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Inspecting the Intern Internally

Tia stared at the email on her screen until the words blurred together, her stomach dropping as if she'd missed a step on the stairs. Mr. Peterson was retiring. In just two weeks, the man who had taken a chance on her—the man who had praised her spreadsheets and nodded approvingly when she spoke up in meetings—would be gone. And with him, it seemed, her entire future could be gone.

"Did you see the announcement?" Marissa from accounting leaned against her cubicle wall, coffee mug in hand. "Big shake-up coming."

Tia nodded, trying to keep her expression neutral even as panic bubbled beneath her skin. "I… yeah. Just reading it now."

One month into her three-month internship, and already the careful foundation she'd built was crumbling. She'd worn her most professional outfits, stayed late without complaint, and even conquered her shyness to make small talk in the break room. All to impress Mr. Peterson, who now wouldn't even be here to recommend her for a permanent position.

Marissa leaned closer, lowering her voice. "You haven't heard who's replacing him?"

"No," Tia admitted, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Should I have?"

"Geoffrey Able," Marissa whispered, eyes widening meaningfully.

The name hung in the air between them. Tia blinked, waiting for further explanation, but Marissa just stared as if expecting a reaction.

"I'm sorry, I don't—"

"Geoffrey Able," Marissa repeated with more emphasis. "As in Able Pharmaceuticals? The founder's son?"

A cold tingle ran down Tia's spine. Of course she knew Able Pharmaceuticals—it was their parent company—but she'd never heard of the owners themselves getting involved in subsidiaries.

"Why would he…" Tia trailed off as Marissa was already being waved over by another colleague, their heads instantly bending together in urgent conversation.

Over the next few days, the office transformed. Conversations halted when Tia approached the break room. Whispers followed her down hallways. In meetings, her colleagues exchanged loaded glances that excluded her completely.

"I heard he made his last assistant cry every day for a month," she overheard Lisa from HR murmuring by the copier.

"That's nothing," replied David from marketing. "A guy I know at corporate says he fired a VP just because he turned up to a meeting with his coffee in a disposable cup. Fucking nightmare."

Tia's research into Geoffrey Able yielded little beyond his impressive credentials—Harvard Medical School, followed by a business degree, and rapid ascension through the company ranks. It looked like a classic case of proving oneself in advance to avoid the inevitable accusations of nepotism. And Geoffrey Able ad certainly proven himself. But nothing she could find explained why he would take what seemed like a significant step down to manage their modest regional office. Even being the boss here was significantly below his pay-grade.

Even before the handover, Tia noticed changes beyond the increased gossip and apprehension. Janet, who usually wore sensible pantsuits, arrived in a pencil skirt that hugged her curves. Rebecca had traded her glasses for contacts and applied eyeshadow that made her blue eyes pop. Even Marissa's blouses seemed to have lost their top buttons.

"You might want to rethink your look," Marissa said during lunch, eyeing Tia's modest navy dress with a critical gaze. "Word is, Geoffrey appreciates… effort."

"My look?" Tia repeated, her cheeks warming.

"You know." Marissa gestured vaguely. "Something that shows you're serious about making an impression. Your figure's your best asset—might as well use it if you want that permanent position."

Tia stared down at her plain dress, her stomach knotting. She'd chosen it specifically because it was professional and unassuming. The idea of dressing to ‘impress’ a man she'd never met made her palms sweat.

"I… I don't think that's appropriate," she mumbled.

Marissa shrugged. "Your choice. But Geoffrey Able isn't just any boss. He's known for rewarding loyalty and… enthusiasm." She leaned closer. "And he's gorgeous, by the way. Divorced three years ago. Still worth billions even after the settlement… And, word is, still single."

∞∞∞

That evening, Tia stood before her closet, fingering the conservative blouses and slacks she'd carefully selected for her internship. In the back hung the few trendier items her roommate had convinced her to buy—a silky blouse with a deeper neckline, a skirt that hit above the knee instead of below it.

She pulled out the blouse, holding it against herself in the mirror. Would wearing something like this really make a difference? Would she be sabotaging the career she’d worked so hard for by not playing along?

She knew enough by now to know that she still had a lot to learn about the world of business. In the first year of her degree course, she’d realised she knew nothing. After the second, she’d thought she knew everything. But now in her third year, with its practical elements like this internship, she was realising that in spite of all the diligent book-learning that was behind her, she was starting at square one when dropped into the real world. The whole point was to take guidance from those who had been there and done that. So, she reasoned, who was she to thumb her nose at the well-meaning words advice coming from people like Marissa? Even if those words of advice ran contrary to all the theory she’d crammed into her head over the last few years…

∞∞∞

The morning Geoffrey Able was scheduled to arrive, Tia compromised. She wore her usual slacks but paired them with the silky blouse, leaving one more button undone than she normally would. It felt like a small rebellion against herself—and a surrender to the office culture she'd been resisting.

The elevator doors opened at precisely 8:30 AM, and the entire floor fell silent.

Geoffrey Able stepped out, and Tia's breath caught in her throat. The office gossip hadn't prepared her for… this. He was tall, impeccably dressed in a charcoal suit that must have cost more than her monthly rent. His salt-and-pepper hair was styled with just enough carelessness to seem effortless, and when he smiled at the waiting employees, his teeth gleamed white against his tanned skin.

Tia shrank back, hoping to blend into the background as he made his way through the office, shaking hands and making introductions. But when his gaze swept across the room and landed on her, something in his expression changed. His eyes—a piercing blue she hadn't expected—lingered for a heartbeat too long.

"And you are?" he asked, suddenly standing before her desk.

"T-Tia Collins, sir," she managed, extending her hand and immediately regretting it when his warm fingers closed around hers. "I'm the intern."

"The intern," he repeated, his voice rich and deep. He hadn't released her hand. "Peterson mentioned you. Top of your class at university, wasn't it?"

Heat bloomed across her cheeks. "I… yes, but—"

"No false modesty, Ms. Collins. Excellence should be acknowledged." His thumb brushed across her knuckles before he finally let go. "I look forward to seeing your work."

For the rest of the day, Tia felt his presence like a physical force. Every time she looked up, he seemed to be watching her from his new office, its glass walls offering little privacy for either of them.

By Friday, the entire dynamic of the office had shifted. Geoffrey had rearranged teams, reassigned projects, and somehow memorised everyone's names and roles. He'd also, to Tia's mortification, taken note of her attire.

"The black brings out your eyes," he commented as she placed a report on his desk. "You should wear it more often."

Tia mumbled a thank you, unsure if she should be flattered or offended. But the truth was, his approval sent a thrill through her that she couldn't quite explain.

The following Monday, her computer chimed with an email from him.

Ms. Collins,

Please see me in my office at your earliest convenience.

GA

Her heart hammered as she approached his door. Had she made a mistake? Was her internship being terminated early?

"Come in," he called before she could even knock.

Geoffrey gestured to the chair across from his desk. "Sit, please."

Tia perched on the edge of the seat, hands folded tightly in her lap.

"I've been reviewing the organisational structure," he said, leaning back in his chair. "And I find myself in need of a personal assistant."

"Oh," Tia said, uncertain why he was telling her this.

His lips curved into a smile. "I'd like you to assume the position."

"Me?" The word came out as a squeak. "But I'm just an intern, and I still have a month left on my—"

"I'm aware of your status," he interrupted smoothly. "Consider this an… accelerated opportunity. You’ll have full salary and benefits for your remaining month, and of course, a permanent position thereafter if you impress."

Tia's mind raced. This was exactly what she'd been hoping for—a way to secure her future at the company. But becoming Geoffrey's personal assistant hadn't been part of the plan.

"It's a considerable step up," he continued, watching her closely. "And I wouldn't offer if I didn't think you were capable."

"Thank you," she said finally. "I'd be honoured."

His smile widened. "Excellent. You'll start tomorrow."

∞∞∞

The reality of her new role became clear within days. Geoffrey expected her to manage not just his professional calendar but his personal one as well. She scheduled his haircuts, ordered his lunch, and even arranged for his dry cleaning to be picked up. It all seemed a bit… menial.

"Is this… normal?" she asked Marissa during a rare moment alone in the break room.

Marissa raised an eyebrow. "For an assistant to Geoffrey Able? From what I hear, you're getting off easy. His last one had to taste his food before he ate it."

Tia wasn't sure if she was joking.

But despite the servile nature of her tasks, she found herself enjoying the proximity to Geoffrey. He was brilliant in meetings, incisive with his questions, and surprisingly funny when they were alone. And sometimes… when she brought him coffee or passed him a file, their fingers would brush for just a moment, and that inexplicable thrill would course through her again. It made her feel both alive and ashamed. It made her feel like a schoolgirl with a crush, rather than the up-and-coming businesswoman she was striving to be.

"You're staring again," he said one afternoon without deigning to look up from his computer.

Tia jerked her gaze away, mortified. "I'm sorry, I was just… waiting to see if you needed anything else before I—"

"I don't mind," he said, finally meeting her eyes. "In fact, I find it rather flattering."

She should have been embarrassed—she was embarrassed—but something in his voice made her pulse quicken.

"I should get back to work," she murmured, retreating to her desk just outside his office.

As weeks passed, the boundaries between professional and personal blurred further. Geoffrey began asking her opinion on presentations, then on business strategies, then on which tie looked better with his suit.

"The blue one," she said, her voice steadier than she felt as he held two silk ties against his shirt. They were in his office, door closed, blinds half-drawn. "It brings out your eyes."

He smiled, recognising his own words echoed back to him. "So it does."

When he stepped closer, ostensibly to hang the rejected tie on his coat rack, Tia didn't move away. She caught a whiff of his cologne—something expensive and subtle that made her think of cedar and night air.

"You've been invaluable these past weeks, Tia," he said, her name sounding different in his mouth than it ever had before. "I hope you know that."

"Thank you," she replied, suddenly aware of how close they were standing, how easy it would be to reach out and touch him.

The thought should have shocked her. He was her boss, nearly twenty years her senior, and completely out of her league. Yet she couldn't deny the growing attraction, the way her skin seemed to hum with awareness whenever he was near.

It was more than physical, though. It was the way he challenged her thinking, pushed her to grow beyond the theoretical knowledge gleaned from her textbooks. It was how he saw potential in her that she hadn't recognised in herself.

And yet… that admiration had also made her more pliant than she'd ever been before. In just a month, she'd crossed lines she'd once considered inviolable.

"Could you grab that file from the bottom drawer?" Geoffrey asked one afternoon, pointing to the cabinet behind her.

Tia nodded and turned, bending at the waist rather than crouching as she might have done before. Her pencil skirt—three inches shorter than anything she'd worn during her first week—stretched taut across her bottom. She felt the cool air on the backs of her thighs as the hem rode up, knowing exactly what he could see.

The first time he'd asked her to retrieve something low, she'd been oblivious. The second time, she'd noticed his gaze lingering on her legs. By the fifth time, she understood the pattern but complied anyway, a flush creeping up her neck that was equal parts embarrassment and something darker, something more thrilling.

