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Playing with her Patient Patient

Molly's heart stuttered to a halt when she saw his name on the patient list.

Jacob Green. 9:30 AM.

She blinked twice, adjusting her red-rimmed glasses as if the name might transform into something less emotionally charged upon second inspection. The fluorescent lights of the small practice hummed overhead as she traced her finger across the appointment schedule, her nail polish—a subtle pink she'd applied just last night—catching the light.

"Just one patient today?" she asked the receptionist, trying to keep her voice level.

"Slow day. Dr. Winters is handling the regulars, so you've got the new intake." The receptionist didn't look up from her computer. "Lucky you."

Lucky indeed.

Molly tucked a stray strand of brown hair behind her ear, tightening her ponytail with nervous fingers. Jacob Green. Sure, it could be a coincidence, it could be a stranger. It wasn’t the most unique of names. But somehow, as soon as she’d read that name, Molly had known that this would be her Jacob. The same Jacob who'd spent four years finding any excuse imaginable to sit next to her in college, at the cinema, in pubs. The same Jacob whose lingering glances had made her cheeks flush crimson during study sessions. The same Jacob who'd never quite crossed the line from friend to… something more—despite the entire campus seemingly holding its breath and waiting for it to happen.

Molly found herself smiling as she gathered her clipboard. Despite her nervousness, a warm flutter of anticipation rose in her chest. After nearly a year without seeing him, she'd finally have a chance to catch up, to hear about his life since graduation. Maybe he'd moved back to town permanently. Maybe they could grab a coffee sometime.

As she walked to her office, she flipped open his chart, scanning the intake form to prepare herself. The basic details—age, contact details—confirmed that it was indeed him. But that confirmation had barely begun to settle in before Molly’s eyes drifted lower and she felt her breath catch.

"Full physical examination, comprehensive health screening," the form stated in sterile, matter-of-fact type. "Patient requires complete evaluation for new employment requirements."

The clipboard suddenly felt heavy in her hands. This wasn't just a quick checkup or a prescription renewal. This was…everything. Height, weight, heart, lungs, reflexes… and all the more intimate examinations that came with a complete physical.

"Oh god," she whispered to herself, her cheeks already burning. In less than ten minutes, she would have to ask Jacob—the clumsy but endearing guy who'd once spilled an entire milkshake on her favourite dress and spent the next hour apologetically dabbing at it—to undress completely. She would have to touch him, examine him, see parts of him that friends simply didn't see.

The small examination room seemed to shrink around her. How could she possibly maintain professional composure? What if her hands were to visibly shake? What if he noticed the flush that was already creeping up her neck at just the thought of it?

Molly took a deep breath, adjusting her teal nurse’s coat. She was a medical professional now. This was her job. She'd performed dozens of examinations during her training…

But none of those patients had been Jacob Green.

She still had a few minutes to compose herself before he arrived. A few minutes to remember that she was Nurse Molly now, not Molly from college, who'd lain awake so many nights wondering what might have happened if she'd ever had the courage to tell him how she really felt.

The clock ticked mercilessly forward.

Molly stared at the it, her pulse quickening with each advancing minute. She could still walk back to reception, explain that she knew this patient personally, that it would be… inappropriate. John was on duty today too—he could easily take this appointment.

Her hand drifted toward the door handle, but then it stopped. A strange heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading upward until it reached warmth that had been assaulting her cheeks. The thought of Jacob—sweet, oddly-charming Jacob—standing vulnerable before her sent an unexpected thrill through her body. She imagined his smooth skin beneath her gloved fingers, the rise and fall of his chest as she pressed her stethoscope against it.

This is completely unprofessional, she thought, adjusting her glasses nervously. And yet… she couldn't quite bring herself to leave the room.

Was she actually looking forward to see him exposed? The thought made her bite her lower lip. Worse still was the treacherous whisper that had worked its way to the back of her mind, the one that suggested that… perhaps Jacob might have seen her name on the practice website. That perhaps he'd chosen this practice, this appointment, deliberately… knowing exactly what a full physical would entail.

Stop it, she scolded herself internally, arranging her examination gloves and equipment with trembling fingers. You're not a confused teen any more. You’re a grown woman and a nurse. So, act like it!

But the butterflies in her stomach were refusing to listen to reason.

The receptionist's voice crackled over the intercom. "Your nine-thirty is here, Nurse Matthews."

Molly swallowed hard, centring herself as best she could. "Send him in."

The expected knock that came at the door moments later somehow still managed to make her jump.

"Come in," she called, her voice somewhat clipped, and higher than usual.

The door swung open, and suddenly there he was. Jacob Green, looking even better than she remembered. His dark hair was shorter now, neatly styled, and he'd filled out since college—his shoulders broader beneath his simple blue button-down shirt.

"Molly?" His eyes widened, a smile breaking across his face. "I thought it might be you when the front desk said ‘Matthews’, but I wasn't sure."

"Hi, Jacob." She clutched her clipboard like a shield. "It's been a while."

"Almost a year." He closed the door behind him, suddenly looking sheepish. "So, uh… you're going to be doing my examination?"

The way he said it—slightly hopeful, slightly nervous—made her wonder again if he'd known all along.

"Yes, that's… that’s right." She gestured to the chair opposite her desk. "Please, take a seat. We have to go through some basic questions before the, um… examination."

Jacob sat down, his eyes never leaving her face. "I like the glasses. They're new, right?"

"Thanks." She touched them self-consciously. "They're for work, mostly."

"They suit you."

That familiar warmth spread through her again. This was going to be even harder than she'd anticipated.

"So," she began, forcing herself into professional mode, "it says here you need a comprehensive physical for new employment?"

Jacob nodded. "Yeah, I got a position with Barrett Pharmaceuticals. They're pretty thorough with their health requirements."

"Congratulations." She smiled genuinely. "That's so great! I remember you interning there in… God, must have been all the way back in second year?"

"Second year, yeah, good memory!" Jacob shifted in his seat, a hint of nostalgia softening his features. "That internship was brutal. Remember how I'd show up to study group half-asleep with coffee stains all over my notes?"

"I do. And do you remember when you mixed up those presentation notes with your shopping list?" Molly laughed, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly as she checked boxes on her form.

"God, don't remind me." He chuckled, but Molly noticed how his fingers drummed nervously against his knee. "I still can’t believe I managed not to fail that presentation." His tone was light, almost too light.

She glanced up from her clipboard, trying to decipher the conflict playing across his face. His smile seemed genuine, but there was something else there—a tightness around his eyes, the way he kept adjusting his collar.

"Any changes to your medical history since your last physical?" she asked, maintaining her professional tone while studying him.

"No, still boring as ever. Healthy as a horse, or so they tell me." His voice carried its usual airiness, but it seemed like he couldn't quite meet her eyes.

Molly watched as Jacob's gaze darted around the room, lingering momentarily on the examination table with its paper covering, then on the medical gown folded neatly on the counter. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. Was that a flash of anticipation she saw? Or was it dread?

"And you're not currently taking any medications?" She continued through her checklist, hyperaware of how his breathing seemed to have quickened slightly.

"Just a daily vitamin. Nothing exciting." He ran a hand through his hair—a gesture she remembered well from their college days. It always surfaced when he was nervous about an exam or when he'd been about to ask her if she wanted to grab a coffee, just the two of them.

As she worked through the standard questions, Molly could practically see the realisation dawning on him—the same thoughts that had paralysed her mere minutes ago, now visibly working their way through his mind, painting themselves across his face in almost concealed micro-expressions. His eyes widened all but imperceptibly when she asked about his exercise routine, as if suddenly remembering exactly what a full physical entailed. She knew that what was to come was playing on his mind, but she still couldn’t make out how he actually felt about it.

"I swim three times a week," he answered, tugging at his collar again. "And some light weights."

It's working for you, she thought before she could stop herself, remembering how his shoulders had filled out his shirt when he'd walked in.

