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Singled Out to Strip for Scrutiny at the Office Medical

Lucy's stomach clenched as soon as she saw the email arrive in her inbox: "MANDATORY: Annual Office Physical - Friday, 2PM."

She stared at her computer screen, the cursor hovering over the calendar invitation as her mind raced. Three months at her first real job post-graduation, and now this unexpected hurdle. The small marketing firm had seemed perfect—creative work, friendly colleagues, and even Robert from her college days working just two desks away, a familiar face in this new environment.

"Hey, did you get that notice about the physical?" Robert leaned against her cubicle wall, coffee mug in hand, his stubbled jaw relaxed in an easy smile.

Lucy nodded, tucking a strand of brown hair behind her ear. "Yeah. What’s up with that? Do you think it’s… normal? A group physical at work seems kind of strange."

Robert shrugged. "Yeah, I thought the same. But I guess it's just a formality—insurance stuff, probably."

"But why as a group?" Lucy's voice dropped to a whisper. "That seems… unnecessary."

"Maybe it's just more efficient that way? The doctor comes in, everyone gets checked, company doesn't lose a whole day of productivity with people going to separate appointments." He took a sip of coffee. "We both know by now how this place is with saving money!"

Later, at the weekly happy hour, Lucy broached the subject with her other colleagues. To her dismay, they all echoed Robert's casual attitude.

"It's just vitals and basic health stuff," said Melissa from accounting.

"Yeah, they're super professional about it," added Derek from sales.

But something in their exchanged glances made Lucy's cheeks warm. She couldn't shake the feeling they weren't telling her everything.

"So everyone does it together? In the same room?" she pressed.

"The conference room gets converted," Melissa explained. "They bring in equipment, set up stations. Very efficient."

"My line manager says it’s mostly just a group talk," Robert reassured her, his hand briefly touching her shoulder. "You’ll be fine. Trust me."

Lucy nodded and sipped her wine, but the knot in her stomach tightened. Three years of college with Robert, and now three more months working together had taught her to read him well. There was something in his eyes—a gleam of anticipation that didn't match his casual tone.

As Friday approached, Lucy found herself growing increasingly anxious. She selected her outfit with unusual care that morning—a sensible pinstripe pantsuit with a loose blouse. Underneath, she chose her plainest, most practical underwear. No reason to wear anything special for a routine physical, she told herself, ignoring the flutter of unease in her chest.

Whatever this "group physical" entailed, Lucy was determined to get through it with her dignity intact.

∞∞∞

When the day finally arrived, Lucy's palms were slick with sweat as she approached the conference room. She hesitated at the threshold, momentarily stunned by the transformation.

The familiar oval table had vanished. In its place, several rows of office chairs faced what looked disturbingly like a performance space—a cleared area at the front with bright overhead lighting. A few medical instruments gleamed on a side table, a stethoscope, a blood pressure cuff, and other devices she couldn't immediately identify.

"This is… different," she murmured to herself, stepping cautiously into the room where several colleagues already milled about.

"Oh yeah, I forgot it’s your first time, right?" Derek grinned, approaching with a water bottle. "Don't worry, it's quick and painless."

Lucy forced a smile, gravitating toward the back row of chairs. She made mechanical small talk with Melissa about the weekend forecast, her eyes constantly darting to the door.

"Waiting for someone?" Melissa asked with a knowing smile.

Before Lucy could answer, Robert appeared in the doorway. His eyes found hers immediately, and he crossed the room with purposeful strides.

"You made it," he said, claiming the seat beside her. "How are you holding up?"

"I don't even know what I'm nervous about," Lucy admitted, her voice barely audible. "It's just a physical, right?"

Robert's hand brushed against hers. "Exactly. Just routine stuff."

The room fell silent as Mr. Peterson, their CEO, entered with a stranger in a crisp white coat. The doctor appeared to be in his fifties, with silver-streaked hair and wire-rimmed glasses that gave him an academic air.

"Good afternoon, everyone," Mr. Peterson announced. "As you know, today is our annual physical day. I'll leave you in the capable hands of Dr. Clarke, who has been conducting our company physicals for the past seven years."

The doctor stepped forward with a professional smile. "Thank you, James. For those who haven't met me before, I'm Dr. Clarke. Today's process will be straightforward—I'll check each of your vitals individually, then we'll have our group discussion about workplace health practices, and you'll all be certified for another year."

Lucy exhaled slowly. That didn't sound so bad.

"If everyone could form a line, we'll start with basic measurements," Dr. Clarke continued, gesturing to the open area at the front.

As people began shuffling into position, Robert gave Lucy's hand a quick squeeze. "See? Just vitals. Blood pressure, temperature, that sort of thing."

Lucy nodded, taking her place in line behind Melissa. Her anxiety began to ebb as she watched the first few examinations. Dr. Clarke was efficient and professional, checking blood pressure, listening to hearts through shirts, measuring heights and weights, and recording numbers dutifully on a tablet.

When Melissa's turn came, however, Lucy noticed something odd. The doctor asked her to remove her blazer for the blood pressure reading. Nothing unusual there—but then he requested she unbutton her blouse "just enough to place the stethoscope properly."

Lucy's earlier calm evaporated as Melissa complied without hesitation, revealing the top of her lacy bra to the entire room as Dr. Clarke pressed the stethoscope against her chest. No privacy screen, no turning away from the audience—just Melissa, partially unbuttoned, facing her seated colleagues.

"Next," Dr. Clarke called after finishing with Melissa.

Derek stepped forward, and Lucy's heart began to race. The doctor didn’t even ask him to remove his tie, much less unbutton his collar.

Two more male colleagues followed with similarly modest examinations.

Then another female colleague stepped forward—Andrea from HR. Lucy watched carefully as Dr. Clarke again requested the woman unbutton her blouse "for proper heart monitoring." Andrea complied without hesitation, revealing a simple white bra beneath.

The difference had been admittedly minimal, but it struck Lucy as something to note… something to be concerned about. The pattern was becoming clear—the women were definitely being asked to expose more than the men.

Her palms grew sweaty as she watched Robert take his turn, rolling up his sleeve for the blood pressure cuff, having his weight and height measured, and standing still as Dr. Clarke listened to his heart directly through his shirt.

If her turn was like his, then everything would be fine. But she couldn't shake the concern that it wouldn’t be quite so simple for her. And before she knew it, it was her turn.

Dr. Clarke called “Next.”

Lucy’s heart thundered in her chest. She approached tentatively, her legs suddenly unsteady beneath her. Robert passed her on his way back to his seat, his smile different now—somewhat knowing, almost… anticipatory. Their shoulders brushed, and she felt the contact like an electric shock.

“Come forward, please,” Dr. Clarke said, his voice clinical and detached.

The walk to the front felt endless. Lucy was acutely aware of every eye in the room—Derek’s open curiosity, Melissa’s sympathetic smile. The overhead lights seemed to have intensified, casting the examination area in stark, unforgiving brightness.

“Lucy Davidson?” Dr. Clarke confirmed, consulting his tablet.

“Yes,” she managed, her voice barely audible.

“Please step onto the scale.”

She did so, and Dr. Clarke moved behind her, his hands suddenly at her waist, ostensibly to position her properly. His touch lingered a moment longer than she thought strictly necessary.

“Perfect,” he murmured, close enough that she felt his breath on her neck. “Now, against the wall for height.”

Again, his hands guided her—one at her shoulder, one at the small of her back—as if she might not know how to stand against a wall without assistance. The pressure of his palm was firm, proprietary.

“Remove your jacket, please, and roll up your sleeve for the blood pressure reading.”

Lucy slipped off her pinstriped jacket, suddenly feeling exposed in just her blouse. She fumbled with her sleeve, rolling it up past her elbow.

“Like this?” she asked, hating the tremor in her voice.

“That’s fine,” Dr. Clarke said, wrapping the cuff around her arm. As he secured it, the back of his hand brushed against the side of her breast.

Lucy froze, her breath catching. The touch had been brief but unmistakable. She searched Dr. Clarke’s face for any sign of acknowledgment, but his expression remained professionally blank as he pumped the cuff and watched the gauge.