"Perfect," Geoffrey murmured when she straightened and handed him the folder. His fingers brushed hers deliberately. "You know, that shade of lipstick suits you."

Tia touched her lips self-consciously. The crimson was bolder than anything she'd worn before he'd commented that pale pink made her look like a schoolgirl. "Thank you," she said softly.

Later that week, she caught her reflection in the mirrored wall of the elevator and barely recognised herself. Gone was the conservative blouse buttoned to her throat, replaced by a silky top that dipped low enough to reveal the lace edge of her bra when she leaned forward. Her skirt hugged curves she'd previously hidden, and her legs—once covered in opaque tights—now gleamed in sheer black stockings, the tops of which only sometimes disappeared beneath her hemline.

"Heading out?" Geoffrey appeared beside her, his presence filling the small space.

"Just to deliver these contracts," she replied, clutching the documents to her chest.

His eyes travelled slowly down her body, lingering on the thin strip of pale skin visible between her stockings and skirt when she shifted her weight. "Take the company car," he said, pressing a key fob into her palm. "It's starting to rain."

His fingers closed around hers, warm and firm. "And Tia?" His voice dropped lower. "When you get back, I'd like to discuss the pharmaceutical conference next month. I'll need an assistant with me in Chicago."

The elevator doors opened, and Tia stepped out, her heart hammering. A business trip. Alone with Geoffrey. In a hotel.

Six weeks ago, she would have been horrified at the implication. Six weeks ago she would have reported half of his antics to HR without hesitation. Now, she found herself imagining his hotel room door connecting to hers, his knock coming late at night… other things coming late at night.

The realisation made her pause in the lobby. When the hell had this happened? When had she started anticipating his inappropriate glances, his suggestive comments, his excuses to touch her? When and why had she started responding to them?

She smoothed her skirt, feeling the unfamiliar texture of the stocking tops beneath her fingers. The truth was worryingly simple. She liked the way he looked at her. Liked feeling desired by someone so powerful, so untouchable. Liked the way her new wardrobe made her feel—not professional, but… womanly.

That evening, as she prepared to leave, Geoffrey called her into his office one last time.

"I've been thinking about your role," he said, leaning against his desk rather than sitting behind it. The position put him uncomfortably close to where she stood. "Your internship officially ends next week."

Tia's stomach dropped. "I thought—"

"You've more than earned a permanent position," he continued, his smile almost predatory. "But I'm wondering if 'assistant' truly captures the scope of your… contributions."

"What did you have in mind?" she asked, her voice steadier than she felt.

Geoffrey reached out, his thumb brushing a strand of hair from her face. The touch was brief but electric. "Executive liaison. You'd work directly with me on special projects. Higher salary, of course. More travel."

More time alone together, was the unspoken addition.

"I'd like that," Tia said, surprising herself with her honesty.

His smile widened. "Excellent. We'll make it official tomorrow." His hand dropped to her shoulder, then slid down her arm in a caress that couldn't possibly be misconstrued as professional. "You've come a long way since I saw you that first day, Tia. That buttoned-up little intern hiding behind baggy clothes."

She should have been offended. Instead, she felt a flush of pride, of pleasure at his approval. "Thank you for seeing my… potential," she murmured.

"Oh, I saw it immediately," Geoffrey replied, his eyes darkening, his fingers trailing down to her wrist. "There's just one more formality before I can finalise your new position."

"Formality?" Tia's voice caught as his thumb pressed gently against her pulse point.

"Yes," he said. "Aside from the paperwork, you'll just have to complete the standard medical inspection." His eyes never left hers as he added, "The medical inspection, I should mention, will be carried out internally."

Tia blinked, her brow furrowing as her mind wandered to the various possible meanings of that word. "Internally?"

Geoffrey's lips curved into that same knowing smile she'd come to both dread and anticipate. "Company policy is to use in-house medical staff whenever possible." He released her wrist and moved back behind his desk, suddenly all business. "It's simply more efficient. With our number of employees, it saves quite a bit of money over time."

"Oh." Tia nodded, feeling slightly foolish for whatever she'd been imagining. Of course a pharmaceutical company would have medical staff. That made perfect sense. "That seems… logical."

"Perfect," Geoffrey said, shuffling some papers on his desk. "First thing tomorrow, in my office." He looked up, his blue eyes capturing hers again. "I'll be your doctor."

"You?" The word escaped her lips before she could stop it. Tia's stomach did a somersault as she tried to process what he was saying. "But I thought—"

"I trained as a medical doctor before joining my father's company," he explained, leaning back in his chair. "Most of the family pursued some form of scientific education to ensure the business would be left in good hands. My brother's in biochemistry, my sister in pharmacology."

"I didn't realise…" But she trailed off, remembering her research of him—Harvard Medical School. Tia's mind raced with this new information, suddenly imagining Geoffrey in a white coat instead of his tailored suit, imagining his hands—those hands that had so often brushed against hers these past weeks—performing a medical examination on… her body.

"My office, tomorrow morning," he repeated, his tone making it clear the matter was settled. "Come as you are."

With that, he turned his attention to his computer screen, effectively dismissing her for the day.

∞∞∞

In her apartment that evening, she paced the small living room, ignoring her roommate's curious glances. Her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She tried to convince herself that this was simply normal corporate procedure. But she knew that, from the very start, nothing about her relationship with Geoffrey Able had been normal.

Medical examination? she thought to herself to herself. What does that even entail?

She pulled out her laptop and searched for standard corporate medical examinations, but the results varied wildly. Some mentioned basic vitals and a questionnaire, others described comprehensive physicals including blood work and stress tests.

And that phrase he’d used at the end… "Come as you are." What did that mean? Should she wear something specific? Something easy to… remove? Was he assuring her that whatever she felt comfortable in was fine or… exactly the opposite? That she should show up in his preferred office attire, like she’d been wearing today?

Heat flooded her face. This was ridiculous. She was over-thinking things. Geoffrey was her boss, yes, but he was also a trained physician. Whatever happened tomorrow would be professional. Medical. Necessary.

Yet she still stood now in front of her closet, still deliberating over what to wear, and still unable to ignore the flutter of anticipation in her stomach. She selected her outfit with more care than she'd ever admit—a simple blouse and pinstriped pencil skirt, paired with the kind of stockings he knew he appreciated. And a matching set of black lace underwear beneath, because she hadn’t yet worked out quite how far he would go… but she wanted to be prepared for any eventuality.

Sleep eluded her that night. Every time she closed her eyes, she imagined Geoffrey's hands on her body, his clinical gaze assessing her. In her fitful dreams, the line between medical examination and something far more intimate blurred beyond recognition.

∞∞∞

Morning arrived with cruel swiftness. Tia applied her makeup with extra care, her hand shaking slightly as she lined her eyes. The woman in the mirror looked both terrified and eager, her pupils dilated despite the bright bathroom light.

"It's just a medical exam," she whispered to her reflection. "Standard procedure."

But as she entered the office building an hour later, her heart hammering against her ribs, Tia somehow knew there would be nothing standard waiting for her in Geoffrey Able's office.

As the elevator doors opened onto the executive floor, Tia immediately noticed something different. Geoffrey's office—usually visible through its glass walls—was completely obscured. Heavy charcoal curtains had been drawn across every transparent surface, transforming the normally open space into a secluded enclave. The sight made her steps falter.

She approached his assistant's desk—her desk—and set down her purse with trembling fingers.

"He's waiting for you," said Marissa, appearing suddenly at her elbow. Her eyes flicked to the curtained office, then back to Tia with undisguised curiosity. "Looks like you're getting the full treatment."

Tia's mouth went dry. "What does that mean?"

Marissa just smiled and walked away, leaving Tia alone in the hushed corridor.

The curtains changed everything. What had seemed clinical and professional in theory suddenly felt clandestine and forbidden. The privacy they would have behind those drapes was both a relief and a terror. No one would see whatever happened in there. No one would interrupt. No one would witness.

Anything could happen.

Her knuckles rapped against the door before she could reconsider, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet hallway.

"Come in," Geoffrey's voice called from within.

Tia pushed open the door, stepping into the dimmed interior. The curtains blocked most of the morning light, leaving the office in a state of artificial twilight. Geoffrey stood leaning against his desk, not seated behind it as she'd expected. He wore the same impeccable suit as yesterday—charcoal grey, perfectly tailored to his athletic frame.

But something was different. Something that made her heart stutter in her chest.

Blue latex gloves encased his hands, the material stretched taut over his long fingers.

The sight was so incongruous with his business attire that Tia couldn't help but stare. How long had he been wearing them, waiting for her arrival? The performative nature of it struck her suddenly—it would have been much more natural to put them on later, and only when they’d become necessary… but he'd chosen to create this exact tableau for her entrance. Why? Was he hoping it would have some effect on her?

If that had been his intention, then it had worked. The fantasy that had sustained her through a sleepless night evaporated, replaced by a stark, nervous reality. This wasn't just in her head anymore. This was happening. Whatever "this" turned out to be.

"Good morning, Tia," Geoffrey said, his voice rich and smooth in the hushed room. "Close the door behind you, please."

She did as instructed, hearing the latch click with a finality that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Take a seat," he gestured to the chair positioned in front of his desk, not the usual visitor's chair but something that looked more appropriate for an examination—straight-backed and armless.

As Tia perched on the edge of the seat, she caught the slight curl at the corner of his mouth. He was enjoying this—enjoying her discomfort, her uncertainty. The realisation should have offended her, but instead, it only heightened the tension coiling in her stomach.

Geoffrey moved behind the desk and sat down, his leather chair creaking softly. "We'll start with a few standard questions before moving on to the physical examination." His gloved hands shuffled some papers before selecting a small stack held together with a paperclip. He slid them across the polished surface toward her. "This is the consent form for today's examination. Please review it thoroughly before signing."

Tia's fingers felt numb as she picked up the document. The words swam before her eyes, medical jargon blending with corporate legalese. She forced herself to focus, scanning for anything unusual.

Midway down the second page, the phrase “internal examination” jumped out at her. She felt relieved that he had explained the company’s policy to her yesterday, or she might have misunderstood those words as meaning something she certainly wasn’t prepared for.

She swallowed hard, her throat clicking audibly in the quiet room. This is standard, she told herself. This is expected. It’s nothing more than what any logical insurance policy would require. But she didn’t quite believe her own rationalisations.

Her signature looked unsteady as she scrawled it at the bottom of the page.

"All seems in order?" Geoffrey asked as she slid the papers back to him.

"Yes," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Alright," he said, setting the signed forms aside with a satisfied tap of his gloved fingers. "Then let's get started."

The first questions were predictable enough. Family medical history (Heart disease on her father’s side). Previous hospitalisations (A broken wrist when she was twelve). Current medications (None, unless you count supplements). With each answer, Tia felt herself relax incrementally. This was normal. Professional. Medical.

But then the questions… shifted.

"Are you sexually active, Ms. Collins?" Geoffrey asked, his tone unchanged from when he'd inquired about her childhood vaccinations.

