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I walked into the office nervous and apprehensive about the job interview.  It was my first interview since graduating from college, and I wanted this job badly.  I had tried to dress as nice as I could, but my wardrobe was mainly college girl party clothes.  I had on a cotton blouse and a short skirt, complete with black patent leather heels.  I felt confident in my attire, but you never know how you are going to be perceived.

I walked to the reception desk and announced my arrival.

"Hi, Candy Simmons here for Ms. Darby," I said.

"One moment," the receptionist replied.

She made a call on her phone, told her I was there, and then hung up the phone.

"Please have a seat," she said.  "Ms. Darby will be with you shortly.

I sat in the chair and grabbed a magazine to flip through while I waited.  I think the waiting was far more nerve-wracking than what the interview would be.  Your mind races a hundred miles per hour as you try to anticipate the questions that were going to be asked of you.  After about ten minutes, the door opened and out walked a stunning woman.  She stood about five feet ten inches tall with long auburn hair.  She wore a tight-fitting knit dress with red heels and had sizable breasts that stretched the knit fabric.

"Miss Simmons?" she said to me.

"Yes, ma'am, nice to meet you," I replied.

"Nice to meet you," she replied.  Please, follow me."

She led me into the office and down a long hallway.  I couldn't help but look at her shapely and firm ass as we walked.  I had experimented with women in college, but none of them compared to her.  We finally made it to her office, and she closed the door showing me to a chair in front of her desk.  She flipped through my resume as I nervously shifted in my chair.

"So, tell me about yourself," she said.

"Well, I just graduated from college with a degree in marketing," I started.  "I was a part of a sorority and also worked at the library to help pay my way."

"I see," she said.  "How well do you type?"

"Very well," I replied.  "I can type ninety words per minute fairly accurately."

"Not bad," she replied.  "Let me ask you a hypothetical question.  Since this job is as my assistant, there may be times when I need your help with something, and it may interfere with your personal time.  So, if I were to come to you on, say Friday afternoon, and tell you I needed you to accompany me to an event that night, how would you handle it?"

"I would have no problem with it," I replied.  "Right now it's just me, so no boyfriend or anything like that for me to be accountable to."

"Good," she said.  "How is your dinner etiquette?"

"Pretty good," I replied.  "I know which fork to use and when to use it."

She sat there for a minute studying me, as well as looking me up and down.  I got the feeling she was undressing me with her eyes.  I got the feeling she was assessing me for more than just a job.  To be honest, it kind of turned me on that a woman so beautiful and powerful would look at me like that.

"I'm going to give you a shot at this," she said finally.  "I want you here first thing tomorrow morning.  We'll get you up to speed then."

"Thank you so much," I replied.  "You won't regret giving me this chance."

"I certainly hope not," she replied.

She got up and shook my hand, then led me back to the reception area.

"Jan, this is Candy," she said to the receptionist.  "She will be starting tomorrow morning.  Please see that everything is in order for her."

"Yes, ma'am," Jan replied.

I shook her hand again and left the office.  I was so excited at landing my first job that I stopped at the store on the way home and grabbed a bottle of wine to celebrate.  I fixed myself some spaghetti and sat in front of the TV eating and sipping my wine.  I felt fortunate to have landed this job so quickly after graduating.  I had heard stories of other graduates unable to get any employment outside of burger joints and restaurants.  I was heading into the corporate world on my first try.

# # # #

I had a hard time sleeping that night as my excitement ran my mind wild.  But I did get just enough sleep, and when my alarm went off I got up and got ready for my first day.  After downing my coffee, I headed in for my first day on the job.  I arrived just as Jan unlocked the front door.

"Good morning, Candy," she said as she held the door open for me.

"Morning, Jan," I replied.

"You nervous?" she asked me.

"Yes, I am," I replied.

"You'll be fine," she said.  "Ms. Darby is a great boss, and she takes good care of her employees."

"That's good to know," I replied.

Jan showed me to my office, which was right next to Ms. Darby's.  There was a door that led right into her office from mine, so I wouldn't have to go out into the main hallway to get to her.  It had a large desk and a couple of nice landscape paintings hanging on the wall.  It also came with its own bathroom.  I would not have to share with the rest of the office!  I signed my paperwork and logged onto the computer.  I was about to set up my voicemail when Ms. Darby popped her head into my office.

