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Prolonging her Private Procedure

The white robe lay folded on the examination table like a flag of surrender, waiting for Tatjana to raise it and admit defeat in the battle that was keeping her dignity intact.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse in the sterile examination room. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, harsh and unforgiving, threatening to expose every imperfection on her pale, freckled skin. She had never felt so vulnerable before—certainly not during her annual check-ups with Dr. Morris, her kindly family physician who had known her for as long as she could remember.

"Strip down to your underwear and put on the robe," the nurse had instructed before leaving. "The doctor will be with you shortly." Such simple words. But they carried such… complicated implications.

Her mind raced as she folded her jeans neatly on the chair beside her. What if the dermatologist was ancient, with cold hands and judgmental eyes? Or worse, what if he was young and awkward around her? The thought made her cheeks burn as she stood now in nothing but her simple cotton bra and panties. She hadn't dressed for an audience today—the pale teal underwear was practical, not pretty, and suddenly that fact seemed terribly important.

The mole on her lower back, just above her right hip, had never bothered her until Dr. Morris had frowned during her check-up last month. "Just to be safe," he'd said, scribbling a referral. Now that innocent spot felt like a traitor, forcing her into this uncomfortable situation.

Tatjana slipped her arms through the robe. It was more substantial than she’d been expecting—a small mercy—and less clinical, almost like the robes at that spa she sometimes went to as a treat… though admittedly much less plush. Perhaps, she thought, consultancy appointments were different to a normal trip to the hospital. Her musings were in vain of course. She had no real experience against which to compare. At twenty-four, this was the first time she’d ever had to deal with anything more medically significant than a fever. The realisation might have made her proud of her rude health, of how well she looked after herself… but in reality it only made her feel immature and naïve.

She sat on the edge of the low examination table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her, announcing every small movement. The clock on the wall ticked away the seconds as she waited. Five minutes. Ten. Her heart hammered in her chest as footsteps approached in the hallway, then… continued past her door. Fifteen minutes now. The longer she waited, the more her imagination tortured her with scenarios of what was to come. A full body examination. Every freckle, every mole, every inch of her skin under scrutiny.

She'd never been touched by anyone but her own doctor before, and that had hardly been clinical. Dr. Morris was a friend of the family, she was more like a kindly aunt to Tatjana than a doctor. But now a real doctor, a specialist—a stranger—would be looking at her body with an intensity she simply couldn't bear to think about.

When the knock finally came, Tatjana jumped, nearly sliding off the paper-covered table.

"C—Come in," she stammered, her voice embarrassingly small.

The door opened, and Tatjana's breath caught in her throat.

∞∞∞

The man who entered was nothing like what she had expected. He stood tall and commanding in a crisp white coat that somehow accentuated rather than diminished his obvious physicality. A green stethoscope hung casually around his neck, draping over broad shoulders. But it was his face that made Tatjana's breath catch—strong jawline, kind eyes that crinkled slightly at the corners, and a warm smile that immediately put her at ease… while simultaneously making her heart race.

"Miss Tatjana Kowalski?" His voice was rich and deep, with a hint of an accent she couldn't place.

"Yes, that's me," she whispered, suddenly very aware of her bare legs beneath the thin robe. She tugged at the hem, trying to cover more of her thighs.

"I'm Dr. Gabriel Dodek." He glanced down at her chart. "I see you've been referred by Dr. Morris about a mole on your lower back."

Tatjana nodded, not trusting her voice. What was wrong with her? She'd never reacted this way to anyone before, let alone a medical professional. The way his large hands gripped her chart made her wonder how they would feel against her skin, the thought alone sending a flush of heat across her cheeks and down her neck.

Stop it, she scolded herself. He's your doctor. He’s got to be at least ten years older than you, probably fifteen. This is childish!

"Have you noticed any changes in the mole recently? Any itching or changes in size or colour?" Dr. Dodek pulled up a rolling stool and sat, bringing himself to eye level with her. The movement was casual but somehow intimate, as if they were about to have a conversation over coffee rather than engage in a medical examination.

"N-no," she managed. "Dr. Morris just said it had an irregular border during my check-up."

"Good call on her part. Better to be cautious." His smile was reassuring, his eyes meeting hers with what seemed like genuine interest. "How long have you had it?"

"As long as I can remember. Since childhood, I think."

"And no family history of melanoma or other skin cancers?"

Tatjana shook her head. "None that I know of."

As Dr. Dodek continued asking questions about her medical history, sun exposure habits, and skincare routine, Tatjana found herself relaxing despite her state of undress. There was something about his manner—professional yet warm—that made her feel… seen. Not just as a patient, but as a person. When he laughed softly at her self-deprecating joke about her Irish complexion's relationship with the sun, the sound sent a pleasant shiver down her spine.

"Well, you've clearly been taking good care of yourself," he commented, making a note in her chart. "That's refreshing to see in someone your age."

Was that a compliment? The way his eyes lingered on her face for just a moment longer than necessary made her wonder. Or was this simply how he treated all his patients—this blend of professionalism and charm? Part of her hoped it was something more, though the rational side of her brain scolded her again for indulging in such foolish thoughts.

"Now," he said, setting the chart aside, "I'll need to examine the mole in question, as well as do a quick check of your other moles for comparison. Is that alright with you?"

The question, asked with such consideration for her comfort, only made her more aware of what was to come. She would need to expose her back, perhaps more. The thin cotton of her underwear suddenly feeling like her last line of defence.

"Yes," she said, her voice barely audible. "That's fine."

Dr. Dodek stood, his presence filling the small examination room. "I'll need you to untie your robe and lower it to your waist. You can keep it covering your front if that makes you more comfortable."

Tatjana's fingers fumbled with the tie at her waist, suddenly clumsy with nervousness. As she slowly turned on the examination table to present her back to him, the paper crinkling beneath her, she felt exposed in a way that went beyond the physical.

She could feel Dr. Dodek step closer behind her, the air between them seeming charged with something she couldn't name, making the fine hairs on her arms stand on end. His presence loomed large, though he hadn't even touched her yet.

"May I?" he asked, his voice softer now.

Tatjana nodded, then realised he might not see the tiny gesture with her back to him. "Yes," she whispered.

The first touch of his fingers on her skin made her inhale sharply. They were unexpectedly warm compared to the cool air of the examination room, and gentle—so gentle—as they traced the area around the mole that had gotten her into this situation. His touch was clinical, professional, and yet… Tatjana felt her pulse quicken.

"Just relax," he murmured, his breath a faint warmth against her bare shoulder. "I'm going to examine the borders of the mole."

The pad of his thumb brushed over the spot, sending an involuntary shiver through her body. She bit her lower lip, mortified at her reaction. What was wrong with her? This was a medical examination, not… whatever her body seemed to think it was.

"Cold?" Dr. Dodek asked, misinterpreting her response.

"A little," she lied, grateful for the excuse.

