, her voice little more than an exhalation. "Please, don't stop."

Matteo remained crouched before her, his fingertips still resting against the damp cotton between her legs. His touch was so light, yet still enough to send waves of sensation coursing through her body.

"What's been happening these past weeks, Deirdre?" he asked softly. "You've changed. I've noticed it. The way you dress, the way you speak, the way you look at me when you think I don't see."

Heat flooded her cheeks. She'd been so obvious, so transparent, and yet… here he was, still. And not just here, but on his knees before her, asking her why.

"I wanted you to notice me," she admitted, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. "Not just as your student. As… me."

A small smile curved his lips. "Deirdre," he said, her name sounding like poetry in his accent. "I've always noticed you. From that first day. How could I not?"

His finger traced a delicate pattern against the cotton, making her shiver. "But I had a job to do. A responsibility. Your parents trust me with your education. I'm supposed to be your tutor, nothing more."

Deirdre felt as if her chest might burst with the pounding of her heart. "And… now?" she managed to ask.

"Now…" His gaze travelled up her body, lingering on her bare breasts, her flushed face. "Now I see there's no use fighting this. Whatever's between us. Whatever's been building. We've both been denying it, suppressing it. And for what?"

His finger pressed more firmly against the fabric, finding the sensitive bundle of nerves beneath. Deirdre gasped, her hips instinctively pushing forward.

"If it's truly what you want," he continued, his voice rougher now. "Is it, Deirdre? Do you want this? Do you want me?"

The pressure of his finger increased slightly, circling that perfect spot through her underwear, his touch doing things to her body that only her own had done before. She whimpered her assent, a small sound of need that escaped before she could contain it.

"I need to hear you say it," he insisted, his movements stilling. "Clearly."

Deirdre looked down at him, at this beautiful man kneeling before her, waiting for her permission. In that moment, any remaining hesitation evaporated.

"Yes, Matteo," she said, her voice stronger now. "I want this. I want you."

His smile widened, transforming his face. "Good," he said simply. "Because I want you too."

With agonising slowness, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her underwear and pulled them down. The cotton slid over her thighs, past her knees, to her ankles. She stepped out of them, suddenly completely naked except for her ankle socks, which seemed too trivial to bother with.

Her face burned as Matteo's gaze fixed on her most intimate area, now completely exposed to him. No man had ever seen her like this before. The vulnerability was overwhelming, yet strangely empowering.

"You're beautiful, Deirdre," he said, looking up at her with genuine reverence. "In every way."

And then his mouth was on her, his tongue finding that sensitive spot his finger had been teasing moments before. Deirdre's knees nearly buckled at the sensation, entirely new to her, entirely perfect. Her hands flew to his shoulders for support, fingers digging into the firm muscle there.

The pleasure was unlike anything she'd ever experienced—more intense, more immediate than her own touch had ever been. Each stroke of his tongue sent electricity surging through her body, making her gasp and moan in ways she'd never heard herself sound before.

Matteo's hands gripped her hips, steadying her as he worked. He seemed to know exactly where to touch, how much pressure to apply, when to slow down and when to increase his efforts. The skill with which he pleasured her suggested experience. She wasn’t his first, not by a long shot, but rather than making her feel less special it only made her feel safe.

"Matteo," she gasped, one hand moving to tangle in his dark hair. She couldn't form more words, couldn't think beyond the sensations he was creating.

He hummed against her in response, the vibration adding yet another layer to the building pleasure. His tongue moved faster, circling and flicking in a rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart.

The tension built rapidly, coiling tight in her lower belly. Her breathing grew ragged, her moans louder. In some distant corner of her mind, she was grateful of the empty house, that her parents weren't home to hear her, that she could let go.

When release finally came, it crashed over her in waves more powerful than any she'd experienced alone in her bed. Her body shuddered, her fingers tightening in Matteo's hair as she cried out his name, her hips grinding instinctively against his face, greedily seeking more. The pleasure seemed endless, pulsing through her with each beat of her heart.

As the intensity began to ebb, Matteo slowed his movements, his tongue gentler now, easing her down from the peak. When she could no longer bear even that gentle stimulation, she tugged lightly at his hair, and he understood immediately, pulling away.

He looked up at her, his lips glistening with evidence of her pleasure, his eyes dark with his own desire. Without a word, he rose to his feet, towering over her once more. His hands cupped her face, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was deep and hungry, his tongue sliding against hers. Deirdre tasted herself on his lips—strange and intimate and somehow thrilling. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her flush against his body, and she felt the hard length of him pressing against her stomach through the thin fabric of his boxer briefs.

The knowledge that she had affected him so strongly, that he wanted her as much as she wanted him, sent a fresh wave of desire through her body. Despite having just experienced the most powerful orgasm of her life, she found herself wanting more—wanting all of him.