"Good morning, dear," she said.

"Good morning," I replied.

"Can I see you for a moment?" she asked.

"Sure," I replied.

I followed her into her office and waited at the end of her desk for instructions.

She sat down and leaned back in her chair, looking me over.  Again I felt like she was eyeing me up.

"I have to say, you are a rather sexy young lady," she said.

"Thank you," I replied as I blushed.

I could feel my nipples hardening and a slight tingle in my stomach as she looked at me.  She was arousing me, and I think she knew it.

"Turn around for me, please," she said.

"I'm sorry?" I said.

"Turn around for me.  I want to get a good look at you," she replied.

I turned around in place and returned to facing her.  She put her finger to her mouth and sat there for a second, apparently contemplating something.  I shifted my stance unsure of what she wanted.

"Please sit," she said at last.

I sat down in the chair and waited for her to continue.  She stood up from her chair and walked over to the front of her desk, sitting on the edge.  I couldn't help but see up her dress as she lifted one leg onto the desk.  She had no panties on, and I could see her pink lips looking back at me.  I looked up at her face, probably a little flush at getting caught looking at her snatch.

"I see my attire is pleasing, is it not?" she asked.

"I'm sorry?" I said.

"You like how I look," she said.

"Yes, ma'am," I replied.

I was wondering where this was leading, even though in the back of my mind I was hoping it would lead to an encounter with her.  I just needed to let her know I was interested in her.

"You know, Candy, there is a world of opportunity here for a young woman such as you," she said.  "The question is, are you willing to do what it takes to get there?"

I was getting the drift of the conversation, and if having sex with her was going to open doors, then I was all in.

"Yes, I am," I replied.  "Just tell me what you want."

"I like the way you think," she replied.  "So, let's test your resolve, shall we?"

"How so?" I asked.

She sat fully on the desk, and pulled the bottom of her dress up to her waist, fully exposing her cunt to me.

"Would you like a taste?" she asked as she slipped a finger down her slit.

I swallowed hard, and then moved from my chair, standing in front of her.

"Oh, good girl," she said.

She pulled me close, and then kissed me.  I parted my lips just as her tongue shot into my mouth, probing me as if she was looking for something I was hiding under my tongue.  She undid her blouse, then unhooked the front of her bra revealing her huge tits for me.  I went right for her large nipple and started sucking it.  She tilted her head back as her eyes rolled into her head, moaning ever so lightly.  I sucked and gently bit her nipples as I squeezed her large breasts as if I was trying to milk her.

I felt her hand pushing against my shoulder and knew she wanted me to eat her out.  I kissed her down her body, flicking my tongue on her flesh as I lowered my head down to her crotch.  She spread her legs wide and put her hand on my head, gently gliding it between her thighs.  I could smell her musky scent as I saw the drips of her pre-cum moistening her lips.  I kissed her outer lips as she leaned back on her other arm, giving me more access to her slit.  I slid my tongue between her folds and licked her from her hole to her clit, flicking it a few times.  She was starting to moan, and I could taste her juices flowing from her hole.

I lifted her legs onto my shoulders which caused her to lie back on the desk.  I took my tongue and slid it inside of her cunt as she grabbed her tits and squeezed them, her moans a little louder.  I was getting nervous about other employees hearing what we were doing, but I was so fucking horny I couldn't stop.  I pushed her legs up against her chest as I buried my tongue inside of her.  Her taste was thick and sweet, not like any pussy I had ever tasted before.  My hands were under her ass as I moved my tongue to her clit, flicking and licking it quickly, trying to bring her to orgasm.

Suddenly, I felt her hand grab a fist full of my hair as she pulled my head back away from her cunt.

"Not yet, dear," she said smiling at me.

She got up from the desk, and had me stand up and turn around so my back was to her.  I felt her hands sliding up my legs as I stood there trembling.  Her hands went under my skirt and lifted it to my waist.  Her hands were so soft and yet strong.  She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my thong panties and slid them slowly down my legs.  The feeling of her peeling those panties off me like that was so erotic; I thought I was going to cum right there.  She pushed me forward so I had to bend across her desk, my tits pressing into the top of it.