“Deep breath,” he instructed, and she complied, still wondering if the fleeting contact had been deliberate or accidental.

“Now,” Dr. Clarke said after removing the cuff, “I’ll need to check your heart rate.” His fingers gestured to her blouse buttons. “If you could just open these for me…”

Lucy’s eyes darted to the audience. Robert leaned forward slightly in his chair, his expression a mixture of concern and something darker, something… more primal.

“All of them?” Lucy asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Just enough for proper placement of the stethoscope,” Dr. Clarke replied smoothly, but his broad definition of “enough” became clear as his fingers hovered expectantly.

With trembling hands, Lucy undid the top three buttons of her blouse. The edges parted, revealing the simple beige bra underneath. A flush crept up her neck as she felt the collective gaze of her colleagues.

“A bit more,” Dr. Clarke prompted. “I need access to the proper auscultation points.”

Lucy reluctantly unfastened another button, then another. Her blouse now hung open nearly to her navel, exposing her plain beige bra and the pale skin of her stomach. She fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest.

Dr. Clarke moved the cold metal of the stethoscope beneath her bra’s underwire, his fingers brushing against the swell of her breast as he positioned it.

“Breathe normally,” he instructed, though nothing about this felt normal.

Lucy inhaled shakily, aware of the absolute silence in the room. Every eye was fixed on her partially exposed body. Robert’s gaze burned the hottest, his eyes never leaving her as Dr. Clarke continued his examination.

“Now turn, please,” the doctor said, rotating her by the shoulders so she faced slightly away from the audience. The stethoscope moved to her back, but not before Dr. Clarke’s hand slid across her waist in what seemed an unnecessarily intimate gesture.

“I’ll need better access,” he said, and before Lucy could respond, his fingers were at her blouse again, sliding it off one shoulder, then the other, leaving it hanging from her elbows. The room felt suddenly colder, her skin prickling with goosebumps.

“Is this—is this really necessary?” Lucy finally managed to ask, her voice small.

“Standard procedure,” Dr. Clarke responded without looking up. “We needed accurate readings for the company insurance records.”

From the corner of her eye, Lucy caught Robert shifting in his seat. Their gazes met for a moment, and she saw something unexpected there, bubbling up beneath his evident arousal—it was a flicker of protective concern. He opened his mouth as if to speak, then seemed to think better of it.

“Almost finished with this part,” Dr. Clarke said, his hand now resting on her bare shoulder. "Just one more check," Dr. Clarke said, his fingers pressing against Lucy's lower back.

Her breath caught. She’d thought she was done. Nobody else had any more checks than she’d just had. But before she could protest, Dr. Clarke explained himself further. "Your posture indicates potential lumbar tension."

His touch drifted lower, skimming the waistband of her trousers. Lucy bit her lip, fighting the urge to step away. The examination felt endless, each second stretching like an hour under the collective gaze of her colleagues as this stranger’s hands worked their way around her hips.

But suddenly it was over. "You can button up now," Dr. Clarke finally announced, stepping back with clinical detachment that somehow made the whole experience all the more bewildering. "Everything appears to be in order."

Lucy's fingers fumbled with the buttons, her cheeks burning as she struggled to compose herself. She slipped her jacket back on, grateful for the extra layer of protection it provided, even as the memory of her exposure lingered in the air.

"Thank you, Ms. Davidson," Dr. Clarke said, making a final note on his tablet. "You may return to your seat."

The walk back felt interminable. Lucy kept her eyes fixed on the floor, avoiding the eyes she could feel following her every step. When she finally sank into the chair beside Robert, her legs were trembling.

"You okay?" Robert whispered, his hand finding hers in the narrow space between their seats.

Lucy nodded automatically, unable to articulate the storm of emotions whirling inside her. The examination had left her feeling… violated wasn't quite the right word, but exposed in a way that seemed unnecessary, unprofessional. Yet part of her wondered if she was overreacting. Maybe this was normal, and she was simply being prudish?

She watched as another male colleague stepped forward, receiving the same cursory examination that Robert had received—fully clothed, minimal contact. The contrast was unmistakable.

"He didn't make you take off your shirt," she whispered to Robert, trying to keep her voice steady.

Robert squeezed her hand gently. "I know. It seemed… different."

"Maybe our bras just make it harder to get accurate readings?" Lucy offered weakly, trying to find some rational explanation that didn't involve this doctor having deliberately humiliated the female employees.

"Maybe," Robert agreed, but his tone suggested he didn't believe it either.

His thumb traced small circles on her palm, the gesture both comforting and distracting. Lucy could feel the heat of his body beside her, sense the slight tension in his frame. When she glanced at his face, she caught the flush high on his cheekbones, the darkened pupils that betrayed his arousal.

"You enjoyed that, didn't you?" she whispered, surprising herself with her directness.

Robert's eyes widened, then dropped guiltily. "I… Lucy, I'm sorry. I didn't like seeing you uncomfortable, but…" He trailed off, unable to deny the obvious.

"At least someone got something positive out of my mortification," she said, attempting a light tone that didn't quite succeed. "Next time I want to give you a show, I'll skip the audience and the creepy doctor, if that's okay."

The joke fell awkwardly between them, too close to her actual feelings to be truly funny, yet Robert's lips quirked in response. His eyes met hers, and something shifted in their depths—a flicker of something possessive, protective, and hungry all at once.

"I think I'd prefer that," he murmured, his voice dropping to a register that sent an unexpected shiver down her spine. "Just you and me."

The intensity of his gaze made Lucy's breath catch. This was Robert—kind, slightly awkward Robert from college—looking at her with an unmistakable heat that transformed his familiar features into something new and thrilling.

"I didn't like how he touched you," Robert continued, his voice so low she had to lean closer to hear. "The way his hands…" He stopped, jaw tightening. "It wasn't right."

“Though you I note you couldn’t take your eyes off it happening…” she jabbed.

Before Robert could respond, Dr. Clarke cleared his throat loudly, drawing everyone's attention back to the front of the room. "Now that we've completed the individual assessments," he announced, "we'll move on to the group portion of today's examination."

Lucy's stomach dropped. Group portion? What could that possibly entail?

"For our new employees," Dr. Clarke continued, his gaze settling briefly on Lucy, "this is where we discuss workplace ergonomics and perform basic flexibility assessments. I'll need a volunteer to demonstrate proper posture and movement techniques."

His eyes swept the room, and Lucy shrank back in her seat, praying he wouldn't select her. To her relief, he pointed to Andrea from HR.

"Would you mind assisting me?" he asked, though it clearly wasn't a request.

As Andrea moved to the front, Robert leaned close to Lucy's ear. "Don't worry," he whispered. "I won't let him call on you."

The simple promise—and the protective hand that now rested on her knee—made Lucy's chest tighten with something other than anxiety. Whatever was happening between them had shifted today, catalysed by her vulnerability and his reaction to it.

She watched as Dr. Clarke positioned Andrea for his demonstration, his hands once again lingering longer than seemed strictly necessary. The doctor's gaze occasionally flicked toward Lucy, as if gauging her reaction. She met his eyes steadily, refusing to be intimidated further.

"When we're done here," Robert murmured, his breath warm against her ear, "let's go somewhere and talk. Just us."

Lucy nodded, suddenly certain that whatever came next between them would be nothing like their casual friendship of the past three years. The thought was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"I'd like that," she whispered back, her fingers intertwining with his beneath the concealment of her jacket. "I think we have a lot to discuss."

Dr. Clarke positioned Andrea at the centre of the makeshift examination area, his hands settling on her shoulders from behind.

"Now, everyone watch carefully," he instructed, his voice carrying across the silent room. "Proper workplace posture begins with alignment of the spine."

His palms slid down Andrea's back, fingers splayed as they traced her vertebrae through her blouse. Lucy tensed as she watched the doctor's hands continue their journey to Andrea's hips, gripping firmly to adjust her stance.

"Feet shoulder-width apart," he directed, nudging Andrea's ankles with his foot. "Now, we'll demonstrate proper bending technique."

The doctor's body pressed against Andrea's back as he guided her through a forward bend, his chest flush against her as they moved in unison. His hands encircled her waist, then slid up to just beneath her breasts as he straightened her.