His fingers continued their careful exploration, pressing lightly around the edges of the mole. The spot was just above the waistband of her underwear, and occasionally his fingertips would graze the elastic edge. Each time they did, Tatjana felt a jolt of… something… shoot through her core.

"Good news," he said finally, his voice a welcome distraction from her confusing thoughts. "I’m quite confident in saying that the mole itself appears benign. Regular borders, consistent colouration, no concerning features."

Tatjana released a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. "That's… a relief."

"However," Dr. Dodek continued, his hand still resting lightly on her lower back, "given your fair complexion and the number of freckles I can see, I would recommend we do a full skin screening."

Her mouth went dry. "Full screening?"

"Yes." His hand withdrew, leaving her feeling strangely bereft. He moved around to face her, his expression professionally neutral but his eyes holding hers with an intensity that managed to made her stomach flip. "It's a precautionary measure. People with your skin type are at higher risk for developing melanoma. We should check all of your moles and freckles to establish a baseline."

Tatjana swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of what that would entail. "All of them?"

Dr. Dodek nodded, his gaze never wavering. "I'll need you to disrobe completely and stand in the centre of the room where the lighting is best. I'll be thorough but quick."

The word 'completely' echoed in her mind. She realised in that moment that she'd never actually been seen by anyone in her just underwear in such a well-lit room—her few college fumbles had mercifully all taken place in the dark and none of her relationships, if you could even call them that, had lasted long enough to get to that level of comfort. The thought should have filled her with nothing but dread and embarrassment, and it certainly did bring on those emotions, but… there was something else there too. A strange and not entirely unfamiliar heat pooling low in her belly.

"Is that… necessary?" she asked, hating how small her voice sounded.

His expression softened slightly. "I wouldn't suggest it if it weren't. But if you're uncomfortable, we can schedule this for another day with a female colleague present."

"No!" The word came out more forcefully than she'd intended. The thought of waiting, of having to work up the courage all over again—and with an audience, no less—was somehow worse than doing it now, alone with him. "I mean, that's not necessary. We can do it today."

Dr. Dodek nodded, stepping back to give her space. "Whenever you're ready, then.

Tatjana's heart thundered in her chest as she stood from the examination table, her fingers clutching the edges of the robe. Dr. Dodek had turned to make notes in her chart, his back to her in a gesture that felt both professional and considerate. The privacy was an illusion, she knew—in moments he would see everything—but she appreciated it nonetheless.

Painfully aware of the slight tremors in her hands, she untied the robe and slowly slipped it from her shoulders. The cool air of the examination room kissed her newly exposed skin, raising goosebumps along the backs of her thighs. She folded the robe carefully, prolonging the moment, before setting it beside her clothes.

"I'm… ready," she whispered, crossing her arms over her stomach in a futile attempt at modesty.

Dr. Dodek turned, his expression neutral and clinical, though Tatjana couldn't help noticing how his gaze flickered briefly over her body before settling on her face. She felt the heat rise to her cheeks and spread down her neck to her chest. The teal cotton underwear she'd thrown on this morning without a second thought now seemed childish and plain. If only she'd worn the black lace set her roommate had convinced her to buy—

She stopped herself. Why did that matter? This was a medical examination, not a date. He probably saw dozens of women in their underwear every week. To him, this was routine, ordinary. Clinical.

To her though… it felt anything but.

"If you could stand in the centre of the room, please," Dr. Dodek instructed, his voice somehow both gentle and authoritative. "Arms at your sides."

Tatjana obeyed, letting her arms fall reluctantly away from her body. She felt even more exposed now, even more vulnerable—a specimen under glass. Dr. Dodek circled her slowly, his eyes methodically scanning every inch of her pale, freckled skin. The intensity of his gaze made her feel both self-conscious and strangely… seen.

"You have quite the constellation of freckles," he remarked, his pen scratching against the chart as he made notes. "Particularly across your shoulders and upper back."

"My mother always called them angel kisses," Tatjana said. And she immediately wished she hadn't. How childish that must have sounded to someone like him!

But Dr. Dodek smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. "A lovely sentiment. Though from a medical perspective, they're simply areas where your skin produces more melanin in response to sun exposure."

His hand touched her shoulder blade, fingers tracing a pattern between several larger freckles. The contact sent a jolt through her body, her skin tingling beneath his touch.

"This one here," he said, his breath warm against her skin as he leaned closer, "has an interesting pattern. Nothing concerning, but worth documenting."

Tatjana swallowed hard, acutely aware of his proximity. His fingers were warm and sure against her skin, professional yet somehow intimate. Each touch lingered just long enough to be thorough, just brief enough to remain appropriate. The contradiction was maddening.

He moved around to her front, his eyes meeting hers briefly before returning to their clinical assessment. "I'm going to check your collarbone and neck now," he explained, his hands rising to trace the delicate line of her clavicle.

She nodded silently. His fingertips skimmed along her skin, pressing gently at points where freckles clustered. Each touch sent tiny electric currents through her body, awakening nerve endings she hadn't known existed. She tried to focus on the ceiling, on her breathing, on anything but the sensation of his hands on her body.

"Turn, please," he directed, his voice low. "I need to examine your back more thoroughly. The light is better from this angle."

Tatjana complied, grateful he couldn't see her face as his hands moved down her spine, documenting each mole and freckle with meticulous care. The clinical nature of his touch did nothing to diminish the effect it had on her. If anything, the contrast between his professional demeanour and her inappropriate response only heightened her awareness.

His fingers brushed the small of her back, just above her underwear line, and Tatjana bit her lip to suppress a gasp. There was something about being touched with such authority, such careful attention, that made her feel both powerless and strangely… empowered.

"I'm noting a small cluster here," Dr. Dodek said, his voice closer to her ear than she expected. "Again, they’re not of immediate concern, but you should keep an eye on any future changes."

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak. How long had this examination been going on? Minutes? Hours? Time seemed to have lost all meaning as she stood in this sterile room under both its harsh lighting and the gentle pressure of his hands.

"Now, I need to check the lower extremities," Dr. Dodek said, his voice somehow deeper than before. He crouched down, bringing him eye level to her centre.

Tatjana held her breath as his hands began a new exploration, starting at her ankles and working their way upward. His touch was feather-light yet deliberate, fingers tracing patterns over her calves, the backs of her knees, her thighs. Her skin prickled with awareness, every nerve ending alive beneath his professional caress.

"You have quite a few freckles here as well," he noted, his fingers moving to the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. "Do you spend much time outdoors in shorts or skirts?"

"Sometimes, Dr. Dodek," she managed, her voice barely audible. "In summer." Somehow, the thought of him picturing her in a short skirt felt even more intimate to her than the sight she was already presenting to him.

His hands continued their ascent, checking, documenting, lingering just long enough to be thorough. When his fingers brushed the edge of her underwear, Tatjana's breath caught. Then, as he moved around to examine the back of her thighs, his knuckles grazed the lower curve of her buttock where it peeked beneath her cotton underwear.