"And any family history updates?" She forced her mind back to the task at hand.

"Nothing new there either." He cleared his throat, a flush creeping up his neck that matched the one she'd been fighting since seeing his name on her schedule.

Was he embarrassed at the prospect of disrobing in front of her? Or was there something else behind that blush? Molly found herself desperately wanting to know which it was, even as she told herself it shouldn't matter. She wondered if he was scrutinising her in the same way—trying to decode the flush on her cheeks, the way she kept adjusting her glasses, the slight tremor in her voice.

"So," Jacob said suddenly, breaking through her thoughts. "This is a bit weird, isn't it? You and me, after all this time… and now you're about to start poking and prodding." He laughed nervously, but his eyes held hers, searching.

Molly nearly dropped her clipboard. The bluntness of his statement sent heat rushing to her face. He'd just given voice to the exact tension that had been building in the examination room—the elephant they'd both been tiptoeing around.

"I—" she stammered, then straightened her shoulders, summoning every ounce of professional composure she could muster. "It's perfectly normal, Jacob. This is my job. I'm a healthcare professional." She adjusted her glasses again, avoiding his gaze. "People come in for physicals every day."

"But… not people you knew in college," he pointed out softly. "Not people who used to…" He trailed off, leaving the sentence dangerously unfinished.

"We're both adults," she said, her voice firmer than she felt. "I've conducted dozens of examinations. This is no different." The lie tasted strange on her tongue.

Jacob raised an eyebrow. "If you say so." His mouth quirked into that half-smile she remembered so well—the one that always managed to make her stomach flip. "For what it's worth, I'm glad it's you."

The admission hung in the air between them, charged with implications, charged with… ambiguity. Molly cleared her throat, setting the clipboard aside.

"Well, we should get started. The examination is quite thorough, so it might take some time." She stood, smoothing down her teal coat.

"Right, of course," Jacob replied, rising from his chair to follow her toward the examination table.

Molly busied herself at the counter, grateful for a moment to compose herself as she gathered her instruments. The otoscope felt cool against her palm as she picked it up, along with her penlight and tongue depressor. When she turned around, Jacob was standing closer than she'd expected, close enough that she caught the faint scent of his cologne—something woody and subtle that she didn't recognise from their college days.

"Let's start with the basics," she said, her voice more controlled than she felt. "Could you sit on the edge of the table, please?"

Jacob complied, the paper crinkling beneath him as he settled onto the examination table. His legs dangled slightly, giving him a strangely boyish look, in spite of the undeniably adult aura he’d obtained since they’d last met. Molly stepped between his knees, immediately aware of how intimate the positioning was.

"I'm going to check your eyes first," she murmured, clicking on the penlight.

She leaned in, her face inches from his as she directed the beam toward his right eye. The rich hazel of his iris contracted around his pupil, and for a suspended moment, they were simply staring at each other. His gaze was steady, unblinking, and she found herself falling into it, remembering all those times across crowded rooms when their eyes had met and held.

"Look up for me," she instructed softly, her breath mingling with his. "Now to the side."

Jacob followed her directions in silence, but the silence between them felt laden with unspoken words. She moved to his left eye, noticing the tiny flecks of gold near his pupil that she'd never been close enough to see before.

"Your eyes look healthy," she said, clicking off the penlight. "No signs of inflammation or abnormality."

"Good to hear," he responded, his voice lower than before.

Molly reached for the otoscope, hyperaware of how her lab coat brushed against his knees as she moved. "I'll check your ears now. Tilt your head for me?"

Jacob complied, exposing the side of his neck as he turned. She gently tucked his hair back with her fingertips to access his ear. The simple touch felt transgressive somehow, crossing a boundary they'd never breached during all their years of friendship.

"Ear canal looks clear and healthy," she noted, trying to focus on the clinical details rather than the warmth radiating from his skin. She repeated the process with his other ear, finding herself reluctant to step away once she'd finished.

"Alright, now I need to examine your mouth and throat," she said, reaching for a tongue depressor. "Open wide for me?"

Jacob parted his lips, and Molly found herself staring at his mouth for a beat longer than necessary before pressing the wooden stick against his tongue. His lips were fuller than she remembered, his teeth perfect. She reminded herself to focus on her task, searching for any abnormalities as she directed the penlight into his mouth.

"Looking healthy here too," she said, her voice a touch unsteady. "No signs of inflammation or lesions."

She withdrew the tongue depressor and discarded it. "Now your throat. Can you tilt your head back for me?"

Jacob complied, exposing the column of his neck. Molly placed her fingertips against the warm skin beneath his jaw, feeling for his lymph nodes. The position brought them closer than before, her body between his knees, his head tilted back in a position of such vulnerability that she felt a flutter deep in her stomach.

"Swallow for me," she instructed, her voice barely above a whisper.

She watched his Adam's apple bob beneath her fingers, felt the muscles of his throat work against her touch. The clinical nature of the examination suddenly evaporated, replaced by an acute awareness of the intimacy of their positioning—her hands on his throat, his breath warm against her wrist, his eyes closed in a gesture of complete trust.

Molly's cheeks burned as she continued palpating, her fingertips tracing the contours of his neck with perhaps more care than strictly necessary. Was he aware of how her pulse had quickened? Could he sense the tremor in her touch? When his eyes fluttered open, looking directly into hers despite his tilted position, she saw something there—a heat, a question—that made her breath catch.

"Everything feels… normal," she managed, withdrawing her hands more abruptly than she'd intended. She took a step back, creating distance between them. "You can, um, you can pop back into your seat for now."

Jacob straightened, a slight flush colouring his cheeks as he slid off the examination table. Had he felt it too, that charged moment between them? The way his gaze lingered on her face as he returned to the chair suggested he might have.

Molly retreated behind her desk, grateful for the barrier it provided. She busied herself with her form, checking boxes and making notes with perhaps more concentration than necessary.

"No issues so far," she said, not looking up from her paperwork.

"That's a relief," Jacob replied, his voice carrying a hint of amusement.

She glanced up to find him watching her, that familiar half-smile playing at his lips. The same smile that had always made her wonder what it would be like to close the distance between them.

"Next, I’ll check your blood pressure and heart," she said, rising from her chair and retrieving the blood pressure cuff from a drawer.

Molly rolled the small stool over to Jacob and sat down directly in front of him. Something shifted in her as she positioned herself—a subtle but unmistakable change that seemed to bypass her professional training entirely. Without fully acknowledging what she was doing, she parted her legs slightly, then a bit more, adjusting herself forward until his leg slipped between her bare knees.

"Give me your arm," she said, her voice huskier than she'd intended.

Jacob extended his left arm, his eyes widening slightly as Molly guided it not to the armrest but directly onto her lap. She wrapped the cuff around his bicep, acutely aware that the back of his hand now rested mere inches from the juncture of her thighs. Her skirt had ridden up slightly, leaving her legs bare from mid-thigh down. The position was entirely unnecessary—the skin-to-skin contact borderline inappropriate—yet she couldn't bring herself to adjust it.

"Is this… comfortable for you?" she asked, not meeting his eyes as she secured the Velcro.

"Very," Jacob replied, his voice dropping to a register she'd never heard from him before.

Molly felt her pulse quicken as she began to pump the bulb, tightening the cuff around his arm. With each squeeze, Jacob's fingers flexed slightly against her thigh, the casual contact sending electric currents through her body. She wondered if he could feel the heat radiating from her, if he understood what was happening.

"Try to relax," she instructed, though she was anything but relaxed herself. "Deep breaths."

She placed her stethoscope in her ears, pressing the diaphragm to the crook of his elbow. As the pressure in the cuff slowly released, she listened for his pulse, counting silently. The numbers blurred in her mind as she became acutely aware of how his gaze had shifted—no longer focused on her face but drifting downward to where his hand rested in her lap.