"Notice how Ms. Chen maintains alignment even as she moves," Dr. Clarke continued, seemingly oblivious to the intimacy of the demonstration.

Lucy's eyes narrowed as she studied Andrea's face. There was no discomfort there, no surprise at the doctor's handling of her—only calm acceptance, perhaps even the ghost of a smile playing at her lips. Andrea's body yielded to each adjustment without hesitation, anticipating the doctor's next move before he made it.

"She's done this before," Lucy whispered, the realisation crystallising in her mind.

Robert nodded slightly. "That, or at least she’s seen it. It's the same routine every year."

"Then why didn't anyone warn us?" Lucy hissed, her fingers tightening around his.

Before Robert could answer, Dr. Clarke guided Andrea through a series of side bends, his hands wandering freely across her torso, occasionally brushing against the sides of her breasts in movements that seemed deliberately imprecise.

"And now, to demonstrate proper stretching technique for tension release," the doctor announced, positioning himself behind Andrea once more. His hands travelled up her arms, then across her collarbones, fingers dipping beneath the edge of her blouse.

Andrea simply tilted her head back, eyes half-closed, giving the doctor better access to her neck and shoulders. There was something practiced in her compliance, a familiarity that spoke of previous performances.

"For our next segment," Dr. Clarke announced, finally releasing Andrea with a professional nod, "I'd like everyone to pair up for some partner exercises. These techniques can help alleviate workplace tension when practiced regularly."

Lucy's hand shot out, grasping Robert's arm before the words had fully left the doctor's mouth. Their eyes met, silent understanding passing between them. There was safety in familiarity, in choosing Robert over the alternative of being paired with someone else—or worse, with Dr. Clarke himself.

"Everyone stand," the doctor instructed, "and face your partner."

The conference room filled with the sounds of chairs scraping and people shuffling into position. Lucy noticed several male colleagues pairing with each other, arranging themselves in the open space with professional detachment.

"Place your hands on your partner's shoulders," Dr. Clarke demonstrated with his assistant, a young man from the IT department who showed no discomfort at the contact. "Apply gentle pressure while they rotate their head to release neck tension."

Robert's hands settled on Lucy's shoulders, warm and steady through the fabric of her jacket. His touch was nothing like the doctor's—there was no clinical pretence, just genuine care as his thumbs pressed gently against her tense muscles.

"Like this?" he asked softly, for her ears alone.

Lucy nodded, unable to trust her voice as his fingers kneaded the knots at the base of her neck. She glanced around the room, watching other pairs performing the same exercise with professional distance. Derek and another sales manager stood rigidly, mechanically rotating their heads while maintaining minimal contact. Melissa and Andrea mirrored each other's movements with practiced efficiency.

"Now," Dr. Clarke continued, "one partner will turn, and the other will apply pressure down the spine, identifying points of tension."

Robert's hands hesitated. "Do you want me to…"

"Yes," Lucy whispered, turning her back to him. "I trust you."

His palms pressed against her shoulder blades, then traced a path down her spine. Even through her clothing, his touch sparked something electric. When his fingers reached her lower back, Lucy had to suppress a shiver.

"Now for you partners," Dr. Clarke called out, and partners switched positions throughout the room.

Lucy placed her hands on Robert's broad shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt as she mimicked the movements he had performed on her. She could feel her pulse quicken in spite of the mundane nature of their contact.

"For our final exercise," the doctor announced, "face your partner and place your hands on their waist. This demonstrates proper lifting posture in the workplace."

Robert's hands settled on Lucy's waist, large enough to nearly span it. She mirrored him, placing her palms against his sides, feeling the warmth of his body through his shirt.

"Maintain eye contact with your partner," Dr. Clarke instructed. "This ensures proper communication during collaborative tasks."

Lucy's gaze locked with Robert's, and suddenly the room around them seemed to fade. His fingers flexed slightly against her waist, drawing her imperceptibly closer. She was acutely aware of their breathing falling into sync, of the minimal space between their bodies, charged with unspoken tension.

"Is this part of the exercise?" she murmured, searching his face.

"I don't think so," he admitted, his voice low and rough. "Not entirely."

Lucy glanced around again. Every other pair maintained a professional distance—hands in place but bodies separated by clear space, expressions neutral as they followed the doctor's instructions. Only she and Robert stood close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, their eyes communicating something that had nothing to do with workplace ergonomics.

"I think we're doing this wrong," she whispered, though she made no move to increase the distance between them.

"Or maybe we're the only ones doing it right," Robert countered, his thumbs tracing small circles against her sides.

Dr. Clarke's voice cut through their moment. "Excellent work, everyone. You may return to your seats for the final portion of today's session."

Lucy reluctantly stepped back, immediately missing the warmth of Robert's hands. As they returned to their chairs, she noticed a subtle shift in the room's atmosphere. Colleagues exchanged knowing glances, small smiles playing at the corners of their mouths. Even Mr. Peterson, observing from the back of the room, wore an expression of smug satisfaction.

"What's the final portion?" Lucy asked as they settled into their seats, suddenly wary of what might come next.

"I don't know," Robert whispered back, his eyes never leaving Dr. Clarke as the man arranged some papers at the front of the room. "But whatever it is, we'll get through it together."

His hand found hers again, fingers intertwining with quiet assurance. The simple gesture sent an unexpected warmth spreading through Lucy's body, pooling low in her belly. She glanced at their joined hands, then at Robert's profile—the way his jaw tightened with concern, the protective angle of his shoulders as he leaned slightly toward her.

Something had shifted between them. The embarrassment of being exposed in front of her colleagues had somehow created an intimacy between them she hadn't anticipated. She didn't like what Dr. Clarke had done—the unnecessary exposure, the lingering touches—but it had revealed something about Robert, about his feelings for her… something that might have remained hidden otherwise.

Lucy studied his face, remembering how his eyes had darkened watching her at the front of the room, how his hand had trembled slightly when he'd touched her afterward. Maybe, she thought with a strange flutter of anticipation, a little more embarrassment wouldn't be the worst thing in the world… if it made him look at her like that again.

She caught herself, shocked at the direction of her thoughts. Surely she wasn't thinking straight. The stress of the situation was affecting her judgment. The logical thing would be to get through this final portion as quickly as possible, then escape with Robert for that talk he'd promised. That's what her rational mind wanted.

But the heat within her, the one kindled by Robert's protective promises and hungry gazes, argued for something else entirely.

Dr. Clarke cleared his throat, commanding the room's attention once more.

"We now come to the final portion of today's session," he announced, his clinical tone belied by the subtle gleam in his eyes. "This demonstration is primarily for the benefit of our female employees, as their additional risk categories pose unique insurance challenges for the company."

Lucy frowned, not quite understanding what he meant by "additional risk categories."

"Thus," Dr. Clarke continued, "we will demonstrate one final set of self-check techniques that can be performed at home between annual examinations." He scanned the room, his gaze lingering on the female employees. "And for this, I will need another volunteer."

Lucy's heart plummeted. She sank deeper into her chair, making herself as small as possible. No hands rose in the silence that followed. Instead, to her horror, heads began to turn in her direction—first Melissa's, then Derek's, then others. The weight of their collective expectation pressed against her.

"Why me?" she whispered, more to herself than anyone else.

Melissa leaned in, her perfume enveloping Lucy as she whispered, "Honey, we take it in turns. We've all done it, and you're the new girl, so this year it's you."

Panic flared in Lucy's chest. Her eyes darted to Robert, silently pleading for his intervention. Hadn't he promised not to let her be forced into anything?

But what she saw in his expression was more complex than simple concern. Behind his furrowed brow and tight lips, she recognised that same heat she'd glimpsed earlier—a desire he couldn't fully conceal. He wanted to see her exposed. The realisation should have horrified her, but instead, it sent another wave of warmth through her core.

And suddenly, inexplicably, part of her wanted him to see her like that, even as another part recoiled at the thought of further exposure. The heat inside her was overruling her rational thoughts, replacing panic with a strange, rebellious curiosity.

"Ms. Davidson," Dr. Clarke called out, his voice cutting through her internal conflict. "Perhaps as our newest team member, you'd be willing to assist with this demonstration?"

