
        
            
                
            
        

    
Summer Break:

Dominating the intern

By

Marissa Scott


To see my list of books, please go to my author page at:

amazon.com/author/marissascott

Sign up for my newsletter to stay informed of new releases, giveaways and contests.

http://eepurl.com/cSFsnX

Be sure to visit my blog at:

http://marissascotterotica.blogspot.com

© 2017 by Marissa Scott

Cover design © 2017 by Marissa Scott
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I had been at my job for the past five years, hired as a staff accountant at a small manufacturing company.  I was twenty-seven and single.  I had dated a few guys, but they either wanted to get serious right away, or just to have a trophy on their arm.  I had always had a fantasy about having sex with a woman, but never followed through with it.

It’s not that I didn’t like cock, I did.  I like being fucked by a rock-hard cock.  But something about the soft touch of a woman and having her satisfy me the way I wanted to be satisfied just appealed to me.  I wanted to taste and feel another woman.

I was five feet seven inches tall with blonde hair and blue eyes.  I had a twenty-nine-inch waist and a bra size of 36D.  I dressed fairly conservatively; shirts buttoned up, skirts and dresses down to at least my knees and my pants were not too tight fitting.  I considered myself attractive, but not model type beautiful.

Today was intern day.  My boss, Mr. Woynski believed in giving back to the community, so every summer he would bring in some interns to help us out in the office while giving them some summer cash and experience.  Today was my first time in getting an intern assigned to me for the summer.

“If I can have everyone gather in the break room, please” Mr. Woynski said.

We filed into the break room to meet our new interns and hear the annual speech.  As I walked over to my chair, I looked over the interns.  I think they got younger every year as this batch looked like they belonged in high school.  You could tell they were nervous as they all stood there fidgeting and nodding to everyone who came into the room.

“As you all know,” Mr. Woynski began “each year I give back to the community by hiring interns.  For this year’s group, I have selected interns for the accounting department.  Each one of you will be assigned an intern.  You job over the course of the next ten weeks is to teach them proper accounting principles as they pertain to your job description.  When I call your name, please stand and I will introduce you to your intern”

I had not really noticed Carissa when I had first come into the break room, but when my name was called and she was assigned to me, I couldn’t help but stare at her.  She was not much taller than five feet with long brown hair, green eyes and probably weighed one hundred pounds soaking wet.  From the look of her figure I gathered that ten of those pounds were probably contained in her tits.  She had huge tits for a girl of her size and frame.  They were probably a size 32DD.

I couldn’t help but feel my nipples begin to harden as I looked her over.  She had a great figure, and apparently knew it.  She had a white silk shirt on that hugged her tits.  She had a black, pleated mini skirt on that came to about mid-thigh.  Her outfit was rounded out with a pair of strappy stiletto heels.  She was gorgeous, and I would be spending each day with her.

Over the course of the first week, Carissa and I got to know each other.  She was a junior in college and was majoring in Business Management.  She had come from a small town in Illinois and had just one brother.  She had been raised in a moderately religious and conservative household, but she was the black sheep.  She didn’t see the world as they did, and often got into trouble for doing things her parents thought were a sin.  She just couldn’t understand how everything enjoyable was a sin.  Going away to college allowed her the freedom to begin testing the waters of her beliefs.

We had a lot more in common that I would have thought.  We liked the same music, enjoyed the same types of movies and had a similar bucked list.  I was starting to fantasize about her; what would she feel like, what would she taste like, would she want another woman?

About midway through the second week, as we were eating lunch in the break room, Carissa starting talking about how I dressed.

“You are a very attractive woman” she said.  “You really need to learn how to dress for your body”.

“Uh…thanks” I said as I blushed.

“No, I mean it” she replied.   “The right outfit would make you sexy as hell”.

I wasn’t quite sure how to take this conversation.  Was she hitting on me?  Was she trying to get me to dress so she could see my figure better?  I wasn’t sure, but I decided to take her advice and see where things led.  That night I went to the store to shop for a new outfit.  I bought a flowered top that had orchids on it with a black background.  It was a low-cut top that allowed my cleavage to show pretty well.  The skirt was a black cotton skirt that came to about mid-thigh and hugged my curves like a glove.  I wasn’t completely sure it was a good look for me, but decided to go with it anyways.

****

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.

“Can I help?” she asked.

Trying not to show I was flustered I managed to yank the paper out. “Got it” I said.

As I turned to throw the paper in the trash, I came face to face with her, our bodies only inches apart.  I could smell her hair as we stood there for a second looking into each other’s eyes.  The sound of the copier resuming the booklets jolted me out of the awkward moment.

“Well, I gotta get these booklets over to Mr. Woynski” I said as I picked up the booklets from the tray and left the office.

As I walked to Mr. Woynski’s office, my heart was pounding, I was tingling inside with what might have been.  I couldn’t help my thoughts running wild as I imagined taking her right there on the copier, sucking those luscious tits.

