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Sarah couldn’t believe her luck. She had gotten an interview at Wyckham-Preston-Powers, one of the most prestigious law firms in the state. Some of her friends hadn’t even gotten replies back from them, let alone interviews! She smoothed her skirt unconsciously. She hoped she made a good impression. This could make or break the rest of her life!

Besides, her current job at a nonprofit firm pretty much sucked. Long hours for little pay. It’s not that she didn’t believe in her current place of employment- she did! She totally did. It was just… well, she wanted a little more out of life than living in a little shoebox with a TV that was at least as old as her mother. 

That’s why she took the day off and went down to the offices of the Wyckham-Preston-Powers. It was a nondescript business building, and their lobby was even more ancient. The secretary motioned for her to sit in a chair that looked like it was made at the end of the Victorian era. If this was a top law firm, they could do with some help from some higher-tech interior decorators…

“Sarah, is it?” a voice said to her. She jumped, realizing she must have dozed off.

“Yes, that’s me.” She said, standing up and straightening her skirts. She did her best not to blush. She hardly wanted to be seen sleeping in front of a prospective employer.

“Hi, I’m Bill.” He said. He smiled. “Sorry for the wait. We’ve been a bit busy these past few days. Follow me.”

She followed him down the hall, pausing with him when he stopped in front of a coffee machine.

“Coffee?” he said.

“Oh, no, thank you.” she said, smiling at him.

“You sure?” he said, looking at her and grinning. “It seemed like you were looking more than a bit tired back there.”

“Oh, I... yeah, I suppose you're right.” She said. She blushed, looking sheepish. He noticed her dozing off. Hardly the best way to start off her job interview. “I... I guess I'll take you up on that offer.”

“I thought you might.” he said. He pressed the button on the machine, pouring her coffee for her, and handing her the cup. “Here you go. Fresh off the batch.”

“Thanks.” She said, taking the cup from him. She took a sip. It was wonderful coffee, and she said as much to him.

“Glad you like it. It’s a special blend we have made for us. It’s… unique. Let’s put it that way.” He said, smiling at her. He gestured for her to follow him, and he led her into a corner office with a killer view.

“Now then.” He said, smiling. He opened a folder containing her résumé. “Sarah Rackham, is it?”

“That’s me.” She said brightly, smiling nervously.

“Well then. I have to say, Ms. Rackham, you are quite impressive.” He said, leafing over her papers. “First in your class at Columbia? What on earth are you doing over at Green Springs?”

“Just that. Earth.” She said, smiling. “Saving it, I mean.”

“A noble endeavor.” He said.  “I’m guessing you’re here because it didn’t pay the bills, eh?”

“I… er… no, no, it didn’t.” she said. He smiled, looking at her. For a moment she was arrested at the sight of his eyes. He had light blue, piercing eyes that seemed to stare right into her soul. She would not have wanted to be facing off with him in a courtroom, that was for sure.

“Indeed.” He said. He leaned in even closer, bringing those eyes closer to hers. “Look, let me be frank with you, Ms. Rackham. I don’t doubt your… qualifications. Not for a moment. What I am concerned about, however, are your morals.”

“My… morals?” she said, not understanding. She blinked, trying to clear her mind. His eyes were so piercing, so arresting. She had never seen anyone with eyes like that before, that clear, flawless blue.

“Yes. Your morals.” He said. “You see, Ms. Rackham, we’re not quite so… high-minded as Green Springs. We don’t simply defend clients who are noble and just. We defend clients who can pay our very high price tag. Do you get my meaning?”

“Ah… yes?” she said, shaking her head, trying to clear the strange fog that had descended on it. She was making a terrible impression in her very first interview! “I … er… I think I understand.”

“Good. Are you alright?” he said, looking at her. “You seem rather nervous.”

“I… uh… a little.” She admitted. Was it just nerves? Could that explain how strange she was feeling at that very moment?”