All eyes turned to her now. Lucy felt the blood drain from her face, then rush back in a scorching blush. She opened her mouth, but no words emerged.

"You don't have to," Robert murmured, his grip on her hand tightening. But his voice lacked conviction, and his eyes—his eyes told a different story altogether.

"It's quite straightforward," Dr. Clarke continued, as if her cooperation was already assured. "Just a demonstration of proper self-examination techniques. Vital for early detection."

Lucy swallowed hard, her throat dry as desert sand. She looked again at Robert, whose face now showed a complex mixture of protectiveness and unmistakable anticipation.

"I'll do it," she heard herself say, the words emerging from some place beyond her conscious control.

She rose on unsteady legs, Robert's hand slipping from hers as she moved toward the front of the room. Each step felt like walking through deep water, her body simultaneously heavy and weightless.

"Excellent," Dr. Clarke said, gesturing her forward. "Now, as I'm sure everyone knows, proper self-examination is critical for early detection of various health concerns."

Lucy stood beside him, hyper-aware of every eye in the room fixed upon her, but none more than Robert’s Dr. Clarke's hand settled on her shoulder, his touch clinical yet somehow possessive.

"For this demonstration, we'll need better access," he continued, his fingers moving to the single button of her suit jacket. "May I?"

Lucy nodded mutely, unable to form words as he deftly unbuttoned her jacket and slid it from her shoulders. She stood now in just her blouse and trousers, feeling oddly exposed despite being more covered than she had been during her earlier examination.

"For a proper breast examination," Dr. Clarke announced to the room, "one must remove restrictive clothing to ensure nothing is missed."

Lucy's eyes widened. She’d half-known what she was volunteering for. But his nonchalant use of the term still caught her off guard. Surely he didn't expect her to—

"If you could unbutton your blouse, please," he said, his tone making it clear this wasn't actually a request.

Lucy's fingers trembled as they moved to her buttons, freezing when she reached the second one. Time seemed to stretch as she stood there, caught between two overwhelming forces. Mortification crashed through her in icy waves—the thought of exposing herself in front of her colleagues, people she would have to face every day in meetings and lunch breaks, made her want to disappear into the floor. Yet beneath that shame burned something else, something that shocked her with its intensity—a dark, molten heat that pooled low in her belly whenever she caught Robert's gaze.

She glanced up, finding his eyes instantly among the crowd. His face was flushed, pupils dilated, lips slightly parted. He wasn't even trying to hide his reaction anymore. The naked desire in his expression sent another surge of warmth through her core, and she felt her nipples tighten beneath her bra, betraying her body's response.

"Is there a problem, Ms. Davidson?" Dr. Clarke prompted, his voice carrying just enough edge to make it clear he expected compliance.

"No," she whispered, forcing her fingers to continue their work. One button, then another, each revealing another inch of pale skin. The cool air of the conference room raised goosebumps across her exposed flesh.

She kept her eyes fixed on Robert now, using his reaction as an anchor in this storm of conflicting emotions. The shame was still there, burning her cheeks and making her stomach clench, but alongside it grew something else—a perverse power in knowing how her vulnerability affected him, how it transformed kind, familiar Robert into someone… not exactly different, but new.

The room had gone utterly still, the silence broken only by the soft rustle of fabric as she slowly undid each button. Her blouse parted, revealing the simple beige bra she'd chosen that morning—practical, unremarkable, and suddenly the focus of every person in the room.

"You'll need to remove the blouse completely," Dr. Clarke instructed, "and then the bra as well. Proper self-examination requires direct access."

Lucy’s hands stilled once more on the last button. She glanced up, meeting Robert's gaze across the room. His face was flushed, his posture rigid with tension. But he made no move to intervene, no gesture to stop what was happening.

"I—" Lucy began, her voice barely audible.

"You're doing wonderfully," Dr. Clarke encouraged, as if sensing her hesitation. "Everyone here appreciates your contribution to workplace health awareness."

Melissa nodded encouragingly from her seat. Andrea offered a sympathetic smile. Every woman in the room seemed to communicate the same message. We've all done this. It's your turn now.

With a deep breath, Lucy slipped her blouse off, leaving it draped over the nearby chair. She stood now in just her bra, arms instinctively crossing over her stomach.

"The bra as well," Dr. Clarke prompted gently. "For demonstration purposes."

Lucy's heart hammered against her ribs. She looked again at Robert, whose eyes had darkened to a stormy blue. The naked want in his expression sent an unexpected thrill through her body, a constant counterpoint to her mortification.

With trembling fingers, she reached behind her back, unclasping her bra. She held the cups in place for a moment, gathering what remained of her courage, then slowly lowered the garment, and revealed her breasts to the entire room.

The air was cool against her exposed, flushed skin, raising goosebumps across her chest. Lucy fought the urge to cover herself, letting her arms hang at her sides as Dr. Clarke had instructed. Her nipples tightened in the cool air—or perhaps from the intensity of the collective gaze now fixed upon her bare chest.

Swallowing hard, Lucy forced herself to lift her gaze from the floor. For the first time since removing her bra, she allowed herself to survey the faces of her colleagues.

The women in the front row maintained professional expressions—Andrea's face a mask of sympathy, Melissa nodding slightly as if to say "well done”. But Tina from sales leaned forward in her chair, her eyes traveling slowly up and down Lucy's exposed torso with unmistakable interest, lips curved in a small smile that made Lucy's skin prickle with awareness.

The men made less effort to hide their reactions. Derek's mouth hung slightly open, his eyes wide and fixed on her breasts. Mr. Peterson, their fifty-two-year-old CEO, had removed his glasses to clean them, using the motion as an excuse to stare unabashedly. Even quiet Jim from accounting, who barely spoke during meetings, seemed transfixed, his wedding ring glinting as he gripped the armrests of his chair.

Another realisation struck Lucy with sudden clarity—she was the youngest person in the room by at least a decade, save for Robert. These men watching her with such hunger were mostly in their forties and fifties. Old enough to be her father. The thought sent a wave of humiliation washing over her, hot and sharp.

What were they thinking as they sat there, these middle-aged professionals, drinking in the sight of their new twenty-two-year-old colleague's bare breasts? Her pale pink nipples exposed under the harsh fluorescent lights, her slender frame on display like some corporate offering.

Lucy's cheeks burned. She felt small, vulnerable, reduced to nothing but flesh and youth in their eyes. The power imbalance was overwhelming—these were people who reviewed her work, who could influence her career, now seeing her stripped and exposed.

Yet beneath the mortification bubbled something unexpected—a current of energy, of power, a slightly different power to the one she felt when she looked at Robert. Their desire gave her a strange leverage. These men, so composed in their business suits, were undone by the sight of her. Their hunger revealed a weakness she hadn't known existed.

"Perfect," Dr. Clarke said, his voice betraying a hint of something beyond professional approval. "Now, everyone observe carefully as I demonstrate proper technique."

His hands rose, hovering inches from Lucy's breasts. "Ms. Davidson, please hold your arms out to the sides, like this." He positioned her arms away from her body, leaving her completely exposed and unable to cover herself without breaking the pose. She felt even more at his mercy now, even more of an erotic display for her leering elder colleagues.

"The examination begins at the outer edge," Dr. Clarke explained, his fingers finally making contact with Lucy's skin. His touch was light but firm as he pressed in small circles around the perimeter of her left breast. "Using the pads of your fingers, move in a spiral pattern toward the centre."

Lucy stared straight ahead, refusing to meet anyone's eyes any more as the doctor's hands moved methodically across her breast. She could feel the heat of her blush spreading down her neck to her chest, painting her pale skin pink under the fluorescent lights.

"Pay particular attention to any unusual texture or sensitivity," Dr. Clarke continued, his fingers working their way closer to her nipple. When he reached it, his touch remained clinical but… lingering.

Lucy bit her lip, fighting to maintain her composure as the doctor repeated the process on her right breast. The room remained silent except for his ongoing narration, but she could feel the weight of every gaze, the collective held breath of her colleagues.