Tia's face flushed hot as the question hung in the air. Her gaze dropped to her lap where her fingers twisted together nervously.

"I… is that really necessary?" she asked, her voice barely audible even in the hushed office. "For a corporate position?"

Geoffrey leaned forward slightly, the latex of his gloves creaking as he folded his hands on the desk. "I understand your discomfort, Ms. Collins, but I assure you these questions are standard. Your complete physical and mental wellbeing is relevant to any long-term employment situation." His voice remained clinically detached. "Sexual health is an integral part of overall wellness. Stress, satisfaction, and interpersonal dynamics all play roles in workplace performance."

When he put it that way, it almost made sense. Almost. Tia drew a shaky breath.

"No," she admitted, the single syllable feeling like a confession. "I'm not… sexually active."

Something tightened in her chest as she said it. In the dim office, surrounded by the trappings of corporate success, her inexperience felt like a childish shortcoming. As if she'd just revealed she still slept with a teddy bear or couldn't tie her own shoes. Less capable. Less adult. Less than the woman she was pretending to be in her pencil skirt and stockings.

Geoffrey merely nodded, making a small notation on his form. His expression revealed nothing—no surprise, no judgment. "Have you ever been sexually active?"

Tia shifted in her seat. "Sort of. Once."

"Sort of?" he repeated, one eyebrow arching slightly. His pen hovered above the paper.

"It wasn't…" She cleared her throat. "It didn't really… finish. It was in college."

He made another note. "I see. And do you masturbate, Ms. Collins?"

The question landed like a physical blow. Tia's eyes widened. "Mr. Able, I don't think—"

"Self-pleasure is a normal, healthy part of human sexuality," he interrupted smoothly. "Regular release of sexual tension has proven benefits for stress management, sleep quality, and mental health. These factors directly impact workplace performance and general wellbeing." He tapped his pen against the form. "As your examining physician, I need a complete picture."

Physician. The word echoed in her mind. That's what this was—a medical examination. By a trained doctor. The suit and the office setting had created a dissonance, but underneath the incongruity of his business attire… he did have years of medical training. This wasn't personal, she reminded herself. This was professional.

"Yes," she admitted, her voice small. "I do."

"How frequently would you say?"

Tia swallowed. "Once or twice a week."

"And do you use manual stimulation or toys?"

"Just… my fingers," twisting in her seat with discomfort as she spoke. Her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt. "And sometimes… the shower head. But I don't know if that counts as… a toy."

Her cheeks burned so intensely she was certain they must have been glowing in the dim light. She couldn't believe she was having this conversation—couldn't believe she was telling this man, her boss, about the private moments in her shower when she angled the pulsing water just so. Yet somehow, the clinical framing of his questions made it impossible not to answer.

"The shower head would be classified as an external aid, yes," Geoffrey said, making another note. His blue eyes lifted to meet hers. "Have you ever considered investing in proper toys? Many women find they achieve more satisfying orgasms with specialised stimulation."

Tia squirmed in her seat again, the hard chair suddenly uncomfortable beneath her. This was beyond mortifying. Yet… beneath that embarrassment bubbled something else—a strange, unwelcome thrill at discussing such intimate details with him. At being the focus of his attention in this way.

"I… haven't really thought about it," she lied, remembering the targeted ads that appeared in her social media feeds, the ones she obviously paused on long enough for the algorithm to notice.

"You might consider it," he said, his tone still perfectly professional. "Sexual satisfaction correlates strongly with reduced anxiety and improved mood regulation." He made a final note before setting his pen down. "Now, I'd like to move on to the physical portion of the examination."

Tia's heart skipped. "Physical portion?"

"Nothing to worry about," Geoffrey assured her, standing up from his chair. The latex gloves caught the dim light as he moved around the desk. "Just a few basic measurements and observations… to begin with."

He stopped directly in front of her, close enough that she could smell his cologne mingling with the faint powder scent of the latex. "Please stand, Ms. Collins."

Tia rose on unsteady legs, suddenly aware of how much taller he was, how much space he seemed to occupy in the shadowed office.

"First," he said, "I'll need to check your heart rate and blood pressure." His gloved hand extended toward her. "Your wrist, please."

Tia extended her arm, her skin tingling as Geoffrey's gloved fingers encircled her wrist. The latex felt cool and clinical against her pulse point, but the heat of him radiating through his gloves felt anything but. After weeks of nothing more than glancing brushes of his hands, being held by him like this felt intensely intimate. His touch was firm but gentle as he positioned her arm, his eyes narrowing in concentration.

"Hmm," he murmured after a moment. "Elevated."

Those blue eyes flicked up to meet hers, and Tia felt her heart rate spike even higher under his scrutiny. A small, knowing smile played at the corner of his mouth.

"Roll up your sleeve, please," he instructed, reaching for a blood pressure cuff that had been sitting on his desk, previously unnoticed by Tia.

Her fingers fumbled with the cuff of her blouse, rolling the fabric up past her elbow. The office suddenly felt too warm, too small. Geoffrey wrapped the cuff around her bare arm, his gloved fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner elbow as he secured it. Each touch sent little electric shocks racing through her body.

He pumped the bulb, tightening the cuff around her arm. The pressure built as he watched the gauge, his face so close to hers that she could see the faint lines at the corners of his eyes, could smell the morning mint on his breath.

"Deep breaths," he instructed, though his voice seemed to have the opposite effect on her lungs.

When he finally released the pressure, he made another note on his form. "Blood pressure is also elevated," he said, his tone neutral but his eyes knowing. "Not uncommon during examinations. Some people find the process… stimulating."

The way he lingered on that last word made Tia's stomach flip. Was he implying something, or was she just imagining the undercurrent to his words?

Geoffrey turned away, opening a drawer in his desk and retrieving a stethoscope. The silver instrument dangled from his gloved hand as he moved back toward her.

"I'll need to listen to your heart and lungs," he said. "You'll need to unbutton your blouse… just the top two buttons should suffice."

For some reason, Tia didn’t even question his instruction. In the heightened state in which she now found herself, it was as if she was under his thrall. Her fingers trembled as she reached for her collar. The first button slipped free easily enough, revealing the hollow of her throat. The second button felt more significant somehow, more revealing. As it came undone, the blouse parted further, exposing the upper curves of her breasts and the delicate black lace of her bra.

A wave of contradictory emotions washed over her. She felt embarrassed at being so exposed in her boss's office, yet simultaneously relieved that she'd chosen to wear her nicest underwear this morning. Had some part of her anticipated this moment? Hoped for it even? Had she wanted him to see?

Geoffrey warmed the metal disc of the stethoscope between his gloved palms before pressing it to her chest, just above her heart. The contact made her breath catch.

"Breathe normally," he instructed, though there was nothing normal about this situation, nothing normal about the way her body was responding to his proximity.

He moved the stethoscope across her chest methodically, listening intently. His face was so close that Tia could study every detail—the faint stubble along his jaw despite his morning shave, the tiny flecks of darker blue in his irises, the perfect straightness of his nose.

Had he noticed her underwear? The question burned in her mind as the stethoscope slid lower, brushing against the top edge of her bra. Surely not. Surely he was too professional, too focused on the medical aspects of this examination to pay attention to something so trivial. Yet when his eyes briefly dipped lower, following the path of the stethoscope, she couldn't help but wonder.

"Turn around, please," he said, his voice slightly deeper than before. "I need to listen to your lungs from the back."

Tia complied, presenting her back to him. She felt his presence behind her, felt the warmth radiating from his body as he stepped closer. And then she felt him untuck her blouse from her skirt. He hadn’t asked for permission. Should he have? But before she could even form a coherent reaction, the stethoscope slipped up beneath the loosened fabric, pressing cold against her bare skin.

"Deep breath in," he commanded. She inhaled, feeling her blouse tighten across her chest as his hand stretched it from behind. "And out." The air left her lungs in a shaky exhale.

He repeated this several times, moving the stethoscope across her back, each touch feeling more electric than the last, each instruction more intimate.

Finally, he stepped away, removing the stethoscope from his ears. "Everything sounds good," he said, returning to his desk to make more notes. "Next, I'd like to check your balance and flexibility."

Tia's hands moved to her blouse, fingers fumbling with the buttons. Before she could secure them, Geoffrey spoke again.

"Remove your shoes, please, and pace back and forth across the office. I need to observe your gait."

The instruction came so quickly that Tia had no time to finish with her blouse. She hesitated, her fingers still on the first button.

"Is there a problem, Ms. Collins?" Geoffrey asked, one eyebrow raised.

"No, I just—" she gestured vaguely at her open blouse.

"We're in the middle of an examination," he replied smoothly. "Your current state of dress is perfectly appropriate for what we're doing."

Heat flooded her cheeks as she slipped off her heels, leaving them neatly beside the chair. The carpet felt plush beneath her stockinged feet as she began to pace across the office, acutely aware of her partially unbuttoned blouse with each step. Her skin prickled with the strange sensation of being watched, evaluated. This wasn't like presenting quarterly reports or explaining spreadsheets—this was her body on display, being judged for its functionality rather than its work output.

The feeling was oddly voyeuristic, as if she were performing rather than being examined. Geoffrey's eyes followed her every movement, his gaze analytical but there seemed to be something else lurking beneath—something that made her swallow hard.

After several trips across the carpeted floor, he held up a hand to stop her. "Good. Now, I need to check your flexibility." He gestured to the space directly in front of his desk. "Stand here, facing me."

Tia moved to the indicated spot, her open blouse suddenly feeling like the most significant thing in the room. Geoffrey came around his desk, leaning against it just a few feet away from her.

"Bend at the waist and touch your toes," he instructed. "Keep your legs straight."

Tia's breath caught in her throat. The request seemed innocent enough—a standard flexibility test—yet she was painfully aware of what would happen when she bent forward. Her open blouse would gape, giving him a direct view down her front, exposing her cleavage and the lace of her bra in a way she'd never anticipated—and certainly never intended.

But he was waiting, his expression professional yet expectant. And again, something compelled her to comply.

Slowly, Tia bent forward at the waist, reaching for her toes. The blood rushed to her head as she folded, and she felt her blouse fall open exactly as she'd feared. Cool air rushed against her exposed, flushed skin, and she knew without looking that Geoffrey could see everything—the swell of her breasts pushed together by the position, the delicate black lace that now struggled to contain them.

"Hold that position," he said, his voice deeper than before.

Seconds stretched into what felt like minutes as Tia remained bent over, her fingertips grazing her toes, her face burning with embarrassment. She couldn't see Geoffrey's expression from this angle, couldn't tell if he was looking at her professionally or… otherwise. The uncertainty only heightened her discomfort—and, confusingly, her arousal.

"You can straighten up now," he finally said.

Relief flooded through her as she slowly rose, her head spinning slightly from being inverted for so long. But before she could reach for her buttons, Geoffrey spoke again.

"Turn around and repeat the exercise."