"Your blood pressure's actually a bit elevated," she murmured, releasing the remaining air from the cuff. She should have moved his arm immediately, should have maintained professional distance. Instead, she lingered, her fingers brushing against his wrist as she checked his pulse manually. "Your heart rate too."

"I wonder why that might be," Jacob replied softly, a knowing smile playing at his lips.

His fingers moved then—the slightest adjustment, but unmistakably deliberate—brushing against the inside of her thigh. Molly's breath caught, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she found herself leaning forward imperceptibly, closing the already intimate space between them.

"I should check your heart," she said, finally removing the cuff but making no move to reposition herself or his arm. "You'll have to remove your shirt." The words escaped before she could examine their necessity.

It was a lie—a transparent one at that. She could easily listen to his heart through his clothing, as she'd done with countless patients before. But those patients weren't Jacob. Those patients didn't make her wonder what lay beneath their crisp button-downs, didn't make her fingers itch to explore more than just a clinical assessment.

Jacob's eyebrow arched slightly, a knowing glint in his hazel eyes. He didn't call her bluff. Instead, his lips curved into that devastating half-smile as his fingers moved to the top button of his shirt.

"Took you long enough," Jacob murmured, his fingers working deliberately, pausing painfully slowly at each button. His eyes never left hers, even as the fabric parted to reveal a glimpse of tanned skin beneath. "Four years of college, and Molly Matthews finally asks me to take my clothes off."

The heat that had been building in Molly's cheeks spread to her neck, her chest. She knew she should look away, should maintain some semblance of professionalism, but she found herself transfixed by the hypnotic movement of his fingers, by each new inch of skin revealed.

"Don’t get too excited, Jacob. This is purely professional," she managed, though her voice was unconvincing even to her own ears.

"Of course it is," he agreed, his tone making it clear he believed nothing of the sort. The third button came undone, then the fourth. "But we both know I would've happily stripped for you back in college if you'd just asked." His smile turned wicked. "Remember that Halloween party at Greg's place? When I showed up as that Greek god?"

"You were wearing a bedsheet," Molly corrected, fighting a smile of her own. "It was hardly authentic."

"It would've been if you'd tugged on it."

Molly rolled her eyes, trying to mask how his words affected her. "Calm down, Jacob. This is a medical examination."

But as the last button came undone and Jacob shrugged the shirt from his shoulders, Molly's practiced professionalism abandoned her entirely. The lean, somewhat gangly boy she remembered had transformed. Before her sat a man with broad shoulders and a chest sculpted by disciplined training. His stomach was defined in ways that made her mouth go dry, each muscle casting subtle shadows in the fluorescent lighting of her examination room.

"Bloody hell," she breathed before she could stop herself. "That swimming’s certainly done a lot for you since college."

Jacob's smile widened, a flush of pleasure—or was it pride?—colouring his chest. "You think so?" he asked, and for the first time since he'd entered her office, she detected a hint of genuine vulnerability beneath his confident exterior.

"I do," she admitted, her professional mask slipping further. Her eyes traced the contours of his torso, lingering on the defined V-shape that disappeared beneath his waistband. She swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of her tongue, her lips, the dryness in her throat.

"I'm glad you approve," he said softly, leaning forward slightly. The movement brought him closer, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his bare skin.

Molly's fingers twitched with the desire to touch him—not clinically, not with the detached precision of a nurse, but with the reverence of a woman appreciating a man's body. She forced herself to reach for her stethoscope.

The metal disc felt cool against her fingertips as she warmed it briefly in her palm—a courtesy for patients that had become second nature, though she'd never before felt so aware of the gesture's intimacy. She leaned forward, her stool rolling slightly closer between his parted knees.

"Deep breath for me," she instructed, her voice hardly more than a whisper as she placed the stethoscope against his chest.

The steady thump of his heart filled her ears, slightly elevated but strong. Molly found herself pressing the diaphragm more firmly against his skin, while her free hand came to rest against his opposite pectoral—ostensibly to steady herself, though they both knew the small examination room was perfectly still. His skin was warm beneath her palm, the muscle firm and responsive to her touch.

"Everything sounds good so far," she murmured, sliding the stethoscope slightly to the left, listening to a different section of his heart. Her free hand didn't move away but instead spread wider, her fingers exploring the contours of his chest with a thoroughness no medical textbook would recommend.

Jacob's breathing deepened perceptibly under her touch. "I'm glad to hear it," he replied, his voice lower than before. "Wouldn't want anything to be… irregular."

Molly bit her lip, moving the stethoscope again, this time below his left pectoral. Her supporting hand shifted to his shoulder, fingertips pressing into the hard curve of muscle there. She could feel the slight quickening of his pulse through the stethoscope, matching the acceleration of her own heartbeat.

"I need to listen from different angles," she said, the medical justification thin even to her own ears. "Can you lean forward a bit?"

Jacob complied immediately, bringing his face closer to hers. Their eyes met over the short distance, and Molly saw the same heat she felt mirrored in his gaze. She lingered far longer than necessary, listening to sounds she'd already documented, her fingers tracing small arcs against his shoulder.

"Okay…" she finally said, reluctantly withdrawing. "Now I need to check from the back. Could you turn around for me?"

He swivelled on the chair, presenting his back to her—a canvas of smooth skin and defined muscle that made her breath catch. Molly placed the stethoscope between his shoulder blades, her free hand coming to rest on his bare shoulder again, as if to position him correctly, but she knew that it was really just a matter of her wanting to touch him.

"Perfect," she breathed, though she wasn't referring to the sound of his heart.

She moved the stethoscope methodically across his back, listening at each point for far longer than required. Her supporting hand explored the width of his shoulders, the firm plane of his upper back, the subtle ridge of his spine. Each touch was disguised as clinical necessity, yet the gentle pressure of her fingers betrayed a different intent entirely.

"You're being very thorough," Jacob observed, a smile evident in his voice even though she couldn't see his face.

"I believe in being meticulous," Molly replied, her voice unsteady as she traced the stethoscope lower along his spine, her fingers following the path. "It's important to... check everything properly."

She could feel the slight tremor that ran through him at her touch, the way his breathing had grown shallower. When she finally withdrew the stethoscope, her hand lingered on his back, fingertips grazing the warm skin one last time before she forced herself to pull away.

"You can turn back around," she said, rolling her stool back slightly to give him space, though not nearly as much as professional protocol would suggest.

Jacob turned to face her again, and she caught the flush that had spread across his chest, the way his eyes had darkened. The air between them felt charged, electric with unspoken possibilities.

"So far so good?" he asked, his voice rougher than before.

"Very good," she confirmed, then caught herself. "I mean, everything appears normal. Healthy."

She busied herself with her clipboard again, making notes she didn't really need to make, trying to regain some semblance of control. But she could feel his eyes on her, could sense the shift in the room's atmosphere.

"What's next?" Jacob asked, and there was something in his tone—anticipation mixed with nervousness—that made her stomach flutter.

Molly looked up from her notes, meeting his gaze. "Well, I need to check your reflexes, examine your abdomen..." She paused, her cheeks burning as she forced out the rest. "And then we'll need to do the more… comprehensive portions of the examination."

The words hung between them, loaded with implication. Jacob's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed, but his eyes never left hers.

"Of course," he said quietly. "Whatever you need to do, Molly. I’m in your capable hands."

The way he said her name, soft and intimate in the clinical space, made her pulse race. She stood on unsteady legs, moving to retrieve her reflex hammer, acutely aware of how his gaze followed her every movement.

As she reached for the reflex hammer on the counter, Molly caught a glimpse of herself in the small mirror mounted on the cabinet door. Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils dilated behind her red-rimmed glasses. She hardly recognised the woman staring back at her—this wasn't the careful, professional nurse she'd trained to become. This was someone else entirely, someone awakened by Jacob's presence, by his gaze, by the electricity that had always simmered between them.

Her fingers trembled slightly as they brushed against the collar of her teal coat. Before she could think better of it, she unfastened the top snap, the small popping sound impossibly loud in the quiet examination room. The coat parted slightly, revealing the soft curves of her chest beneath.