Her own breath caught as Dr. Clarke's fingers circled her nipple for a third time. What had begun as humiliation was transforming into something she couldn't quite comprehend. A warmth spread through her body that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the way those clinical touches had begun to feel less clinical with each passing moment.

She wasn't attracted to Dr. Clarke… but her body was responding to his touch with a betraying honesty that shocked her. Each brush of his fingertips sent tiny sparks of pleasure radiating outward, and she fought to keep her breathing steady as he continued his demonstration.

This wasn't right. This wasn't how medical examinations were supposed to feel. She'd had breast checks before, but they had always been brief, impersonal. None had involved this prolonged attention, this careful exploration that seemed designed to stimulate rather than examine.

And none, of course, had featured an audience.

Lucy risked another glance at the room, at the collective gaze fixed upon her exposed chest, at the way Dr. Clarke's hands moved across her skin with practiced precision. The weight of their attention was a palpable thing, a pressure that somehow heightened every sensation. Each touch felt magnified beneath their watchful eyes, each circle of the doctor's fingers more intense for being witnessed.

To her horror and confusion, she felt a warm wetness gathering between her thighs, her body responding to this public handling of her with an arousal she couldn't control. The shame of it burned through her, but did nothing to diminish the heat pooling low in her belly.

She forced herself to look at Robert again, needing something to anchor her in this storm of conflicting sensations. His eyes were fixed on Dr. Clarke's hands as they cupped her breast, his expression a battlefield of emotions. Concern creased his brow, protective instinct evident in the tension of his jaw—but there was more. His pupils were dilated, his breathing shallow, jealousy and desire warring plainly on his features.

He wanted to be the one touching her. And that realisation hit Lucy with stunning clarity, sending another wave of heat through her core.

"And this concludes the basic examination technique," Dr. Clarke finally announced, his hands dropping away from her breasts. The sudden absence of contact left Lucy feeling oddly bereft, despite her relief.

She started to reach for her discarded bra, desperate to cover herself, when Dr. Clarke's voice stopped her.

"However, this demonstration isn't solely for the benefit of our female employees," he continued, turning to address the room. "Often, it's a partner who first notices something amiss. Therefore, understanding proper technique is equally important for the men in our organisation."

Lucy froze, her hand suspended in mid-air. Surely he couldn't mean—

"With that in mind," Dr. Clarke said, his measured tone belying the bombshell he was about to drop, "we'll need a male volunteer to demonstrate partner examination techniques."

The reaction was immediate. Nearly every male hand in the room shot upward, a forest of eager volunteers. Derek's arm stretched so high he practically rose from his seat. Even Mr. Peterson's hand lifted halfway, though he quickly lowered it, perhaps remembering his position as CEO.

Lucy's lungs seemed to forget how to function. Her vision narrowed to pinpricks as panic washed through her. This wasn't happening. It couldn't be happening. Was Dr. Clarke actually inviting these men—her colleagues, her superiors—to put their hands on her? To fondle her bare breasts? She hadn't agreed to this. This went far beyond mortification into something that felt dangerously close to violation.

But before she could voice her protest, Dr. Clarke chuckled, surveying the enthusiastic response with apparent amusement.

"I see we have no shortage of willing participants," he observed dryly. "However, as is tradition in our annual sessions, any new employee who hasn't had the opportunity in previous years has first right of refusal."

His gaze settled on Robert, whose hand had remained conspicuously lowered throughout. "Mr. Keller, I believe that would be you."

Every head turned toward Robert. Lucy felt the collective attention shift from her exposed body to his frozen form. Her own eyes locked with his across the room, silently pleading… though for what, she wasn't entirely sure. For him to refuse? Or to accept?

Robert sat motionless, his face a mask of conflicting emotions. His eyes never left Lucy's, asking a question she couldn't answer aloud. The moment stretched between them, taut with unspoken communication.

"Mr. Keller?" Dr. Clarke prompted, his tone making it clear that refusal wasn't really an option. "Would you care to assist with our demonstration?"

Robert's chair scraped against the floor as he slowly rose. Lucy watched him approach, her heart hammering against her ribs. The expression on his face had shifted to something she'd never seen before—a protective determination overlaid with barely restrained desire.

"I'll assist," he said, his voice low and rough as he reached the front of the room.

"Excellent," Dr. Clarke responded, stepping aside to make room for Robert before the assembled audience. "Now, observe carefully as Mr. Keller demonstrates the proper technique for partner examination."

Robert stood before Lucy now, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. His eyes searched hers, silently asking permission even as Dr. Clarke positioned him directly in front of her.

"Remember," the doctor instructed, "use the pads of your fingers, applying gentle but firm pressure in a spiral pattern."

Robert lifted his hands, and Lucy saw they were trembling slightly. Knowing that he was as affected as she was sent another surge of heat through her body. His fingertips hovered inches from her skin, waiting.

"Go ahead," Dr. Clarke prompted.

But Robert didn’t move. Instead he simply stared into Lucy’s eyes and waited for permission from the only person entitled to give it. Lucy took one final glance at her colleagues—her own exposure reflected in their eyes—before turning her head back to Robert. Her breathing was heavy, her skin flushed and hot. Almost imperceptibly, she gave him the nod.

Robert swallowed visibly, but then, without hesitation, gently placed his hands on the outer curves of Lucy's breasts. Unlike the doctor's clinical touch, Robert's fingers were warm, almost reverent as they made contact with her bare skin.

Lucy couldn't suppress the small gasp that escaped her lips. This was Robert—her friend, her colleague, the man she'd secretly admired for years—touching her breasts in front of their entire office. The intimacy of it, despite the public setting—or maybe because of it—was overwhelming.

"Begin at the outer edge," Dr. Clarke instructed, "and work your way inward with consistent pressure."

Robert complied, his fingers moving in slow, careful circles across Lucy's skin. His touch was tentative at first, but grew more confident as he continued. Unlike the doctor's examination, there was nothing clinical about the way Robert's hands moved across her breasts. Each caress felt like a confession, an admission of desires long suppressed.

Lucy's breathing quickened as his thumbs brushed the undersides of her breasts. She should have been mortified—and part of her was—but that feeling was rapidly being overtaken by the liquid heat spreading through her body. Robert's eyes remained locked with hers, creating an intimate bubble that somehow excluded the watching crowd.

"Ensure you cover the entire breast," Dr. Clarke continued, his voice seeming to come from far away now. "Pay particular attention to any areas of unusual texture or sensitivity."

Robert's fingers worked their way closer to her nipples, which had hardened to tight peaks under his attention. When his thumbs finally brushed across them, Lucy couldn't prevent the small shudder that ran through her body. She saw Robert's pupils dilate further at her reaction, his breathing becoming as unsteady as her own.

"Very good technique, Mr. Keller," Dr. Clarke commented, though his voice held a note of something that might have been irritation. "Now repeat the process on the other side."

As Robert's hands shifted to her right breast, Lucy became aware of the absolute silence in the room. Every person watched with rapt attention as his fingers traced patterns across her skin. The knowledge that they were all witnessing this intimate exchange should have heightened her shame, but instead, it intensified the pleasure coursing through her.

This wasn't just about Robert touching her anymore—it was about everyone seeing him touch her, seeing her respond to him. It was about the possessive gleam that had entered his eyes, the way his body had positioned itself slightly between her and the audience, as if staking a claim.

"Very good, Mr. Keller," Dr. Clarke said, placing a firm hand on Robert's shoulder. "That's sufficient for the demonstration."

Robert's hands lingered for a moment longer, his thumbs making one final brush across Lucy's sensitised nipples before he reluctantly pulled away. Lucy felt the loss immediately, a sudden chill replacing the warmth of his touch. Her skin seemed to ache for the contact, her body betraying a desire she hadn't quite known existed until today.

Dr. Clarke turned to address the room, but Lucy barely registered his words, too focused on the sensation of absence where Robert's hands had been. Some part of her—a part she hardly recognised—wished desperately that this humiliating ordeal weren't over. That Robert's hands would return to her body, regardless of who was watching.

"Since our volunteers have clearly established a good rapport," Dr. Clarke's voice cut through her thoughts, "I believe we have a unique opportunity to cover a more advanced subject today." He paused, adjusting his glasses. "With their permission, of course."