Tia's stomach dropped. Somehow, facing away from him seemed even worse than before. She turned slowly, presenting her back to him once more. This position felt even more vulnerable, more exposing. She knew exactly what would happen when she bent over—her pencil skirt would pull tight across her bottom, riding up to reveal her stocking tops and the pale skin of her thighs above them. She would be presenting herself to him in the most primal way imaginable.

She steadied herself. Taking a deep breath, Tia bent forward again, reaching for her toes. The fabric of her skirt strained across her hips and rear, and she felt the hem inch upward, exposing more and more of her legs. The cool air against the backs of her thighs told her exactly how much was visible.

"Excellent flexibility," Geoffrey commented from behind her. "Most office workers develop tightness in the hamstrings from sitting all day, but you seem quite… limber."

The way he said that last word sent a shiver down Tia's spine. It could have been a simple observation about her physical condition—but it could also have been meant as something far more… suggestive. The ambiguity hung over her as she maintained the humiliating position, her blood pounding in her ears.

When he finally allowed her to straighten, Tia's entire body felt flushed with a confusing mixture of embarrassment and arousal. She turned to face him again, her hands moving instinctively to button her blouse.

"Leave it," Geoffrey said softly. "We're not quite finished."

His blue eyes held hers, challenging, assessing. In that moment, Tia realised this examination had very little to do with company policy and everything to do with something far more personal between them.

And the most confusing part was how much she wanted it to continue. But that desire was about to be tested.

"The next step is to record some standard measurements," Geoffrey said, his gloved hand sweeping toward the corner of the room. "Height, weight, and basic proportions."

Tia turned to follow his gesture, surprised to see a medical scale she hadn't noticed before. It stood tall against the wall, the height rod extended upward like an accusatory finger. Had it been there all along? It must have been, but she couldn't remember seeing it when she'd entered. This whole ordeal was so disorienting.

She nodded and started toward the scale, relieved to have something so mundane to focus on after the increasingly intimate examination. But Geoffrey's voice stopped her before she'd taken three steps.

"Ms. Collins," he said, the latex of his gloves creaking as he folded his arms across his chest, "we'll need to take accurate measurements, not guesses. Now is the time to disrobe."

Tia froze, certain she'd misheard him. But the words hung in the air between them, impossible to ignore or misinterpret. Her mouth opened, then closed again without producing sound.

"Disrobe?" she finally managed, her voice barely audible even to her own ears.

"Yes," Geoffrey replied, as casually as if he'd asked her to pass a stapler. "Clothing adds variables that skew the results unacceptably. For precise measurements, we need skin-level data."

The clinical language did nothing to soften the request. Tia's heart hammered against her ribs as she tried to process what he was asking. But it didn’t require any processing. It was a simple as it was shocking. He was asking her to get naked. In his office.

"Mr. Able, I don't think that's… necessary," she stammered, her hands moving instinctively to clutch her partially open blouse closed. "Surely we can—"

"It was all set out in the consent form," he interrupted, his tone still maddeningly professional. He moved to his desk, picking up the papers she'd signed earlier. "Section four, paragraph three. 'Examination may require partial or complete disrobing for accurate physiological assessment’." He looked up at her, one eyebrow raised. "You did read it thoroughly before signing, didn't you?"

Heat crept up Tia's neck and into her cheeks. She hadn't read it—not really. She'd skimmed, caught phrases here and there, but mostly she'd just trusted that whatever he put in front of her was standard. Normal.

"Of course," she lied, the words sticking in her throat. "I just… I didn't realise it would be so… extensive."

Geoffrey's expression softened slightly, though his eyes remained piercing. "You're welcome to withdraw consent at any time," he said. "But I should note that incomplete examinations typically result in incomplete evaluations." He paused, letting the implication sink in. "Which would be unfortunate given your promising candidacy for the permanent position."

The threat was veiled but unmistakable. If she refused now, her chances at the job she'd been working toward for months would evaporate. Tia's mind raced, searching for alternatives, for some way out that wouldn't cost her career.

But her treacherous body had other ideas. Beneath the embarrassment and shock, a forbidden thrill coursed through her veins. The part of her that had been responding to his attention for weeks—the part that had chosen lace underwear this morning—whispered that maybe she wanted this. Maybe she'd been waiting for exactly this moment.

"Take your time," Geoffrey said, his voice gentler but somehow making everything worse. It wasn't an instruction to move at her own pace—it was permission to make a show of it. As if he'd just told her to strip slowly for his pleasure.

Tia's fingers trembled as they moved to the tops of her stockings. This was actually happening. She was actually going to do this. The realisation made her dizzy, made the room seem to tilt around her.

She rolled each stocking down with agonising slowness, hyperaware of Geoffrey's eyes tracking every movement. The nylon whispered against her skin as she peeled it away, exposing first one leg, then the other. She placed the stockings carefully on the chair, buying herself precious seconds before the next item.

Her blouse was already partially unbuttoned. She forced her fingers to continue the job, slipping each button loose until the garment hung open, revealing the full expanse of her black lace bra. With a deep breath, she shrugged it off her shoulders and added it to the growing pile on the chair.

The air in the office felt cool against her exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and across her chest. Or perhaps that was the effect of Geoffrey's unwavering gaze, which seemed to touch her as tangibly as his gloved hands had earlier.

Next came her skirt. The zipper at the back seemed to rasp unnaturally loudly in the hushed office as she worked it down. The fabric loosened around her waist, and with a slight wiggle of her hips, she let it fall to pool around her ankles. She stepped out of it carefully, bending to retrieve it and place it with the rest of her discarded clothing.

Now she stood before him in nothing but her matching black lace underwear—the set she'd chosen with such care that morning, as if some part of her had anticipated this very scenario. The irony wasn't lost on her, even as humiliation burned through her body.

Her hands moved to the clasp of her bra, then hesitated. This was the point of no return. Until now, she'd been no more exposed than she might be in a bikini at the beach. But once her bra came off…

"I really don't think—" she began, her voice thin and reedy.

"There's no need to worry," Geoffrey interrupted, his tone reassuring despite the intensity of his gaze. "It's nothing I haven't seen a hundred times before in my previous life."

The reminder of his medical background washed over her like cool water, temporarily dousing the flames of her embarrassment. Yes, he was her boss, but he was also a doctor. And yes, she was his assistant, but right now, she was also his patient. The dual roles created a strange buffer, a professional context for what would otherwise be unthinkably intimate.

Clinging to that rationalisation, Tia reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. The straps slid down her arms as she removed it, exposing her breasts to the cool air of the office—and to Geoffrey's clinical gaze. She placed the bra atop the pile of clothing, fighting the urge to cross her arms over her chest.

Only one item remained. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, and before she could reconsider, before she could talk herself out of it, Tia pushed them down her thighs and stepped out of them. She added them to the pile, and suddenly, there was nothing left.

Suddenly, she was entirely naked in front of him.

The reality of her situation crashed over her like a wave. This man—this impressive older man, twice her age and fully suited—stood before her powerfully as she stood in the most vulnerable state she could possibly be in. His crisp suit against her bare skin. His composed expression against her trembling limbs. His complete control against her utter exposure.

Her stomach twisted with embarrassment, with vulnerability, with a confusing mixture of shame and arousal that she couldn't begin to untangle. Her hands twitched at her sides, desperate to cover herself—to shield her breasts, to hide the junction of her thighs, to recover some semblance of dignity.

But something stopped her. Some instinct told her that covering herself would make her look lesser in his eyes—would show weakness when she was trying so hard to demonstrate strength. She was, after all, trying to impress him. To prove she was professional, capable, mature. Worthy of the position he was offering.

So Tia forced her hands to remain at her sides, forced her chin to lift slightly, forced her shoulders back despite every instinct screaming at her to curl inward and hide. She stood naked before him, exposed in every possible way, but determined not to show how deeply it affected her.

"Very good," Geoffrey murmured, his blue eyes sweeping over her body in a way that felt both clinical and something else entirely. "Now, step onto the scale, please."

Tia moved woodenly toward the scale, her bare feet padding across the plush carpet. Each step felt like an eternity, her nakedness amplified by movement, by the subtle bounce and sway of her unrestrained breasts, by the air brushing against places that had never been exposed in such a setting before.

The metal of the scale felt cold beneath her feet as she stepped onto it. Geoffrey moved behind her, adjusting the height rod until it rested atop her head. She could feel the heat of him at her back, smell his cologne mixed with the latex of his gloves, sense his proximity in a way that made her skin prickle with awareness.

"Five foot four and a half," he announced, making a note on his clipboard. "Now, let's check your weight."

Tia stared straight ahead, focusing on a point on the wall as the scale's mechanism slid back and forth. She heard Geoffrey's pen scratch against paper as he recorded the number, grateful he didn't announce it aloud.

"Now for your measurements," he said, producing a flexible measuring tape from his pocket. "Arms out to the sides, please."

She complied, extending her arms like a scarecrow, feeling more exposed than ever as the position thrust her breasts forward.

"Now for your measurements," he said, producing a flexible measuring tape from his pocket. "Arms out to the sides, please."

She complied, extending her arms like a scarecrow, feeling more exposed than ever as the position thrust her breasts forward. Geoffrey moved around her, the flexible tape measure dangling from his gloved fingers before he pressed it against her skin. He started at her shoulders, measuring across from one to the other, the latex of his gloves occasionally brushing against her bare flesh. Each seemingly accidental touch sent a jolt through Tia's body, making her breath catch in her throat.

"Arms down for this one," he murmured, stepping closer.

Tia lowered her arms, hyper-aware of how the movement changed the shape of her breasts. Geoffrey looped the measuring tape around her bust, his hands moving with practiced efficiency. The tape slid across her nipples as he positioned it, and Tia bit her lip to suppress a gasp. Was that adjustment necessary? Or had he deliberately dragged the tape across those sensitive peaks?

"Thirty-four C," he announced, his voice betraying no emotion as he made another note on his clipboard.

Next came her waist, his hands encircling her with the tape. His gloved fingers brushed against the small of her back as he tightened the measure, and Tia felt goosebumps rise across her skin.

"Twenty-six," he murmured, his breath warm against her shoulder.

He knelt before her, and Tia's heart hammered against her ribs. From this position, his face was level with her most intimate area, his eyes mere inches from the place no man had ever properly seen. She stared straight ahead, refusing to look down, refusing to acknowledge the heat that was building between her thighs despite her mortification.

The measuring tape slid around her hips, his gloved hands working efficiently yet somehow lingering longer than seemed necessary. His knuckles brushed against the curve of her bottom as he adjusted the tape, and Tia couldn't help but wonder if the touch was truly incidental or deliberately designed to provoke a reaction.

"Thirty-seven," he said, his voice lower than before. "Quite the classic hourglass."

Tia swallowed hard, unsure if she was meant to respond to what sounded suspiciously like a compliment hidden within a clinical observation.

"Turn, please," Geoffrey instructed, rising to his full height again.

