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Jonathan comes back for his scheduled check-up. 

Something is off as the test results appear to be tainted, with frequent spikes which are unaccounted for. Felicity is determined to find out why, and puts herself in the way of the test methodology. 

After all, Felicity is a very dedicated nurse.

-
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The exam room was warm with the summer heat. It was a lazy day, rare for a busy clinic such as Hopetoun. Nurse Felicity tidied her tray, her fingers lingering on the desk as her mind drifted. She had just gotten a new haircut, and it felt a bit unnatural. But then again, shorter hair is popular right now...

A glance at her tablet snapped her back to the present: Jonathan Densen was due for his heart monitor checkup in ten minutes. Felicity’s lips formed a faint smile as she opened his file. Jonathan had been fitted with a heart rate monitor a week ago to track irregularities noted during a stress test. These results have been uploading all this time.

The results loaded on the screen, and her brow furrowed as she studied the graph. There were a number of sharp, frequent spikes in his heart rate, some reaching 140 bpm, far more than expected for routine activities. 

She swiped to his activity diary, her frown deepening as she read the sparse, vague entries: “exercise,” “work stress,” “late night.” The lack of detail was glaring, and a spark of professional curiosity mixed with concern flickered in her chest.

Felicity adjusted her uniform and prepared the exam room, the memory of their initial meeting stirring pleasant memories. Perhaps today’s session would be different. More clinical maybe, given the spikes. But still, the thought of another intimate exam sent a fresh wave of warmth through her.

Jonathan entered, his lanky frame filling the doorway, his sandy hair slightly messy and his brown eyes darting nervously around the room. He wore a fitted t-shirt and jeans, the heart monitor’s small sensor visible just beneath the fabric. 

He offered a shy smile, his cheeks already tinged with a faint flush as he came back to the scene of his previous examination. 

“Hi, Nurse Felicity,” he said, his voice soft but strained. 

“Guess it’s time to check this thing, huh?”

Felicity nodded, her smile warm but professional, though her eyes held a knowing glint. 

“Hi, Jonathan. Good to see you again. Let’s get you hooked up and see what’s going on with that heart rate. Change into the gown, and we’ll go over your results.” 

She gestured to the privacy curtain, her tone calm but firm, designed to put him at ease despite the undercurrent of arousal already simmering within her.

As Jonathan changed, Felicity reviewed the monitor data again, her fingers tapping the tablet. The spikes were too frequent, too intense for the vague entries in his diary. She’d need to get to the bottom of it, and her curiosity was piqued. 

Jonathan emerged and sat on the exam table. Felicity stepped closer, her presence commanding but soothing. 

“Alright, let’s start with the data,” she said, holding up the tablet. 

“I’m seeing a lot of heart rate spikes here... some hitting 140 bpm. It’s umm... High. But your diary’s a bit... light on details. Care to fill me in?”

Jonathan’s flush deepened, his eyes dropping to look at the ground. 

“Uh, yeah, I... I’ve been busy,” he mumbled, his voice tight. “Just, you know, work and stuff. Running, sometimes. By the way, I like your new hair style.”

Felicity raised an eyebrow. She liked his comment but she needed to be strict.

“Jonathan, don’t try to sweet talk me. These spikes are significant. They’re not just from running or work stress. I need you to be honest with me so we can figure out what’s going on. What’s been happening when these spikes occur?” 

She leaned forward slightly, her eyes locking onto his, her voice steady but with a hint of insistence that made his shoulders tense. His reaction told her what she needed to know already.

He shifted uncomfortably. 

“I, uh... it’s kind of embarrassing,” he confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. 

“It happens when... you know, when I’m... with myself.” 

His cheeks burned red, and he looked away, rubbing the back of his neck. 

“It’s quick, though. Like, too quick. I don’t know why it’s spiking so much.”

Felicity’s smile softened, her professional demeanor unshaken, but a spark of intrigue flickered in her chest. Normal masturbation should not be presenting with such sudden spikes, but now it made sense. Premature ejaculation could explain the spikes, however, the intensity suggested something more. Perhaps a sensitivity she could test? 

“That’s helpful to know, Jonathan,” she said, her voice calm and reassuring. 

“It’s not uncommon, and it’s something we can monitor closely. Let’s hook you up to the live monitor and see what’s happening in real time. I’m going to test your responses to understand these spikes better.”

She attached the monitor leads to his chest, her fingers brushing his skin briefly as she adjusted the sensors. The contact sent a faint shiver through her, but she kept her movements precise, professional. 

