

Intimacy at her Interview

Public Liaisons - Book II

Sonja Sable


Copyright © 2024 Sonja Sable

The moral right of the author has been asserted

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental

This publication is intended for a mature audience only


Intimacy at her Interview




As the Train trundled on, Sarah stared fixedly at the business card in her hands. Its embossed letters confirmed, to her dismay, that the man seated mere metres in front of her—the man she had first met on this very train journey—was Michael O’Sullivan, Partner at the law firm for which she would soon be interviewing. In and of itself, a chance encounter of that sort on the way to an interview for her first real job after finishing college might have been a pleasant surprise—beneficial even. But now, hurtling towards her fate, Sarah’s stomach turned as she reflected on their brief interaction, and the potential consequences for her own future career.

Theirs had been no ordinary chance encounter. As Sarah reflected, in fact, the word extraordinary was never far from her mind. She had been extraordinarily daring when she first agreed to spread her legs for him, and when she proceeded to touch herself, worried about being caught, but spurned on by his lustful gaze. It had felt extraordinarily pleasurable when he buried his face between her legs and worked her to a state of euphoria. He had looked extraordinarily powerful as Sarah stared up at him through watering eyes whilst he used her tongue, her mouth, her throat.[1]

Recalling the sights and sensations of this recent public liaison, even so briefly, stirred up the same emotions Sarah had felt in the moment. An overriding sense of embarrassment, yes. A fear of being caught. A certain shame. But also an exhilaration like none she had ever felt before. A freedom. An unbridled passion.

Sarah snapped out of her daydream and crossed her legs tightly, trying to suppress any further physical response. She was suddenly reminded of her nakedness beneath her dress, of the soaked underwear she had had to conceal inside her bag. Now was not the time for any more excitement. They were nearing the station.

She spent the remainder of the train journey worrying about the repercussions of her brief tryst. Surely Michael wouldn’t allow the firm to take her on after that. She’d be too much of a liability. Who would want an employee who could destroy their reputation in an instant? And even if he wasn’t actually concerned, it’s not as if he could respect her as a professional, as a lawyer, after what she’d just done… Whatever way she looked at it, Sarah just couldn’t see an upside. She resigned herself to the conclusion that, in blowing Michael O’Sullivan—as enjoyable as that had been—she had also blown whatever chances she might have had at the firm.

∞∞∞

The breaks screeched as the train came to a halt. Sarah held her breath, her heart suddenly pounding. She willed Michael not to turn around, to just leave what had happened in the past, to act as if it had never occurred. Her eyes were fixed on his broad shoulders as he stood and reached for his briefcase.

She sank lower in her seat, endeavouring to be as inconspicuous as possible. The cool faux leather stuck to her bare thighs, reminding her of her state of undress beneath the thin fabric of her dress. Her cheeks burned as she recalled how eagerly she had removed her underwear at Michael's request.

Michael moved with confident purpose down the aisle, not sparing a glance in Sarah's direction. Relieved, she watched him disappear through the train doors, exhaling a shaky breath she hadn’t realised she'd been holding. Only once the last of the carriage’s passengers had exited did Sarah finally rise on unsteady legs.

She smoothed her dress with trembling hands, hyper-aware of the cool air caressing her bare skin. Each step towards the exit sent a jolt of sensation through her still-sensitive flesh. She hesitated at the train door, scanning the platform anxiously.

Her stomach dropped as she spotted Michael waiting just outside. Their eyes met and Sarah felt a rush of heat flood her body. She forced herself to move forward, averting her gaze, feeling somehow light and heavy all at once.

As she stepped onto the platform, Michael's powerful frame loomed beside her. He had been waiting. He leaned in close, his warm breath tickling her ear as he whispered.

“I trust you'll dress appropriately for the interview,” he said, “I hope you’ve come to realise, it’s a shame to keep a such a beautiful pussy as yours under wraps.”

Then, with one final, brief smile, he took his leave. Sarah stood frozen on the platform, Michael’s words echoing in her ears as she watched his retreating form vanish into the crowd. Both shock and renewed arousal coursed through her body. She glanced down at herself, once again self-conscious of the insubstantial fabric barely concealing her nakedness beneath.

With hesitant, shaky steps, Sarah began to make her way through the bustling station. Each brush against a stranger's arm or shoulder sent sparks of electricity through her sensitised skin. The air conditioning raised goosebumps along her bare thighs as her dress swished dangerously with every movement.

∞∞∞

On reaching her hotel room, Sarah fumbled with her key card before finally managing to enter—before finally managing to enjoy true privacy for the first time since she’d left her house that morning. She collapsed onto the bed, her mind still reeling. Michael's suggestive parting comment had played on repeat in her head the entire way there. Surely he didn’t actually expect her to show up to a professional interview in anything less than proper business attire.

And yet, a small part of her thrilled at the idea. She pictured herself walking confidently into that interview room, in the secret knowledge that she was bare beneath her formal grey dress. The forbidden excitement of it sent a shiver down her spine.

She shook her head, trying to dispel such unprofessional—such ridiculous—thoughts. She had mere hours to prepare for the most important interview of her life. She didn’t have time for daydreaming.

With renewed determination, she unpacked her carefully chosen outfit and laid it out on the bed; her grey business dress, her black tights, her black heels, and a fresh pair of underwear now that the pair she’d put on this morning were of no more use.

As she arranged her clothes, Sarah's fingers lingered on the soft, colourful fabric of her underwear, oddly childish by comparison to the rest of the ensemble. Michael's words floated back to her… It's a shame to keep such a beautiful pussy as yours under wraps. She held her breath as she once again considered the implications.