A jolt of electricity shot through her body. She closed her eyes, mortified by her reaction yet unable to control it. The clinical setting, the professional context—none of it mattered to her traitorous body. She was responding to him, to his touch, in ways that made her cheeks burn with shame and something else entirely.

"Everything looks healthy," he said, rising to his feet. "I'm pleased to say I don't see anything concerning. You can get dressed now." He smiled, and for the first time, Tatjana thought she detected a slight flush to his cheeks as well. "And please, you can call me Gabriel."

Gabriel. The name echoed in her mind, suddenly tearing down the wall of propriety that had been held up by his title.

He turned toward his desk, making final notes in her chart. This was it, she thought—the examination was over. She should have felt nothing but relief, should have been eager to reclaim her clothes and her dignity. Instead, she felt a strange, overwhelming disappointment.

Before she could reconsider, the words tumbled from her lips.

"Actually, there are… a couple more freckles I've been worried about." Her voice was small but steady, which came as something of surprise to her. "They've been there a while, but I'd feel better if you had a look at them."

Gabriel turned back to her, his expression professionally neutral. "Of course. Where are they located?"

Tatjana swallowed hard. "They're… currently covered."

Something flickered across his face—a momentary shift in his expression that she couldn't quite decipher. Was it surprise? Understanding? Or something more akin to the heat she felt coursing through her own veins? Whatever it was, it vanished quickly behind his professional mask.

"I see," he said, his voice carefully modulated. "And you'd like me to examine them now?"

She nodded, her heart hammering so loudly she was certain he must have been able to hear it.

"Well, if you're comfortable," he continued, "would you mind exposing the area so I can take a look?"

The ball was in her court now. He had given her the perfect opportunity to back out. Instead, she found herself reaching behind her back, fingers trembling slightly as they found the clasp of her bra.

"They're… here," she said softly, unhooking the fastening and letting the straps slide down her arms.

The teal cotton fell away, and Tatjana stood before him, bare from the waist up. The cool air of the examination room pebbled her skin, though she knew it wasn't the only reason for her body's response. She watched Gabriel's face, searching for any reaction, any sign that this had crossed a line.

His expression remained carefully controlled, but his eyes—those kind, professional eyes—darkened almost imperceptibly as they swept over her exposed chest.

"Where exactly are you concerned?" he asked, his voice steady despite the tension that now seemed to crackle in the air between them.

Tatjana raised a trembling hand to the outer curve of her left breast, where a small constellation of dark freckles dotted her pale skin. "Here," she whispered. "And… here." Her fingers drifted to the underside of her right breast, where a single, larger freckle resided.

Gabriel stepped forward, his movements deliberate and measured. "May I?" he asked, raising his hand.

She nodded, unable to form words as he closed the distance between them. His fingers touched her skin where hers had just been, examining the cluster of freckles with the same clinical attention he'd given the rest of her body. But there was something different now—a current running beneath the professional façade, an awareness that hummed between them like a live wire.

"These appear… completely benign," he said, his voice lower than before. "Regular borders, consistent coloration." His fingers moved to the solitary freckle beneath her other breast, his touch sending ripples of sensation across her skin. "This one as well. Nothing to be concerned about."

Yet he didn't step away. His hand lingered, thumb brushing lightly over the freckle in a motion that seemed less clinical than… appreciative.

Tatjana's entire consciousness collapsed to that single point of contact—his warm palm against the curve of her breast. The examination room, the fluorescent lights, even her own self-awareness faded to distant background noise as every nerve ending in her body seemed to redirect its attention to where his skin touched hers. His hand moved slightly, ostensibly still examining the freckle, but the motion sent cascades of sensation through her body.

She felt her nipples tighten and peak in response, the rosy buds hardening visibly under his gaze. Mortification flooded her cheeks with heat, but she couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't do anything but experience the overwhelming sensations coursing through her.

"That's completely natural," Gabriel said softly, his voice a gentle rumble that seemed to vibrate through her. "It's just an autonomic response to touch and temperature. Nothing to be embarrassed about."

But embarrassment was exactly what consumed her—not simply because of her body's betrayal, but because of how desperately she wanted his touch to continue, to venture beyond the boundaries of clinical examination. She was alone in a hospital room with a man she barely knew, a professional at least a decade her senior, and all she could think about was how his hands might feel if they weren't constrained by medical ethics.

"I should…" she began, but her voice faltered as his thumb made a small, almost imperceptible circular motion against the underside of her breast.

"I should check for symmetry," he said, his other hand rising to her left breast. "Sometimes subtle differences can indicate underlying issues."

The sudden touch of both his hands on her bare skin sent a shudder through Tatjana's body that she couldn't suppress. His fingers were gentle but firm as they traced the contours of her breasts, ostensibly examining, comparing, assessing—but the clinical pretence felt increasingly thin.

"Your heart is racing," Gabriel observed, his eyes meeting hers. The professional mask had slipped just enough for her to see something hungry behind his gaze. "Are you feeling anxious?"

Anxious wasn't the word. Tatjana felt as though she were balanced on a knife-edge between propriety and desire, her body humming with an energy she'd never experienced before.

"I'm not… used to being examined like this," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Gabriel's hands stilled, but didn't withdraw. "Would you like me to stop?"

The question hung between them, loaded with implications far beyond the literal. This was her chance to retreat, to reclaim the professional boundaries that had been steadily eroding since she'd unhooked her bra. The rational part of her brain screamed at her to say yes, to end this before it crossed into territory she couldn't navigate.

"No," she heard herself say instead. "I want to be… thorough."

Something darkened in Gabriel's eyes, and his thumbs brushed deliberately across her nipples—a touch that couldn't possibly be mistaken for clinical examination.

"Thorough is important," he agreed, his voice deeper than before. "Especially for a first-time patient."

His fingers kneaded gently at her flesh, and Tatjana had to bite her lip to stifle the sound that threatened to escape her throat. This was madness. She was standing half-naked in an examination room, letting—no, encouraging—her doctor to touch her in ways that had nothing to do with medical necessity.

And yet she couldn't bring herself to stop it. Didn't want to stop it. She wanted to prolong it.

"You're very… responsive," Gabriel murmured, his thumbs continuing their maddening circles around her sensitive peaks. "Has anyone ever told you that before?"

Tatjana shook her head, words failing her once more. The truth was, no one had ever touched her like this—with such confidence, such knowing pressure. Her limited experiences had been fumbling, awkward affairs with boys her own age who had been as uncertain as she was.

"That's a shame," he said, allowing the ambiguity of his words to linger as his hands slid down to cup the weight of her breasts more fully.

The motion sent a flood of heat between her thighs, and Tatjana felt her knees weaken slightly. What was happening? How had a routine examination transformed into… whatever this was?

"I…" she began, uncertain what she even wanted to say.