The monitor beeped to life, displaying a steady baseline of 80 bpm. 

“Alright,” she said, stepping back and pulling on a pair of gloves with a soft snap. 

“I’m going to stimulate you to see how your heart rate responds. We’ll keep it controlled to avoid those quick peaks. Just relax and let me know how it feels, okay?”

Jonathan nodded, his eyes wide, his flush deepening as he lay back on the table, memory of his previous stimulation already making him grow in anticipation. 

Felicity’s mind raced, her arousal simmering already beneath her clinical facade. She reached for a tube of lubricant from her desk, warming a small amount between her fingers, and lifted the edge of his gown. 

His erection was already evident, straining against the fabric, and she noted it with a quiet satisfaction, her body responding down below. 

“This is all about getting accurate data. Just breathe for me” she said, her voice low and soothing. She gave no hint of her own growing desire.

Her gloved hand wrapped around his length with the familiarity of experience, her touch gentle but firm, the lubricant making her grip slick and smooth. Jonathan gasped, his body tensing as the monitor’s beeps quickened slightly, climbing to 90 bpm. 

Felicity’s fingers moved with deliberate care, stroking slowly from base to tip, her touch light enough to tease but firm enough to keep him engaged. She watched the monitor, noting the steady rise in his heart rate. 

95, 100, 105... she varied her rhythm, alternating between long, slow strokes and then with shorter, teasing ones that focused on the sensitive head.

The feeling of Jonathan’s hardness in her hand sent a thrill through her, her thighs pressing tight together beneath her coat. She kept her focus on the monitor, though, her strokes measured to keep his heart rate high but below the 140 bpm peak. 

“You’re doing great,” she murmured, her voice a calming anchor. 

“Just relax into it. Let me know if it gets too much.”

Jonathan’s breath came in uneven gasps, his hips twitching slightly as Felicity’s hand worked him with seasoned expertise. The sensation was intense, a sharp, pulsing jerk that built him up swiftly, but Felicity’s slow, deliberate pace kept him from tipping over the edge too quickly. 

Her fingers glided along his length, teasing the sensitive ridge with a gentle twist of her wrist, then sliding back down with a firmer grip. The monitor showed 110 bpm, then 115, as his moans grew louder, soft and desperate.

Felicity’s eyes flicked between the monitor and his flushed face, her smile subtle but satisfied. She could feel her own arousal building, a low heat that made her pulse quicken, but she channeled it into her technique, her strokes becoming more varied. 

She paused at the tip, her thumb and fingers stroking the sensitive head with a feather-light touch, drawing a shuddering moan from Jonathan as his heart rate hit 120 bpm. 

“Good,” she said, her voice low and encouraging. “We’re getting nice, steady data. Just keep breathing.”

She intensified her touch slightly, her hand moving faster but still controlled, keeping his heart rate hovering between 120 and 130 bpm. Her fingers tightened around the base, then slid up with a slow, twisting motion that made Jonathan’s hips buck, the table moving in protest. 

His moans were raw now, his body trembling as he fought to stay still, the pleasure building but not peaking. Felicity’s other hand rested lightly on his thigh, holding him with a mix of clinical purpose and undeniable sensuality.

“Your body is responsive at least,” she murmured distractedly, her eyes locked on the monitor as it hit 125 bpm. 

“Let’s see how long we can keep this steady.” She varied her technique, slowing her strokes to long, languid glides, then quickening to short, firm pumps that teased the tip. Each change drew a new sound from Jonathan, his moans shifting from soft gasps to deeper, more desperate cries. The sensation was overwhelming, a pulsing heat that made his head spin, his body caught in a delicious limbo just shy of release.

Felicity’s own arousal was undeniable now, her body hot with her arousal as she worked. She knew she couldn’t hold herself back too much longer. It was with great effort that she kept it under control.

She leaned closer, her breath warm against Jonathan’s skin as she whispered, “You’re doing perfectly. Just let it build.” 

Her hand moved with relentless care, stroking and teasing, keeping his heart rate high but never letting it spike past 135 bpm. The monitor beeped steadily, a testament to her skill, and Jonathan’s moans filled the room, each sound sending a fresh wave of heat through her.

After several minutes of edging, Felicity slowed her touch, her fingers gliding gently along his length as she brought him back down. The monitor showed 110 bpm, then 100, as his breathing steadied, his body still trembling but no longer on the brink. 

“Excellent,” she said, her voice bright, only the slightest hint of her own arousal showing. 

“We got some great data there, Jonathan. You held steady beautifully.”

She
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