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Helen’s well-tailored white coat, admittedly a bit creased after the intensity of the day, gracefully followed the mature curves of the doctor. At seventy-four, she exuded an authoritative calm with her posture as upright as a birch tree defying time, and her sharp, azure gaze framed by long lashes and a halo of expression lines that told the story of a life fully lived. That magnetism, brimming with an energy that age had not tamed, settled on Nick, thirty-two, the last appointment of the day, now sitting across from her desk with an uncertain expression.

He was there for a nagging intercostal pain, a recurring ache that had finally pushed him to book the visit after weeks of grueling shifts at the construction site, made even tougher by that dull, near-constant physical discomfort. But under the doctor’s gaze, a sudden flush crept up his neck, a tingling that had nothing to do with the reason for his visit. He lowered his eyes, gripping the armrests of the chair with suddenly clammy hands as his heartbeat quickened, all while trying to appear composed and ignore the unexpected turmoil stirring within him.

The office was a mosaic of contrasts: the sharp scent of disinfectant mingled with the sweet note of Provençal lavender, a fragrance that seemed to emanate from Helen herself, overlaying the hypnotic ticking of the large white clock hanging behind him above the door. Behind the doctor, a massive bookshelf spanned the entire wall, laden with leather-bound medical tomes, their gold-lettered spines looming like authoritative guardians of knowledge. But on the desk, a crystal vase holding fresh, fully bloomed roses in a velvety deep red stood out like a touch of passion amidst the clinical rigor. Nick found himself staring at them, their presence in that space a distraction pulling him away from the purpose of his visit.

“So, Mr. Morrison,” Helen said. Her voice was harmonious and measured, with a unique timbre that seemed to vibrate in the air like the pure tone of a tuning fork. A faint smile brushed her lips, professional but with a spark in her eyes that made Nick’s heart skip a beat. “Tell me about this pain.” The words were a simple invitation, yet to him, they carried an ambiguous undertone that stole his breath for a moment.

“It’s here, a nagging ache in my side that’s starting to worry me,” he replied, striving for a neutral tone as he pointed to the area below his ribs. “Especially when I move or breathe deeply.” He could feel Helen’s aquamarine gaze on him, an attention that carried a tangible weight against his skin. She nodded, her eyes catching the broad shoulders straining the fabric of his work shirt, and surely she didn’t miss the hint of muscles beneath the material. “Show me exactly where,” she said, her tone firm but laced with a hint of curiosity.

Nick raised his arm, revealing a toned side sculpted by daily physical labor, and his breath hitched for a moment. His blood pulsed harder; his body seemed to be staging a full-on rebellion against the calm he was trying to project. Helen, her coat swaying elegantly over her soft hips, stood and moved toward the examination table. The fabric tightened slightly, accentuating her full chest, a movement that caught Nick’s eye despite himself. It had been a long time since he’d found himself in such an... unmanageable situation, and he wasn’t sure whether to be surprised or embarrassed. Inside, a heavy, vibrant silence took hold, like the still air before a storm.

“Lie down, Mr. Morrison,” Helen said, gesturing to the table with a neutral motion. “I’d like to check the mobility of the area.” Her tone remained professional, but a deeper, almost husky note crept into her voice. Nick complied, his fingers hesitating briefly on the buttons of his checkered flannel shirt before revealing his muscular chest. The paper covering the table crinkled under him, cold against his back, a contrast that made him shiver as he lay down.

Helen approached, her heels producing a discreet rhythm, muffled by the linoleum covering the platform in the corner of the office where the table stood. “Does it hurt when I press here?” she asked, her cool fingers lightly touching his side. Nick shook his head, his breath shallow. “And here?” she pressed, moving higher, near his ribs. The touch was professional, yet each contact seemed to leave a trail of surprise on his skin, an echo that disoriented him. “No,” he murmured, staring at the ceiling to avoid betraying himself.

Then, almost without warning, Helen’s gaze grew more intense. Her fingers slid to his chest, pausing just above his heart, a spot unrelated to his complaint. “Don’t be alarmed,” she said in a low, confiding tone as she leaned slightly closer. “Certain reactions are... understandable.” Her body tilted forward, the softness of her chest brushing against his bare arm, an unexpected contact that made him tense. The lavender scent enveloped him, stronger now, mingling with the pounding of his heart.