She rotated slowly, presenting her back to him, grateful for the momentary reprieve from his penetrating gaze. But the relief was short-lived as she felt the measuring tape slide across her shoulder blades, then down the length of her spine. His touch was methodical, professional—and yet, with each brush of latex against her bare skin, Tia felt her body responding in ways she couldn't control.

"Arms out again," he said, and she complied, extending them to either side.

Geoffrey measured from her shoulder down to her wrist, his body close enough behind her that she could feel the heat radiating from him. The expensive wool of his suit occasionally brushed against her bare back, the contrast between his fully clothed state and her complete nudity making her skin burn with heightened awareness.

The tape measure slid around her upper thigh next, his gloved fingers working their way up her leg until they nearly reached the junction between her thighs. Tia held her breath, uncertain where the line between medical necessity and something else might lie. But Geoffrey maintained his professional demeanour, measuring first one thigh, then the other, making notes each time.

Despite the clinical nature of his movements, despite the professional tone of his voice as he called out measurements, Tia's body betrayed her. Her nipples had hardened into tight peaks, visible evidence of her arousal that she couldn't hide or deny. And worse, she felt a warm, liquid sensation building between her legs, her body preparing itself in ways that had nothing to do with medical examinations and everything to do with the man conducting them.

The physiological response mortified her. She was supposed to be a professional woman, proving herself worthy of a permanent position. Instead, her body was reacting like a teenager with a crush, responding to every touch, every glance, every breath from this man who held such power over her future.

"Almost done," Geoffrey said, his voice noticeably deeper than when they'd started.

His gloved hand came to rest on her shoulder, turning her to face him once more. The sudden contact made her jump slightly, and as she rotated back to face him, their eyes met.

What Tia saw in the blue depths of his gaze made her breath catch. There was something there that transcended professional interest or clinical assessment. Something hungry, something knowing, something that spoke to the primal part of her that was responding so eagerly to his touch despite her conscious embarrassment.

In that moment, standing completely naked before him while he remained fully clothed in his expensive suit, his latex-covered hands still holding the measuring tape that had been pressed against her most intimate areas, Tia understood with sudden clarity that this was more than a medical examination. More than a job requirement. More than a power play between boss and employee.

This was the beginning of something. The first move in a game the rules of which she didn't fully understand… but found herself desperately wanting to learn.

And despite every rational thought screaming caution, despite every professional boundary being crossed, despite every warning bell ringing in her mind, Tia found herself curious—eager, even—to discover where this would lead next.

Geoffrey stepped back, his eyes making a final sweep over her naked form as he scribbled something onto his clipboard. The scratch of his pen against paper filled the room.

"Very good," he said, nodding to himself. "Very good indeed."

Tia's arms dropped to her sides, her skin burning with a mixture of relief and lingering embarrassment. It was over. She'd survived this strange, intimate ordeal, and now she could finally cover herself again. She moved toward the chair where her clothes lay neatly folded, reaching for her underwear first.

"Can I—" she began, her fingers just brushing the black lace.

"Not quite yet," Geoffrey interrupted, his voice gentle but firm.

Tia froze, her hand suspended in mid-air. A contradictory wave of emotions crashed through her—mortification at having to remain naked even longer, but also a secret, shameful thrill at the prospect of prolonging this vulnerable state under his gaze.

"There's more to the examination," Geoffrey continued, setting his clipboard down on the desk. "Though I should note that this next part is entirely optional." His lips curved into that knowing smile once more. "As you'll know, since you read the consent form so closely."

Heat flooded Tia's cheeks. Was he mocking her? Had he known all along that she'd barely skimmed the document before signing it? His expression revealed nothing, but something in his tone suggested he was fully aware of her oversight.

"It's a standard breast examination," he explained, his voice taking on that clinical tone again. "Not required for hiring purposes, but many women appreciate the opportunity for preventative healthcare. Particularly when conducted by someone with my level of training. But… only if you want."

Tia's heart hammered against her ribs. A breast exam. His hands on her breasts—those same hands she'd fantasised about for weeks now. The thought sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

"I do!" The words burst from her lips before she could stop them. Immediately, she tried to temper her enthusiasm. "I mean… I suppose it would be prudent. For health reasons."

Mortification washed over her as she heard her own transparent eagerness. She might as well have begged him to touch her. Any pretence of professionalism had evaporated with those two desperate words.

But Geoffrey's expression remained perfectly composed, as if his twenty-something naked intern hadn't just given him blatant permission to feel her up. His equanimity in the face of her obvious desire was infuriating—but also maddeningly attractive. How could he remain so calm when her entire body was a riot of sensation and need?

"Very well," he said, approaching her with measured steps. "Please raise your arms and place your hands on your head."

Tia complied, lifting her trembling arms and interlacing her fingers atop her head. The position thrust her breasts forward, making them more prominent, more accessible. She felt exposed in a way that transcended mere nudity—this was vulnerability of a different order entirely.

Geoffrey circled behind her, out of her line of sight. The anticipation was almost unbearable. When would he touch her? How would it feel? Would she be able to maintain her composure when his hands finally made contact with her aching flesh?

And then his gloved hands were on her, sliding around from behind to cup the underside of her right breast. Tia bit her lip to suppress a gasp. The latex felt cool against her heated skin, clinical yet somehow erotic in its forbidden nature.

He began to examine her with agonising slowness, his fingers moving in small, methodical circles. Each touch sent sparks racing across her skin, igniting nerve endings she hadn't known existed. It took everything in her not to show pleasure on her face, not to arch into his touch like a cat seeking affection.

The feel of him on her supple flesh was almost more than she could bear. His examination was thorough, covering every inch of her breast—the full, heavy underside, the sensitive outer curve, the delicate skin where breast met ribcage. Nothing was left unexplored, untouched.

When he moved to her left breast, repeating the same meticulous examination, Tia's legs trembled beneath her. She focused on keeping her breathing steady, on maintaining the illusion that this was nothing more than a medical procedure rather than the most erotic experience of her young life.

But the worst—or perhaps the best—came when he finished the circular motions and moved to her nipples. His latex-covered thumb and forefinger gently captured her right nipple, rolling it between them with careful precision. The sensation shot straight through her body, settling as a heavy pulse between her thighs.

Tia had never had a breast exam before. Was this a normal part of it? Was this rolling, tweaking motion medically necessary? Or was it for her pleasure? For his? The line between professional and personal had blurred beyond recognition, leaving her adrift in uncertain waters.

Is he being professional? Is he teasing me? Is he abusing his authority? The questions tumbled through her mind, but the truth was, she didn't really care what the answers were. She was simply delighted that in this moment, it was happening. His hands were on her body, touching her in ways she'd only imagined in her most private fantasies.

"No unusual lumps or abnormalities," Geoffrey murmured, his breath warm against her ear as he stood behind her, his hands still cupping her breasts. "But there's definitely some… responsiveness I'm noting."

His thumbs brushed across her hardened nipples once more, as if to emphasise his point. Tia couldn't suppress the small sound that escaped her lips—half gasp, half moan.

"That's a normal physiological response," he continued, his voice deeper than before. "Nothing to be embarrassed about."

But embarrassment was only part of what Tia felt as his hands continued their exploration. There was desire too, sharp and insistent, building with each careful touch of his gloved fingers. And beneath it all, a growing sense that this moment marked a turning point—that whatever happened next would forever alter the relationship between them.

"Turn around," Geoffrey instructed, his hands finally releasing her breasts.

Tia lowered her arms and turned to face him, her cheeks flushed, her breathing uneven. His blue eyes were darker now, the pupils dilated as they met hers.

"Just two more parts to the examination, and then we're finished," Geoffrey said, his gloved hands dropping to his sides. "Please, take a seat for a moment."

He motioned to the chair in front of his desk. He made no indication that getting dressed was an option, and Tia didn't dare ask. The thought of covering herself flitted through her mind, but somehow felt presumptuous now, as if she'd be questioning his authority.

She followed his instruction, as she'd followed all his instructions, as she'd been conditioned to over these past weeks, and over the course of this examination. The chair felt cool against her bare skin, a stark reminder of her complete nakedness. Geoffrey moved to lean against his desk, looming over her exposed form. The position emphasised their power dynamic—him fully clothed in his expensive suit, standing above her; her completely nude, looking up at him from the chair.

"Now," he said, "we're moving to the internal portion of the examination."

Now? Tia's brow furrowed in confusion and a jolt of alarm ran through her body. But… the entire examination had been internal! He'd explained that—it was conducted internally, by company staff rather than outside consultants.

"I thought…" she began, her voice small in the hushed office, "I thought 'internal' meant conducted by someone within the company."

Geoffrey's lips curved into that small, knowing smile that made her stomach flip.

"Oh, it does," he confirmed. "But it also, separately, refers to the procedure itself." He tapped the papers on his desk. "It's all in the form. You specifically checked the box consenting to the internal portion."

Tia's naked skin felt hot. Another detail she'd missed or misconstrued in her hasty skimming of the document. Another assumption that had led her deeper into this strange, intimate situation.

"Of course, as I've said," Geoffrey continued, his tone softening slightly, "that consent can be withdrawn at any point. Our actions are not bound by pieces of paper, Ms. Collins."

Tia sat frozen in the chair, torn between mortification and curiosity. What exactly could "internal procedure" mean in this context? The possibilities that flashed through her mind made her pulse quicken and her thighs press together instinctively.

"What…" she swallowed hard, finding her voice. "What does it entail?"

"The first part is just a brief oral inspection," he explained, his expression perfectly professional despite the intimate nature of their situation.

Oral inspection. The words echoed in Tia's mind. Oh. Not as bad as it could be, then. Just looking at her mouth. She could… handle that.

"Okay," she said, relief evident in her voice.

"Good," Geoffrey replied, pushing himself away from the desk to stand directly in front of her.

His proximity was overwhelming—the polished leather of his shoes just inches from her bare toes, the crisp fabric of his suit pants at her eye level, the subtle scent of his cologne enveloping her. He stood so close that her knees nearly brushed against his legs.

"Look up at me," he instructed, "and open your mouth."

The position was humiliating—seated naked in front of him, looking up at him through her lashes, and now opening her mouth like a child at the dentist. But it was worse than that. Tia knew exactly what it looked like to him, knew exactly the sight of her he was taking from her—the sight she was giving to him. Her bare breasts exposed, her naked body completely vulnerable, and now her mouth open and waiting. The symbolism wasn't lost on her.

But she submitted to his request. She tilted her head back and parted her lips, exposing the pink interior of her mouth to his scrutiny.

"Wider," he said. "And stick out your tongue."

The new instruction only made the position more lascivious, more suggestive. Tia complied, extending her tongue past her lips, feeling utterly debased yet strangely excited by her own submission.

And then, in a morning full of surprises, she was shocked once more. Geoffrey's latex-covered fingers slid into her mouth without warning, hooking into her cheeks, pulling them apart. Tia's eyes widened as he opened her wider than she thought possible, looking down at her with clinical interest. The bitter taste of latex flooded her senses as his fingers explored every corner of her mouth, stroking along her inner cheeks, pressing against her gums, rubbing across her tongue.