"Shhh," Gabriel soothed, one hand leaving her breast to brush a strand of hair from her face. The gesture was tender, almost affectionate, and somehow more intimate than his previous touches. "You're safe in my hands. I promise."

And strangely, despite the wildly inappropriate turn this appointment had taken, Tatjana did feel safe. There was something about Gabriel's presence, his controlled confidence, that made her trust him implicitly.

"I've never…" she whispered, letting the unfinished sentence hang between them.

Understanding dawned in his eyes. "Never been touched like this?" he asked softly.

She shook her head, embarrassment colouring her cheeks again. "Not really. Not… properly."

A smile curved Gabriel's lips—not mocking, but almost… pleased. "Then we should definitely be thorough," he said, his fingers resuming their exploration. "For educational purposes."

Tatjana closed her eyes as his hands mapped the geography of her upper body, no longer maintaining even the pretence of medical examination. His touch was deliberate now, clearly meant to pleasure rather than assess, and her body responded with an enthusiasm that both thrilled and mortified her.

"You're beautiful," Gabriel murmured, leaning closer. She could feel his breath against her neck, warm and tempting. "So responsive. So honest in your reactions."

His words made her feel both vulnerable and powerful. She was exposed, yes—literally and figuratively—but there was strength in that exposure, in the way it affected him as well as her. She could see the desire in his eyes, feel the slight tremor in his hands that betrayed his professional composure.

"Is this…" she whispered, finding her voice at last. "Is this still part of the examination… Gabriel?"

His eyes met hers, and for a moment, the spell between them wavered. Reality threatened to intrude—the reality of who they were, where they were, what lines were being crossed.

Then he smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of his lips that made Tatjana's heart skip.

"This, Miss Kowalski," he said softly, his hands sliding down to her waist until his thumbs hooked gently into the waistband of her underwear, "can be whatever you want it to be." He paused a beat, his eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. "With that in mind, is there anywhere else you'd like me to examine?"

Tatjana felt her heart thunder against her ribs. His words hung in the air between them, an invitation cloaked in professional detachment—cloaked in an out for both of them. He was offering her a choice, respecting her boundaries even as his thumbs traced tantalising circles just inside the elastic of her underwear. The fact that he was making clear that he would stop if she asked, that he was giving her complete control despite his position of authority, only intensified her desire.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice barely more than a pleading exhalation, barely audible even in the quiet room. "There is one more spot I'd like you to look at." Her cheeks blazed with heat. "But it's a very… private spot."

Gabriel's eyes darkened, but his expression remained reassuringly calm. "I'm a professional, Tatjana. There's no need to be embarrassed. I've examined thousands of patients."

His words were meant to comfort her, but they sent a contradictory thrill through her body. One thing had become quite clear to her in spite of the confusing maelstrom that was her body’s reaction to his touch. She wanted to be more than just another patient to him.

Taking a deep breath, Tatjana slid her thumbs under the waistband of her underwear, her breath catching as they grazed Gabriel’s before he withdrew, stepping back to allow her to proceed at her own pace.

The cotton felt rough against her trembling fingers as she slowly pushed the fabric down her thighs. The cool air of the examination room caressed her most intimate places as she stepped out of her last piece of clothing.

She stood before him completely naked now, fighting the urge to cover herself with her hands. Gabriel's gaze remained professionally neutral, but she didn't miss the slight flare of his nostrils, the almost imperceptible tightening of his jaw.

"And where exactly is this spot that concerns you?" he asked, his voice lower than before.

Tatjana swallowed hard. "Here," she said, her hand shaking slightly as she pointed to a small freckle nestled in the crease where her thigh met her most intimate area, just beside her outer lips.

Gabriel nodded and knelt before her, bringing his face level with her core once more. The position sent a jolt of electricity through her body. His proximity, the sight of him on his knees before her—it was almost too much to bear.

"I see it," he murmured, his breath warm against her sensitive skin. "It’s fortunate that you keep yourself so cleanly shaven. It makes… direct examination much easier."

The comment caught her off guard. It was still thinly veiled in professionalism, as if he were trying to step back from his previous indulgence, trying to provide himself some cover. But at the same time it was as if he were speaking not merely as her doctor, but as a man who found her… desirable. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, settling between her thighs where she feared he might notice her growing arousal.

"I'm glad," she managed, her voice barely holding steady. "I… I like to keep things neat."

Gabriel's eyes flickered up to meet hers for a brief moment, and she saw something there that matched the fire building inside her—a hunger barely contained behind professional restraint.

"I need to examine the borders," he explained, raising his hand. "May I touch you?"

Tatjana nodded. And she knew that in that simple gesture she was giving him permission to do far more than would be medically necessary.

When his fingertips made contact with her skin, gently pressing around the freckle, she had to bite her lip to suppress a gasp. His touch was so close to where she ached for him, yet still maintaining the pretence of clinical propriety.

He leaned closer, and Tatjana felt the heat of his breath against her core directly now—no longer obstructed by even a thin layer of cotton. Her legs trembled slightly, and she wondered if he could sense her arousal, if he could smell the evidence of her desire. She should have been mortified by that thought, but instead it only intensified the throbbing between her thighs.

His fingers pressed gently, examining the freckle with meticulous attention, but then—was she imagining it?—they seemed to stray, just slightly, brushing against her outer lips in a touch that couldn't possibly be accidental. Could it?

A small sound escaped her throat before she could stop it, something between a gasp and a moan. Gabriel's movements paused.

"Are you alright?" he asked, looking up at her with an expression that told her everything had changed between them. The question wasn't medical concern; it was seeking further permission.

And in that moment, Tatjana knew that he understood what she truly wanted—what she had wanted since the moment he walked into the examination room. The professional veneer had thinned to transparency, revealing the mutual desire that had been building throughout the examination.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice husky with need. "I'm… very alright."

His eyes held hers for a long moment, communication passing between them without words. Then his attention returned to her core, but his touch was different now—no longer clinical but… exploratory. His fingers traced the delicate folds of her outer lips, no longer even pretending to focus on the freckle.

Tatjana's breath caught in her throat. This was madness, she thought, a fantasy come to life in this sterile examination room. She could hardly believe it was actually happening, that she was actually allowing it to happen. Yet she couldn't—wouldn't—stop it. Instead, she found herself reaching down, her hand covering his, guiding his fingers to where she needed them most.

"Here," she breathed, pressing his fingers against her slick, thrumming core. "I think… this needs your attention."

Gabriel's breath hitched audibly, the first real crack in his professional façade. His fingers responded to her guidance, sliding through her wetness with deliberate pressure. When they brushed against the sensitive bundle of nerves at her centre, Tatjana's knees nearly buckled.

"Remarkable sensitivity," Gabriel murmured, his clinical vocabulary at odds with the intimate nature of his touch. "How long have you experienced this level of… responsiveness?"

Tatjana understood the game they were playing, the thin veil of medical examination they were maintaining even as his fingers circled her most sensitive spot with knowing precision.