“Tell me if you feel anything here,” she murmured, her hands exploring with slow, deliberate touches, as if mapping not just his body but his vulnerability. Nick stopped breathing for a moment as an inexplicable desire surged within him like a tide, sudden and almost painful. “I think your pain might just be an excuse, Mr. Morrison,” Helen said at last, her eyes glinting as she leaned over him, her face inches from his. “But don’t worry. I believe I have just the right cure for you.” Her warm breath grazed his lips, and time crystallized in that moment, a prelude heavy with promises that went far beyond 
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When Nick slipped off his shirt, his fingers fumbling clumsily with the buttons, he felt gripped by an indescribable sensation, a restlessness he couldn’t quite pinpoint but that suddenly began to simmer within him. As the fabric slid off his skin with a soft whisper, he felt abruptly exposed, not just to the chill of the doctor’s office but to something deeper. A vulnerability that dragged him back to his teenage years, when he felt the weight of his father’s stern gaze. Now, under Helen’s eyes, that old unease mingled with a warmth he couldn’t explain. He draped the shirt over the chair, his hands trembling as they moved to his belt. The metallic clink of the buckle shattered the silence, a sharp, oddly intimate sound that echoed off the sterile white walls, reverberating through the austere volumes of clinical science. And then, his mind flashed to the crystal vase and its opulent, haughty, mature, and sensual red roses.

In a way that transcended the visible, their gazes locked for a fleeting moment. In Helen’s blue eyes, Nick saw a spark of intense, almost predatory curiosity that made him feel naked far beyond his skin. Why couldn’t he look away? Was it just her magnetism, or was there something about her that both frightened and drew him in? He swallowed hard, trying to pull himself together, but the weight of her stare paralyzed him.

Helen moved, the click of her heels now tapping against the floor like a hypnotic metronome, her white coat swaying over her hips, hinting at her enviable figure. She was strikingly attractive under the soft light filtering through the window, standing in a beam that cut through the office’s dimness. She paused, leaning against the edge of the desk with her arms crossed under her chest—a gesture that accentuated the curve of her breasts and her slender waist. “Undress, Mr. Morrison,” she said, her voice firm but laced with a softness that hit him like a caress. Her gaze slid over Nick’s bare torso, lingering a moment too long before returning to his face.

Nick fumbled with the zipper of his pants, the sound feeling louder than it should, echoing too sharply in the silence. Every inch of fabric that fell was a friction against his skin, taut with excitement. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from her, searching for a sign, a confirmation of the tension gripping his chest. Helen watched him, motionless, her lips slightly parted, a faint flush coloring her sculpted cheekbones, a trait inherited from her Russian grandmother. And when his pants dropped to his feet, revealing the unmistakable bulge beneath his briefs, the air grew heavy, almost tangible.

“Good, Mr. Morrison,” Helen said, her tone professional but with a huskiness that made him flinch. “Based on your description, it could be a strain. Tell me, do you feel pain when you bend to the side?” Nick gave a slight nod, his throat now bone-dry. “A little,” he replied, his voice unsteady as he lay on the exam table, half-hidden by a screen decorated with stylized red roses—a motif that echoed the vase on her desk, a detail that felt like a wry twist of fate.

The rustle of Helen’s coat drew closer, and her scent - lavender now mingled with a warmer note, perhaps sandalwood - enveloped him as she stopped beside him. “Show me,” she murmured, her fingers tracing light lines across his chest. “Here, when I press?” she asked, pressing gently below his ribs. Nick shook his head, his eyes glued to her lips, wondering what they’d feel like against his. “No,” he managed, his voice strained as his arousal pressed against the fabric of his briefs, a betrayal he couldn’t hide.

Helen nodded slowly, her clear eyes drifting to the obvious bulge. “Any other symptoms?” she asked, a faint smile curling her lips. “Perhaps a racing pulse or... unexpected tension?” Nick felt the blood rush to his face, his heart pounding in his ears. “Maybe,” he admitted hesitantly, unable to lie under that gaze that seemed to strip him bare.

The silence was broken only by his short, ragged breaths. Helen leaned in slightly, her scent growing stronger. “Relax,” she whispered, her fingers brushing the waistband of his briefs with a featherlight touch that sent electric jolts through him. “Or better yet... don’t.” A shiver ran through him from head to toe
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