No, she told herself firmly. She couldn't possibly. It would be career suicide. Though… the tingling warmth spreading through her core suggested that her mind might not yet have been so conclusively made up. Sarah bit her lip, torn between propriety and the intoxicating thrill of the forbidden. She decided that a hot shower would clear her head.

She was wrong.

∞∞∞

The hot water streamed over Sarah’s body. Initially, briefly, it provided the release she’d desired. She felt refreshed, rejuvenated, at ease. But, as her hands began to glide over her curves, she couldn’t prevent her mind from drifting back to the train. She couldn’t help but feel Michael's hungry gaze on her bare skin again. A shiver ran through her in spite of the temperature.

As she lathered her breasts, her hands were replaced by Michael's. Not cleaning now, but grasping, groping. A soft moan escaped her lips and she knew she wasn’t going to back away from where this was going. She teased her nipples the way she imagined he would.

The steam swirled around her as her fingers—his fingers—trailed lower, caressing her taut stomach. She recalled the exhilarating fear of exposure on the train, how her heart had raced as she'd spread her legs for Michael. Now, alone in the shower, she found herself opening up for him again.

Her fingers dipped between her thighs and she leaned against the cool tile wall as she began to stroke herself, lost in the memory of Michael's skilled tongue. She pictured the other passengers, oblivious to her ecstasy mere metres away.

As the water continued to pound against her flushed skin, her motions grew more and more fervent. As Michael had done just hours earlier, she curled two fingers deep inside herself, finding her spot. She pictured walking into the interview as Michael had requested, secretly bare. She pictured his knowing smirk. Her legs trembled as she neared her peak. She pictured herself completely naked in the interview room, exposed and vulnerable before Michael's piercing gaze. With a stifled cry, she came undone. Waves of pleasure crashed over her, joining the shower’s cascade.

As the aftershocks subsided, Sarah leaned heavily against the shower wall, breathing heavily. The thrill of potential exposure lingered, mingling with her post-orgasmic bliss. She knew then that she craved more of that intoxicating feeling.

∞∞∞

Sarah stepped out of the shower, her skin still flushed and tingling from her release. She wrapped herself in a plush hotel towel, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. As she stood before the foggy mirror, she caught sight of her reflection—cheeks pink, eyes bright with a mixture of nerves and excitement. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the decision she knew she'd already made.

Her heart was pounding as she approached the bed where her clothes lay waiting. Her fingers brushed over her underwear, hesitating for just a moment before moving past them. She picked up her grey business dress, holding it up to examine it closely. The material was light and airy, perfect for the warm summer day. But now, knowing she would be wearing nothing beneath it, it suddenly seemed to her impossibly thin, and—in spite of its professional cut—devilishly revealing.

Dropping her towel, Sarah stood naked in the middle of the room. Cool air caressed her bare skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. She closed her eyes, imagining Michael's approving gaze roaming over her body. A familiar warmth built inside her.

Slowly, deliberately, she stepped into the dress. The fabric whispered against her skin as she pulled it up, noticing with new eyes how it clung to her curves. She adjusted the neckline, ensuring it sat just right, then reached behind to zip herself in. The dress fit her perfectly, professional yet subtly flattering. To anyone else, she would appear the picture of a composed, ambitious young lawyer. Only she knew the thrilling secret hidden beneath.

Sarah smoothed her hands down the front of the dress, conscious of the lack of barriers between her palms and her most intimate areas. The soft lining was cool against her bare breasts, her nipples hardening slightly at the contact. Lower, where the pleated fabric draped more loosely over her hips, she felt exposed and vulnerable. She had worried before that this dress might have been too short for professional settings, but had convinced herself that—with the addition of black tights—it would be perfectly fine. As she stood now, contemplating the illicit thrill she would feel from just one errant breeze or a misjudged crossing of her legs, she was grateful that she hadn’t been more conservative.

She slipped her feet into her black heels, the final touch to her outfit. The added height made her feel more powerful, more confident—a stark contrast to the nervous tension induced by her hidden nakedness. Sarah took a few experimental steps, taking note of how the dress moved with her body. Each stride sent a pleat of fabric brushing against her inner thighs before lightly settling against her smooth mound. She would have a constant reminder of her state of undress.

Turning to the full-length mirror, Sarah assessed her appearance. From the outside, she looked every inch the aspiring young professional—polished, poised, and ready to impress. But beneath that facade, Sarah's skin tingled with anticipation. She ran her hands down the length of the dress once more, feeling the heat of her body through the thin fabric.

With trembling fingers, she applied a light coat of lipstick and ran a brush through her hair before tying it up neatly. Each mundane action felt charged with new meaning, knowing the secret that lay beneath her professional exterior.

She gathered her CV and notes, took one final look in the mirror, and—her stomach doing cartwheels as her decision became irreversible—left her hotel room.

As she made her way towards the law firm's offices, Sarah's mind raced. What if someone could tell somehow? What if a gust of wind lifted her skirt? What if she had to bend over to pick up a dropped pen during the interview? She knew that half of the possibilities she was worrying about were idiotic, but that didn’t lessen their effect on her. They terrified and thrilled her, embarrassed her and exhilarated her.

Each step heightened her anticipation. Each step brought her closer to the unknown. But it was a known unknown this time—whatever transpired, she knew it would be an intoxicating crystallisation of embarrassment. She’d felt it once before, and she’d very much liked where it had led her.