“Don’t be.” He said. He smiled. “Don’t be nervous, you’re doing fine. Just relax. Don’t worry about it, don’t over think it. Just relax, feel comfortable. Keep yourself nice and relaxed.

Relaxed.

She tried to do as he said, tried to relax herself, and she found that it was working. His voice, deep and regular, seemed to help her, seemed to help her drag herself into a relaxed, tranquil state.

“Now then. Are you sure you understand the implications of what I’ve asked you?” he said. He looked at her, those piercing blue eyes penetrating deep into her soul. “We represent some of the people you have been litigating against, Ms. Rackham. Oil companies. Executives of banks. Alleged war profiteers. I ask you again: are you willing to do anything for this company? Willing to do as you’re told, without question?”

“I…” she said. She was lost, hopeless, looking into his eyes. That foggy, strange feeling had descended on her even more powerfully, and she was having a very hard time fighting it indeed. It was a happy, peaceful feeling; she felt like she was sinking into a warm, relaxing bath, her thoughts submerged below the surface, like nothing else existed.

“Honestly, Ms. Rackham. It’s a simple question. Will you do as you’re told?” he said.

“I… yes…” she said. She giggled drunkenly. That’s what this felt like. Being drunk. She couldn’t control herself anymore, couldn’t control this warm, happy feeling that was spreading through her body.

“Good.” He said. “it’s very important that all of our lawyers obey and do what they’re told.”

“Yeah… important… to obey…” She said dreamily.

“Then obey me.” He said. “Take off your top.”

That seemed like an odd request. Why would he ask her to do that? People didn’t take tops off in interviews, did they? She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts, but she couldn’t. She felt so loose, so relaxed, it was so hard to think, so hard to say no. Why should she say no? She felt a little thrill shoot through her drunken mind, and she smiled mindlessly, lazily.

“Obey me.” He said again. “I gave you a command. Take off your top.”

“Mmm… ‘kay.” She said dreamily, starting to unbutton her top. He brought his gaze up to hers, locking her eyes with his. Those piercing blue eyes seemed to drill into her very soul. Her mental defenses shattered before them, unable to resist them now that her brain was mired in this deep, deep fog. His eyes were like blue spears, impossibly glowing cerulean crystals that bored deep into her. She could feel them drilling straight into her, deep into her innermost soul, draining her will.

They made her really, really want to obey him. A small part of her realized that she shouldn’t, that something was terribly, awfully awry with all of this, but she simply couldn’t put her finger on what that could possibly be at the moment. It was far more important to obey him, so she did. She took off her top. The slightly chilly air made her nipples feel tingly, and she giggled again.

“Well, you seem to be able to obey well enough.” He said. He grinned. “You have beautiful tits, by the way.”

“Mmm… thanks?” she said, the fog still holding her prisoner in her own mind. He had given her a compliment… and she had said thanks. But it seemed like something was wrong. Like he shouldn’t have given her that specific compliment. She couldn’t figure out what on earth the problem with it was, however. It didn’t matter. She sighed again, feeling incredibly relaxed.

“How about you stand up for me, my dear?” he said. “Just bend over the desk right here.”

That seemed a reasonable enough request. She obeyed. She stood up, facing the desk, leaning over and resting her palms on it.

“God, you have a wonderful ass.” He said. He laughed. “I do wish I could give a firm handshake to whoever invented the pencil skirt. God bless his soul. Now hike it up, give me a better view of your ass.”

She felt her hands move almost of their own volition, sliding down to her ass and hiking up her skirt past it so he could see the firm, smooth globes of her ass.

“God, that’s nice.” He said. “You’re the total package, you know that? Tits, ass, the whole shebang. I’d say we’re going to be lucky to have you in the office.”

She didn’t respond. She wanted to- or at least she thought she did. But that fog was descending so completely, so heavily on her that it was too much effort. She simply stood there, bent over on the desk, her bare ass out in the air for him to inspect.

“Enough of that.” He said. He grinned. “I want to see you in action. Suck my cock.”