"It's… recent," she managed, her voice unsteady as pleasure built within her. "Just… today, actually."

A smile curved Gabriel's lips as he looked up at her, his fingers continuing their skilled exploration. "Interesting. And what do you think might have triggered this… condition?"

She met his gaze, emboldened by the desire she saw reflected there. "I think it might be related to my new consultant," she whispered. "His examination techniques are quite… thorough."

Gabriel's eyes darkened further, and his free hand moved to grip her hip, steadying her as his other hand continued its intimate ministrations. "Then I should continue the examination," he said, his voice rough with barely controlled desire. "Just to be thorough, of course."

"Of course," Tatjana echoed, her head falling back as his fingers slipped inside her, curling to find a spot that sent sparks shooting through her body.

His touch was expert, confident in a way that told her he'd done this before—perhaps not with patients, she hoped, but certainly with women who appreciated his skills. That assumption might have bothered her, but in that moment, she was grateful for his experience as he brought her closer to the edge with each deliberate stroke.

"Gabriel," she gasped, her hips moving involuntarily against his hand. She'd never been so bold, so wanton, but something about his touch stripped away her usual reserve, leaving only raw need in its place.

"Yes?" he asked, his voice tight with restraint. "Is something wrong?"

Tatjana looked down at him, at his handsome face so close to her centre, at his eyes dark with desire, and made a decision. She'd come this far—why stop now?

"Nothing's wrong," she said, her fingers tangling in his hair. "But I think your examination needs to be… even more thorough."

She applied gentle pressure to the back of his head, urging him toward her. The sensation of her own boldness struck her as surreal—guiding this older man of authority who now knelt before her, surrendering control to her desires. Gabriel—Dr. Dodek—this accomplished professional who had examined countless patients, was now following her lead, ready to give her pleasure.

The shift in power sent a thrill coursing through her that was almost as intoxicating as his touch. He didn't hesitate or question her guidance. Without removing his fingers from inside her, he closed the distance between them until his lips made contact with her sensitive flesh.

Tatjana gasped at the first touch of his mouth against her. The warmth of his tongue as it made that initial, tentative exploration sent electricity crackling through her nervous system. His fingers curled inside her as his tongue began to explore with more confidence, lapping at her with measured, deliberate strokes that made her knees weaken.

"Oh," she breathed, the single syllable containing volumes of surprise and pleasure.

His fingers moved with new purpose now, thrusting more forcefully as his tongue circled her most sensitive spot. The dual sensations—his fingers filling her while his mouth worked its magic—overwhelmed her senses. His free hand gripped her hip, steadying her as her body began to tremble.

Tatjana's hands found their way into his hair, both of them tangled in the dark strands now, holding him against her as she began to move her hips in rhythm with his ministrations. The sight of him between her thighs, his white coat still pristine while he performed this most intimate act, created a contrast that heightened her arousal to almost unbearable levels.

A moan escaped her lips before she could stop it—not loud, but unmistakable in the quiet examination room. Some distant part of her brain registered that anyone walking past the door might hear, might suspect what was happening behind it, but that thought only intensified the forbidden thrill of their encounter.

Gabriel responded to her vocal pleasure with a moan of his own, the vibration of his voice against her sensitive flesh adding yet another layer to the symphony of sensations he was creating. His tongue flattened against her, then circled, then flicked—as though he were learning her body's responses and adapting to them in real time.

The pressure built inside her with startling speed, tension coiling tighter and tighter at her core. She'd never felt anything like this before—had never known her body was capable of such intense response. Her previous awkward experiences—the furthest she’d ever gone before—faded to pale shadows compared to the technicolour brilliance of Gabriel's skilled attention.

"Gabriel," she whispered, her voice breaking on his name as she felt herself approaching the precipice. "I'm going to—"

The rest of her warning dissolved into a silent gasp as the tension snapped. Her orgasm crashed through her with unexpected force, her entire body seizing with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her legs gave way beneath her, but Gabriel's strong hand moved quickly to support her, gripping her backside as he continued to work her through the waves of ecstasy.

Tatjana trembled against his face, her fingers clutching his hair as aftershocks rippled through her body. He didn't stop, didn't let up, somehow knowing exactly how to prolong her pleasure without overstimulating her sensitive flesh. The skill with which he navigated her body's responses was almost supernatural—as though he could read the signals of her pleasure more clearly than she could herself.

When the final tremors subsided, leaving her limp and gasping, Gabriel slowly withdrew his fingers. The loss of fullness made her whimper softly, but before she could process the sensation, he was rising to his full height, his strong arms encircling her waist to support her still-unsteady legs.

Tatjana looked up into his face, taking in the slight flush of his cheeks, the darkness of his dilated pupils, the slight sheen of her own arousal on his lips. She'd never seen anything so erotic in her life. His eyes held hers with an intensity that made her heart stutter in her chest—desire, yes, but something else too. A connection that transcended the purely physical.

She was still breathing hard, her chest rising and falling rapidly against his, her skin flushed and damp with a fine sheen of sweat. Yet despite the powerful release she'd just experienced, she felt a renewed stirring of desire. This wasn't enough. She wanted more of him, all of him.

And somehow, she knew he understood. His eyes told her as clearly as if he'd spoken the words aloud—this wasn't the end, merely the beginning.

They moved toward each other simultaneously, their lips meeting in a kiss that contained none of the hesitation or pretence that had characterised their earlier interactions. His tongue swept into her mouth, and Tatjana tasted herself on him—tangy, musky, intimate. The knowledge that she was tasting her own pleasure on his lips sent another jolt of arousal through her already sensitised body.

She explored his mouth with newfound confidence, learning the contours of his desire. He kissed forcefully, passionately, his tongue claiming her mouth with the same thoroughness with which it had claimed her lower regions moments before. The kiss was a statement of intent—a preview of what was still to come.

A soft moan escaped her throat, swallowed by his mouth as his hands began to roam her naked body with new purpose. One found its way to her breast, thumb circling her nipple with deliberate pressure that sent aftershocks of pleasure through her oversensitised system.

Tatjana's hands moved to his shoulders, feeling the solid strength beneath the crisp white fabric of his coat. There were too many layers between them, she realized. She wanted to feel his skin against hers, wanted to explore him as thoroughly as he had explored her.

With trembling fingers, she reached for the buttons of his coat, undoing the first one with nervous anticipation. Gabriel broke their kiss just long enough to look down at her hands, then back up to her eyes—a silent question.

"Is this okay?" she whispered, suddenly uncertain. She'd never been so forward before, never taken such initiative. But something about Gabriel made her want to be bolder, made her want to claim her desires without apology.

His answer came in the form of another kiss, deeper and more urgent than before, as his hands moved to help her with the buttons. The white coat fell open, revealing a light blue dress shirt beneath. Tatjana slipped her hands inside the coat, feeling the warmth of his body through the thin fabric of his shirt.