Her heart hammered wildly in her chest. This wasn't what she'd expected at all. The oral examination wasn't just looking—it was touching, probing, invading.

Geoffrey withdrew one hand and used it to cup her chin, holding her head steady with firm pressure. With his other hand, he kept two fingers inside her mouth, pressing down on her tongue.

"This is to check your gag reflex," he warned, his voice matter-of-fact despite the intimacy of the moment.

Before Tia could process his words, he pushed his fingers deeper, sliding along her tongue toward the back of her throat. The intrusion was immediate and overwhelming. Her body reacted instinctively—her throat constricted, her eyes watered, and she gagged around his fingers, her whole body tensing.

Geoffrey withdrew slightly, but didn't remove his fingers entirely. "Breathe through your nose," he instructed calmly, giving her a moment to recover.

Tia struggled to obey, drawing ragged breaths through her nostrils as tears spilled onto her cheeks. Just as she began to regain her composure, he pushed in again, testing how far she could take him before gagging. The cycle repeated—intrusion, gagging, partial withdrawal, recovery, then intrusion again—each time pushing a little deeper, staying a little longer.

The position was utterly mortifying. Here she sat, completely naked, her boss's fingers thrusting in and out of her mouth while he watched her reactions with cool detachment. It was degrading, humiliating, inappropriate beyond measure. Yet something inside her responded to it with shocking intensity. Each time his fingers slid deeper, each time she surrendered to the intrusion, a powerful wave of satisfaction washed through her.

It felt good to submit, to let go of control, to allow him to do whatever he wanted with her body. She didn't understand why—couldn't comprehend how such a demeaning act could feel so liberating—but she knew that it was true. And that knowledge both terrified and thrilled her.

"Very good," Geoffrey murmured, finally withdrawing his fingers entirely, a thin strand of saliva connecting them briefly to her lips before breaking. Tia gasped for breath, her chest heaving, her eyes still watering.

"Your gag reflex is quite pronounced,” he added, “But with practice, that can be… improved."

Practice. The word was loaded with implications that Tia couldn't bring herself to examine too closely. Instead, she focused on catching her breath, on the lingering taste of latex in her mouth, on the strange sense of accomplishment she felt at having pleased him.

"And now for the final element of our examination," Geoffrey said.

Tia's pulse quickened. After everything that had already happened, what could possibly be left? The answer came as Geoffrey pulled on a fresh pair of latex gloves, snapping them into place with practiced efficiency.

"Stand up, please," he instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation or refusal.

Tia rose on shaky legs, her naked body trembling slightly in the cool air of the office. She felt utterly exposed, utterly vulnerable—and utterly his.

"Bend over the desk," Geoffrey continued, his voice dropping to a register that seemed to vibrate through her, sending a shiver down her spine.

The command was so unexpected, so brazen, that for a moment Tia simply stared at him, certain she had misheard. But his expression remained impassive, expectant. He was serious.

"Mr. Able," she whispered, her voice hoarse from the earlier intrusion, "I don't think—"

"The gynaecological examination is the final and most important part," he interrupted smoothly.

The technical term hid none of the base reality of the situation. What he had just done to her mouth… Was that what she should expect now… between her legs? It felt like too much. Too fast.

"But…" she stammered, her cheeks burning, "you're not… that kind of doctor."

Geoffrey's expression hardened slightly. "I completed a full medical degree before specialising, Ms. Collins. I am fully qualified to perform a basic examination." His tone softened, becoming almost gentle. "Of course, as I've said repeatedly, you are free to withdraw consent at any time."

The familiar implication hung unspoken between them—withdrawing now would jeopardise her position, her future, everything she'd worked for. But more than that, Tia realised with a jolt of shock, she didn't want to withdraw. Despite her embarrassment, despite her fear, despite every rational thought screaming that this was wrong, inappropriate, crossing every professional boundary imaginable… she wanted to know what would happen next. She wanted to feel what would happen next.

She wanted to feel his hands on her most intimate places. She wanted to surrender completely to his authority. She wanted to give herself over to whatever he demanded of her.

The realisation should have horrified her. Instead, it sent a flood of warmth between her thighs.

Without another word, Tia turned from him and bent over the desk as instructed, her bare breasts pressing against the cool wood, her legs trembling beneath her. She closed her eyes, waiting for whatever came.

She felt him move, the air shifting as he circled slowly around her bent form, like a predator stalking its prey. Tia kept her eyes squeezed shut, the cool surface of the desk against her cheek her only anchor to reality. Her heart hammered so wildly she was certain it must be sending visible tremors through her entire body.

"Incidentally, Ms. Collins," Geoffrey said, his voice coming from behind her now, "do you always keep yourself bare down there?"

Tia's eyes flew open in shock, then immediately scrunched shut again, as if closing them tighter could somehow erase his words—or her nakedness. The question hung in the air between them, more intimate than even his hands had been. Somehow his acknowledgment of her most private grooming choice felt more invasive than the fact that he could see everything. It was the specificity of it—the indication that he was looking, really looking at her most intimate place.

"Y-yes," she stammered, her voice barely audible even to her own ears. "Always."

"Even though you're not sexually active?" he queried, his tone maddeningly casual, as if they were discussing her preference in office supplies.

Heat flooded her face. "I… prefer it," she admitted, the words feeling like they were being dragged from her throat.

"Hmm," he mused, "so do I."

The clear slip in professionalism jolted her. This wasn't a doctor speaking to a patient anymore. This wasn't even a boss speaking to an employee. This was a man expressing a sexual preference to a woman bent naked over his desk.

Tia's eyes snapped open. In the polished glass cabinet directly behind his desk, she caught their reflection—her body bent over the desk, completely exposed, and behind her, Geoffrey standing tall in his immaculate suit, his gaze fixed between her legs.

The visual confirmation of her position sent a fresh wave of humiliation washing over her. She saw herself as he saw her—vulnerable, exposed, spread open for his inspection. His blue eyes were dark with an expression she'd never seen there before, something hungry and primal that made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and… something else entirely.

"Spread your legs wider," he instructed, speaking more slowly than before. "For the examination."

Tia hesitated, her thighs trembling. How much more exposed could she possibly be? But even as the thought formed, she found herself obeying, her feet sliding further apart on the plush carpet. The cool air of the office brushed against her most intimate parts, making her acutely aware of how wet she had become.

That awareness mortified her. Would he notice? Of course he would notice. He was looking right at her, seeing everything, knowing everything. Her arousal was on display as plainly as her nakedness.

"Very good," Geoffrey murmured, and she heard the snap of latex as he adjusted his gloves.

His hand came to rest on the small of her back, just above the curve of her buttocks. The touch was gentle but firm, keeping her in place. With his other hand, he traced a line down her spine, from the nape of her neck all the way down to the cleft of her bottom. Tia shivered under his touch, goosebumps rising across her skin.

"Now, this might feel a bit… invasive," he warned, his voice a low rumble. "But it's necessary for a thorough examination."

Before she could process his words, she felt his gloved fingers parting her, exposing her most intimate folds to the cool air of the office. Tia bit her lip to keep from making a sound, her fingers curling against the smooth surface of the desk. The thought of him, not just looking at her now, but into her was simultaneously mortifying and darkly gratifying.

"Hmm," Geoffrey hummed, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "I see you're quite… responsive to the examination process."

The clinical language did nothing to disguise what he was really saying—that he had discovered her arousal, her body's betrayal. Tia squeezed her eyes shut again, wishing she could disappear entirely.

But then his fingers were moving, exploring her with deliberate precision. They slid through her wetness, circling her entrance, then moving higher to brush against the bundle of nerves that made her gasp despite her best efforts to remain silent.

"Just checking sensitivity," Geoffrey explained, though his voice had dropped to a register that couldn't possibly be considered professional. "A normal part of the examination."

Normal. Nothing about this was normal. Nothing about the way her body responded to his touch—arching into it despite her mortification, growing wetter with each careful stroke—was normal. Nothing about the way she wanted more, needed more, was normal.

His fingers circled her entrance again, teasing but not entering. "Have you ever had a pelvic examination before, Ms. Collins?"

Tia shook her head, not trusting her voice.

"I'll need a verbal confirmation," Geoffrey insisted, his fingers stilling against her.

"No," she managed, the word barely audible. "Never."

"I see," he replied, and she felt him shift closer behind her. "Then I'll be especially gentle."

His finger pressed against her entrance, and Tia tensed instinctively. Geoffrey's other hand stroked soothingly along her spine.

"Relax," he murmured. "This will be much easier if you relax."

Tia tried to follow his instruction, forcing her muscles to unclench, taking deep breaths that made her breasts press against the cool surface of the desk.

And then his finger was sliding inside her, entering her body with careful precision. The sensation was foreign, intrusive—and shockingly pleasurable.

A small sound escaped her throat before she could stop it, somewhere between a gasp and a moan. Geoffrey paused, his finger buried inside her.

"Does that hurt?" he asked, though his tone suggested he knew perfectly well that pain wasn't what she was feeling.

"N-no," Tia admitted, her voice shaking. Simply speaking aloud felt like a transgression, an admission that she was still here, in the real world, in spite of the fact that her boss was now inside her.

"Good," he replied, and began to move his finger in slow, deliberate strokes.

The sensation was overwhelming. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure racing through her body, building a tension she'd never experienced with her own tentative explorations. When he added a second finger, stretching her gently, Tia couldn't suppress another moan.

"Very responsive," Geoffrey noted, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate nature of his actions. "That's a positive sign of good health."

His thumb brushed against her most sensitive spot, and Tia's hips jerked involuntarily. The pleasure was building now, a coiling tension in her lower abdomen that threatened to unravel at any moment. Part of her was horrified at the thought of climaxing here, in her boss's office, bent over his desk like some character from the romance novels her roommate left scattered around their apartment. But another part—a part growing stronger with each skilled movement of his fingers—wanted exactly that.

"I need to check one more thing," Geoffrey said, his voice rough at the edges. "This might feel a bit more… intense."

His fingers curled inside her, pressing against her front wall, searching for something. When he found it, Tia's whole body jolted as if electrified. A strangled cry escaped her lips as pleasure unlike anything she'd ever felt surged through her.

"There we are," Geoffrey murmured, sounding pleased with himself. "Very healthy response."

He continued to stroke that spot inside her while his thumb circled her externally, creating a dual sensation that had Tia panting against the desk. The tension built and built until she was certain she would break apart from it.

"Mr. Able, please…" she gasped, not even sure what she was asking for. "Please..."

"Please what, Ms. Collins?" Geoffrey asked, his fingers never stopping their relentless, precise movements. "Tell me what you need."

"I need…" But she couldn't say it, couldn't put into words the release her body was desperately seeking.

"Do you need to come?" he asked, his voice dropping to a whisper as he leaned over her, his chest nearly touching her back. "Is that what you need during your examination?"

The crude language shocked her, breaking through the haze of pleasure momentarily. This was so far beyond a medical examination now, so far beyond anything professional or appropriate. Yet she couldn't bring herself to care, not with his fingers still moving inside her, still coaxing her toward that precipice.