“S… suck…” she said, finding the strength to form words. That didn’t sound right. That didn’t sound right at all. “c… cock?”

“Yes. Suck my cock.” He said. He looked at her. “You do like cocks, don’t you? And you do want to obey, don’t you?”

“I…” she said. Both of those things were true. She shook her head. It was so hard to think. Just easier to obey.

But…

“But… suck… cock… I…” she said thickly, trying to get the words out. “Not… not that kind of girl…”

“Why, you mean you have morals?” he said. “Didn’t we just discuss the fact that you need to leave those at the door?”

“I…” she said. He was right. Even through the strange fogginess she could feel, he was right. If she was going to be a high-powered lawyer, she had to obey, had to put away her morals at the door. Or else what good was she?

Besides… it was always easier to obey.

She knelt down on her knees in front of him and he pulled his cock out of his pants, and there it was: his hard, pulsating member just right in front of her. She started to run her free hand along it, the other hand a bit occupied still, deep in her pussy. She ran her hand up and down the strong, pulsing shaft of his cock, kissing the tip every now and then. He groaned.

“Oh, that’s good.” He said.

She registered no response, simply doing as she was told, and she began to take him into her mouth. She wasn’t sure if she’d be able to take his whole cock into my mouth, but she was able to do it, and he seemed to love it as his entire shaft slid deeply into my mouth. His eyes shut as he groaned, a deep sound coming from deep within him. His head started to move rhythmically, side by side, as his breath started coming faster and faster.

He moaned again in pleasure as her mouth started to slide up and down his cock, taking its entirety in her mouth, making it disappear behind her red lips. He shut his eyes, groaning, a deep, primal groan of pleasure welling up from inside him. His head started to move in a primal rhythm, his breath coming faster and in gasps.

Her mind eroded little by little even as she took his cock in her mouth, that oppressive fog of dullness sinking just a little more on her bit by bit.

“Oh god, yes…” he said, whispering her name as she played with his balls, rubbing and stroking them even as she took his cock in her mouth over and over again. He began to thrust his hips into her mouth, pushing his cock deeper into her throat in time with the strokes of her head, curling his fingers in her hair.

“You’re a good cocksucker too, you know that?” he told her, grasping her head, pulling her off his cock with a wet pop. “But I don’t want to come in your mouth. Not yet. I want to fuck you. I want to come inside you.”

“Come… inside… me…” she said dully, dreamily.

“Well, if you insist.” He said. “Bend over the desk again. Hike up that hot little skirt of yours and lose the underwear.

“Lose… underwear…” she said, getting up off her knees. She started to wiggle the underwear down her legs, letting it slide to the floor, unremembered. She bent over the desk, her ass jutting out, her pussy in the air just waiting for him to slide into it.

“I bet you’re ready for a nice cock inside you, aren’t you?” he said. “I bet you love having that slutty little pussy stuffed with cock.”

“Mmm… cock. Love cock.” She said, smiling emptily, dreamily. He grinned, positioning his cock at the entrance of her pussy, and then sliding into her. She let out a long, slow sigh of tranquil pleasure as his cock slide into her, plunging himself deep into her pussy.

“Oh god, you’re tight.” He said, groaning in pleasure himself. “You really are the real package.”

“Mmm. Cock.” she said happily, her brain almost incapable of thinking of anything else. Her thoughts seemed to float away, seemed to be just out of her reach, replaced by a serene, unbreakable tranquility and happiness. She loved having a cock in her pussy. It felt good, and that was all that mattered, that having a cock fill her felt good.

His strokes started to get longer and deeper. He would pull his cock all the way out, until just the head of it pressed on the entrance of her pussy. She would moan dreamily; he would slide it in, her sopping wet pussy offering no resistance, inviting him in, all the way in. She giggled in drunken glee as he buried his cock deep in her, all the way to the hilt, even as he did it again, over and over, ramming his cock deep into her.

Her body rocked and jiggled with every single thrust of his cock into her pussy. She was bent over, her free tits jiggling as her body rocked from his deep, long thrusts, her tight little pencil skirt bunched up over her ass as she happily allowed herself to be drilled by her prospective employer.