What are you doing? she asked herself, heart hammering against her ribs. This isn't you. This isn't professional.

But even as her mind protested, her body refused to refasten the snap. Something primal and long-suppressed was taking control, guiding her actions beyond reason or restraint. She wanted him to see her—not just Nurse Matthews, but Molly, the woman who had lain awake so many nights thinking of him. The woman—she knew—he had lain awake so many nights thinking of.

She turned back toward Jacob, reflex hammer in hand, her coat now parted just enough to hint at what lay beneath. Rather than returning to her stool, she stepped directly in front of him, positioning herself between his still-parted knees.

"Time to check your reflexes now," she said, her voice low. "Relax for me."

She leaned forward, bending at the waist rather than crouching down. The movement caused her coat to fall open further, offering Jacob a clear view of her cleavage, the gentle swell of her breasts clearly visible. She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt the slight tensing of his leg beneath her touch as she positioned it for the test.

"This shouldn't hurt," she murmured, tapping just below his kneecap with the hammer. His leg jerked in response, but his eyes never left her neckline.

"You seem… responsive," she noted, moving to his other knee, deliberately leaning even closer. The warmth of his breath ghosted across her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

"Very responsive," Jacob agreed, his voice strained. His hands gripped the edge of his chair, knuckles white with the effort of restraint. "Molly, are you—"

"Just being thorough," she interrupted, straightening slightly but not stepping back. She set the reflex hammer aside, her fingers hovering uncertainly at her side. "I need to check your abdomen next."

Jacob's eyes darkened. "Whatever you need to do," he repeated, his earlier words now laden with new meaning.

Molly swallowed hard. "If you could… pop back up on the examination table, and… lie on your back," she said, her voice cracking. She cleared her throat, trying to inject some clinical authority into her tone. "It's easier to examine the abdomen that way."

Jacob nodded, rising from his chair. His movement was deliberate as he crossed to the table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath him as he settled onto his back. His bare chest rose and fell with each breath, the fluorescent lights casting subtle shadows across the contours of his muscles.

Molly approached, her heart thundering against her ribs. Jacob's arms rested at his sides, his right hand mere inches from her bare legs.

"I'm going to palpate your abdomen now," she explained. "Just tell me if you feel any discomfort or tenderness."

She placed her hands on his stomach, feeling the warmth of his skin through the thin barrier of latex. Her fingers pressed gently, methodically moving across the quadrants of his abdomen, feeling for any abnormalities. The muscles beneath her touch were firm, responsive, contracting slightly under her pressure.

"Everything feels normal," she murmured, applying slightly more pressure. "No signs of enlargement or masses."

As she leaned forward to examine his upper abdomen, her thigh brushed against his hand where it rested at the edge of the table. She froze momentarily, hyperaware of the contact. Had his hand always been there? Or had he been inching it towards her? Rather than pulling away, she deliberately shifted her weight, pressing her leg more firmly against his hand.

Jacob's thumb twitched, then slowly, deliberately moved against her skin, the barest caress against her thigh. Their eyes met briefly, and the heat in his gaze gave her pause. Neither acknowledged the intimate contact explicitly… nor did either make any effort to bring it to an end.

Molly continued her examination, her hands moving lower across his abdomen, but her awareness remained fixed on the point where their bodies connected. Each movement she made caused her thigh to press more firmly against his hand, each subtle response from his thumb sending sparks of electricity through her body.

"Your upper abdomen seems perfectly healthy," she said, her voice huskier than she'd intended. Her hands hovered at the waistband of his jeans. "I need to check your lower abdomen as well. Would it be alright if I unbuckle your belt?"

Jacob's eyes locked with hers, dark and intense. "Whatever you want, Molly," he said matter-of-factly, but she felt in those words a permission that went far beyond her simple request.

Her fingers trembled slightly as they moved to his belt buckle, the cold of the metal penetrating her gloves as she worked it open, the sound of leather sliding through the clasp filling the room. She unfastened the top button of his jeans next, hyperaware of how his breathing had quickened, how his thumb was now moving in small circles against her thigh, a rhythm that matched the thundering of her heart.

She carefully lowered his zipper, exposing the dark fabric of his boxer briefs beneath. With practiced efficiency that belied her inner turmoil, Molly slid her gloved hands beneath the loosened waistband of his jeans, hiding behind the pretence of palpating his lower abdomen. But her fingers dipped lower than necessary, gliding over the taut planes of his stomach, moving toward his pelvis.

"Oh," she breathed, unable to contain her surprise. Her fingers encountered nothing but smooth skin where she expected to find hair. Completely bare, perfectly groomed. Her clinical mask slipped entirely as her eyes flicked up to meet his, a question in her gaze.

Jacob's lips curved into that familiar half-smile. "I swim competitively now, Molly" he explained, his voice low and intimate. "Less drag in the water."

"I see," Molly whispered, though she knew such thorough grooming went beyond what any swimming coach would require.

Her hands should have withdrawn by now—the examination of his lower abdomen complete—but instead, they lingered, exploring the silky-smooth skin with gentle, curious touches. Her fingertips traced the defined lines that framed his pelvis, dipping below the elastic of his boxers.

Meanwhile, Jacob's hand had grown bolder on her thigh, no longer content with the whisper-light touches from before. The back of his hand rested against her leg now, stroking upward and downwards minutely but with deliberate intent, sending tremors of pleasure through her body. The latex of her gloves suddenly felt like an unwelcome barrier, preventing her from truly feeling the warmth of his skin.

As her fingers continued their forbidden exploration, Molly's gaze drifted lower, catching—unmistakably—movement beneath the fabric of his jeans. The bulge she'd noticed when unbuckling his belt was growing more pronounced with each passing second, with each caress of her fingers against his skin, with each stroke of his hand against her thigh.

Heat bloomed in her core as she realised what was happening—as she realised that Jacob was becoming aroused under her touch, his body responding to her in the most primal way possible.

A memory flashed unbidden through Molly's mind—Jacob emerging from the pool at Emma's graduation party, water cascading down his chest, board shorts clinging to his thighs. She'd been perched on a lounger, pretending to read while secretly watching him over the rim of her sunglasses. He'd spotted her, grinned that devastating smile, and jogged over.

"Matthews! You can't hide in the shade all day," he'd teased, shaking his wet hair like a puppy, droplets spraying across her bare shoulders.

She'd squealed in protest, setting her book aside to shield herself. Before she knew what was happening, he'd pulled her to her feet, arms wrapping around her waist as he threatened to throw her in the pool. Their bodies had pressed together as she squirmed in his grasp, laughing and pleading. That's when she'd felt it—the unmistakable hardness pressing against her hip. Jacob had frozen, his laughter faltering as he realised what she'd surely noticed. In that crystallised moment, his eyes had met hers, filled with question and possibility.

But she'd panicked, extracting herself from his arms with a nervous laugh, making some excuse about getting another drink. She'd walked away on trembling legs, her heart hammering in her chest, desire and fear warring within her. She'd wanted him—God, how she'd wanted him—but their friendship had seemed too precious to risk it on what might have been just a physical reaction, just a fleeting moment.

Now, standing over him, seeing him hardening again beneath the thin barrier of denim, that same desire flooded through her. But this time, there was a difference. They'd drifted apart after graduation—occasional texts that grew increasingly infrequent, promises to meet up that never materialised. The friendship she'd been so terrified of ruining had faded anyway, a victim of time and distance.

What was she protecting now? What was she afraid of losing?

Molly blinked, suddenly aware that Jacob's thumb was still tracing lazy circles on her thigh, inching higher with each pass. His eyes were locked on hers, dark with want, waiting for her to make a decision.

She stepped back abruptly, breaking the contact. The cool air of the examination room rushed between them, replacing the heat they'd generated. Jacob's hand fell away from her leg, his expression shifting from desire to concern.