"Yes," she admitted, shame and desire mingling in her voice. "Yes, please."

"Then come for me," Geoffrey commanded, his fingers speeding up, pressing harder against that perfect spot inside her. "Show me how responsive you really are."

The tension broke. Pleasure crashed through Tia's body in waves, making her cry out against the desk as her inner muscles clenched around his fingers. Her vision blurred, her body trembling as the orgasm seemed to go on and on, prolonged by Geoffrey's skilled movements.

When it finally subsided, leaving her boneless and gasping against the cool surface of his desk, Geoffrey slowly withdrew his fingers. Tia felt empty suddenly, bereft in a way she hadn't anticipated. She heard the snap of latex as he removed his gloves, followed by the rustle of fabric as he adjusted his suit.

"Excellent responsiveness," he said, his voice returning to its professional tone though it remained deeper than usual. "You've passed the examination with flying colours, Ms. Collins."

Tia remained bent over the desk, unsure if her trembling legs would support her if she tried to stand. Her mind reeled, trying to process what had just happened—what she had just allowed to happen. What she had just begged for.

"You may get dressed now," Geoffrey said, moving away from her. "And when you're ready, I'll have the paperwork for your new position waiting."

Tia stared at his retreating back, her heart still thundering in her chest, her body still tingling from the most intense pleasure she'd ever experienced. The enormity of what had just happened crashed over her—she had orgasmed on her boss's fingers while bent naked over his desk during what was supposed to be a medical examination.

She should have been mortified. She should have been scrambling for her clothes, dressing as quickly as possible, and fleeing the office, perhaps never to return. That would have been the rational response. That would have been what the old Tia—the shy, reserved business student who'd started this internship just a handful of months ago—would have done.

But as she remained bent over his desk, her naked skin cooling in the air-conditioned office, her thighs still trembling from her release, Tia knew that something had fundamentally changed within her. The hunger that had been building over these past weeks hadn't been satisfied—it had been awakened.

"No," she said, her voice steadier than she expected.

Geoffrey paused, turning back toward her with one eyebrow raised. "Excuse me, Ms. Collins?"

Tia pushed herself up from the desk, turning to face him on shaky legs. She leaned back against the edge of his desk, feeling the cool wood press against her bare bottom. Her nakedness, which had felt so humiliating minutes ago, now felt like power.

"I want more," she said, meeting his gaze directly, unashamedly. "I want you to give me more."

Something flickered in Geoffrey's eyes—surprise, perhaps, at her boldness. He hadn't expected this from her. Good. Let him be the one caught off guard for once.

"The examination is complete," he said, his voice carefully neutral, though his eyes had darkened noticeably.

Tia pushed away from the desk, taking a step toward him. "Then give me something other than an examination."

Before she could second-guess herself, before the rational part of her brain could remind her of all the reasons this was a terrible idea, Tia dropped to her knees in front of him. The plush carpet cushioned her bare knees as she looked up at him, her hands resting on her thighs.

She'd never done anything like this before. Never been so forward, so brazen with a man. For a terrifying moment, she wondered if she'd completely misread the situation. What if this had just been a power play on his part? What if he had no actual desire for her beyond the thrill of her humiliation? What if he rejected her now, leaving her naked and kneeling and utterly devastated?

But then that smile—that knowing, predatory smile that had haunted her thoughts for weeks—returned to his face. His blue eyes glittered with something dark and hungry as he looked down at her.

"There's a good assistant," he murmured, stepping toward her.

As he moved closer, his hands went to his zipper. The metallic sound as he lowered it reminded her of how unnaturally loud her own skirt zipper had sounded what seemed like hours ago. Tia's mouth went dry as she watched him, her pulse throbbing in her ears, her chest, between her legs.

Geoffrey reached inside his expensive trousers and carefully extricated his already hard length. Tia stared, her eyes widening slightly. She'd watched porn, of course, and she’d fumbled in the dark with that boy in college, but the reality of a fully aroused man revealing himself to her so directly was something else entirely.

"Have you ever done this before?" Geoffrey asked, his voice gentle despite the darkness in his eyes.

Tia shook her head, her gaze still fixed on his impressive, intimidating hardness. "No," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I didn't think so," he replied, a note of satisfaction in his tone. His hand slid to the base of his shaft. "Open your mouth, Ms. Collins."

Tia complied without hesitation, parting her lips as Geoffrey took another step forward. The sight of him approaching her—hard, thick, and clearly ready for her—sent a fresh wave of heat washing through her body. She'd never imagined herself in this position, kneeling naked before a fully clothed man, about to take him into her mouth. Yet here she was, and she wanted nothing more than to please him, to make him lose that careful control he always maintained.

"Wider," Geoffrey instructed, his voice rougher now as he moved closer.

Tia opened wider, tilting her head back slightly to better accommodate him. Geoffrey's hand came to rest on the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided himself toward her waiting mouth.

The first touch of him against her lower lip was startling—warm, smooth, and surprisingly soft despite his obvious hardness. Tia's instinct was to pull back, but Geoffrey's hand in her hair kept her steady.

"Relax your jaw," he murmured, stroking her hair almost tenderly. "And watch your teeth."

Tia tried to follow his instructions, relaxing her jaw as he pressed forward, sliding past her lips and into the wet heat of her mouth. The sensation was… foreign certainly, but not unpleasant—the weight of him on her tongue, the slight saltiness she could taste, the way he filled her mouth more completely than she'd anticipated.

"That's it," Geoffrey encouraged, his voice strained now. "Take as much as you can."

Tia tried, truly she did, but she'd barely taken half of him before she felt that same constriction in her throat from earlier. She gagged slightly, her eyes watering as she struggled to accommodate him.

Geoffrey immediately eased back, giving her a moment to recover. "Breathe through your nose," he reminded her, his thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped down her cheek. "And use your hand for what you can't fit in your mouth."

Grateful for the guidance, Tia wrapped her fingers around the base of him, marvelling at how her hand couldn't quite close around his girth. With this new approach, she took him into her mouth again, this time using her hand to stroke what she couldn't reach with her lips.

"Perfect," Geoffrey groaned, his controlled façade finally cracking. "God, you're a natural at this."

The praise sent a thrill through her, spurring her to try even harder, to take him even deeper, to move her hand and mouth in tandem the way he seemed to enjoy. She found a rhythm that worked, bobbing her head while her hand stroked in counterpoint, occasionally swirling her tongue around the sensitive tip the way she'd heard described in whispered conversations with more experienced friends.

Geoffrey's breathing grew ragged, his hand tightening in her hair as he watched her work. "Look at me," he commanded, his voice strained.

Tia obeyed, lifting her gaze to meet his without stopping her movements. The eye contact added a new dimension to the act—intimate, intense, connecting them in a way that transcended the physical.

"Do you have any idea how you look right now?" Geoffrey asked, his voice barely recognisable. "Naked on your knees, taking me so beautifully?" His hips moved slightly, pushing himself deeper into her mouth before retreating. "I've been waiting for this since the moment I saw you in that buttoned-up little dress on my first day."

The confession sent another wave of heat through Tia's body. He'd wanted her from the beginning, just as she'd wanted him. All those lingering glances, those casual touches, those suggestive comments—they hadn't been her imagination. They had been deliberate, calculated moves in a game she was only now—finally—learning to play.

Geoffrey's movements became more insistent, his hips thrusting more forcefully as his control continued to slip. Tia struggled to maintain the rhythm as he pushed deeper with each thrust.

"I'm close," Geoffrey growled, his voice rough with need. "But I have more to give you. I think such a good little assistant deserves a reward, don't you?"

Tia felt something clench inside her at his words. She recognised what he was doing—asserting his dominance, making her pleasure a condition of her obedience—but the realisation only heightened her desire. She wanted to be his good little assistant. She wanted to please him. And she desperately wanted whatever reward he was offering.

She nodded eagerly, her mouth still full of him, unwilling to stop even to answer.

Geoffrey's hand tightened in her hair as he slowly pulled back. His length slid from between her lips with a wet sound that would have mortified her an hour ago. Now, she only felt a pang of loss as he withdrew completely.

Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, trailing down her chin and onto her bare chest. She should have felt embarrassed by the mess she'd become, but all she could focus on was the heated look in Geoffrey's eyes as he gazed down at her.

"Stand up," he commanded, his voice deep and authoritative.

Tia obeyed without hesitation, rising from her knees on legs that trembled with anticipation. Her skin tingled everywhere—her lips swollen, her nipples hard, her core aching with need.

"Do you want your reward?" Geoffrey asked, stepping closer until she could feel the heat radiating from his body. "Do you want to see what you get for being my good little assistant, Tia?"

Her name on his lips sent a shiver down her spine. Had he ever called her by her first name before? She couldn't remember, couldn't think clearly with him so close, with her body so desperate for his touch.

She tried to speak, but her throat felt tight, constricted with desire. All she could manage was a nod, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each shallow breath.

Geoffrey closed the distance between them, pressing her backward until the soft flesh of her ass met the solid edge of his desk. Her breath caught in her throat. The power dynamic between them had never been more apparent—she was completely naked while he remained fully dressed except for his open fly, his hardness jutting proudly from the expensive fabric of his suit pants.

He could do whatever he wanted to her in this moment. It might have frightened her, but instead, it sent another pulse of heat between her legs. She simply wanted to follow his direction, to surrender to whatever he had planned.

His hands came to her shoulders, then raked down her back, his nails leaving trails of fire along her skin. When they reached her bottom, he cupped her firmly, his strong fingers digging in as he lifted her effortlessly onto the desk.

The cool surface of the desk pressed against her heated skin, a sharp contrast that made her gasp. Her legs spread instinctively, opening for him without conscious thought.

"Eager, aren't we?" Geoffrey teased, his eyes dark with desire as he looked down at her exposed body.

Before she could respond, he was sinking to his knees between her spread thighs. Tia's heart hammered against her ribs. Surely he wasn't going to—

His mouth pressed against her core, his tongue sliding through her folds with hungry determination. The sensation was so intense, so unexpected, that Tia cried out, her hands flying to the edge of the desk for support.

Geoffrey pulled back just enough to murmur against her sensitive flesh. "Such a beautiful, bald little cunt."

There was something thrilling about hearing such vulgarity from a man who normally spoke with such refinement, something intoxicating about knowing she had driven him to such raw expression.

Then his mouth was on her again, his tongue circling, probing, tasting every inch of her. He sucked gently on her throbbing clit, then plunged his tongue inside her, creating sensations she had never imagined possible.

Nobody had ever done this to her before—nobody had ever so much as kissed her there. The intensity was overwhelming, almost too much to bear. And yet she couldn't get enough, couldn't stop the way her hips moved against his face, seeking more of the exquisite pleasure he was giving her.

The tension built faster than she would have thought possible, coiling tight in her lower belly, spreading outward in waves of heat that seemed to consume her entire being. When her release finally came, it crashed over her with stunning force, causing her thighs to clamp around his head as she came hard against his face.