Having delivered the booklets, I went to the bathroom to satisfy the urges that had consumed me.  I sat on the toilet and lifted my shirt, allowing me access to my nipples as I pulled my tits over my bra.  I began to twist and lightly pull my nipples sending shivers down to my toes.  I reached down and slid a finger across my clit and down to my hole, my body jumping as I hit my sensitive clit.

I finger fucked myself and licked my juices form my fingers as I imagined it was Carissa I was tasting.  My pussy was soaked by this point, so I began to focus on my clit.  I made sure my finger was completely drenched in my pussy juice as I started rubbing my clit.  It only took a minute or so for me to cum, my body shaking with the convulsions of orgasm.  I had to cover my mouth as I came to stifle the moans I was sure everyone in the office would hear.

I put myself together and walked back to my desk.  Carissa was sitting there watching me walk as I neared my desk.  As I sat down, she walked over to my desk, leaned over exposing her large tits and whispered in my ear.

“You are one hot and sexy bitch” she said. 

My nipples were once again hard in seconds.  She was hitting on me.  I turned to look into her eyes as she stood up.

“Do you have a moment?” I asked her.

“Sure” she replied.

“Come with me.  I want to show you where we keep the bank bag for checks that come in”.

Carissa followed me as I made my way to the vault.  It wasn’t really a vault; it was more a room that we kept locked with important banking information.  I unlocked the door and let Carissa in.  As I closed the door and turned around, Carissa came up to me and planted a kiss on my lips. At first I was taken aback at her forward approach, but then returned the kiss.  My pussy was tingling from the touch of her soft lips against mine, her large tits pressing against mine as we stood there in a light embrace.

Carissa stepped back and looked at me for a moment, then turned around and bent over.

“I need spanked for being bad” she said.

I had never really thought about this sort of fetish, so I gently slapped her ass not knowing what to do.

“Oh, harder than that.”  She said.  “I’ve been bad and need punished”

I reared back and smacked her ass with a lot more force, causing her to jump slightly.

“Oh, again”.

I smacked her ass a few more times before she stood up.

“Oh thank you.”  She said.  “I will be a good girl for you now”.

She gave me a quick kiss and left the room.  What had just happened?  I stood there for a moment trying to process what I had just done.  I had never smacked anyone’s ass before, much less a grown woman who seemed to like it.  To be quite honest, it actually turned me on.  I’m not sure why.  Maybe it was because I was in control.  Or maybe it was because I know it excited her.  Whatever the reason, I enjoyed it and apparently so did she.

I went back to my desk unsure of how to look at her as I finished out my day.  I had a hard time focusing as I began to replay the encounter through my mind.  I decided that I would go on the internet that night and do some research into this.  I wanted to know more.  Deep down I think I also wanted to take control and dominate her, forcing her to do my bidding.  I knew she was mine now, I just had to take her to the place she was leading me.

****

I spent most of my night reading about what I now know is BDSM or bondage.  As I read about the different ways people enjoyed it, I got horny and excited.  I was turning into a dominatrix and it made my pussy wet.  The thought of binding her, forcing her to do my bidding was consuming me.  I had to get her and I had to force her into sucking my tits and licking my pussy.  I couldn’t wait, I had to act and make her my slave.

When I got dressed that morning, I was sure not to wear panties.  I wanted to feel her tongue on my pussy, and she was going to do it today.  I felt empowered and I was ready to force her into submission.  As I awaited her arrival at the office, my nipples were hard and pushing against my lace bra.  I had tingles in my pussy as I anticipated feeling her tongue on it.

Shortly after Carissa arrived, I got up and walked over to her desk.

“Could you give me a hand” I asked her.

“Sure” she replied.

She got up from her chair and followed me as I led her to the vault.  Once inside, I closed the door and told her to put her hands behind her head and spread her legs.  She grinned slightly and did as she was told.  I walked up to her and kissed her, with my tongue going deep insider her mouth.  As I kissed her, I moved my hand down to her pussy and began to rub it through her cotton panties eliciting moans from her.

I could feel her heat and wetness even through her panties.  I stepped back, pulled her dress up and put the hem into her belt ensuring her pussy was visible to me.  I reared back and smacked her pussy which caused her to jump as my hand hit her sensitive clit and yip slightly.  I moved closer and told her not to make a sound or she would be severely punished.  I stepped back and once again smacked her pussy.

I took my hand and again massaged her pussy to help bring down the sting of my slaps.  Carissa moaned and was breathing heavily as I watched her tits go up and down with each breath.  I had to taste them.  I unbuttoned her blouse and pulled one tit from her bra revealing the biggest nipples I had ever seen.  She shook slightly as I took it into my mouth and began to suck and nibble on it, running it between my side teeth.  Her tits were so soft and firm it was making my pussy ache for her tongue.

I finally put her tit back into her bra and buttoned her shirt back up.  Just as I was about to kiss her again, I heard a key going into the lock.  I had her quickly look like she was looking for something as I did the same.  Carol came in, said hi and went into one of the filing cabinets to retrieve a folder.  Carissa was smiling slyly as I was nervously waiting for Carol to leave.  I was sure she knew what was going on.

