
  
    [image: Doctor’s Desire]
  


  
    
      doctor’s desire

      
        PASSION & POWER

      

    

    
      
        MJ PEARL

      

    

    
      FORBIDDEN LIT

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Forbidden Lit

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Elena

      

      
        2. John

      

      
        3. Elena

      

      
        4. John

      

      
        5. Elena

      

      
        6. John

      

      
        7. Elena

      

      
        8. John & Elena

      

      
        9. One Year Later

      

    

    
      
        Also by MJ Pearl

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            elena

          

        

      

    

    
      I've been putting off this appointment for nearly four years.

      The waiting room smells like antiseptic and vanilla air freshener, and I'm bouncing my knee so hard the woman across from me keeps glancing over. I force myself to stop. I'm twenty-six years old. A simple physical shouldn't make me this nervous.

      But I hate doctors' offices. I hate the vulnerability of it all—the paper gowns, the cold exam tables, the way they ask invasive questions like they're discussing the weather. Given my family history, I’m not a fan.

      The last time I was at the doctor was in college when I had strep throat. Now my insurance company needs a physical on file, and my photography business can't move forward without it. And I need my business to work. I drained my savings to move here to this small town, to rent the tiny studio space, to buy the equipment I needed. My first gallery showing is in six weeks. Everything I've worked for, everything I've risked, depends on making this fresh start work.

      And now in this place where I know exactly three people, I’m about to let a stranger poke and prod me.

      "Elena Castellano?"

      I look up. The nurse is smiling at me, clipboard in hand.

      This is fine. I can do this. It's just a formality.

      I follow her down the hallway, past cheerful watercolor paintings of the ocean. She takes my weight—I look away from the number—and my blood pressure, making small talk about how I'm settling in. Then she leads me to an exam room.

      "Dr. Reid will be in shortly. You can leave your clothes on for now—he'll let you know what he needs for the exam."

      The door clicks shut behind her, and I'm alone with my racing heart and the anatomical posters on the wall. I pull out my phone, scroll mindlessly, put it away. Pull it out again.

      There's a knock.

      "Come in," I say, my voice embarrassingly small.

      The door opens, and I have to work very hard to keep my expression neutral.

      I'd been expecting someone grandfatherly, like my last doctor—the kindly old man who treated me through childhood. Dr. Reid is decidedly not grandfatherly.

      He's tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair that's going silver at the temples. He has strong, serious features and striking hazel eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. He's wearing a white coat over a blue button-down, sleeves rolled to his forearms, and there's a watch on his wrist that looks expensive but well-worn.

      There are lines at the corners of his eyes, a maturity to his face that suggests experience, wisdom. He looks like the kind of man who knows exactly what he's doing.

      “Elena,” he says, glancing at the tablet in his hand before meeting my eyes. His voice is deep, warm. "I'm Dr. Reid. It's nice to meet you."

      He says it like Ellen-uh. “Elena,” I say, correcting him. It’s more like Elaine-uh.

      “Elena.” He smiles, like he’s enjoying the sound of it. “I hear you're new to town?"

      "About a month ago." I'm trying not to stare at him. "I'm a photographer. Freelance."

      "That must be interesting work." He pulls a stool over and sits, and I'm grateful he's not looming over me. "So this is just a routine physical for your insurance?"

      "Yes. I haven't had one in a while."

      "How long is a while?"

      I grimace. “Four years?"

      His eyebrows rise slightly. "Well, let's make sure everything's in good shape, then." He taps something on his tablet. "Any current health concerns? Anything bothering you?"

      "No, I feel fine."

      "Family history of any conditions? Heart disease, diabetes, cancer?"

      My stomach tightens. I knew this question was coming. "My grandmother had a heart condition. She died from it."

      He makes a note, his expression serious. "How old was she?"

      "Fifty-two."

      "And your parents? Any similar issues?"

      I swallow hard. "My mom died when she was thirty-one. Same thing—heart problems. I don't... I don't really know all the details." Unfortunately, there’s no one left from her side and my dad pretty much refuses to talk about it, or that the same thing could happen to me.

      Dr. Reid’s eyes soften with something that looks like genuine sympathy. "I'm sorry. That must have been difficult."

      "It was a long time ago." I hate how my voice sounds—small, young. I clear my throat. "I was seven."

      He nods slowly, making more notes on his tablet. "We're definitely going to want to monitor your heart health closely.” He looks up at me. "Any medications? Allergies?"

      We go through the rest of the questions—my answers are mostly negative, thankfully.

      “Good,” he says, “good.”

      “Other than the looming threat to the main organ I need to live, I’m just fine.”

      He laughs a little and sets the tablet aside.

      "Alright, I'm going to do a basic exam. I'll listen to your heart and lungs, check your lymph nodes, that sort of thing. Let me know if anything feels uncomfortable."

      One thing that’s getting uncomfortable is how he looks like my dream man, smells like the sea, and has a voice that would melt the polar ice cap.

      He stands and retrieves a stethoscope from the counter, warming the metal disc between his palms. It's such a small gesture, thoughtful, and I find myself noticing his hands. They're large, capable-looking, with long fingers.

      "Deep breath in," he says, and places the stethoscope against my back.

      Even through my thin sweater, I can feel the warmth of his hand steadying the instrument. I breathe in, trying to focus on anything other than how close he's standing.

      "And out. Good. Again."

      We repeat this several times, and I'm hyper-aware of every point of contact—his knuckles accidentally brushing my shoulder blade, the way he gently moves my hair aside.

      "You can face me now."

      I turn, and he's right there, professional and focused. He places the stethoscope just above my collarbone, and I hold my breath without meaning to.

      "Breathe normally," he says softly, and there's something about his voice—calm, assured—that makes me want to obey.

      He moves the stethoscope to different positions on my chest, his eyes focused somewhere in the middle distance as he listens. I study his face, the concentration there, the small furrow between his brows.

      Then the furrow deepens.

      He moves the stethoscope again, listening for longer this time. Then again.

      "Is something wrong?" I ask, and I hate how nervous I sound.

      "Shh, one moment." His free hand comes up, fingers resting lightly against my shoulder, and I feel the touch like electricity through my entire body.

      He's completely professional. Completely focused on what he's hearing.

      But I can't stop noticing him.

      After what feels like forever, he straightens and removes the stethoscope. His expression is carefully neutral, but there's concern in his eyes.

      "Elena, I'm hearing an irregular heartbeat. Given your family history, I want to be thorough. I'd like you to come back for some additional tests."

      The room tilts slightly. "Additional tests?"

      "An EKG and a stress test. They're non-invasive, nothing to worry about. But with your mother and grandmother both having heart conditions, I want to make sure we're not missing anything important." He's already back at his tablet, typing. "Can you come back on Thursday? Say, two o'clock?"

      "I... yes. Thursday works."

      He looks up at me, and for just a moment, there's something in his eyes I can't quite read. Concern, yes. But something else too. Then it's gone, replaced by professional reassurance.

      "Try not to worry. We're being cautious, that's all. In the meantime, take it easy. Avoid excessive caffeine, get good sleep, manage your stress levels."

      He hands me a card with the appointment details, and our fingers brush. It's brief, accidental, but I feel it everywhere.

      "I'll see you Thursday.” He pauses at the door, studying me for just a beat too long. "And welcome to town. I hope you'll like it here."

      Then he's gone, and I'm left sitting on the exam table, my heart racing for entirely new reasons.
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