Matteo seemed to sense this. His hands slid down her back to cup her buttocks, lifting her slightly. "Wrap your legs around me," he murmured against her lips.

Deirdre complied, jumping slightly as he supported her weight. Her legs encircled his hips, bringing that hard bulge directly against her still-sensitive core. The friction made her gasp into his mouth.

With confident steps, Matteo carried her to the bed, lowering her gently onto the grey duvet. He stood between her legs, looking down at her naked body spread before him. His chest rose and fell with rapid breaths, his arousal straining against his underwear.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked, his voice strained with restraint. "We can stop here."

Deirdre's heart swelled at his consideration, even now when his own desire was so evident. But she had no intention of stopping. Not when they'd come this far. Not when she finally had what she'd been dreaming of for months.

"I'm sure," she said, reaching for him. "I want you, Matteo. All of you."

His hands moved to the waistband of his boxer briefs, and Deirdre held her breath, anticipation building as he prepared to remove the last barrier between them. But something came over her then. A sudden confidence, a desire to be more than passive in this moment.

"Wait," she said, sitting up on the bed. "Let me."

Matteo's hands stilled, and she saw a flash of delight in his eyes, a look of appreciation that made her heart race even faster. He dropped his hands to his sides, surrendering control to her.

Deirdre shifted onto her knees, moving to the edge of the bed where he stood. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the elastic waistband. She looked up at him one last time, finding encouragement in his dark eyes, before slowly, deliberately pulling the fabric down.

She gasped as he was released before her, hard and smooth and impressive in a way that made her mouth go dry. He was bigger than she'd expected, bigger than any of the toys she kept hidden in her bedside cabinet—the ones her mother didn't know about, the ones she'd ordered online with a gift card, blushing furiously even though no one could see her.

Deirdre looked up at Matteo again, suddenly aware of her position—on all fours on the bed, completely naked, him towering over her. She felt timid, almost afraid, but beneath that was a certainty about what she wanted. The embarrassment was there, burning in her cheeks, but she pushed through it.

"I've never…" she began, her voice barely audible. She swallowed hard and tried again. "But if you'll let me, I want to try…" She couldn't bring herself to say the words explicitly, to name what she wanted to do.

Matteo's expression softened with understanding. He reached out to stroke her cheek, his touch gentle against her flushed skin.

"I'm all yours, Deirdre," he said, his accent wrapping around her name like a caress. "Take your time. After all, I am here to help you learn."

She smiled at that, grateful for how he'd framed it—as an extension of their educational relationship, even as they crossed boundaries that could never be uncrossed. It somehow made it easier, less intimidating.

With newfound determination, she leaned forward and took her first tentative taste of him, running her tongue experimentally along his length. The sensation was foreign but delicious—the skin impossibly soft over such hardness beneath, warm and alive against her tongue.

Encouraged by his sharp intake of breath, she grew bolder, grasping him with both hands—one around his shaft, the other cupping his balls as she continued to lap at him. She was learning him, learning how to do this, cataloguing his reactions to different touches, different pressures.

She explored with her tongue—licking his balls, tracing the prominent vein along his length, swirling around the sensitive head. Each new technique drew a different sound from him—a gasp, a low groan, a whispered word of praise that made her heart swell with pride.

Looking up at him one more time, finding his eyes dark with desire, his lips parted as he watched her, Deirdre finally took his head between her lips. The weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth—it was all new, all overwhelming, but in such an overwhelmingly satisfying way.

"That's it," Matteo encouraged softly, his hand coming to rest gently on her head, not pushing or guiding, just connecting. "Just like that."

Deirdre experimented with different movements, different rhythms, learning what made his breath catch, what made his fingers tighten slightly in her hair. She couldn't take much of him—not yet—but what she lacked in experience she made up for in enthusiasm.

His taste, his scent, the sounds he made—it all combined to create a heady mixture that made her feel powerful despite her inexperience. That she could affect him this way, that she could make his breathing ragged and his muscles tense, gave her a rush unlike anything she'd felt before.

"Deirdre," he groaned after several minutes, his accent thicker than ever. "You need to stop or I won't last."

She pulled back, a mixture of disappointment and pride washing over her. Disappointment that she had to stop, pride that she'd brought him so close to the edge.

"Was that… okay?" she asked, suddenly shy again now that she'd stopped.

Matteo laughed softly, the sound warm and genuine. "More than okay," he assured her, bending down to capture her lips in a deep kiss. "Much more than okay."

His hands found her waist, and with surprising strength, he lifted her further onto the bed, following her down onto the mattress. His body covered hers, warm and solid, the weight of him pressing her into the soft duvet.

"Now," he murmured against her lips, his hand sliding between their bodies to find her still-sensitive core, "let me show you something else."