"Molly?" His voice was gentle, questioning.

She cleared her throat, adjusting her glasses with trembling fingers. "I—I should finish your examination," she said, her professional mask sliding back into place despite the flush still colouring her cheeks. "We're not quite done yet."

Jacob nodded, a mixture of understanding and disappointment crossing his features. "Of course."

Molly turned away, pretending to examine her clipboard while she gathered her composure. Her heart raced as the reality of the situation crashed over her. The next step. God, the next step. It loomed before her like an inevitability, a moment she couldn't escape or postpone.

The full physical examination required a complete assessment. Everything. Which meant…

Her mouth went dry as the implications fully registered. She gripped the edge of the counter, suddenly light-headed. No amount of medical training or professional distance could prepare her for what came next. Not with Jacob. Not with those eyes watching her every move, those hands that had just been exploring her thigh, that body responding so visibly to her touch.

She took a deep breath, straightening her shoulders before turning back to face him.

"Jacob," she began, her voice surprisingly steady despite the tremor in her hands. "For the final part of the examination, I'll need you to remove your jeans completely."

The words hung in the air between them, charged with possibility. Jacob's eyes widened slightly, but his expression remained unreadable.

"If you'd prefer a different nurse for this portion, I completely understand," she added quickly, adjusting her glasses. "John is on duty today. He could step in, and it wouldn't be—"

"I trust you, Molly." Jacob's voice was soft but firm, cutting through her nervous rambling. "I trust you completely."

His eyes held hers, sincere and unwavering. Something passed between them in that moment—something beyond the physical tension that had been building, something that reached back to those years of friendship, of unspoken longing, of trust built over countless study sessions and late-night conversations.

"Alright then," she whispered, feeling a curious mixture of professional resolve and personal anticipation. "Let me just…"

She moved to the door, double-checking that it was locked, then pulled the privacy curtain across the small window—standard procedure, but it felt different now, more deliberate. When she turned back, Jacob had already begun to work his jeans down his hips, lifting slightly from the examination table to slide them past his thighs.

Molly found herself transfixed by the sight of him—the defined muscles of his legs coming into view, the dark fabric of his boxer briefs contrasting with his tanned skin. His movements were unhurried, almost languid, as if he were giving her time to absorb each new revelation of his body.

"Where should I put these?" he asked, jeans now bunched around his ankles.

"Just… on the chair is fine," she managed, moving forward to help him. Her fingers brushed against his ankle as she worked the denim over his foot, the contact sending renewed electricity through her despite the clinical context.

Jacob now lay before her in nothing but his boxer briefs, the fabric doing little to conceal his evident arousal. Molly swallowed hard, forcing herself to maintain eye contact rather than let her gaze drift lower.

"I’ll just… examine your legs now," she said, her voice barely audible to her over the pounding of her own heart. She ran her gloved hands along his calves, feeling the firm muscles beneath her fingertips. Her touch was methodical but quick, skimming over his knees, his thighs, avoiding the area where the fabric of his boxers bulged noticeably.

"Everything seems fine," she murmured, withdrawing her hands. "Could you stand for me, please?"

Jacob swung his legs over the edge of the table and stood, towering over her suddenly. Molly took a small step back, creating space between them, though not nearly enough to dispel the electricity that crackled in the air.

"Jacob," she began, her voice catching. She cleared her throat, adjusting her glasses nervously. "For the final part of the examination, I'll need you to remove your underwear." Her cheeks burned as she added, "But only if you're comfortable with that. If you'd prefer to stop here—"

"I'm comfortable," he interrupted, his voice low and certain. Before she could prepare herself mentally for what was about to happen, his thumbs hooked into the waistband of his boxer briefs, and in one fluid motion, he slid them down his legs and stepped out of them.

Time seemed to stop as Molly found herself presented with Jacob's naked form. Her college crush, her once-best friend, standing before her now, completely exposed, vulnerable yet somehow commanding in his nudity. Her eyes widened as she took in every detail—the perfect V-cut of his hips, the sculpted planes of his abdomen, the complete absence of hair where his thighs met his groin. He was magnificent, his body a testament to his dedicated training.

Her gaze inevitably drifted to his manhood, which hung heavy against his thigh—not fully erect but undeniably engorged, responding to her presence, her gaze. He was larger than she had imagined during those forbidden late-night what-ifs in college, thick and impressively proportioned.

Almost unconsciously, Molly sank onto her stool, bringing herself to eye level with his most intimate area. The position was shockingly intimate, clinical pretence all but abandoned. She looked up at him through her lashes, hyperaware of how she must appear from his vantage point—her lips parted slightly, her cheeks flushed, her eyes wide behind her red-rimmed glasses. And her face mere inches from his manhood.

She could read the desire in his eyes, could see the slight tremor in his hands as they hung at his sides. This moment had been years in the making, suspended between them across classrooms and study sessions, parties and quiet conversations.

"I'm… going to touch you now, Jacob," she said softly, and they both knew these weren't the words of a nurse to her patient. They were the words of a woman to a man—words she had imagined saying in countless daydreams during lectures, across coffee shop tables, in the darkness of her bedroom. And words—she knew—he had wanted to hear for years.

Jacob merely nodded his assent, his face suddenly serious. The transformation struck Molly—how quickly he had shifted from the teasing college boy she remembered to this intense man before her.

Tentatively, she reached for him. Even through the latex of her gloves, the first touch was electric. She gasped softly as her fingers made contact with his warm flesh, curling gently around his length. She could feel the heat of him, his semi-hardness pulsing between her fingers.

"I'm going to examine you now," she whispered, her professional words at odds with the tremor in her voice.

She examined him in the way she'd been trained—lifting, looking, checking, feeling. Her fingers traced his length, noting the velvety texture of his skin, the firmness beneath. Her touch was clinical yet lingering as she moved to his scrotum, rolling one ball after the other between her fingers, checking for any abnormalities.

As she worked, she noticed him hardening further, growing more substantial in her hand with each passing second. His breathing had become shallow, his abdomen tensing visibly with each inhalation.

Molly looked up at him, her eyes. She felt a sudden pang of concern for him. She didn't want there to be a chance of him feeling ashamed by his body's natural response.

"It's perfectly normal," she assured him softly, her voice gentle. "Just a reaction to touch. Nothing to be embarrassed about."

Jacob's eyes darkened as he looked down at her, his jaw tightening. "I’m not embarrassed, Molly. And it's not just a reaction to touch," he said, his voice rough with emotion. "I've wanted this for years."

The confession hung in the air between them, honest and raw. Molly's hands stilled, her fingers still wrapped around him, her heart hammering against her ribs.

"Jacob, I—" she began, but the words caught in her throat.

"Every day in the library," he continued, his voice low and intense. "Every movie night. Every time you fell asleep on my shoulder during those late-night cramming sessions." His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides. "I've imagined your hands on me so many times, Molly. Not like this—not in an examination room—but I've wanted you for so long. Molly, you must have known."

Molly's professional mask crumbled entirely. The clipboard, the forms, the medical necessity—all of it faded into insignificance under the weight of his confession. Her fingers tightened around him unconsciously and he twitched in response, drawing a sharp intake of breath from both of them.

"I… I did know," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the background hum of the fluorescent lights. "Of course I knew, Jacob."

His eyes widened, surprise flickering across his features. "You knew? All that time?"

"Everyone knew." She glanced down at her hand, still wrapped around him, then back up to meet his gaze. "The way you looked at me… the way you always found excuses to sit next to me, to touch me… You weren’t exactly subtle!" Her voice grew softer. "And I wanted it too. I've thought about this—about you—more times than I can count."

"Then… why?" Two words. Encompassing years of missed opportunities.

Molly's free hand moved to her glasses, adjusting them nervously for the umpteenth time since he’d walked into her examination room. "I was scared. Terrified, actually. You were my best friend, Jacob. The person I could always count on." Her voice cracked slightly. "What if we tried and it didn't work? What if we ruined everything we had? I couldn't bear the thought of losing you completely."