Once Carol retrieved her folder and left the vault, I walked back over to Carissa, grabbed her hair and pushed her down onto her knees.  I lifted my skirt showing her my bare, shaved pussy.  I put one leg up on a box as I shoved her face into my crotch as she began to lick my pussy.  The feel of her hot tongue on my clit sent shivers all the way down to my toes.  She reached behind me and grabbed my ass as she greedily lapped up my juices.

As she licked my pussy, she put one finger inside of me and began to fuck me with it.  She had only stroked me for a few seconds when my body began to tense up as I started to cum.  It was all I could do to keep from screaming as I experienced my first orgasm by a woman.  Just thinking about that as I came made it even more intense. 

Once I was finished cumming, I had her stand up and once again kissed her deeply.  I whispered into her ear:

“You will be able to cum tonight, and not before.  Be at my house at six”.

“Yes, mistress” she replied.

As I prepared for the evening, my pussy was once again getting wet.  I had really enjoyed dominating her almost as much as I enjoyed her tongue on my pussy.  Tonight, it was my turn to taste pussy, and I was going to control her as I did.

When Carissa arrived, I had her sit on the couch as I poured us each a glass of wine.  We sat there for a few minutes talking until her glass was empty.  It was now time for me to take control and do with her whatever I wanted.  I took her glass, grabbed her hand and showed her to the bedroom.

I instructed her to strip down so I could see her luscious body.  I stood there for a moment taking the site of her huge tits and clean shaven pussy.  I turned her around and pushed on her shoulders.

“Bend over cunt” I told her.

Carissa did as she was told as she spread her legs, putting her head down onto the mattress.  I reared back and began to slap her ass, one cheek at a time.  Once her ass was red, I stopped slapping her and began to rub each cheek to sooth the pain.  I reached down between her legs and teased her pussy by tracing her lips with my fingers very lightly.  I then had her stand up and turn around for me.

As she stood there, I walked to the end of the bed and grabbed some rope I had bought.  I told her to lie on the bed, on her back which she did without hesitation.  I took the rope and tied her hands to each side of the bed.  I then took the rest of the rope and tied her legs wide so she was spread eagle on my bed.  I took a thin belt I had in my closet and began to whip her pussy with it causing her to scream with each slap of the leather as it hit her sensitive clit.

Her pussy was now red from the whipping as I dropped the belt and slid my face down to her pussy.  I took my tongue and encircled her clit without actually touching it.  I could tell it was driving her crazy as she rolled her hips trying to get me to lick it.  At last I stuck my tongue into her pussy, tasting the fullness of her.  Her pussy lips were swollen and her pussy juices had a salty taste to it that made my pussy even wetter.

After I had teased her pussy, I got up and moved around to her side.  I got onto my knees and promptly put each leg on either side of her head, lowering my pussy down onto her face. 

“Lick my pussy you whore” I instructed her.

“Yes mistress” she replied.

Oh how I loved the feel of her tongue as she fucked my pussy with it and licked my clit.  As she licked my clit with purpose, I bag to move my hips in unison.  I could feel the orgasm once again building inside of me.  As her tongue worked furiously on my clit, I began to twist and pull my nipples enhancing the sensitivity in my clit.  Soon waves of orgasm rocked through my body as Carissa continued to satisfy me.

Once my convulsions had stopped, I got off her face and bent over to begin my work of satisfying her.

“Did you enjoy licking my pussy?” I asked her.

“Yes, mistress” she replied.

“Would my slave like to cum”?

“Yes mistress, please”.

“And just how would my slut like that?” I asked her.

“Oh please lick my pussy” she replied.

With that I started massaging her huge tits and rubbing her nipples.  Every rub of my hand across her nipples caused her to moan.  I could tell she was screaming for an orgasm inside.  I reached down to touch her pussy and felt her juices flowing out.  She was so wet I thought I was going to have to get a towel.  I untied her legs and lifted them up towards her head before once again tying them down.  I wanted wide open access to her pussy.

I moved down and rubbed her pussy again as I got into position.  I took my tongue and slid it up and down her pussy, flicking her clit when I reached the top.  My hands were under her ass, squeezing it as I licked. When my tongue went inside her pussy she lifted her hips to greet it.  She was now writhing on the bed with ecstasy, and was ready for me to satisfy her.

I put one of my fingers inside her pussy and began to fuck her with it.  My tongue focused on her clit as I licked it as fast as I could.  She raised her hips as her climax began, her body shaking with her orgasm.  She screamed loud as she came, which let me know I had done my job well.  Once she finished, I untied her and we lie there holding each other with her head resting on my chest.

Soon summer would be over and she would be heading back to school.  I wondered how we would keep our relationship going and she assured me she would find a way.  We managed to move in together just before school started as I rented an apartment halfway between work and school.  We have bondage sessions almost every night now, and have graduated to more sophisticated methods.  I don’t know how long we will have each other, but I plan to enjoy every minute of it.
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