Her body shuddered, her back arching off the desk as pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced ripped through her. It was more intense than what his fingers had done to her earlier, more all-consuming than any pleasure she had ever given herself.

As the waves began to subside, leaving her limp and gasping on his desk, Tia was certain she couldn't possibly experience more pleasure than she just had. Her body felt boneless, spent, utterly satisfied.

But Geoffrey clearly had other ideas. He rose from between her legs, his mouth glistening with the evidence of her pleasure, his eyes dark with hunger that hadn't yet been sated.

"More?" he asked, his voice rough with desire as he looked down at her sprawled form.

Tia knew how she must look—her cheeks flushed pink, her chest heaving with each ragged breath, a sheen of sweat glistening over every inch of her naked skin. She was a mess, completely ruined by what he had already done to her.

And still, when she looked at him standing between her spread legs, his hardness still proudly jutting from his open pants, she felt a renewed spark of desire ignite deep within her core.

She nodded weakly, then managed to gasp out two simple words. "More. Please."

Geoffrey's smile was predatory as he began to shrug off his suit jacket, his eyes never leaving hers. "I was hoping you'd say that," he murmured, loosening his tie with one hand. "Because I'm nowhere near finished with you yet."

The sound of his belt buckle coming undone echoed in the quiet office as Tia watched, mesmerised by each deliberate movement. Her body, which she had thought completely spent just moments ago, began to hum with renewed anticipation.

She had crossed every line, broken every rule she had ever set for herself. And as Geoffrey's hands moved to push his pants down his hips, revealing more of himself to her hungry gaze, Tia knew with absolute certainty that she wanted whatever came next.

"Are you on the pill?" he asked, his voice oddly practical despite the heated look in his eyes.

The question jolted her back to reality for a moment. "Yes," she answered, suddenly realising the true gravity of what was about to happen.

"Good girl," Geoffrey murmured, stepping out of his pants and moving closer between her spread thighs. "Then there's nothing stopping us, is there?"

His hands slid up her legs, from her ankles to her knees, then higher, pushing her thighs wider apart. The position left her completely exposed to him, vulnerable in a way she had never been with anyone before.

Yet as he positioned himself at her entrance, the blunt head of him pressing against her wet heat, Tia felt no fear—only a desperate, consuming need to feel him inside her.

"Please," she whispered again, her hands reaching for him, fingers curling into the crisp fabric of the shirt he had unbuttoned but hadn't bothered to remove.

Geoffrey’s eyes locked with hers as he began to push forward, stretching her slowly, carefully, giving her body time to adjust to his size.

The sensation was intense—a burning stretch that walked the line between pleasure and pain. Tia gasped, her back arching as he sank deeper, filling her more completely than she had ever imagined possible.

"Breathe," Geoffrey instructed, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "Relax and breathe through it."

How naturally those words of guidance came to him, Tia thought. Was it something he said to all of his conquests? Was it just for those inexperienced aides he’d deemed worthy of reward? Could she allow herself to think that, maybe, it was just for her?

She tried to follow his direction, drawing deep breaths that helped her body yield to his invasion. When he was fully seated inside her, he paused, allowing her to adjust to the feeling of fullness.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his thumb brushing a strand of hair from her forehead in a surprisingly tender gesture.

The question seemed absurd given their positions—her naked and spread beneath him on his desk, him buried deep inside her in his office during the workday. Yet the concern in his voice was genuine.

"Yes," Tia answered, surprised to find it was true. Despite the stretch, despite the newness of the sensation, she felt… right. Complete in a way she never had before. "Please don't stop."

Geoffrey's smile returned, dark and knowing. "I wouldn't dream of it," he promised, and began to move.

His first thrusts were gentle, almost tender—utterly at odds with the hunger in his eyes. Each slow withdrawal and careful return sent shivers cascading through Tia's body as she adjusted to his size anew each time.

"You're so fucking tight," Geoffrey murmured, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. "So perfect."

The praise washed over her like warm honey, making her inner muscles clench around him involuntarily. He hissed in response, his rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with slightly more force.

Tia's hands roamed over his shoulders, feeling the expensive fabric of his shirt beneath her fingertips. There was something darkly thrilling about him still being partly dressed while she lay completely naked beneath him. It was as if he’d left that one item on to remind her of the power imbalance between them, an imbalance that she now knew only served to intensify her arousal.

As her body relaxed further, accepting him more easily, Geoffrey's pace increased. His hips snapped forward with greater urgency, driving deeper with each thrust. A moan escaped her lips, louder than she'd intended. Geoffrey's eyes widened slightly.

"Careful," he warned, his voice a low growl. "The walls aren't as thick as you might think."

The reminder that they weren't alone—that just beyond the office door, her colleagues were working at their desks, completely unaware of what was happening in their boss's office—sent a forbidden thrill through Tia's body. She bit her lip, trying to stifle the sounds threatening to escape.

But as Geoffrey's thrusts grew harder, more insistent, controlling her reactions became increasingly difficult. Each drive of his hips sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating outward from her core. Her breathing grew ragged, her moans more frequent, more desperate.

When a particularly forceful thrust drew a sharp cry from her throat, Geoffrey reacted instantly. His hand left her hip, three fingers plunging between her parted lips without warning.

The invasion startled her, but as his fingers pressed down on her tongue, mimicking what he was already doing lower on her body, Tia found herself eagerly accepting them. She closed her lips around them, sucking instinctively as he continued to pound into her.

"That's it," he encouraged, his eyes darkening as he watched her mouth work around his fingers. "Such a good girl, taking everything I give you."

The dual sensation was overwhelming—his hardness stretching her below, his fingers filling her mouth above. She felt utterly possessed, completely at his mercy, completely his.

Geoffrey's pace grew punishing, his hips slamming against hers with enough force to slide her slightly across the polished surface of the desk. "Tell me when you're going to come, Tia," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion, but using her name in that disarming way again. "Let's do this together."

She wouldn't have thought it possible to reach another peak so soon after the last, but she could feel it building—a familiar tension coiling tighter and tighter at her centre. His relentless pace, the fullness of him inside her, the intensity of his gaze as he watched her sucking on his fingers—it was all driving her rapidly toward another release.

As Geoffrey continued to thrust into her, Tia felt something shift inside her. This wasn't just physical anymore. This wasn't just about pleasure or even about securing her job. Somehow, in the midst of this carnal encounter, something fundamental had changed. She belonged to him now. Not just her body in this moment, but something deeper—her loyalty, her devotion, her very essence.

The realisation crashed over her like a wave, pushing her toward the edge. She was his to command, his to use, his to guide. His assistant in every sense of the word—professional, personal, sexual. The thought was liberating in its surrender, exhilarating in its clarity.

She sucked harder on his fingers, her eyes locked with his, trying to communicate what her occupied mouth couldn't. She was close, so close, the pressure building to an almost unbearable intensity.

Incoherent sounds vibrated around his fingers as her climax approached. She nodded frantically, her body tensing beneath him as the first waves began to crash through her.

Geoffrey seemed to understand, his own movements becoming erratic, more desperate. She felt him swell even further inside her, stretching her almost painfully as his thrusts deepened. And then he was there with her, his body going rigid as he buried himself to the hilt.

His warmth flooded her, each pulse sending a new wave of pleasure crashing through her already trembling body. Tia's inner muscles clenched around him, milking every last drop as her own release intensified, her vision blurring at the edges. She'd never felt anything like this—the overwhelming fullness, the intimate connection, the knowledge that she was experiencing his pleasure as he experienced hers.

Their muffled sounds mingled in the hushed office—his deep groan, her whimpers around his fingers—as they shuddered against each other, locked in a moment of perfect synchronicity.

When the last tremors had subsided, Geoffrey slowly withdrew his fingers from her mouth. Tia gasped for breath, her chest heaving, her body feeling both utterly spent and strangely energised.

"Extraordinary," he murmured, brushing a strand of damp hair from her forehead. "You continue to exceed my expectations, Ms. Collins."

The return to formality might have seemed jarring, but Tia understood its purpose. It was a gentle reminder of their professional relationship, a bridge back to the reality they would need to face when they left this room.

He remained inside her for a moment longer, his eyes studying her face with an intensity that made her wonder what he was looking for—and whether he had found it. Then, with reluctance evident in his movements, he slowly withdrew from her body.

The loss of him left her feeling more than literally empty—bereft. She watched as he stepped back, retrieving his clothing and dressing with a level of efficiency that hinted at prior experience. Within moments, he looked almost exactly as he had when she'd first entered his office—impeccably dressed, perfectly composed, the very image of professional success.

Only the slight flush on his cheeks and the darkness lingering in his eyes hinted at what had transpired between them.

"You should get dressed too," he said, his voice gentle but firm. "We have a staff meeting in about twenty minutes."

Reality crashed back with his words. Staff meeting. Colleagues. An entire world outside this office. An entire world that had ceased to exist while they were lost in each other.

Tia slid off the desk on shaky legs, wincing slightly at the unfamiliar soreness between her thighs. She moved toward her pile of discarded clothing, suddenly shy again despite everything they had just shared.

He directed her to clean up in his private adjoining bathroom. As she dressed after returning, she could feel his eyes still on her, watching her from behind his desk as she transformed back into the dutiful assistant he had praised professionally, and had now promised to hire. Each article of clothing felt like armour being donned, protecting her from the vulnerability of nakedness but also distancing her from the intimacy they had shared.

When she was fully dressed, smoothing her skirt with trembling hands, Geoffrey approached her once more. His fingers caught her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze.

"This changes things," he said quietly. "You understand that, don't you?"

Tia nodded, unable to find her voice. Of course it changed things. How could it not? She had just given herself to him completely, had surrendered in ways she hadn't known were possible. There was no going back from that.

"Good," he murmured, his thumb brushing across her lower lip. "Because I have plans for you, Tia Collins. Plans that extend far beyond this office."

A shiver ran down her spine at his words—not of fear, but of anticipation. Whatever he had in mind, whatever path he was setting before her, she knew she would follow it willingly. She was his now, in every sense that mattered.

"Yes, Mr. Able," she replied, her voice steadier than she felt. "I understand."

His smile returned, that knowing curve of lips that had first captivated her weeks ago. "Perfect. Then let's prepare for that meeting, shall we? I believe we have much to discuss with the team about the future of this company—and your role in it."

As he turned away to gather his notes, Tia took a deep breath, steadying herself for the transition back to the professional world. But she knew that nothing would ever be the same again. The woman who had entered this office—shy, uncertain, desperate to impress—was gone.

In her place stood someone new. Someone who understood her power even in submission, who had discovered desires she hadn't known existed, who had glimpsed possibilities she was eager to explore.

Someone who belonged, body and soul, to Geoffrey Able.

And as she followed him toward the door, straightening her shoulders and composing her features into a mask of professional competence, Tia Collins embraced this new self with a quiet certainty that surprised even her.

The examination was complete. But her education was just beginning.
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