Jacob's hand moved to her face, his thumb gently stroking her cheek. "You wouldn't have lost me, Molly. Not ever."

"You can't know that," she protested weakly, even as she leaned into his touch.

"I can. I do." His voice was firm, certain. "You were always worth the risk to me, Molly. Always."

She looked up at him, confusion clouding her features. "What do you mean?"

Jacob's mouth curved into a gentle smile. "Why do you think I'm here? At this clinic? Today?"

Understanding dawned slowly, her eyes widening behind her glasses. "You… you knew I worked here?"

He nodded. "I heard from Emma that you'd gotten the job here. So I called and made an appointment. And then I hoped and prayed that it would be you."

"You planned this?" she breathed, shock coursing through her. "All of this?"

"Not exactly like this," he admitted, gesturing to his nakedness with his free hand. "But I knew I needed to see you again. I couldn't let another year go by with nothing but Christmas cards and the occasional text."

Molly should have felt manipulated, should have been outraged at his deception. Instead, a warm, liquid heat pooled in her belly at the thought that he had orchestrated this entire scenario just to be with her again. That he had wanted her badly enough to scheme, to plan, to hope.

Her fingers tightened around him, consciously this time, feeling him pulse in response. "So you booked a full physical examination… just to see me?"

Jacob's breath hitched at her deliberate squeeze. "Just to see you," he confirmed, his voice strained. "Though I can't say I didn’t dream of something like this too."

A newfound boldness surged through Molly, fuelled by his confession and the unmasked desire written across his face. "Would you like me to… continue my examination?" she asked, her professional tone belied by the hunger in her eyes. "It would really be best to make sure everything is… in working order."

Jacob swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. "You did say these examination are… thorough."

"Very thorough," she agreed, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

Molly's hand began to move along his length, no longer with clinical detachment but with a reverence that made Jacob's breath hitch. Her strokes were deliberate, measured, her fingers exploring every ridge and vein as if committing him to memory. Her other hand returned to cup his balls, gently rolling them between her fingers.

"Molly, you don't have to—" Jacob started, his voice strained.

"I want to," she interrupted, looking up at him through her lashes. "God, I've wanted to for so long."

Under her attentive touch, it didn’t take long for him to harden fully, swelling impressively. Molly couldn't contain a small gasp as she felt him grow in her hand, becoming more substantial with each stroke. She looked up at him in wonder, finding his eyes fixed on her with an intensity that stole her breath. His expression mirrored her own awe—disbelief mingled with desire, years of longing finally being fulfilled.

"These pesky gloves," she complained with a mock frown, still maintaining her steady rhythm. "They really inhibit a more meticulous examination."

Without breaking eye contact, Molly brought one hand to her mouth. She caught the latex between her teeth and pulled, the glove sliding off to reveal her slender fingers, her pink-painted nails. The intimate gesture made Jacob groan softly. She switched hands, continuing to stroke him while bringing the second glove to her mouth, removing it in the same tantalising way.

The first touch of her bare skin against his sent electricity coursing through both of them. Molly sighed at the velvety warmth of him, at the pulse she could now feel throbbing beneath her fingers.

"Much better," she murmured, her thumb brushing over his sensitive tip. "Now I can feel everything."

Jacob's hands moved to her shoulders, steadying himself as his knees threatened to buckle. "God, Molly," he breathed, his voice thick with need.

She continued her ministrations, emboldened by his response. Her bare fingers explored him with increasing confidence, learning what made his breath hitch, what drew those delicious sounds from deep in his throat. The clinical examination room faded away around them, transforming into something intimate and sacred.

"Is this what you imagined?" she asked softly, looking up at him. "All those times in college?"

"Better," he managed, his fingers tightening on her shoulders. "So much better."

Molly's free hand moved to the snap of her coat, unfastening it further. The teal fabric parted further as Molly worked each snap open with deliberate slowness, revealing the delicate black lace of her bra beneath. The contrast between the clinical coat and the feminine lingerie was striking—a visual representation of two sides of herself that were merging in this moment.

Jacob's eyes darkened as they traced her newly exposed curves, his breathing becoming more ragged. "Molly…" he whispered, her name a prayer on his lips.

She looked up at him through her lashes, still slowly stroking him with one hand. "Y’know, I think I could make it better still," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, "if that's what you want."

"You know it is," he replied, his voice strained with need, fingers flexing against her shoulders.

And now it was her turn to flash him a mischievous grin—so different from her usual shy demeanour that Jacob's face lit up with surprise and delight. Without taking her eyes off his, she leaned towards him, lifting his cock with gentle fingers. She ran her tongue from base to tip in one long, languorous stroke, finishing with a delicate kiss on his throbbing head.

"Fuck," Jacob gasped, his knees nearly buckling. "Molly, you're amazing."

"I know I am," she joked, her confidence blooming under his appreciative gaze, "but I'm just getting started."

Then she took him fully into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. The sensation drew a deep groan from Jacob, his hands moving to tangle in her hair, dislodging her neat ponytail. Molly hummed in approval around him, the vibration making him shudder.

She worked him with growing confidence, one hand wrapped around the base while her mouth explored the rest. Years of fantasising had prepared her for this moment—she'd imagined it countless times during those long study sessions, wondering what sounds he would make, how he would taste. The reality was better than any daydream.

Jacob's fingers massaged her scalp, gentle despite his obvious desire. "Molly," he breathed, watching her with awe. "I can't believe this is happening."

She pulled back momentarily, her lips glistening. "Me neither," she admitted, her voice husky. "But I'm so glad it is."

She took him in again, deeper this time, her free hand roaming up his thigh to his hip, feeling the taut muscles flexing beneath her touch. The examination room filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure—his ragged breathing, her soft hums of satisfaction, the wet sounds of her attentions.

Jacob's hand moved to her face, thumb brushing against her cheek where it hollowed around him. The tender gesture made her heart race. This wasn't just physical—this was years of unspoken longing finally being expressed.

"God, your mouth," he groaned, watching her with hooded eyes.

His evident pleasure fuelled her boldness. Molly took him deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate more of his length than she'd thought possible. His fingers tightened in her hair as she worked, each moan from above sending thrills of satisfaction through her. When she reached his base, her nose brushing against the smooth skin of his abdomen, she pulled back slightly, letting her tongue dance lower to lap gently at his balls.

"Fuck," Jacob gasped, his voice raw with need. "Molly, get up here."

She released him with a soft wet sound, her lips swollen and glistening. The stool toppled backward as she rose to her feet, forgotten in their shared urgency. Jacob's hands cupped her face, drawing her to him with gentle insistence.

Their lips met in a kiss that felt like coming home. A kiss years overdue, carrying the weight of countless missed opportunities and silent longings. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her as he pulled her flush against him. His erection pressed hot and hard against her stomach, a delicious reminder of what she’d just done, of what they were about to do.

Jacob's hands moved to her shoulders, pushing the teal coat down her arms until it fell to the floor in a whisper of fabric. He stepped back, eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her standing before him in nothing but her black lace bra and matching panties.

"You're beautiful," he breathed, reverence in his voice. "Everything I imagined and more." His fingers traced the curve of her waist, feather-light. "All those nights dreaming about you, Molly, and reality is so much better."

She trembled under his gaze, suddenly shy despite her earlier boldness. No one had ever looked at her the way Jacob was looking at her now—like she was precious, desired… worth waiting for.

His lips found her neck, pressing soft kisses along the column of her throat. Molly's head fell back, offering more of herself to his exploration. He worked his way lower, across her collarbone, following the edge of her bra with delicate precision. When his mouth closed over the swell of her breast above the lace, she gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

"I've wanted to do this for so long," he murmured against her skin, his hands sliding around to her back. With ease, he unhooked her bra, letting it fall away between them.