His fingers slipped easily through her wetness, finding that perfect spot that made her gasp against his mouth. He circled it slowly, building the tension that had only partially ebbed after her first release.

"Matteo," she breathed, arching into his touch. "Please."

"Please what?" he asked, his voice a low rumble against her ear. "Tell me what you want, Deirdre."

The words stuck in her throat, embarrassment warring with desire. Even now, with everything they'd already done, she couldn't bring herself to say it explicitly.

"I want… you," she managed finally. "Inside me."

He kissed her deeply, his fingers still working between her legs, bringing her to the edge once more. "Are you sure?" he asked when he finally pulled away, his eyes searching hers. "We don't have to go further tonight."

"I'm sure," she said, her voice stronger now, more certain. "I've never been more sure of anything."

Matteo nodded, reaching down to retrieve his jeans from the floor. From the wallet in his back pocket, he extracted a small foil packet.

"You came prepared," Deirdre observed, a hint of teasing in her voice despite her racing heart.

He smiled as he tore open the packet. "Not for this specifically," he clarified. "I wouldn’t presume. I just always carry one. Better safe than sorry."

She watched, fascinated, as he rolled the condom over his length with practiced ease. Then he was positioning himself between her legs, his eyes locked with hers.

"Tell me if you want to stop," he said softly. "At any point. Promise me."

"I promise," she whispered, her heart so full she thought it might burst. No fantasy could have prepared her for the reality of this moment—the warmth of his skin against hers, the tenderness in his eyes, the feeling of complete trust despite the newness of it all.

He entered her slowly, carefully, giving her time to adjust to the unfamiliar sensation. There was discomfort—a stretching, burning feeling that made her bite her lip—but his patience, his gentle touches, the soft words of encouragement he murmured against her skin, all helped ease the way.

When he was fully seated within her, he stilled, his forehead resting against hers, their breaths mingling in the small space between them.

"Okay?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

Deirdre nodded, unable to form words. The discomfort was fading, replaced by a feeling of fullness, of connection so profound it brought tears to her eyes.

Matteo began to move then, slow, gentle thrusts that gradually built in intensity as her body relaxed around him. His hands seemed to be everywhere—caressing her breasts, gripping her hips, sliding between them to where they were joined to ensure her pleasure matched his own.

The feeling built gradually, different from what she'd experienced with his mouth but no less intense. Each thrust brought her closer to that precipice, each touch of his fingers against her sensitive bundle of nerves sending electricity through her veins.

"Matteo," she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as the tension coiled tighter. "I'm close. I'm—"

"Let go," he encouraged, his movements becoming more urgent. "Don’t fight it, Deirdre."

With that, he leaned down and claimed her mouth in a searing kiss. Their tongues met as his body drove into hers with perfect rhythm. The dual sensation—his mouth on hers, his body inside hers—pushed Deirdre over the edge. She came undone beneath him, pleasure radiating outward in rippling spasms from her core. Her body tightened around him as she moaned into his mouth, the sound swallowed by his kiss as he drank in her pleasure.

Matteo slowed his thrusts but didn't stop, drawing out her pleasure with deliberate, gentle movements. His kiss softened as her climax ebbed, becoming tender, almost reverent. It was as if he could sense exactly what her body needed, how much pressure, how much movement would extend her ecstasy without overwhelming her. She felt played, expertly handled, like an instrument in the hands of a master musician.

When he finally broke the kiss, he kept his face close to hers, their breaths mingling as he gazed into her eyes. His hips maintained that slow, gentle rhythm, each movement sending small aftershocks of pleasure through her sensitised body.

"How else would you like to try it, Deirdre?" he asked, his voice husky with desire and tinged with playfulness.

The question caught her off guard. She blinked up at him, momentarily speechless. It felt as if he were asking her to confess her most private thoughts, the fantasies she'd harboured about him for months. Heat flooded her cheeks.

But then she realised—this wasn't fantasy anymore. This was real. And she could have whatever she wanted.

"From behind," she whispered, unable to give stronger voice to something she irrationally still thought of as naughty—as if everything she’d already done hadn’t been. "I want you to take me from behind."

A slow smile spread across Matteo’s face, his eyes crinkling at the edges with approval. He withdrew from her body with care, then gently guided her onto her stomach. His hands positioned her hips, raising them slightly as he moved behind her. She felt his weight settle across the backs of her thighs as he straddled her.

His hands gripped her buttocks, kneading the flesh there with possessive pressure. Something about that touch—claiming, owning—sent a thrill through her that she hadn't expected. She turned to look back at him over her shoulder, watching as he positioned himself between her clasped legs.

When he entered her again, the angle was completely different. He slid deeper than before, filling her so completely that she gasped, her fingers clutching at the duvet beneath her.

"Ready?" he asked, his hands gripping her hips firmly.