"Your turn," she murmured against his lips, surprising herself with her own daring. "I want to see you."

Gabriel's eyes darkened further at her words, and a smile curved his lips—not the polite, professional smile he'd worn when he first entered the examination room, but something hungrier, something far more primal.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice rough with desire. "Once we cross this line completely…"

Tatjana nodded, her decision made. Whatever consequences might come tomorrow, whatever complications this might create—none of it mattered in this moment. All that mattered was the need burning between them, the connection that had sparked from the first moment their eyes met.

"I'm sure," she said, her voice steadier than she would have expected. "I want this. I want you."

Gabriel's coat dropped to the floor, an illicit pooling of white fabric against the sterile tile. His fingers moved to his shirt buttons, but Tatjana gently pushed his hands away, wanting to unwrap him herself. Each button revealed more of his skin—tanned, taut, lightly dusted with dark hair that narrowed to a tantalizing trail disappearing beneath his waistband.

The clinical setting faded further from Tatjana's awareness as she focused on the man before her. No longer Dr. Dodek, the dermatological consultant, but simply Gabriel—the man who had awakened something in her that she hadn't known existed, who had shown her possibilities she'd never imagined.

As the shirt joined the coat on the floor, Tatjana allowed her hands to explore the newly revealed terrain of his chest and abdomen. He was in excellent shape, his muscles defined without being overly bulky. The kind of body that spoke of regular exercise maintained for health rather than vanity.

"You're beautiful," she whispered, echoing his earlier words to her, her fingers tracing the contours of his chest.

Gabriel's hands settled on her waist, pulling her naked body against his half-clothed one. The contrast—her complete nudity against his partial dress—created another thrill of power imbalance that excited rather than intimidated her.

"I've never done anything like this before," she admitted, her voice soft against his skin as she pressed a tentative kiss to his collarbone.

"Neither have I," he responded, and though Tatjana wasn't sure she believed him—surely, she thought, a man like him must have had many lovers—she appreciated the sentiment. In this moment, though, it did feel like something new for both of them, something unique and precious.

His hands moved lower, cupping her backside and lifting her slightly. Tatjana understood his intent and wrapped her arms around his neck as he carried her the short distance to the examination table. The paper covering crinkled beneath her as he set her down gently on its edge.

Gabriel stepped between her thighs, his hands caressing her legs as he looked down at her with unmistakable hunger. Tatjana reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling slightly with the unfamiliar task of undressing someone else. The metal buckle clinked softly as she worked it free, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet room.

"We don't have to rush," Gabriel murmured, his hands covering hers. "We have time."

But Tatjana shook her head, impatient now that she'd made her decision. "I've waited long enough," she said. "I didn't even know I was waiting until you walked through that door, but now I can't wait anymore."

That smile she was growing to love returned to Gabriel's lips—tender, amused, and aroused all at once. "In that case," he said, his voice a low rumble that she felt as much as heard, "let me help you."

Her hands moved more confidently now as they worked together with his to unfasten his belt completely. The leather slid smoothly through the loops of his trousers as Gabriel helped her pull it free. The intimacy of undressing him—this man who had examined her so thoroughly just moments ago—sent another wave of heat through Tatjana's body.

"May I?" she asked, her fingers hovering at his zipper, suddenly shy despite everything they'd already shared.

Gabriel nodded, his eyes never leaving hers as she slowly lowered the zipper. The sound of metal teeth parting seemed impossibly loud in the quiet examination room. Her knuckles brushed against the hardness beneath the fabric, eliciting from him a sharp intake of breath that sent a thrill of power through her.

She tugged at his trousers, pushing them down his hips until they pooled around his ankles. He stepped out of them, kicking them aside as he removed his shoes and socks with a casualness that belied the intensity of his gaze.

Tatjana's eyes dropped to the prominent bulge straining against his dark boxer briefs. She salivated at the sight and hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers, her heart hammering against her ribs as she slowly pulled them down. As they slid over his hips, his erection sprang free, bobbing slightly with its sudden release.

"Wow," she breathed, the word escaping involuntarily.

He was magnificent—thick and long, the head flushed dark with desire. Perfect. More impressive than she'd imagined, and she'd certainly been imagining since the moment she'd first felt his touch on her skin.

Hesitantly, she reached out, wrapping her fingers around him. The contradiction of textures fascinated her—like velvet stretched over steel. So hard, yet the skin so delicately soft. She stroked experimentally, watching his face for reaction.

Gabriel's eyes darkened, his jaw tightening as he suppressed a groan. The sight of his restraint only made her bolder. She tightened her grip slightly, moving her hand with more purpose.

"Like this?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Yes," he breathed, the single syllable strained with need. "Just like that."

The power she felt in that moment was intoxicating—a perfect contradiction to her earlier vulnerability. There she had been, completely exposed under his clinical gaze, and now here he was, literally in the palm of her hand, responding to her touch with barely contained desire.

She stroked him more confidently now, learning the rhythm that made his breath catch, the pressure that made his hips surge forward involuntarily. A bead of moisture gathered at his tip, and she brushed her thumb over it, spreading the wetness.

Gabriel groaned then, a deep, guttural sound that sent a fresh pulse of heat between her thighs. His control was slipping, and knowing she was the cause filled Tatjana with a heady sense of feminine power.

"I want to taste you," she whispered, surprising herself with her forwardness. "Like you tasted me."

Gabriel's eyes widened slightly, the only indication that her words had caught him off guard. Then that smile returned—the one that made her insides liquefy.

"Lie down," he instructed, his voice gentle but commanding.

Tatjana complied, scooting backward on the examination table until she was fully reclined, the paper crinkling beneath her naked body. She wasn't entirely sure what he had in mind—she'd expected him to sit on the table while she knelt before him—but she trusted him implicitly now.

Gabriel moved to the head of the table, his naked form looming above her. From this angle, his erection jutted out directly above her face, the perspective making it appear even more impressive. Tatjana swallowed hard, a mixture of nervousness and anticipation fluttering in her stomach.

He leaned over her, one hand braced on the table beside her head, the other wrapping around his shaft. Slowly, teasingly, he lowered himself until the tip brushed against her lips.

Tatjana's tongue darted out instinctively, sampling the salty sweetness of him. The taste was unfamiliar but not unpleasant—musky and male, with an underlying sweetness that surprised her.

Gabriel pulled back slightly, a playful glint in his eyes as he watched her tongue chase him. Then he returned, tapping his erection lightly against her extended tongue, once, twice, three times—the playful gesture somehow more erotic than if he'd simply thrust into her mouth.

Tatjana moaned softly, her lips parting wider in invitation. This time, when Gabriel guided himself toward her, she captured him between her lips, taking him into the wet heat of her mouth.

The groan that escaped him was deeply satisfying, sending a thrill of accomplishment through her. She had never done this before either, but instinct guided her as she hollowed her cheeks, creating suction as she took him deeper.