Lucy's head snapped up. More? What more could there possibly be? She'd already been stripped to the waist, had her breasts examined by two different men in front of her entire workplace. What else could they possibly expect her to endure?

Yet even as panic flared, that other part of her—the part that had responded to Robert's touch with such unexpected heat—stirred with perverse curiosity.

"In any professional environment," Dr. Clarke continued, "we must acknowledge the natural tensions that arise when working in close quarters with colleagues." His clinical tone remained unchanged, but his words had taken a strange turn. "These tensions, if left unaddressed, can impact workplace productivity and overall wellbeing."

Lucy frowned, struggling to follow his meaning. Robert had moved to stand slightly beside her, his body angled awkwardly away from both her and the audience. Dr. Clarke's gaze dropped deliberately to Robert's midsection, then swept the room, inviting everyone else to look as well.

"As you can all observe," he said matter-of-factly, "Mr. Keller is experiencing a natural physiological response to the intimate nature of our demonstration."

Lucy's eyes followed the doctor's gaze, and heat flooded her face as she registered the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of Robert's trousers. He'd become erect from touching her. The evidence of his arousal was plain for everyone to see, and now the doctor was drawing explicit attention to it.

Robert shifted uncomfortably, trying to angle his body further away, but of course it was too late. Every person in the room had seen his reaction to touching Lucy's bare breasts.

"This is a perfect illustration of the give and take that exists in any close working relationship," Dr. Clarke continued, as if discussing quarterly sales figures rather than Robert's erection. "Mr. Keller has provided Ms. Davidson with a service through his attentive examination. In doing so, he has incurred a tension of his own—a biological response that, left unaddressed, could impact his concentration and performance for the remainder of the workday."

Lucy stared in disbelief. Was Dr. Clarke actually suggesting what she thought he was suggesting?

"It is a fundamental principle of workplace harmony that every service should be repaid in kind," the doctor continued smoothly. "In this case, repayment could take the form of release through proper techniques—techniques that, I might add, are valuable knowledge for any professional to possess."

Lucy's mouth went dry. This couldn't be happening. This doctor was actually proposing that she… what? Provide sexual relief to Robert? In front of everyone? It was absurd, unprofessional. Hell, it was almost certainly illegal! Yet as she looked out at her assembled colleagues, she saw only impassive expressions and knowing nods. No one seemed shocked or disturbed by the doctor's suggestion.

What the hell was going on? Had everyone at this company lost their minds? Or was this some elaborate hazing ritual for new employees that had spiralled completely out of control?

She turned to Robert, desperately seeking some indication that he found this as insane as she did. His face was flushed deep red, his expression a mixture of mortification and confusion that mirrored her own. He'd angled his body further away, clearly embarrassed by his visible arousal.

"This is crazy," Lucy whispered, leaning close enough that only he could hear. "They can't seriously expect us to—"

"I know," Robert murmured back, his voice strained. "I don't understand what's happening. This isn't normal, Lucy. Nothing about this is normal."

"Then why is everyone acting like it is?" she hissed, glancing at their colleagues. Not a single face registered shock or outrage. Andrea was actually nodding along to the doctor's words, while Derek leaned forward in his seat with undisguised interest.

"I don't know," Robert whispered. "But we should stop this. Right now."

Dr. Clarke's voice rose, cutting through their hushed conversation. "Of course, such demonstrations are entirely voluntary. However, I must emphasise the educational value for everyone present—particularly our newer employees who may not yet understand the importance of addressing workplace tensions promptly and effectively."

Lucy felt trapped in some bizarre alternate reality where normal professional boundaries had ceased to exist. She stood half-naked before her colleagues while a doctor calmly proposed she provide sexual relief to her coworker as part of a medical demonstration.

"We don't have to do this," Robert whispered urgently. "We can just say no."

Lucy nodded, but something held her back from immediately refusing. The same inexplicable heat that had flooded her when Robert touched her breasts now curled through her again at the thought of touching him in return. It was wrong, inappropriate, potentially career-ending—yet her body responded with a surge of desire that defied all logic.

"I'll follow your lead," Robert continued, his voice barely audible. "Whatever you decide, I'm with you."

The weight of decision pressed down on Lucy's bare shoulders. Every rational thought screamed to refuse, to demand her clothes back, to end this charade immediately. But, at the same time, some reckless, rebellious part of her wondered what would happen if she agreed. If she stepped further into this strange scenario that had already pushed her far beyond her comfort zone.

"For this demonstration," Dr. Clarke continued, oblivious or indifferent to their whispered exchange, "Ms. Davidson would learn proper tension-relief techniques while Mr. Keller receives the benefit of immediate stress reduction. A mutually beneficial exchange that exemplifies healthy workplace dynamics."

Lucy's gaze swept the room once more. These people were her colleagues, people she would have to face in meetings tomorrow and every day after. If she proceeded with this "demonstration”, there would be no taking it back, no pretending it hadn't happened. Yet none of them seemed to think there was anything unusual about what was being proposed.

She turned back to Robert, searching his face. Despite his embarrassment, despite his confusion, she saw something else there too—a hunger that matched the heat building inside her, a desire that transcended the bizarre circumstances.

"What should we do?" she whispered, her heart pounding so hard she was certain everyone could hear it.

Robert swallowed visibly. "I—" he began, then stopped, his eyes dark with conflicting emotions. "I don't know. This is insane, but…"

"But?" Lucy prompted, her voice barely a breath.

"But I can't stop wanting you," he confessed, the words rushing out in a desperate whisper. "Even here. Even like this." His admission sent another wave of heat through her body.

And Lucy made her decision.

She took a deep breath, steadying herself to mask the nervous tremor that threatened to overtake her voice. She lifted her chin slightly, aware that her bare breasts were still exposed to the entire room, her pink nipples still hard from Robert's touch.

"We'd be happy to help with the demonstration," she said, surprised by the steadiness in her voice despite the chaotic emotions swirling inside her.

Robert stood beside her, his face flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. "Yes," he mumbled, his agreement barely audible. "We'll help."

"Excellent," Dr. Clarke responded, his clinical tone at odds with the gleam in his eyes. "Mr. Keller, if you would please expose the area in question so Ms. Davidson can properly demonstrate the technique."

Robert's hands moved to his belt, hesitating for just a moment before slowly unbuckling it. Lucy watched, mesmerised, as his fingers worked at the button of his trousers, then carefully lowered the zipper. There was a reluctance in his movements, a self-consciousness that mirrored what she'd felt when removing her own clothing—yet beneath it lay a determination, a willingness to share in her vulnerability.

With a deep breath, Robert pushed his boxers down just enough to free his erection. It sprang forward, fully engorged, the head flushed dark and glistening slightly. Lucy felt her mouth go dry at the sight. And then, to her surprise, she felt the opposite—felt herself salivating at the prospect of what was to come.

Standing there, her own chest still bare, Lucy understood exactly how Robert felt. The exposure, the vulnerability of being on display before an audience of colleagues—it was mortifying, yet somehow also intoxicating. She was simultaneously the exposed and the observer, witnessing Robert's intimate display just as her colleagues had witnessed hers.

She couldn't tear her eyes away from his erection—the way it angled upward, the prominent veins running along its length, the visible pulse that made it seem to strain toward her. It was beautiful in its raw masculinity, in its honest response to her body.

"Now, Ms. Davidson," Dr. Clarke's voice interrupted her thoughts, "you'll want to begin with gentle exploration using just your fingertips. This allows you to assess sensitivity and establish comfort before proceeding to more direct stimulation."

The doctor's instructions were absurd—as if she'd never touched a man before, as if this were truly a medical procedure rather than what it actually was… whatever this actually was. Yet somehow, the clinical pretence only served to make everything feel that more forbidden, that more thrilling. The juxtaposition of Dr. Clarke's professional tone with the explicit nature of what she was about to do sent another surge of heat through her core.

Following his directions, Lucy reached out with trembling fingers, lightly tracing the length of Robert's shaft. The contact drew a sharp intake of breath from him, his eyes darkening further as they locked with hers.

"Excellent," Dr. Clarke commented. "Now, establish a firmer grip at the base and apply rhythmic pressure."