∞∞∞

Sarah stepped into the gleaming lobby of the law firm, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor. She spoke briefly to the receptionist, a poised woman in her forties with a perfectly coiffed bob and a practiced smile, and was directed to a waiting room on the third floor. She rode the elevator alone, then walked the short corridor to the waiting room.

Her breath caught as she took in the room's other occupants. Five prospective trainees, all around her age, sat in various states of nervous anticipation. Three women, impeccably dressed in crisp suits, and two men…

Her stomach dropped. She recognised those men. She knew those men. Tom and Alex. They had been in her year at college. They had both been part of the law society. She wouldn’t have numbered them amongst her friends, but they were certainly acquaintances. Memories of tutorials, society events, and mock trials flooded her mind. And now, here they were, her competition for this coveted position.

Sarah felt that familiar heat rise to her cheeks as she took a seat, and she suddenly regretted her decision to forego underwear. What had she been thinking? She’d been caught up in a fantasy! And the sight of these two men instantly pulled her back into the real world. The real world of aspiration and hard work and… consequences for one’s actions. She crossed her legs tightly, her dress pulling taught across her thighs. The cool leather of the waiting room chair sent a shiver through her, drawing her attention to the inappropriately insufficient length of her outfit.

The closer of the two men, Tom, glanced up, his eyes widening in recognition. "Sarah? Is that you?" he asked, simultaneously nudging Alex, who looked up from the revision notes he’d been engrossed in.

Sarah forced a smile, willing her voice to remain steady. "Tom, Alex. What a surprise!"

Alex grinned, looking her up and down in a way that made Sarah wonder if he could somehow see right through her dress. "You look great, Sarah. Haven’t seen you since just before finals. Must be, what, nearly six months?"

Sarah nodded, shifting in her seat. The movement caused her dress to ride up slightly, and she hurriedly tugged it back down. "Something like that. How have you both been?"

As they caught up, Sarah found it increasingly difficult to focus on the conversation. Every slight movement sent sparks through her body. Whatever about a stranger catching a glimpse of her, this would be something else entirely. This would be so much more… real.

The other women in the room cast curious glances their way, no doubt annoyed by the distracting confab. Sarah felt exposed in more ways than one, imagining their judgmental gazes piercing through her professional facade to the secret beneath.

Time seemed to crawl by, each minute an exquisite torture. Sarah's skin prickled with a mixture of anxiety and, yes, she had to admit, once again arousal. She wasn’t close to these guys, but she knew them enough to know that they would give a lot to see what she was just barely continuing to conceal from them. As the seconds ticked by, as she continued her small talk, as the two men chatted obliviously, Sarah’s mind focused in on the rhythmic, subtle, but undeniable throb building between her tightly clasped thighs.

When the door finally opened, Sarah's heart leapt into her throat. For some reason, she’d half expected to see Michael. Instead, a young associate stepped into the room.

"Alright everyone, if you’d all follow me, we’re just about ready to get started with the group interview stage of the process."

The associate led them down a short corridor and opened the door to a sparsely furnished meeting room. "Please, make yourselves comfortable," he said, gesturing them inside.

Six chairs were arranged in a semi-circle, facing one long table with three empty chairs behind it. The minimalist design of the room—the lack of any obstructions between herself and the others—only served to heighten Sarah’s sense of exposure.

As the other candidates filed in, Sarah hesitated, suddenly unsure of where to sit. She watched as Tom confidently strode to the far right seat, furthest from the door, leaving her with a decision to make. Taking a deep breath, she moved to the chair on the far left, hoping the distance would provide some semblance of security. She couldn’t have been more wrong…

As she lowered herself into the seat, Sarah realised the mistake she’d made. From his position on the opposite end of the semi-circle, Tom had a direct line of sight to Sarah and, if she were to make one wrong move, a direct line of sight between her legs. She tugged at the hem of her dress, trying to maintain her modesty, but the fabric seemed determined to betray her. She felt his gaze on her, curious and appraising. Had he noticed her discomfort? Could he somehow sense her secret? Sarah crossed her legs tightly, willing the fabric of her dress to cooperate.

As they waited for the interviewers to arrive, Sarah found herself unable to relax. Every shift in her seat, every slight movement, felt like a potential revelation. With her legs so tightly crossed, and her dress refusing to cooperate, she was already revealing far more of her thigh than she would have been comfortable exposing even in a more casual setting.

The room began to feel stiflingly warm, in spite of the air conditioning. Sarah's skin prickled with a mixture of nerves and forbidden excitement. She tried to focus on her breathing, on maintaining a calm exterior, but her mind kept drifting to the delicious vulnerability of her situation.

She imagined Tom leering at her from across the room every time her eye’s weren’t on him. She imagined his gaze boring a hole through her skirt as he waited impatiently for her to absent-mindedly uncross her legs and reveal all. Alex had sat directly to her right, which—owing to the semi-circular arrangement of the chairs—put him just out of her line of sight whenever she faced the interviewers’ table. Sarah imagined him perving over the soft, pale skin of her tightly clenched thigh. He was close enough to her to see the goosebumps rising on her flesh. He had the perfect vantage point to drink in the slow reveal of her hip as the hem of her dress shifted upwards each time she repositioned in her chair.

Simply imagining these college acquaintances objectifying her in this way—regardless of whether or not they were in fact doing so—was enough to cause a heat to begin to build in Sarah. A heat of embarrassment, primarily, culminating in a flushing of her cheeks. But, in tandem, a heat of excitement—a rush of blood to another part of her anatomy entirely.