The cool air of the examination room pebbled her nipples instantly, drawing Jacob's attention. His eyes darkened as he cupped her breasts reverently, thumbs brushing over her sensitive peaks.

"Perfect," he whispered, lowering his head to take one rosy nipple into his mouth.

Molly cried out, the sensation overwhelming after years of imagining his touch. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him close as he lavished attention on first one breast, then the other. The wet heat of his mouth sent sparks radiating through her.

She pressed closer, the fire inside her becoming unbearable. Her lips found his ear, teeth grazing the sensitive lobe before her tongue traced its delicate curves. Her breath came in soft pants as Jacob continued his ministrations, his tongue swirling expertly around her nipple, drawing desperate whimpers from her throat.

"Jacob," she gasped, her voice barely recognisable to her own ears.

He pulled back suddenly, rising to his full height. His eyes had darkened to stormy hazel, a newfound confidence radiating from him that made her weak at the knees. Gone was the sweet, slightly awkward boy she'd known in college. In his place stood a man who knew exactly what he wanted—and what he wanted was her.

"Maybe it's your turn to be examined, Nurse Molly?" he suggested, his voice low and playful. "Why don't you sit up on that table?"

The role reversal sent a thrill through her. After years of Jacob being the one to follow her lead, to wait for her signals, he was taking control. The dynamic shift was intoxicating. Without hesitation, she backed up against the examination table and hoisted herself onto it, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her.

Jacob stepped between her knees, his hands gentle but firm as he spread her legs wider. His eyes never left hers as his fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, sending shivers racing up her spine. When his hands reached the waistband of her panties, he paused, his expression questioning.

Molly smiled, giving him the permission he sought. Her heart hammered against her ribcage as Jacob hooked his fingers beneath the delicate lace and slowly, reverently, drew the fabric down her legs. The air of the examination room kissed and cooled her most intimate area as he slid the underwear past her ankles and tossed it aside.

Suddenly self-conscious under his intense gaze, Molly felt heat rush to her cheeks once more. She shifted slightly, crossing her ankles.

"Sorry I'm not as swimmer-smooth as you are," she joked, nodding to her neatly trimmed pubic hair. The nervous quip escaped before she could stop it—a remnant of the shy college girl still lurking beneath her newfound boldness.

Jacob's expression softened, his eyes warm as they roamed over her. "You're perfect," he whispered, the simple words carrying such conviction that they seemed to caress her.

Before she could respond, he dropped to his knees between her parted thighs. There was a moment—a heartbeat of anticipation—and then his mouth was on her, hot and eager. His lips pressed against her inner thigh, leaving a trail of kisses that burned like wet fire against her skin. His tongue followed, tracing patterns that made her tremble with need.

"Oh god," Molly gasped, her head falling back as Jacob worked his way higher, inching closer to her centre with deliberate slowness.

And then his tongue found her. The first contact drew a shocked gasp from Molly's lips, her body arching involuntarily toward him. Jacob hummed his approval against her sensitive flesh, the vibration sending tremors of pleasure cascading through her body.

"Jacob," she breathed, her voice breaking as he explored her with exquisite patience.

He was methodical in his worship, his tongue tracing every fold, every contour, learning the landscape of her body as if committing it to memory. When he found a spot that made her whimper, he lingered there, repeating the motion until her thighs trembled around his head. He seemed determined to map every inch of her, to discover every secret her body had kept from him during those years of longing.

Molly's fingers tangled in his hair, her glasses slipping down her nose as she watched him through half-lidded eyes. The sight of Jacob between her legs—his face buried in her most intimate place, his shoulders flexing as he held her thighs apart—was almost enough to send her over the edge in itself.

"You taste even better than I dreamed," he murmured against her, the words sending vibrations through her core.

Unlike the fumbling encounters of her past, Jacob approached her pleasure like an art form. He alternated between broad strokes of his tongue and delicate, focused attention, building her arousal with practiced patience. Sometimes he would pull back just enough to place reverent kisses along her inner thighs, letting her hover on the edge before diving back in with renewed enthusiasm.

"I've never—" she gasped as he hit a particularly sensitive spot. "God, Jacob, that's—"

But she couldn't finish the thought. He suddenly shifted his approach. His left hand spread her wider, his thumb gently exposing her most sensitive bud. Before she could prepare herself, his lips closed around her clit, sucking gently while his tongue flicked against it.

The sensation was electric. Molly's hips bucked against his face, a strangled cry escaping her throat. Her hands flew to the edge of the examination table, knuckles white as she gripped the padding. Jacob moaned against her, the vibration intensifying the pleasure coursing through her.

"Don't stop," she pleaded, her voice ragged. "Please, Jacob, don't stop."

He evidently had no intention of stopping. His rhythm increased, his tongue moving with deliberate precision as he alternated between sucking her clit and lapping at her entrance. Without warning, his tongue plunged inside her, curling upward in a way she’d never experienced before.

Molly felt herself unravelling under his skilled attention, her thighs trembling uncontrollably, her breath coming in sharp, desperate pants. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter with each thrust of his tongue, each gentle suck of his lips.

"Jacob," she gasped, her back arching off the examination table. "I'm going to—I can't hold back—I'm going to come."

His eyes flashed up to meet hers, dark with desire, even as his mouth remained firmly against her most sensitive flesh. Against her wet heat, she felt rather than heard his command: "Do it."

The vibration of his voice against her sent new shockwaves through her body. He pulled back just enough to speak clearly, his breath hot against her throbbing centre.

"Come for me, Molly," he urged, before diving back in with renewed fervour.

Something inside her shattered at his words—the last thread of restraint, the final barrier between them. Her orgasm crashed through her with an intensity that stole her breath, her vision blurring behind her red-rimmed glasses. Her hips bucked wildly against his face as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core, washing over her entire body.

Years of tension—of lingering glances across lecture halls, of accidental touches that weren't so accidental, of nights out charged with an unspoken desire for more—all of it culminated in this single, perfect moment of release. Every almost-kiss, every not-quite-confession, every opportunity they'd let slip through their fingers—it all dissolved in the white-hot pleasure coursing through her veins.

"Jacob!" she cried, her voice echoing off the sterile walls of the examination room. Her thighs clamped around his head as her body convulsed, her fingers tangling in his hair to hold him exactly where she needed him.

And Jacob, beautiful Jacob, didn't stop. His tongue continued its relentless worship, extending her pleasure beyond what she thought possible. He adjusted his rhythm to match her spasms, allowing her to ride the waves of her climax. When one wave began to recede, he would change his technique slightly, drawing forth another, then another, until Molly was certain she could actually pass out from the intensity.

As the final tremors subsided, Molly collapsed back against the examination table, boneless and breathless. Her chest heaved with each desperate intake of air, her skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat that caught the fluorescent light.

Jacob placed one final, reverent kiss against her inner thigh before rising to his feet. His lips and chin glistened with the evidence of her pleasure, his eyes dark with desire yet soft with something deeper—something that made Molly's heart flutter despite her physical exhaustion.

"That was…" she began, her voice trailing off as words failed her.

"Worth waiting for?" Jacob suggested, a smile playing at his lips as he leaned over her, bracing his hands on either side of her head.

"God, yes," she breathed, reaching up to touch his face. "But don’t go thinking I’m done with you yet."

With surprising strength born of newfound confidence, Molly pushed herself up to a seated position, wrapping her legs around Jacob's waist to pull him closer. Her hands slid up his chest, revelling in the firm muscles beneath her fingertips before reaching his face.

"Come here," she whispered, drawing him in for a kiss.

The taste of herself on his lips sent a renewed thrill through her body. Her tongue sought his, deepening the kiss as her hands roamed his back, his shoulders, his chest. The examination table's paper covering crinkled loudly beneath them, a clinical reminder of their unprofessional situation that somehow only heightened the forbidden excitement.

"I want you," she breathed against his mouth. "All of you. Now."