Lucy wrapped her fingers around Robert's cock, marvelling at the contrast between the silky skin and the hardness beneath. She began to stroke upward, then down, establishing a slow, deliberate rhythm.

"Now incorporate the testicles with your other hand," Dr. Clarke instructed. "Gentle cupping provides additional stimulation while maintaining blood flow to the primary area."

Lucy's left hand moved to cup Robert's balls, feeling their weight, the slight twitch as her fingers made contact. She continued her steady pumping motion with her right hand, watching Robert's face contort with pleasure and restraint.

His expression was a battlefield of emotions—ecstasy warring with the embarrassment of being handled this way in front of their colleagues, pleasure fighting against the strain of maintaining some semblance of control. Beads of sweat had formed on his forehead, and his breathing had grown ragged, punctuated by small, involuntary sounds that sent shivers down Lucy's spine.

She alternated her gaze between his straining face and the rigid cock in her hand, fascinated by both. The power she felt was intoxicating—her naked vulnerability transformed into something else entirely as she witnessed the effect she had on him.

"While manual stimulation is effective," Dr. Clarke observed after several minutes, "it can be difficult to achieve complete relief through this technique alone." He paused, letting his words hang in the air. "For more comprehensive tension release, oral stimulation is often the most efficient approach."

Lucy's eyes widened at the suggestion. A wave of indignation washed through her—how dare this man, this supposed medical professional, dictate how she should use her body, her mouth? The presumption was appalling—the casual way he suggested she perform such an intimate act in front of an audience of colleagues.

Yet even as outrage flared, Lucy felt an answering heat bloom between her thighs. There was something darkly thrilling about being directed this way, about the pretence that she had no choice when, in reality, she wanted nothing more right now than to take Robert into her mouth. The illusion of compulsion only heightened her arousal, made the forbidden more enticing.

"Ms. Davidson?" Dr. Clarke prompted when she didn't immediately respond.

Lucy met Robert's gaze, seeing the same conflict there—desire warring with concern for her comfort, need battling against propriety. Slowly, deliberately, she sank to her knees before him, never breaking eye contact.

The collective intake of breath from their audience was audible in the silence of the room. Lucy was acutely aware of every eye fixed upon them—upon her bare breasts, upon Robert's exposed erection, upon her upturned face as she knelt before him.

"Start with the glans," Dr. Clarke instructed, his voice slightly less steady than before. "Establish gentle contact before proceeding."

Lucy leaned forward, her lips parting as she approached the glistening head of Robert's cock. She could smell his arousal now, a musky, masculine scent that made her own body respond with a rush of wetness. Her tongue darted out, tasting the small bead of fluid at the tip.

Robert's entire body tensed, a strangled sound escaping his throat. His hands clenched at his sides, as if he was fighting the urge to bury them in her hair.

"Allow me to demonstrate proper hand placement for the recipient," Dr. Clarke said, moving to stand beside Robert. "Mr. Keller, you may place one hand here—" he guided Robert's right hand to Lucy's shoulder, "—and the other here." He directed Robert's left hand to the side of her head, fingers threading through her hair.

The touch sent electricity racing across Lucy's skin. Robert's fingers trembled against her scalp, their gentle pressure both a question and a plea.

Lucy answered by taking him fully into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth as she took him as deeply as she could. The sound Robert made—half groan, half gasp—sent a surge of triumph through her. His fingers tightened in her hair, not forcing, but holding, connecting them in this moment of shared vulnerability and desire.

As she began to move, establishing a rhythm with her mouth and tongue, Lucy closed her eyes briefly, surrendering to the sensation. The room around them faded—the watching colleagues, the clinical setting, even Dr. Clarke's continuing instructions became distant, secondary to the connection between her and Robert.

When she opened her eyes again, looking up the length of Robert's body to his face, she saw nothing but raw need and wonder in his expression. His professional mask had crumbled completely, leaving only the man beneath—the man who had wanted her for longer than either of them had admitted, the man who now stood exposed in every sense before her.

In that moment, with her knees pressed against the cold floor and her mouth filled with him, Lucy felt a strange sense of power. Yes, she was still half-naked in a room full of men twice her age. Yes, she was performing an act that should have been private in front of an audience of colleagues. Yes, she was following directions from a man who had no right to command her body.

But she was doing it because she wanted to. Because beneath the pretence, beneath the humiliation and exposure, this was exactly where she wanted to be—connected to Robert in this most intimate way, barriers finally broken between them.

And that knowledge, that choice hidden beneath the veneer of obligation, made every moment more intense, more arousing than anything she had experienced before.

Dr. Clarke's voice faded into white noise as Lucy surrendered to the moment. Her awareness narrowed to just the feel of Robert's flesh against her tongue, the taste of him, the way his thighs trembled beneath her fingertips. The audience of colleagues, the so-called “medical demonstration”, the embarrassment that had initially paralysed her—all of it dissolved into insignificance.

She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper than before, no longer performing for their onlookers but pursuing her own desire. Robert's sharp intake of breath fuelled her boldness. She pulled back, letting his cock slide from her lips with a wet sound that echoed in the quiet room. Without hesitation, she ran her tongue along his entire length, from base to tip, savouring the salt-sweet taste of his skin.

His fingers tightened in her hair as she took one of his testicles into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand continued to stroke his shaft. The guttural sound he made sent a pulse of heat welling up from her core.

Lucy moaned against him, no longer concerned with maintaining any semblance of professional detachment. They were far beyond that now. Her free hand slid up his thigh, nails lightly scraping against the fabric of his trousers as she guided him back between her lips.

She could feel Robert growing impossibly harder, his cock swelling against her tongue as she worked him with newfound hunger. His hips began to move in small, restrained thrusts, his body responding instinctively to her rhythm.

The tension in his frame built like a gathering storm. His breathing grew ragged, his grip on her hair almost painful in its intensity. His entire body went rigid, muscles locking as he approached the edge.

"Lucy?" His voice broke on her name, strained and desperate, the single word laden with meaning—a warning, a question, a plea for permission.

She looked up at him through her lashes, never breaking her rhythm, and nodded slightly, humming her assent around his girth. The vibration of her approval was all it took.

Robert's control shattered. His grip tightened in her hair as he began to thrust in earnest, no longer the passive recipient but an active participant in his own pleasure. His movements were still careful, mindful of her comfort even in his abandon.

Lucy felt the precise moment he crossed the threshold—the sudden swell, the pulse against her tongue, the strangled sound torn from his throat. And then he was coming, filling her mouth with hot, thick pulses that still managed to catch her by surprise despite her anticipation.

She held him there, accepting everything he gave her, feeling strangely triumphant as he shuddered against her. The knowledge that everyone was witnessing this most intimate moment only heightened the intensity, transformed what should have been mortifying into something darkly thrilling.

As his tremors subsided, Lucy met his gaze directly. Holding his eyes with hers, she swallowed slowly, deliberately, making sure he saw her choice in the matter. The act felt like a declaration, a claiming of her own.

Robert's expression softened, a smile spreading across his features as he looked down at her. In that moment, the crowded room fell away—there was only him, only her, only this connection they'd forged in the most unexpected of circumstances.

The spell broke as Dr. Clarke cleared his throat. "An excellent demonstration of tension release technique," he announced, his aloof tone jarring after the intimacy of what had just transpired. "I believe we can all agree that Ms. Davidson has shown remarkable… aptitude."

The room erupted in applause—actual applause—as if they'd just witnessed a corporate presentation rather than an explicit sexual act. The surreal nature of the response made Lucy's head spin as Robert helped her to her feet, his hands gentle on her bare shoulders.

"Are you okay?" he whispered, his thumbs tracing small circles against her skin.

Lucy nodded, strangely calm despite everything. "I'm fine," she replied, and was surprised to find it was true. She should have been mortified, should have been planning her resignation letter and possibly a lawsuit, but instead she felt… liberated. Transformed.

"I think that concludes our demonstration for today," Dr. Clarke announced, turning to address the room. "Thank you all for your attention and participation."

People began to gather their things, rising from their seats as if they were leaving a routine meeting. Lucy stood frozen, still half-naked, as her colleagues filed past with casual nods and murmured thanks.