Deirdre wasn't entirely sure what he was asking, but in that moment, she would have agreed to anything. "Yes," she breathed. "I'm ready for whatever you want."

That was all the permission he needed. His hips snapped forward with force, driving into her with an intensity that made her cry out. Gone was the gentle lover of moments ago—in his place was something primal, untamed.

Each thrust pushed her further up the bed, the headboard banging rhythmically against the wall. The sound echoed through the empty house, a percussion accompaniment to their shared pleasure. For a brief, panicked moment, Deirdre imagined she'd gotten her times wrong—that her parents might return early, might walk through the front door at any second and hear the unmistakable sounds coming from her bedroom.

But no—they were at the theatre. She was safe. The house was empty. No one would hear them, no one would interrupt them.

She let herself sink fully into the sensation, focusing solely on the feeling of Matteo behind her, inside her, his hands gripping her hips as he claimed her body with each powerful thrust. She'd never felt so completely possessed, so utterly filled.

"You feel amazing," he groaned, his accent thicker with his arousal. "So perfect."

His praise washed over her, adding to the building pleasure. One of his hands left her hip, sliding beneath her to find her thrumming clit once more. The moment his fingers made contact, Deirdre felt another climax building, impossibly soon after the first.

"Matteo," she gasped, her body tightening around him. "I can't—it's too—"

"You can," he assured her, his fingers moving in perfect circles as his hips maintained their relentless pace. "Let go for me again, Deirdre."

The combination of his voice, his touch, and the deep, filling thrusts pushed her over the edge once more. This orgasm was different from the first—sharper, more intense, radiating outward from her core to the very tips of her fingers and toes. She buried her face in the pillow to muffle her cries, her body shuddering beneath him.

As she came down from the peak, she felt Matteo's rhythm falter, his movements becoming more erratic. His fingers dug into her hips as he drove into her one final time, impossibly deep, impossibly hard, his own release washing over him with a primal groan that sent shivers down her spine.

For a long moment, neither of them moved, both catching their breath in the aftermath. Then Matteo carefully withdrew from her body, the mattress dipping as he lay down beside her and gathered her into his arms.

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

Deirdre curled against his chest, listening to his heartbeat gradually slow. Her body felt deliciously spent, pleasantly sore in ways she'd never experienced before. She traced patterns on his skin with her fingertips, marvelling at the warmth, the solidity of him beside her.

"Was it… okay?" she asked finally, a hint of uncertainty creeping into her voice. "For you, I mean."

Matteo laughed softly, the sound rumbling through his chest against her ear. "More than okay," he assured her, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. "Perfect, in fact."

They lay in comfortable silence for a while, their breathing synchronising as their bodies cooled. Deirdre's mind drifted, replaying what had just happened, scarcely believing it had been real and not just another of her elaborate fantasies.

"What are you thinking?" Matteo asked eventually, his fingers trailing lazily up and down her spine.

Deirdre hesitated, unsure quite how to articulate the jumble of thoughts and emotions swirling within her. "I'm thinking that… I've wanted this for so long," she admitted finally. "Since that very first day, when you walked into our house with your leather satchel and your perfect accent."

He smiled against her hair. "You have no idea how difficult it's been,” he confessed. “Trying to maintain professional boundaries when all I wanted was to touch you."

The revelation sent warmth spreading through her chest. It hadn't been one-sided after all. He'd felt it too, right from the beginning.

"Why tonight?" she asked, propping herself up on one elbow to look at him. "What changed?"

Matteo's expression grew thoughtful. "Many things," he said after a moment. "The way you've changed these past weeks—the confidence you've developed. The way you started to own your intelligence, your beauty. It let me know—you let me know—that you were ready." He reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. "And tonight, being alone with you like this… it felt like a sign. Like permission."

Deirdre smiled, leaning into his touch. "I'm glad you took it," she said softly.

His answering smile warmed her from the inside out. "So am I."

He glanced at the clock on her bedside table, his expression shifting slightly. "Your parents won't be home for a while yet," he observed, his hand sliding down to cup her breast, thumb brushing over the nipple until it hardened beneath his touch. "We have time for more, if you're not too sore."

Deirdre's body responded immediately to his touch, desire rekindling despite the pleasant ache between her legs. "What did you have in mind?" she asked, her voice breathless with anticipation.

Matteo's smile turned wicked as he rolled her beneath him once more. "I believe we were discussing your practical exam," he murmured, his lips trailing down her neck. "And I think there are still a few… positions… we haven't covered yet."

As his mouth continued its journey down her body, Deirdre closed her eyes and surrendered to the pleasure. Her fantasies had been vivid, but the reality of Matteo—his touch, his taste, the weight of his body against hers—exceeded anything she could have imagined.

And he was right. They still had hours before her parents would be home. And there was a lot, Deirdre was sure, she could learn from him in that time.
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