She was caressing and massaging my legs from my ankles to my ass cheeks as I moaned and spread my legs wide for her.  My pussy was aching and dripping juices as I longed to feel her touch on it.  I needed her to lick me, to probe me, and to make me cum.  Her hands slid up the inside of my legs, then pressed against my outer lips.  She cupped my cunt and grabbed my lips, pulling down on them.  I moaned and whimpered as she started to massage my pussy.

I jumped as I felt her hot breath breathing on my slit as her mouth approached me.  I pushed my hips back in anticipation of her tongue and was not disappointed.  She lightly licked my outer lips, sending tingles down to my toes.  When she slid her tongue between my folds, chills ran down my spine and I uttered a slight whine.  Her hot, wet tongue shot into my hole as I gasped and cooed with pleasure.  After a few tongue thrusts, her tongue moved to my clit.  I yelped slightly as her tongue flicked my sensitive and swollen clit, causing me to convulse slightly.

She knew how to eat pussy, and it wasn't going to take me long to cum!  She expertly brought me to the edge of my orgasm, then backed off leaving me wanting.  She was driving me crazy with her torturous licking.  I started begging her to make me cum.

"Please make me cum," I said to her.  "Oh, god how I want to cum on your face!"

She removed her tongue, then lifted me up and turned me around.  She undid my blouse and set my tits free, sucking my nipples into her mouth as her hand worked my pussy. She was fucking me with her fingers, slamming her palm into my clit.  I could feel the pressure building once again and I begged her to let me cum.

"Oh, god, please make me cum!" I begged.  

But she stopped short again as I whimpered and moaned.  She turned me around again and bent me over the table.  I could hear a noise behind me but was unsure of what it was.  I didn't have long to wait to find out what it was.  I felt something pressing against my cunt and knew she was inserting a dildo inside of me.  I pushed back ensuring it went inside of me, filling me with as much as I could take.  It was long and rather wide, but I wanted all of it.  She began to slide it in and out of me as my knees bent slightly.

I was surprised when I felt her ass bumping into mine, and that's when it dawned on me she had inserted a double dildo into me.  She wanted us to fuck each other at the same time!  I started pushing back against her thrusts, trying to fuck her as hard as she was fucking me.  I could feel the length and girth of the dildo as it slid in and out of my cunt, causing me to pant with each thrust. I wanted to rub my clit so badly, but she had not allowed me to cum yet.

I gasped as the huge dildo was removed from my pussy as I slumped against the desk.  I felt her breath on my pussy once again and hoped she was there to finish the job.  When her tongue hit my lips, I moaned loudly wanting her to finish the job she had started.  I could feel her mouth covering my slit as her tongue focused on my clit.  I was grinding my hips against her mouth as my pressure built up once again, approaching orgasm.  This time she did not deny me.  

With a huge sigh and a wail, my orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks.  My body seemed to be frozen as if my muscles were steel girders.  All I could do was convulse as wave after wave of ecstasy swept over my body.  My legs were trembling and I felt my toes curling up as I came harder than I had ever cum before.  She knew how to build me up and bring me to that glorious level of ecstasy she knew I would enjoy.  She removed her mouth from me and spun me around, kissing me deeply.

"Now you are going to please me," she said.  "Suck on my tits."

I bent over and took her large nipples into my mouth, sucking hard and running my tongue around them.  I sucked her entire areola into my mouth as I pulled her nipples tight with my suction.  Her hands were running through my hair as she moaned and moved her hips in anticipation of my mouth on her.  My hand slid down between her legs, wanting to feel her juices on my fingers.  I rubbed her lips lightly, teasing her as she had done to me.  My fingers parted her folds as I slipped one finger inside of her cunt, feeling her juices run down my hand.

"Lick my pussy, you little cunt," she told me.

I got on my knees and moved my head between her legs, her scent filling my nostrils.  I kissed the inside of her thighs and felt the goosebumps forming on her flesh.  She was so wet; her juices were literally dripping onto the floor.  I put my mouth over her hole so I could drink from her pussy, tasting her sweet stickiness.  She leaned back against the desk and spread her legs even wider, giving me plenty of access.  I shoved my tongue inside of her and felt her body jolt from the pleasure it gave her.  I fucked her with my tongue, shoving inside of her as far as I could.  Her juices were now running down my chin and traveling towards my tits.