He was close to orgasm now as well, and she felt him start to give way to his baser urges. He started to thrust into her even harder, even deeper, his breath ragged, his grunts deep, animalistic. Sarah smiled dully. She wanted his cock to come inside her. That would be good.

“I’m getting close.” He said, continuing to slide his cock deep into his pussy. “But I want you to come first.”

“Mmm… ‘kay.” She said, her body jiggling and rippling as he thrust into her from behind.

“I’ll let you come if you just tell me I’m your Master.” He said as he thrust deep into her.

“Yes… Master…” she said, her mind gone, happily willing to do whatever he said.

“Yes.” He said. “Now tell me. What am I, Ms. Rackham?” he said.

“My master.” She said dreamily.

“Yes.” He said. “Again.”

“You are my Master.” She said.

“Again.”

“You’re my master. “ She said happily, obediently. “You’re my Master!”

“Then do it.” He said, thrusting into her roughly, his breath ragged. He slapped her ass, enjoying the feel of her bare flesh against his hand. “Come for me, my little sexpot.”

And she did, obeying him. The force of her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, ripping through the fog that had descended on her from before, crushing over her, enveloping her like no other orgasm she had ever felt before. She was powerless against it, and all she could do was let the orgasm press on. He hadn’t finished yet, and he kept on thrusting his cock deep into her. She lost track of time, of herself, as her world collapsed into pleasure- she wasn’t sure if she was having multiple orgasms, or if it was just one long, slow, delicious orgasm while he fucked her. She didn’t care anymore. She just wanted to be fucked.

She arched her back unconsciously, her lust growing, an irresistible tingle growing in her body. She could feel it coursing through her, that rumble, the sign of an imminent orgasm. He started to build up his own pace, thrusting a bit harder, a bit faster with every new stroke, sending her deeper and deeper into her own lust, her own orgasm.

He grunted, tensing up, and came deep inside her: she followed almost instantly after, the feel of his seed spurting deep inside her the catalyst for yet another orgasm. She almost couldn’t take the continued, euphoric onslaught, and she finally sank completely to the wood, her breasts pressed up against the wooden desk.

She lay there, slumped in orgasmic glee when she heard the phone ring vaguely through her lust-drunk fog on his desk. He picked it up.

“Preston.” He said. “Yup, I’m with her right now. The redhead, that’s right. Yeah, she is a hot piece of ass. I’m balls-deep in her as we speak. How’s the brunette down in IT going? Ah, double-teamed her already. Nice! Yeah, once I’m done here we’ll meet up and discuss the specifics of the patent case. Cool. Talk to you later.”

He put the phone down even as his newest fuck doll lay, breathing heavily on the desk. He pulled out of her, looking at her hot little ass, her skirt hiked up by her waist, her slack-jawed, happy expression still plastered all over her beautiful face.

“I think you’ve got the job.” He said. He laughed.

***

“We got a verdict of not guilty in the Green Power case.” Sarah said, putting the file on his desk.

“Excellent work, Ms. Rackham.” He said. “And progress on the patent litigation against Green Springs?”

“Going slowly.” She said. “Unfortunately, there are still a few more witnesses to bribe. Off the record, of course. Mr. Wyckham knows more about it if you’re interested.”

“Of course.” He said. “And no, I trust him. Just wanted the update.”

“Will there be anything else, sir?” she said, looking at him.

“Yes.” He said. “Blow me while I finish reviewing this memo from Powers.”

“Of course, sir.” She said, obediently getting under his desk. She took out his cock and took it into her mouth with no hesitation. She was an employee at the company, after all, and part of her job was serving her Master in any way possible. Good thing too, because she really loved having cocks inside her. Especially Master’s cock.

He groaned in pleasure as her mouth slide up and down on his cock, disappearing into her mouth with expert precision.

Oh yes, he thought. She was fitting in quite well indeed…
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