Jacob groaned, his erection pressing insistently against her inner thigh. "Are you sure?" he asked, his voice rough with desire but his eyes searching hers for absolute certainty.

Molly answered by reaching between them, wrapping her fingers around his length and guiding him to her entrance. "I've never been more sure of anything," she said, her eyes locked with his.

Jacob braced himself on the examination table, one hand cradling her face as he slowly, reverently pressed forward. The initial stretch drew a gasp from Molly's lips, her body adjusting to accommodate him. He paused, giving her time, his thumb stroking her cheek with impossible tenderness.

"Okay?" he whispered, concern flickering across his features.

"More than okay," she assured him, lifting her hips to take him deeper.

They both moaned as he slid home, their bodies finally joined after years of wanting. For a moment, they remained perfectly still, foreheads pressed together, sharing breath, savouring the connection that had been so long in the making.

"God, Molly," Jacob breathed, his voice filled with wonder. "You feel incredible."

He began to move then, slowly at first, drawing almost completely out before sliding back in with deliberate control. Molly's hands gripped his shoulders, her legs tightening around his waist as pleasure built within her once more. Each thrust felt like a revelation, like discovering a piece of herself she hadn't known was missing.

"Faster," she urged. "Please, Jacob."

Jacob growled—a sound so primal it sent shivers racing down her spine. In one fluid movement, he reached around her, his strong hands gripping her ass with possessive urgency. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, lifting her slightly as he used the leverage to drive deeper, harder.

"Fuck," Molly gasped, her head falling back as he increased his pace. The examination table creaked beneath them, the paper covering tearing as Jacob pounded into her with an intensity that bordered on desperation.

"Is this what you want?" he panted, his voice rougher than she'd ever heard it. "Tell me, Molly."

"Yes," she cried out, a sound that would have embarrassed her in any other context. "God, yes, Jacob. Just like that."

Their bodies slapped together, the sounds of their coupling echoing off the sterile walls. Gone was the shy college boy, the tentative friend—in his place was a man claiming what he'd wanted for years. And gone too was reserved, professional Nurse Matthews—replaced by a woman surrendering completely to desire too long denied.

"Lie back," Jacob commanded, his voice husky with need. "I want to see you." His hands slid from her ass to her shoulders, gently but firmly pressing her down onto the table. "I want to see what I'm doing to you."

Molly complied without hesitation, sinking back against the crinkled paper. The position changed the angle, allowing him to drive even deeper. She looked up at him, taking in the magnificent sight of his body poised above hers—the defined muscles of his chest and abdomen flexing with each thrust, sweat glistening on his skin under the harsh fluorescent lights.

Her gaze travelled down to where they were joined, watching in fascination as his length disappeared inside her again and again. The sight itself was intoxicating—his smooth, hairless groin meeting her neat triangle with each powerful thrust. Her breasts bounced in rhythm with his movements, her soft flesh yielding to his hardness.

"Beautiful," Jacob breathed, his eyes dark with desire as they roamed over her exposed body. "You're so beautiful, Molly."

She'd never felt more seen, more desired. This moment—their bodies joined in the most intimate way possible—felt like the culmination of a journey that had begun years ago across a crowded lecture hall. It felt inevitable. It felt right. And it felt fucking good!

"Jacob," she moaned, her back arching off the table as he hit a spot deep inside her that sent stars exploding behind her eyelids. "Right there. Please don't stop."

His rhythm grew more urgent, more demanding. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he drove into her with single-minded focus, chasing both her pleasure and his own. The examination room filled with sounds neither had ever allowed the other to hear—his guttural groans, her high-pitched cries.

Jacob's hand slid between their bodies, his thumb finding her swollen bud. He circled it with expert precision, the added stimulation making Molly cry out, her hands clawing at the examination table beneath her.

"Oh god," she gasped, her eyes wide as the dual sensations overwhelmed her. "Jacob, that's—I can't—"

His thumb moved faster, matching the rhythm of his thrusts, which were growing increasingly erratic. The muscles in his jaw tightened, his expression intense with concentration as he fought to maintain control.

"Molly," he groaned, his voice strained. "I'm getting close. I don't think I can hold back much longer."

She reached up, cupping his face with one trembling hand. "Don't hold back," she whispered between gasps and pants, her voice thick with emotion. "Come inside me, Jacob. Come with me."

The words seemed to break something in him. His eyes narrowed, his rhythm faltering as he struggled against the inevitable. Molly felt her own climax building, rising like a tidal wave at the thought of him filling her, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

"Yes," she urged, her inner walls beginning to pulse around him. "God, yes, Jacob, now!"

Her orgasm crashed through her with devastating force, her body arching beneath him as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core. She clenched around his length, her inner muscles gripping him with pulsing intensity.

Jacob groaned, a sound torn from deep within his chest as he finally surrendered. She felt the exact moment he let go—his body tensing above her, his cock pulsing inside her as he emptied himself in hot spurts. His face was transformed with pleasure, vulnerable and beautiful in his release.

"Molly," he gasped, as he continued to thrust, drawing out both their pleasure. "God, Molly."

She held him tightly, her legs wrapped around his waist, keeping him deep inside her as they rode out the aftershocks together. Molly could focused on nothing but the sensation of his seed filling her—a physical manifestation of the connection they'd denied themselves for far too long.

As the final tremors subsided, Jacob leaned forward, his weight settling carefully atop her, his face buried in the crook of her neck. Their bodies remained joined, neither willing to break the connection just yet. His breath came in hot puffs against her skin, his heartbeat thundering against her chest.

"That was…" he began, his voice muffled.

"Worth waiting for?" she suggested, echoing his earlier words with a smile he couldn't see but could surely hear in her voice.

Jacob lifted his head, his eyes meeting hers with startling intensity. "No," he said softly, surprising her. "It wasn't worth waiting for." But before she could feel hurt, he continued, "Nothing could be worth waiting that long, Molly. We should have done this years ago."

His words held no accusation, only a gentle regret for time lost. His fingers brushed a strand of hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear with such tenderness that Molly felt her heart constrict.

"We were idiots," she agreed softly, her hands tracing patterns across his shoulder blades. "All those study sessions. All those movie nights. All that time…"

Jacob pressed his forehead against hers, their breaths mingling in the small space between them. "Well, I guess we have a lot of catching up to do then, don't we? A lot of lost time to make up for."

The corner of Molly's mouth quirked upward. "Is that so, Mr. Green?"

"I'd like to think so," he murmured, his eyes searching hers. "If you would."

The vulnerability in his gaze made her heart swell. This wasn't just about sex—it never had been. This was about everything they'd denied themselves, and everything they could still have together.

"I would," she whispered, leaning up to brush her lips against his. "I really, really would."

They smiled at each other then, a private moment of understanding passing between them that felt more intimate than anything they'd just shared physically. His thumb brushed her cheekbone, her fingers traced the line of his jaw—simple touches heavy with promise.

"Well," Molly said finally, her professional tone returning though her eyes sparkled with mischief. "I think I can safely sign off on your medical examination. You appear to be in perfect working order."

Jacob laughed, the sound vibrating through both their bodies where they remained connected. "I don't know, Nurse Matthews. I think I might have developed a new condition."

"Oh?" She raised an eyebrow, adjusting her glasses which had somehow remained perched on her nose throughout their passionate encounter. "And what condition might that be?"

"Some kind of nurse fixation, I think. A new kink, you might say." His eyes danced with devilment. "I might have to be careful around medical professionals from now on. Who knows what might happen?"

Molly's fingers tightened possessively on his shoulders, her expression turning mock-stern. "From now on, Jacob Green, I'm the only nurse you need to worry about. The only one."

"Is that your professional opinion?" he asked, nuzzling against her neck.

"It's my personal guarantee," she replied, gasping softly as he placed a tender kiss against her pulse point. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the weight of him on her. “But I think we’ll get on just fine,” she whispered into his ear, “A thorough nurse like me appreciates a patient patient.”
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