"God, Tatjana," Gabriel breathed, his free hand moving to caress her hair. "That's… perfect."

Encouraged, she experimented with different techniques—swirling her tongue around his head, tracing the sensitive ridge on the underside, taking him as deep as she comfortably could before retreating. Each variation elicited different responses from him, and she quickly learned what he preferred.

His hand tightened in her hair, not painfully but enough to guide her, to set a rhythm that pleased him. Tatjana surrendered to his direction, letting him control the pace while she focused on the sensation of him filling her mouth, the taste of him on her tongue.

There was something profoundly intimate about this act—more so, even, than what had come before. To take him inside her like this, to give him pleasure with such deliberate focus, to give herself over to him so completely.

"Look at me," Gabriel whispered, his voice strained with need.

Tatjana's eyes fluttered open, meeting his gaze as she continued to pleasure him with her mouth. The intensity she saw there—lust, but also something deeper, more complex—made her heart skip a beat.

"So beautiful," he murmured, his thumb brushing the corner of her mouth where it stretched around him. "So perfect."

The praise warmed her from the inside out, spurring her to redouble her efforts. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat as much as she could, wanting to please him as thoroughly as he had pleased her.

Gabriel's breathing grew more ragged, his hips moving with more urgency. "Tatjana," he warned, his voice tight. "If you keep that up, I'm going to—"

She hummed in response, the vibration making him groan again. She had no intention of stopping—wanted, in fact, to bring him to the same heights of pleasure he had shown her.

But Gabriel had other ideas. With visible effort, he withdrew from her mouth, his erection glistening with moisture as he stepped back from the table, a trail of her saliva connecting them for a moment before snapping and dropping to the examination table.

"Not yet," he said, his chest rising and falling rapidly. "Not like that."

Tatjana propped herself up on her elbows, confusion and a touch of disappointment clouding her features. "Did I do something wrong?"

Gabriel shook his head, that tender smile returning. "God, no. You were perfect. Too perfect." He moved to the side of the table, helping her to sit up fully. "But I want our first time together to be… complete."

The implication of his words sent a fresh surge of anticipation through her body. First time together. Not just this encounter, but the promise of more to come.

"I want to be inside you," he clarified, his hands cupping her face with such tenderness that it made her heart ache. "Really inside you. If that's what you want too."

Tatjana nodded, unable to find words for the depth of her desire. This man, who had been a stranger mere hours ago, now felt essential to her in a way she couldn't articulate. The connection between them defied rational explanation—it simply was, as undeniable as gravity.

"Yes," she whispered finally, her voice steady despite the trembling in her limbs. "I want that too."

Gabriel's thumbs brushed her cheekbones, his eyes searching hers for any hint of hesitation or doubt. Finding none, he leaned in to kiss her—not with the urgent passion of before, but with a gentleness that spoke of something beyond mere physical desire.

"Tell me if anything doesn't feel right," he murmured against her lips. "We can stop at any time."

The consideration in his words touched her deeply. Even now, with his need evident in every tense line of his body, he was putting her comfort first.

"I trust you," she said simply, and she meant it with every fibre of her being.

Gabriel's eyes darkened at her words, as though they affected him even more profoundly than her physical touch had. He stepped between her thighs again, his hands sliding up her legs to her waist.

"Lie back," he instructed softly.

Tatjana complied, settling back against the paper-covered examination table once more, her legs dangling off the end this time. The clinical setting had long since faded from her awareness—there was only Gabriel now, his touch, his scent, the intensity of his gaze as he positioned his saliva-slicked erection at her entrance.

He paused, a sudden thought crossing his features. "Protection," he said, his voice tight with restraint. "I should have—"

"I'm on birth control," Tatjana assured him quickly, not wanting anything to interrupt this moment. "And I've never actually… I mean, I'm…" She blushed, unable to find a way to express her inexperience that didn't sound childish.

Understanding dawned in Gabriel's eyes. "I'm clean," he promised. "Regular testing is mandatory for hospital staff."

That settled, he returned his attention to the joining of their bodies. One hand guided his erection to her entrance, teasing her with gentle pressure that made her arch toward him impatiently.

"Please," she whispered, no longer caring how needy she sounded. "I want to feel you."

Gabriel needed no further encouragement. With a slow, controlled movement, he began to enter her, stretching her gradually to accommodate his size. The sensation was intense—a fullness that bordered on discomfort but never quite crossed that line.

Tatjana gasped, her fingers clutching at his arms as her body adjusted to the intrusion. Gabriel froze immediately, concern etching his features.

"Are you alright?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding still.

"Yes," she breathed, relaxing her grip on his arms. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Reassured, he continued his careful advance, watching her face intently for any sign of distress. When he was fully seated within her, he paused again, allowing her body time to accommodate him completely.

The feeling was indescribable—a connection so intimate, so complete, that it brought unexpected tears to Tatjana's eyes. This wasn't just sex, she realised. This was something far more profound for her.

"You feel incredible," Gabriel murmured, his voice reverent. "So perfect around me."

His words sent a flutter of pleasure through her core, her inner muscles clenching involuntarily around him, eliciting a groan of pleasure.

Tatjana stared up at him, transfixed by the sight of him standing powerful and confident between her spread legs. And then he began to move within her, each thrust slow and deliberate, as if he were savouring every sensation. His eyes never left hers, that intense gaze holding her captive as he established a gentle rhythm that made her breath catch with each forward motion.

She watched, mesmerised, as he brought his thumb to his mouth and licked it, the gesture so unexpectedly erotic that she felt a fresh pulse of heat between her thighs. When he lowered that dampened digit between their bodies to find her aching clit, she gasped at the jolt of pleasure that shot through her.

Her breath hitched, the simple intake of air conveying volumes of surprise and delight.

The dual sensations—his thick length filling her while his thumb circled her most sensitive spot—overwhelmed her senses. She let her head fall back against the examination table, her eyes finding the speckled ceiling tiles above as she surrendered to pure sensation, the stretch of him inside her, the slick pressure of his thumb, the heat building low in her abdomen.

Her hands moved of their own accord, drifting up to cup her breasts. They felt different somehow in this context—heavier, more sensitive. She squeezed gently, her fingers finding her nipples, rolling the hardened peaks between thumb and forefinger. The added stimulation sent currents of pleasure radiating outward to meet the waves already building from her core.

This is bliss, she thought hazily. This is exactly right.

A moan escaped her lips, louder than before, echoing slightly in the small room. Some distant part of her mind still registered that anyone passing by might hear, but the thought seemed inconsequential now, lost in the fog of mounting pleasure.

"That's it," Gabriel murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. "What a beautiful sound. Don't hold back."

His words emboldened her, releasing something primal that had been caged within her for too long. Her next moan came freely, unrestrained, a pure expression of the pleasure he was giving her.

"Can you take it harder?" he asked, his thumb never ceasing its maddening circles as he maintained his measured pace. "Tell me what you want, Tatjana."