"Suck on my clit, bitch," she commanded.

I moved my mouth to her clit and pressed against her hood, revealing her swollen clit.  I started sucking it as if it was a small cock, rolling my tongue across it.  She was now moaning louder and gyrating her hips as I worked to bring her to orgasm.  My hands slid behind her and cupped her ass cheeks, squeezing her firm flesh.  She lifted one leg and placed it on the desk, her cunt now wide and spread for me as I released her clit from my mouth and began to lick it.  I shoved three fingers into her pussy and started fucking her with them as my tongue worked on her nub.

I felt her hips pushing out and knew she was on the verge of an orgasm.  I worked my tongue faster knowing she was ready to explode.  Her legs started shaking as she moaned loudly, her orgasm finally hitting her body.  She held my head tight against her cunt as she convulsed, panting as she came.  As her convulsions slowed down, she pulled my head away from her and looked down at me, staring into my eyes as she smiled at me.

"Now that's a good girl," she said.  "Come here and let me taste myself on your lips."

She licked my chin and lips before kissing me deeply, her arms wrapping around my body and pulling me close to her.  The feel of her bare breasts against mine was so erotic I wanted her to suck them again.  But she was done for now.

"Get dressed and be back here in ten minutes," she instructed.

I did as she had requested, and stood in front of her desk as she buttoned the last button on her blouse.

"I think you are going to do just fine," she said with a smirk.  "We will revisit this event more frequently as you progress in your responsibilities."

"Yes, ma'am," I replied.

My relationship with her blossomed as time progressed, our encounters becoming more frequent and more intense.  She assumed the role of a dominant and I the submissive.  I did whatever she wanted me to do, even to the point of fucking her male friends as she watched and masturbated.  Eventually, I moved in with her and became her slave, enjoying every minute of her affection and attention.  I had never thought of being a lesbian and I guess since I still fuck men I am not a true lesbian.  But eating her pussy is one of the most satisfying things we do together.

# # # #

Here is an excerpt from Dominating The Intern.

The next day as I was walking into the office, I was completely self-conscious.  My cleavage was jiggling as my tits bounced with each step as I neared the front door.  I wasn’t completely comfortable with my new look but sucked in my breath as I walked into the office.

By the time I reached my desk, I was feeling a lot better about my outfit.  I had received several compliments on my way back.  I sat there nervously awaiting Carissa to get her approval of my new look.  As she came around the corner and saw me sitting there she exclaimed:

“Get out of town!  Girl, you look sexy as hell!”

“Thank you,” I replied as I blushed slightly.

I could feel my nipples harden as I sat there glowing in her praise.  Even though I was seven years her elder, I felt like a kid who had just been blessed by their parent.  I was also aware that my nipples were showing slightly through my bra.  I hoped no one noticed it since it was a dark shirt. 

As the day wore on, I began to notice that Carissa was looking my direction just about every time I glanced over at her.  Was she looking at me because she couldn’t believe the nice outfit I had purchased or was it something more?  Each time I went to the copier or bathroom she was watching me.  It turned me on as I imagined her wanting to have sex with me.

Just after lunch, I was in copy room waiting for my bound booklets to finish running when the copier jammed.  I opened it up to see what the issue was and found some paper had gotten stuck in the bottom of the feeder as it was coming out of the binder.  I bent over to try and pull the paper out when Carissa walked into the room.

“Is it broke?” she asked.

“I don’t think so,” I replied.  “Looks like paper has just gotten jammed in here.”

As I struggled to get the paper out, I became aware that Carissa was standing right behind me as she peered over my back to see what I was doing.  Suddenly, I felt her soft, gentle hand rub slightly against my inner thigh.  I couldn’t tell if it was on purpose or if it has just slipped.  Whatever the reason, my nipples went stiff and I felt a little tingle stirring inside of me. She then placed her hand on the small of my back, just above my ass.

Click here to read the whole story.
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