Sarah had lost herself entirely in her daydream, her fantasy in which these two young men were enraptured by the unbecoming level of exposure she was already displaying. A fantasy in which they couldn’t take their eyes off of her legs lest they miss out on a greater reveal. A fantasy in which they held some extrasensory awareness of the nakedness that she was just barely able to keep hidden from them. She was conscious that the heat growing inside her was now disproportionately located between her legs.

When the door finally opened again, Sarah nearly jumped out of her skin as she was abruptly pulled out of her reverie. Three suited men entered the room, their presence commanding immediate attention. As they took their seats behind the table, Sarah's eyes were drawn to the central figure.

Michael O'Sullivan's gaze swept over the candidates, lingering for just a moment longer on Sarah. A knowing smirk played at the corners of his mouth, and Sarah felt her breath catch. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs reflexively with nerves, painfully aware of Tom's presence in her peripheral vision.

As Michael began to speak, welcoming them to the interview, Sarah struggled to focus on his words. All she could think about was the secret they shared, the power he held over her in this moment. Memories from the train flashed through her mind—his instructions to her, his confidence, his dominance, his tongue between her legs, his girth filling her mouth…

The group interview got underway, with Michael and his two colleagues taking turns posing questions to the candidates, occasionally directing questions at individual candidates, but mostly throwing them out to the group as a whole. Sarah tried her best to focus, to push aside the distracting thoughts and sensations plaguing her. This was, after all, she reminded herself, a pivotal moment in her career.

"What do you believe sets our firm apart from our competitors?" Michael asked, his piercing gaze sweeping across the room.

Sarah's hand shot up, surprising even herself with her eagerness. As Michael nodded in her direction, she took a deep breath, willing her voice to remain steady.

"In my view, that would have to be its innovation in legal technology," she began, her voice growing stronger as she spoke. "To give just a couple examples, your promotion of AI-assisted research tools and your trialling of blockchain-based smart contracts demonstrates a forward-thinking approach that’s still lacking in the other big firms."

As she elaborated on her answer, Sarah felt a surge of confidence. She was in her element. She knew the law, she knew the industry, and she knew why she wanted to be here. For a moment, she almost forgot about her state of undress.

Michael nodded approvingly. "Excellent observation, Sarah. And how would you see yourself contributing to this approach?"

Sarah shifted in her seat as she formulated her response, catching a flicker of movement from Tom's direction, but forcing herself to ignore it. She gave an able answer, focusing on the modules in data analytics she had audited during her four-year law degree. Her passion for that subject, in addition to the law, was evident in her voice.

As the interview progressed, more questions were fired at the group. Sarah found herself becoming more engaged, her earlier nervousness replaced by genuine enthusiasm for the topics at hand. She discussed recent landmark judgments, debated the practical and ethical considerations of AI-assisted legal briefs, and even managed to inject some humour into a discussion about contract law. Things seemed to be going well.

Throughout it all, though, she never fully forgot about her precarious state. Every movement remained calculated, every shift in position carefully executed to maintain her modesty. Yet, paradoxically, this constant awareness, this constant low-key vigilance, only served to heighten her arousal. The forbidden thrill of her secret, coupled with the intellectual stimulation of the interview, created an intoxicating cocktail of emotions.

Michael had also played his part in reminding Sarah of their undisclosed arrangement throughout the proceedings. The double entendres he had been dropping here and there were far from lost on her. In response to her display of her up-to-date knowledge of constitutional jurisprudence, he subtly remarked: "I must say, your… exposure to these complex issues is quite remarkable."

Less subtle was his concurrence with her point about the legal profession’s duty to speak out publicly against institutional injustice. “I do have to agree,” he said, maintaining steady eye contact with her, “Lady Justice may be blindfolded for good reason, but she has never had fabric obstructing her lips, has she?”

The back and forth continued in this manner for some time. Sarah felt both confident in her answers and constantly thrilled by her and Michael's secret. When she felt the interview was nearing its close, however, Michael threw a spanner in the works. He pushed back against one of her answers, his tone ostensibly merely seeking further clarification. The words he used, however, shocked Sarah to her core.

"I'm not sure I’m entirely convinced by your position on that, Sarah," Michael said, his tone deceptively casual. "I don’t know, perhaps you could rephrase it in a way that… reveals more of yourself to the panel."

Sarah's heart pounded as she processed Michael's words. Her mind raced, grappling with conflicting interpretations. Did he really mean what she thought he meant? Was he truly telling her to expose herself right here, right now, in front of everyone? Or was this simply an innocent request for clarification, her overactive imagination reading far too much into his choice of words?

She glanced around the room, acutely aware of the other candidates and interviewers watching her expectantly. Tom and Alex's gazes seemed to burn into her skin. The air felt thick, charged with tension—or was that just her heightened state of arousal clouding her perception?

Sarah took a shaky breath, her fingers toying with the hem of her dress. This could be her final test, she realised. A chance to prove her dedication, her willingness to go above and beyond. But the consequences of misinterpreting his meaning would be catastrophic. Her career, her reputation, everything she'd worked for, all of it could come crashing down in an instant if she was wrong.

"I… I'm not sure I understand," Sarah stammered, buying herself time to think. Her cheeks flushed crimson as she felt Michael's piercing gaze upon her.

"It's quite simple," Michael replied, his tone maddeningly neutral. "You’ve demonstrated your knowledge of the law. You’ve explained your other academic interests. But, I'd like you to… open up more. We’ve seen the skilled young lawyer. So, show us… more of yourself."