The sound of her name on his lips sent another shiver through her. "Yes," she breathed, surprised by her certainty. "Harder. Please."

Gabriel's hands moved to grip her hips firmly, his fingers pressing into her flesh with a delicious pressure that bordered on pain. The tempo of his thrusts changed abruptly—no longer careful and measured but powerful, almost possessive. Each forward motion drove him deeper, hitting places inside her that she hadn't known existed.

It was unlike anything she'd ever felt before—this perfect storm of pleasure and pressure and fullness. Her body responded instinctively, rising to meet his thrusts, her inner muscles clenching around him as if trying to draw him even deeper.

The tension built rapidly within her, coiling tighter and tighter until she felt she might shatter. Her hands clutched desperately at her breasts now, no longer caressing but gripping, anchoring herself against the overwhelming sensations threatening to sweep her away.

When the climax hit, it was even more powerful than the first—a supernova of pleasure that exploded outward from her core to the furthest reaches of her body. Her back arched sharply off the table, the paper covering sticking to her sweat-slicked skin as she cried out his name.

Gabriel slowed his pace immediately, matching his thrusts to the rhythm of her spasming muscles, drawing out her pleasure with exquisite precision. His hands gentled on her hips, caressing rather than gripping as he guided her through the aftershocks that rippled through her body.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with desire as he watched her come undone beneath him. "So beautiful."

When the final tremors subsided, leaving her limp and gasping, Gabriel slowly withdrew from her body. The loss of fullness made her whimper softly, suddenly feeling empty and bereft.

"Stand up for me," he said, his voice gentle but carrying an undercurrent of command that made her shiver anew. "Turn around."

Tatjana struggled to comply, her legs trembling beneath her as she slid off the examination table. Her entire body felt simultaneously heavy and weightless, spent from the intensity of her climax yet somehow still humming with residual pleasure.

Gabriel steadied her with a hand on her waist as she turned to face the table. "Bend over," he instructed, his palm sliding up her spine to rest between her shoulder blades, applying gentle pressure.

She complied without hesitation, folding her upper body over the examination table. The paper covering felt cool against her overheated skin, crinkling softly as she settled into position. She was limp, utterly spent from the pleasure he'd already given her, yet still so willing—eager, even—to receive whatever he wanted to give her next.

His hands caressed her back, tracing the curve of her spine before settling on her hips once more. She felt him position himself behind her, the blunt head of his erection pressing against her again. Despite her exhaustion, her body responded instantly, a fresh surge of wetness preparing her for him.

"Is this okay?" Gabriel asked, his voice tight with restraint.

Tatjana nodded, then realised he might not see the gesture from his position. "Yes," she whispered, her voice hoarse from her cries of pleasure. "Please, Gabriel. I want to feel you again."

He entered her in one smooth thrust, filling her completely from this new angle. The sensation drew a gasp from her lips—he seemed to reach even deeper this way, touching places inside her that sent fresh sparks of pleasure through her over-sensitised body.

His hands gripped her hips firmly as he established a rhythm—slower than before but no less intense. Each forward motion pressed her against the examination table, the edge digging slightly into her thighs in a way that somehow enhanced rather than detracted from the pleasure building once more.

"You feel incredible," Gabriel murmured, one hand leaving her hip to stroke up her spine. "So perfect. So responsive."

His words washed over her as much as his physical caress did, warming her from the inside out. No one had ever spoken to her like this before—with such appreciation, such genuine admiration. It made her feel beautiful, desirable in a way she'd never experienced.

Gabriel's thrusts grew more forceful, his breathing becoming ragged as his control began to slip. Tatjana felt a surge of feminine pride knowing she was the cause of his mounting pleasure, that her body was giving him the same ecstasy he'd given her.

"Tatjana," he groaned, the sound of her name like a prayer on his lips. "I'm close."

She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with newfound energy despite her exhaustion. "Yes," she encouraged, wanting—needing—to feel him come undone as thoroughly as she had. "Don't hold back. I want to feel you."

His rhythm faltered, his hands tightening on her hips as he drove into her with increasing urgency. Then he stilled suddenly, buried deep inside her, a guttural moan escaping his throat as she felt the hot pulse of his release.

The sensation triggered something unexpected—a third climax, gentler than the previous two but no less sweet. She shuddered around him, her body seeming to milk him of every last drop of his pleasure.

They remained joined for several heartbeats, both breathing heavily in the aftermath of shared ecstasy. Finally, Gabriel withdrew, his hands caressing her back in soothing circles as he helped her stand upright once more.

When she turned to face him, the tenderness in his expression made her heart skip. This wasn't just sex, she realised. Something profound had happened between them in this unlikely setting—something neither of them had anticipated but both had embraced completely.

Gabriel tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, his touch gentle against her flushed cheek. "Are you okay?" he asked, genuine concern in his voice.

Tatjana nodded, a smile curving her lips despite her exhaustion. "More than okay," she assured him. "That was…" Words failed her, inadequate to describe the experience they'd shared.

"I know," Gabriel said simply, understanding in his eyes. He leaned forward, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead—the gesture somehow more intimate than all that had come before. Almost reluctantly, he added, "We should get cleaned up."

Reality began to seep back into Tatjana's awareness—the examination room, the hospital beyond its walls, the fact that she'd just had the most profound sexual experience of her life with a doctor she'd met only an hour ago. Yet strangely, she felt no regret, no shame. Only a warm contentment and a quiet certainty that this was just the beginning.

Gabriel retrieved a box of tissues from a nearby cabinet, cleaning himself before gently doing the same for her. The tenderness of the gesture brought unexpected tears to her eyes, which she blinked away before he could notice.

"What happens now?" she asked softly as they began to dress, the question encompassing far more than just the immediate future.

Gabriel paused in buttoning his shirt, his eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. "That depends on what you want to happen," he said carefully. "But I'd very much like to see you again—outside of this examination room."

The words sent a flutter of hope through her chest. "I'd like that too," she admitted, her cheeks warming with a blush that seemed absurd after everything they'd just shared.

He smiled then, that warm, genuine smile that had captivated her from the beginning. "Good," he said simply, reaching for his discarded coat. "Because I think we have a lot more… examining to do."

The contrived double entendre made her laugh because of its unashamedness rather than in spite of it—a bright, clear sound that seemed to please him immensely.

As they finished dressing, exchanging shy smiles and lingering touches, Tatjana marvelled at how dramatically her life seemed to have changed in the space of a single appointment. She'd come here nervous and uncertain, dreading an examination that she’d feared would be invasive and embarrassing. Instead, she'd found connection, pleasure, and a new understanding of herself she hadn't even known she was missing.

Whatever came next—and for all her hopes of something wonderful, she struggled in this immediate aftermath to form a solid image of what that something might look like—she did know one thing for sure…

Tatjana would never look at a doctor's appointment quite the same way again.
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