"That was very educational," Derek commented as he passed, his gaze lingering on her exposed breasts before meeting her eyes with a smirk.

"First time's always the hardest," Andrea added with a sympathetic smile. "You did great."

Lucy stared after them, bewildered by their nonchalance. It was as if what had just happened was completely normal, an expected part of corporate culture that everyone but her had been prepared for.

"Here," Robert said softly, retrieving her bra and blouse from the chair where they'd been discarded. "Let me help you."

His hands were gentle as he held her bra for her, helping her slip her arms through the straps before fastening it at the back. The tenderness of the gesture, the care he took in covering what everyone had already seen, brought unexpected tears to her eyes.

"Thank you," she whispered as he helped her into her blouse, his fingers brushing against hers as he did up the buttons.

"No," Robert replied, his voice low and intense. "Thank you. For… everything."

As the last button was secured, Dr. Clarke approached them, tablet in hand. "Excellent work today, both of you," he said, his professional demeanour firmly back in place. "Ms. Davidson, I'll need you to sign off on your examination form." He handed her the tablet and a stylus.

Lucy glanced at the screen, expecting to see some bizarre consent form acknowledging what had just happened. Instead, she found a standard medical clearance document, listing blood pressure readings, heart rate, and other mundane vitals.

"Is this a joke?" she asked, looking up at the doctor in disbelief.

"Standard procedure," he replied smoothly. "Your signature confirms you've received your annual physical examination as required by company policy."

Lucy signed mechanically, her mind racing to reconcile the clinical document with the explicit reality of what had just occurred. As she handed the tablet back, she noticed Mr. Peterson watching from across the room, a satisfied smile on his face.

"Ms. Davidson," he called, approaching with the confident stride of a man accustomed to authority. "I want to personally welcome you to the team. Today's session confirms what I suspected when we hired you—you're going to fit in perfectly here."

The implication in his words sent a chill down Lucy's spine. What kind of company had she joined? What other "traditions" awaited her in the months ahead?

"Thank you, sir," she managed, feeling Robert's protective presence at her side.

"And Mr. Keller," Peterson continued, clapping Robert on the shoulder, "good to see you participating fully in company culture. I’ll admit had my doubts when we took you on."

Robert nodded stiffly, his hand finding Lucy's and squeezing gently. "Just doing my part, sir."

"Well, that concludes today's session," Peterson announced to the few remaining stragglers. "Back to work, everyone. Those quarterly reports won't file themselves!"

As the room emptied, leaving just Lucy and Robert standing amid the remnants of the "examination," Lucy turned to face him fully.

"What just happened?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Is this… normal here?"

Robert shook his head, his expression troubled. "I've never seen anything like this before."

"Then why did everyone act like it was routine? Like they expected it?"

"I don't know," Robert admitted. "But I intend to find out." His eyes searched her face. "Lucy, I'm so sorry. If I had known—"

"Don't," she interrupted, placing her fingers against his lips. "Don't apologise. Not for this." She took a deep breath, sorting through her conflicted feelings. "As strange and wrong as it was… I can't regret what happened between us."

Robert's expression softened, his hand coming up to cup her cheek. "Neither can I. But that doesn't make any of this okay."

Lucy nodded, leaning slightly into his touch. "So what do we do now?"

"Now," Robert said, his thumb tracing the curve of her lower lip, "we figure out what's really going on in this company. Together."

As they gathered their remaining belongings and prepared to leave the conference room, Lucy caught sight of a small camera mounted in the corner of the ceiling—its red light blinking steadily. The realisation that their entire "examination" had been recorded sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, a mixture of mortification and something darker, something she wasn't quite ready to examine.

"Robert," she whispered, nodding toward the camera. "Look."

His eyes followed her gesture, narrowing as he spotted the device. "Jesus," he muttered. "This gets worse by the minute."

"Or more interesting," Lucy heard herself say, surprising them both.

Robert's eyebrows rose, but the corner of his mouth quirked up in a small smile. "Ms. Davidson, I think there's a side to you I've never seen before."

"That makes two of us," she replied, buttoning her suit jacket with renewed confidence. "But I think I'm starting to like her."

As they stepped out of the conference room into the hallway, they found their colleagues already back at their desks, typing emails and answering phones as if nothing unusual had occurred. The normalcy was jarring after what they'd just experienced.

Lucy's desk phone was ringing as they approached her cubicle. With a questioning glance at Robert, she picked up the receiver.

"Lucy Davidson speaking."

"Ms. Davidson," came Dr. Clarke's smooth voice. "I forgot to mention—your follow-up examination is scheduled for next Friday. Same time, same room. Mr. Keller's presence will be required as well."

Lucy's eyes met Robert's, a silent communication passing between them. Whatever game was being played here, they were now both pieces on the board.

"We'll be there," she replied, her voice steady despite the flutter in her stomach. "Is there anything special we should… prepare for?"

The doctor's chuckle sent a shiver down her spine. "Just bring yourselves. Everything else will be provided."

As she hung up the phone, Robert leaned against her desk, his expression unreadable. "Follow-up examination?"

Lucy nodded, a strange mixture of dread and anticipation coiling within her. "Next Friday."

"We could report this," Robert suggested, though his tone lacked conviction. "HR, the authorities—someone would take this seriously."

"We could," Lucy agreed, thinking of the camera in the conference room, of the evidence that now existed of her kneeling before Robert, of the things she'd done willingly despite the inappropriate setting. "But would that be the end of it? Or just the beginning of something worse?"

Robert's hand found hers again, their fingers intertwining on the surface of her desk where anyone could see. "Whatever we decide," he said quietly, "we do it together."

Lucy squeezed his hand, finding strength in the simple contact. "Together," she echoed.

As colleagues passed by her cubicle, offering casual smiles and nods as if they hadn't just witnessed her most intimate moment, Lucy realised that her first job out of college was going to be nothing like she'd expected.

The marketing firm with its sleek surfaces and corporate veneer suddenly seemed like a façade, hiding something darker, more primal beneath its professional exterior. Lucy glanced around at her colleagues, wondering how many "examinations" they had endured, how many of them had participated willingly, even eagerly.

"You know," she said softly, still holding Robert's hand, "You are right that there are parts of me you still haven't seen."

Robert's eyebrows rose. "What do you mean?"

Lucy's heart raced as she made her decision. The lingering arousal from their encounter still pulsed between her thighs, demanding acknowledgment. Without breaking eye contact, she took Robert's hand and guided it between her legs, pressing his fingers against her heat.

"This," she whispered, watching his pupils dilate as he felt her wetness through the layers. "This is what you do to me."

Robert inhaled sharply, his fingers instinctively pressing harder against her. "Lucy," he breathed, glancing around at their open-plan office where colleagues worked mere feet away, "what are you doing?"

"Getting some practice in," she replied, her voice barely audible. "For our follow-up exam. I think we should be prepared, don't you?"

She felt his fingers twitch against her, felt the hesitation war with desire in the tension of his hand. Around them, the office continued its normal rhythm—phones ringing, keyboards clicking, casual conversations floating across cubicle walls. Yet here they were, crossing another boundary in plain sight.

"Not here," Robert finally managed, though his fingers remained pressed against her. "Not like this."

Lucy leaned closer, emboldened by the day's events and her own surprising reactions to them. "My apartment then. Tonight. Seven o'clock."

Robert nodded, reluctantly withdrawing his hand. The loss of contact left Lucy aching, but the promise in his eyes—dark with need and something deeper—was enough to sustain her.

"Seven," he agreed, his voice rough. "And Lucy?"

"Yes?"

"Whatever this is—whatever's happening at this company—we'll figure it out together."

Lucy smiled, a strange new confidence settling over her. "I know we will. But before that…" She glanced meaningfully at where his fingers had pressed against her. "You and I have other things to figure out."

As Robert returned to his desk, Lucy turned to her computer, outwardly composed while inwardly burning with anticipation. Whatever awaited them—the mysterious follow-up examination, the truth behind the company's bizarre practices, the depth of what was developing between them—she would face it with this newly discovered part of herself. The part that had knelt before Robert in a room full of colleagues and found not just humiliation, but power.
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