Sarah's pulse quickened. The double meaning in his words was unmistakable now, wasn't it? She shifted in her seat. The movement caused her dress to ride up slightly, exposing more of her thigh, to the delight of Alex beside her no doubt. She caught sight of Tom, sitting across from her, his eyes flicking downward, then quickly back up to her face. Three more pairs of male eyes remained fixed on her from across the interviewers’ desk.

The line between professional discourse and erotic subtext blurred, leaving her in a state of aroused uncertainty. The air in the interview room suddenly felt charged with tension. Sarah’s exchanges with Michael so far had been amicable, albeit laced with insinuation. Now, she felt she was in a battle of wills. He was pushing her to take the final step. No more undercurrents of embarrassment. No more worrying about what could happen. No more fantasising about what others might be fantasising about. He was telling her to reveal all. And he was telling her to do it now.

Sarah's heart raced as she considered Michael's loaded request. A heady mixture of fear and arousal coursed through her veins. She knew this was her moment of truth—to back down or to fully commit to the thrilling game they had begun this very morning on the train.

"Well," Sarah began, her voice trembling slightly. "To elaborate on my previous point…"

As she spoke, Sarah slowly uncrossed her legs, letting them part ever so slightly. The cool air of the room kissed her inner thighs, sending a shiver up her spine. She continued her answer, trying to keep her voice steady as she inched her knees further apart.

Her dress rode up higher on her thighs as she parted her legs. Her skin tingled with nervous excitement, knowing she was exposing more and more of herself with each subtle movement. She could feel Michael's intense gaze upon her, urging her onward.

Gathering her courage, Sarah finally, millimetre by millimetre, allowed her legs to open completely. Her focus was split between giving her answer, and trying to make her movements as inconspicuous as possible, all the while maintaining eye contact with her interviewers. From the change in temperature, she could feel that the hem of her dress had settled high on her legs. She dared not look down, lest she draw anyone’s attention, but she knew that her smooth, bare pussy was now fully exposed to Michael's view. A rush of arousal flooded through her at the realisation of what she had just done.

Her voice faltered momentarily as she saw Michael's eyes widen, drinking in the sight of her most intimate area on display before him. She forced herself to continue speaking, her words becoming breathier as excitement built within her.

The forbidden thrill Sarah had experienced on the train came rushing back, amplified tenfold by the professional setting and the presence of the others in the room. She felt deliciously vulnerable and exposed, her arousal growing with each passing second.

Her heart raced as she finished her answer, her legs still spread wide, the room now in silence. She kept her eyes locked on Michael, drawing strength from his approving gaze. But as the silence stretched on, she became acutely aware of the room around her. Time seemed to slow to a crawl.

A slight movement to Michael's right caught her attention. The interviewer seated there, a man in his fifties with salt-and-pepper hair, shifted in his chair. Sarah's breath caught as she saw his eyes glance downward, lingering for a moment before snapping back up to her face. A deep flush crept up his neck, staining his cheeks a vivid red.

Panic surged through Sarah as the realisation hit her—Michael wasn't the only one who had noticed. This other interviewer also had a clear view of her now fully-exposed pussy. Her first instinct was to close her legs, to cover herself, but she knew that would only confirm her awareness of the situation. She had to pretend she didn't know, had to act as if nothing was amiss.

Sarah forced herself to remain still, fighting against every impulse to cover up. She kept her expression neutral, even as her heart hammered in her chest. The interviewer's face grew redder by the second, his discomfort—or was it something else?—palpable. She could see the conflict in his eyes—the struggle between required professionalism and the primal urge to just look.

The room felt stiflingly hot now. Sarah was conscious of every inch of exposed skin, of the air caressing her most intimate areas. She resisted the urge to squirm in her seat, knowing any movement might draw attention to her state of undress.

Instead, she focused on keeping her breathing steady, on maintaining eye contact with Michael. But she couldn't help noticing the other interviewer's increasingly flustered state in her peripheral vision. His hands, which had been resting on the table, now gripped the edge tightly. A bead of sweat formed on his brow.

The tension in the room was electric. Sarah felt as if she were balancing on a knife's edge, one wrong move away from disaster. And yet, beneath the fear and embarrassment, a thrill of excitement coursed through her. The forbidden nature of the situation sent waves of arousal pulsing through her body.

Sarah's gaze drifted across the room, landing on Tom. Her breath caught as she saw that his eyes were fixated between her legs. Unlike the flustered interviewer trying to maintain his composure, Tom made no attempt to hide his interest. His stare was hungry, almost predatory, drinking in every detail of her exposed flesh.

From his position across the semi-circle, Tom had an oblique but unobstructed view. She watched as Tom's gaze roamed over her. He could see every curve and fold of her most private area—the soft swell of her outer lips, the glistening pink of her inner folds. Sarah felt a fresh wave of arousal wash over her, knowing he could see how wet she had become.

The forbidden thrill of being observed so blatantly pushed Sarah dangerously close to the edge. Her clit throbbed insistently, begging for attention. She gripped the edges of her chair, fighting the urge to outwardly react, to touch herself right there in the interview room.

Tom shifted in his seat, and Sarah's eyes were drawn to the movement. She noticed with a jolt that he had crossed his legs. A thought hit her. Was he was trying to hide an erection? The notion that she had aroused him so thoroughly sent another surge of heat through her core.

Sarah's mind raced with conflicting emotions. Shame—at being so exposed—warred with pride—at the effect she was having on the men around her. Fear of being called out clashed with the intoxicating thrill of her blatant exhibitionism. And beneath it all, a pulsing, insistent arousal that threatened to overwhelm her completely.

She forced herself to look away from Tom, her cheeks burning. But she could still feel his eyes on her, imagining him committing every detail to memory. Would he fantasise about this moment later? Would he pleasure himself to the image of her spread open before him?

The thought sent a shudder through Sarah's body. Her thoughts alone were bringing her so close to the edge now. She trembled with the effort of holding back her orgasm. One brush of fabric against her, one more hungry look from Tom, and she feared she might come undone right there in front of everyone.

Sarah took a shaky breath, trying to regain her composure. But as she shifted slightly, seeking some relief from the building pressure, she felt a trickle of moisture escape her folds. Horror and arousal mingled as she realised her juices were now visible, glistening on her inner thighs.

Tom's sharp intake of breath told her he had noticed. She dared a glance in his direction and saw his pupils were blown wide with lust. His hand clenched into a fist on his thigh, as if he were physically restraining himself from reaching out to touch her.

The air in the room felt thick. It had only been a few seconds since she had finished her answer, but her racing mind had drawn it out for what felt like an eternity, perceiving each reaction in minute detail.

Sarah began to worry. Had she misinterpreted Michael's request? Had she gone too far? The other candidates must have noticed something was amiss by now. She could feel their curious gazes, could almost hear the unspoken questions hanging in the air.

Just when Sarah thought she couldn't bear the tension any longer, Michael cleared his throat. "Thank you all,” he said with an air of finality. “That will be it for the group stage. If you’d all please return to the waiting room, you’ll be called in again in turn for your individual interviews.”

Sarah's heart throbbed in time with her crotch as she slowly closed her legs, tugging her dress back down. She stood on shaky legs, avoiding eye contact with anyone as she made her way to the door. The fresh air of the hallway hit her flushed skin as she exited, providing momentary relief.

In the waiting room, an awkward silence fell over the candidates. Sarah could feel curious glances from the other women, no doubt wondering what had transpired. Tom and Alex seemed unable to look directly at her, their eyes darting away whenever she glanced in their direction.

Sarah sank into a chair, her mind reeling. What had she done? In the heat of the moment, it had felt exhilarating, but now doubt crept in. Had she jeopardised her chances at the firm? Or worse, her entire career?

The minutes ticked by agonisingly slowly. Sarah's arousal had not fully subsided, leaving her in a state of restless discomfort. She crossed and uncrossed her legs, alert to the wetness between her thighs.

Finally, mercifully, the waiting room door opened. The young associate from earlier stepped out. "Sarah, you’re up first,” he said, “Mr. O'Sullivan will see you now for your individual interview.”

As she followed the associate, walking past Tom and Alex, she overheard them whispering about what they’d seen. The confirmation that they each now held memories of her intimate exposure sent another rush through Sarah’s body. She realised then that the daring nature of what she had done hadn’t simply been related to the moment. It also drew on the countless moments to come when their experiences—and that interviewer’s experience too—would be recounted to others in minute detail, or recollected for their own carnal pleasure.

As Sarah entered Michael’s office, her mind swam with images of university classmates and professional lawyers alike furiously masturbating to the memory of her slick, naked pussy. Michael sat alone behind the desk, his piercing gaze meeting hers as she closed the door behind her. She was ready for anything and everything he had in store for her.

∞∞∞

"Please, have a seat, Sarah," Michael said, gesturing to the chair across from him. His tone was professional, but there was an unmistakable glint in his eye.

Sarah lowered herself into the chair, mindful of her state of arousal. She crossed her legs tightly, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.

Michael leaned forward, his eyes never leaving hers. "I must say, I'm impressed with your… performance today. You've demonstrated a willingness to go above and beyond what's expected."

Sarah's breath caught in her throat. "Thank you… sir," she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Now," Michael continued, a slight smirk playing at the corners of his mouth, "let's discuss your potential future with the firm. I believe we have much to… explore together."

As Michael began to outline what her role at the firm might entail, Sarah found herself hanging on his every word. The double entendres were subtle but unmistakable. It was clear that if she accepted a position here, her professional life would be intimately entwined with her newfound desires.

The thrill of possibility sent shivers down Sarah's spine. She knew that stepping into this world would forever change her, blurring the lines between her professional ambitions and her deepest, most secret fantasies.

"As I'm sure you've gathered," Michael continued, his voice low and intimate, "I have certain… expectations that go beyond the typical professional requirements."

Sarah's breath hitched. "I believe I understand, sir," she replied, her voice trembling slightly.

Michael leaned back in his chair, appraising her. "Do you? Then, perhaps you could demonstrate your understanding for me."

Sarah's heart raced. She knew this was another test, another chance to prove herself. Without breaking eye contact, she slowly uncrossed her legs, allowing them to part.

Michael's eyes darkened with desire as he took in the sight before him. "Very good," he murmured. "Now, tell me, Sarah. How far are you willing to go to secure this position?"

Sarah's mind reeled with the implications of his question. She thought of the other candidates waiting outside, of Tom and Alex who had seen her exposed. She thought of her future in the law, of the prestige this firm could offer. And she thought of the intoxicating thrill that had coursed through her veins as she'd revealed herself in the group interview.

"I'm willing to do whatever it takes, sir," she breathed, her voice thick with arousal.

Michael's smile was verging on predatory, but it was intoxicating to her. "Excellent. In that case, why don't you come over here and show me just how… oral your arguments can be?"

Sarah's legs trembled even though she stood without questioning her actions, her dress falling back into place. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. As she approached Michael, he pushed his chair back, creating space for her.

Without hesitation, Sarah sank to her knees before him. Her hands shook slightly as she reached for his belt, but her movements were sure. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her as she freed his hardening length from his trousers.

As she took him into her mouth, she knew she was crossing a line that could never be uncrossed. It was one thing to have done this to a stranger on a train—quite another to be knowingly doing it to a future employer. But the taste of him on her tongue, the sound of his quiet groan from above her, told her she had made the right choice.

She worked him with enthusiasm, using every technique she knew to bring him pleasure. Her own arousal built as she listened to his breathing grow ragged, felt his hands tangle in her hair.

Just as she sensed he was nearing his peak, Michael gently pushed her away. "Stand up," he commanded, his voice husky with desire.

Sarah obeyed, her legs unsteady beneath her. Michael's hands went to the hem of her dress, slowly pushing it up her thighs. She shivered as the fabric bunched around her waist, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down.

Michael's eyes roamed over her hungrily. "Turn around," he instructed. "Hands on the desk."

Sarah complied, bending over the large mahogany desk. She could feel the heat of Michael's body as he positioned himself behind her. His hand trailed up the inside of her thigh, eliciting a soft gasp from her lips.

"You're so wet," he murmured, his fingers ghosting over her slick folds. "Have you been like this all day?"

"Yes, sir," Sarah breathed, her voice hitching noticed for the first time the honorific she’d been using, realising that she had entirely given up control to him.

Michael's chuckle sent shivers down her spine. "Such a naughty girl. I think you need to be taught a lesson about proper workplace behaviour."

Before Sarah could respond, she felt the sharp sting of his hand coming down on her ass. She bit back a cry, not wanting to alert anyone outside the office.

"Count them," Michael commanded, bringing his hand down again.

"Two," Sarah gasped, her body trembling with a mixture of pain and pleasure.

The spanking continued, each strike sending waves of heat through her body. By the time they reached ten, Sarah was panting, her arousal evident in the wetness coating her thighs.

"Good girl," Michael praised, his hand now gently caressing her reddened flesh. "Now, let's see how well you can maintain your composure."

Sarah felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She braced herself, trying to stay quiet as he slowly pushed into her. The stretch was exquisite, filling her completely.

Michael set a steady pace, his hands gripping her hips tightly. Sarah bit her lip, struggling to contain her moans of pleasure. Her eyes darted around the office, fixating on the frosted glass between them and the hallway. The knowledge that they could be caught at any moment only served to enhance her pleasure.

"Remember," Michael grunted, his thrusts becoming more forceful, "a good lawyer always maintains control, no matter the… circumstances."

Sarah nodded, unable to form words as the pressure built inside her. She could feel her orgasm approaching, her inner walls clenching around Michael's length.

Just as she was about to topple over the edge, a knock sounded at the door. Sarah froze, panic coursing through her veins.

"Mr. O'Sullivan?" came a voice from outside. "It’s about time for the next candidate."

Michael didn't miss a beat. "Thank you," he called out, his voice impressively steady despite his current activities. "We’ll be finished here shortly."

The sound of retreating footsteps allowed Sarah to breathe again, but her relief was short-lived. Michael suddenly pulled out of her, causing her to gasp at the sudden emptiness. With surprising strength, he spun her around to face him, lifting her onto the desk. Sarah's legs instinctively parted, allowing Michael to position himself between them.

His hands moved to the zipper of her dress, slowly pulling it down. The fabric fell away, exposing Sarah's pale, heaving breasts. Her pink nipples stood erect in the crisp air of the office, a testament to her arousal.

Michael's eyes raked over her newly exposed flesh, a look of approval on his face. "I’ve been wondering what these looked like," he murmured lustfully, "I didn't get to see them on the train."

Before Sarah could respond, Michael leaned forward, taking one nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive peak, eliciting a soft moan from Sarah. She arched her back, pressing herself further into his mouth as he lavished attention on first one breast, then the other.

As he sucked and nipped at her nipples, Michael's hands gripped Sarah's hips, pulling her to the edge of the desk. In one swift motion, he entered her again, filling her completely. Sarah gasped at the sensation, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him even deeper.

Michael set a punishing pace, his hips snapping against hers with each thrust. The desk creaked beneath them, the sound mingling with their heavy breathing and the wet slap of skin on skin. Sarah clung to Michael's shoulders, her nails digging into his suit jacket as she fought to keep her cries of pleasure muffled.

Suddenly he captured Sarah's lips in a deep, passionate kiss. His tongue delved into her mouth, exploring and tasting, muffling her whimpers of pleasure. Sarah melted into the kiss, her hands moving to tangle in his hair as she returned his fervour with equal intensity. It was all-consuming, drowning out the world around them until all that existed was the heat between their bodies.

Without breaking the kiss, Michael's strong hands gripped Sarah's thighs. He effortlessly lifted her off the desk with one swift movement, his cock still buried deep inside her. Sarah gasped into his mouth at the sudden shift, instinctively wrapping her legs tighter around his waist.

Michael's hands cupped her ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he held her suspended. Sarah clung to his shoulders, marvelling at the strength in his arms as he supported her full weight. The new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, hitting spots that made Sarah whimper.

Slowly, deliberately, Michael began to move Sarah up and down on his shaft. He lifted her until only the tip remained inside, then let gravity pull her back down, impaling her fully on his length. The pace was torturous, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through Sarah's body.

Sarah buried her face in the crook of his neck, kissing, nibbling, trying to muffle her moans as he drove into her from below. The feeling of being so completely filled, so utterly possessed, was overwhelming. Her breasts pressed against the rough fabric of his suit jacket, her sensitive nipples catching with each movement.

Michael's breath was hot against her ear as he whispered, "You feel so good, Sarah. So tight, so wet for me." His words sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, sent a spasm clenching around him in response.

The rhythm of their coupling grew more frantic as Michael's thrusts became harder, faster. Sarah could feel the tension building in her core, a coiling spring ready to snap. She was vaguely aware that anyone passing by the office might hear the muffled sounds of their lovemaking, but she was too far gone to care.

Sarah's world narrowed to the exquisite sensations coursing through her body. The heat of Michael's skin against hers, the stretch of him inside her, the slight burn in her thighs as she clung to him. She could feel her orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure that had been building all evening, threatening to crash over her at any moment.

"That's it," Michael growled in her ear, his voice strained with his own approaching climax. "Come for me, Sarah. Show me how much you want this position."

His words pushed her over the edge. Sarah's back arched as waves of intense pleasure washed over her. She bit down on Michael's shoulder to muffle her cries, her body shuddering in his arms. She clenched rhythmically around him, drawing out her orgasm.

Michael's thrusts became erratic as he chased his own release. With a low groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, his cock pulsing as he came. Sarah gasped at the sensation of his hot seed filling her, another small aftershock of pleasure rippling through her.

For a moment, they remained locked together, both panting heavily. Then, slowly, carefully, Michael lowered Sarah back onto the desk. She winced slightly as he slipped out of her, already feeling the loss of his presence.

Reality began to seep back in as Sarah took in their dishevelled state. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her hair a mess, and she could feel a mixture of their fluids trickling down her inner thighs. Michael wasn't faring much better—sweat on his brow, his usually immaculate suit rumpled, and already reaching for a box of tissues on the desk to clean himself up.

"Well," Michael said, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he saw to his still-hard cock. "I think it's safe to say you've made quite an impression, Sarah."

Sarah felt a blush creep up her cheeks as she hurriedly tried to straighten her dress. "Thank you, sir," she murmured, unsure of what else to say.

Michael chuckled, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear. "You'll hear from us soon about the position," he said, his tone returning to its usual professional cadence. "But I think it's safe to say you're a strong contender. Now, that door there’s my private bathroom. Go tidy yourself up. But be quick about it."

She did as he’d suggested, drying herself of their combined fluids, doing up and straightening her dress, and fixing her hair. When she returned from the bathroom and saw Michael once again sitting at his desk as if nothing had happened, she couldn't help but wonder what she had just gotten herself into. But the thrill of possibility, of a future filled with such intense experiences, sent a shiver of excitement coursing through her.

She paused at his office door before leaving, turning back to him one last time. "Thank you for the opportunity, Mr. O'Sullivan," she said, her voice steady despite the turmoil of emotions inside her.

Michael's eyes sparkled with promise as he replied, "The pleasure was all mine, Sarah. Of that, I can assure you. I look forward to seeing much more of you in the future."

With that, Sarah stepped out of the office, her legs still shaky and her mind reeling from what had just transpired. She made her way back to the waiting room, hyper-aware of the remnants of their liquids between her thighs and the lingering scent of sex that clung to her skin.

As she entered, all eyes turned to her. Tom and Alex exchanged knowing glances, no doubt noticing her flushed cheeks and still slightly dishevelled appearance. The other candidates looked at her with a mixture of curiosity and suspicion.

Sarah took her seat, crossing her legs tightly and smoothing her skirt as she gathered together her belongings. She could feel Tom's eyes on her, studying her intently. Had he guessed what had happened in Michael's office? The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her body.

"So… how did it go?" Alex asked, breaking the tense silence.

Sarah forced a smile, trying to keep her voice steady. "It was… intense," she replied, choosing her words carefully. "Mr. O'Sullivan certainly has high expectations."

Tom raised an eyebrow at her comment, a potentially knowing smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "I'm sure he does," he murmured, his gaze lingering on her for a moment longer before looking away.

Sarah found herself lost in thought. The events of the day played through her mind on repeat—from the train journey that morning to her daring exposure in the group interview, culminating in her passionate encounter with Michael. Each memory sent a thrill through her body, arousal simmering just beneath the surface.

She knew that her life had irrevocably changed. Whatever the outcome of this interview process, she had crossed a line that could never be uncrossed. The thrill of exhibitionism, the rush of power that came from being desired so intensely, had awakened something within her that she had never known existed.

As she sat there, surrounded by her fellow candidates, Sarah found herself looking forward to whatever challenges and experiences lay ahead. Whether she got the job or not, she knew that this was just the beginning of a new, exciting chapter in her life.

The waiting room door opened again, and the young associate stepped out. "Tom," he called, "Mr. O'Sullivan will see you now."

As Tom stood to follow the associate, his eyes met Sarah's one last time. There was a heat in his gaze that hadn't been there before, a silent acknowledgment of what he had witnessed earlier. Sarah felt a fresh wave of arousal wash over her as she imagined what Tom might say or do in his own interview with Michael. Was it possible that they might discuss what she had exposed to them in the group interview?

Sarah settled back in her chair, a small smile spreading across her lips. Whatever happened next, she was ready for it. The day's events had shown her a new side of herself, and she was eager to explore it further. As she wished the remaining candidates the best, and made to leave, Sarah found herself already looking forward to her next adventure in this thrilling new world she had discovered.



[1] For Sarah’s earlier exploits, read Tongued on the Train - Public Liaisons Book I.
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