Leslie came into my life a number of years ago. I was responsible for hiring and training ward clerks at a local hospital, and she was a newly hired clerk in one of my classes. She was a pretty, perky, slightly silly, brunette, 25 years old, with as I was later to find out, a fantastic body. She was also the best student in the class, picking up the material with seeming ease. Her husband also worked at the hospital in a support capacity in another department.

We were in the last week of the six week orientation, and I was conducting final interviews and evaluations before the clerks were to be transferred to their regular hospital floors. Leslie was the last evaluation, and it took place in the room where our classes were normally held.

As I finished the evaluation, Leslie said she wanted to ask me a question. “What would you say if one of your clerks said she was interested in you sexually?” The question took me by surprise. One of the immediate thoughts that came to me was the danger of getting involved with someone I supervised. The situation was ideal for sexual harassment. I also realized Leslie was talking about herself, but in a way that left a way out if I created a problem. I mumbled something about being very married, and excused her to go back to her floor.

For the next day or two, I thought hard about the situation, and realized she was probably very serious about being interested in me. I also realized that once she was transferred to her regular work area, I was no longer her supervisor. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to see if she was for real. So I worked out a plan that gave me the opportunity to approach her in a way that was safe for both of us. She was off for the next few days, and when her schedule brought her back to work, I went to her floor, stopped by to see her head nurse and said I needed to wrap up some final details with her training.

With that approved, I stopped by Leslie’s desk and asked her to follow me to a nearby patient conference room. We chatted a bit about how things were going on at her new assignment. I then mentioned her invitation and said she needed to be careful about how she presented herself, mentioning that even though our hospital was large, gossip started all of the time—and she needed to be extra careful because her husband worked there, too. She replied that she appreciated my concern and that she was always very careful when considering an affair. That decided it for me. I stood and asked her to follow me.

Escorting her to the door, I turned, and with my back against it, pulled her close to me, and said, “If you meant what you said the other day, get on your knees and prove it to me.” To me, there is no act more submissive than giving a blowjob. I knew if she did it, she was mine. She looked up into my eyes for a moment, then kneeled and quickly unzipped my pants. She showed no hesitation as her hands reached into my shorts and pulled out my erect cock, pumping it with one hand and gently squeezing my balls with the other. My rod was like granite and my balls tightened with excitement.

At first, her lips barely touched me. Then her hot breath made me shiver as her lips slowly closed on me. The warm, velvety wetness of her mouth felt incredible as it took me in for the first time. My knees were weak. The touch of her tongue was electric as it swirled in circles around the head of my cock and then teased the tip. I moaned and looked down at her head as it bobbed up and down—her hoop earrings flashed in the light. I was utterly lost in her talented mouth which seemed to treat sucking my cock as an act of worship.

She took me deep, held her breath and then sucked hard as she pulled away, causing me to swell to an almost painful size. I moaned from the intensity of it and discovered she was not done with her teasing torture. She began biting my cock as she took me in again. The result was a mixture of painful pleasures as each gentle bite caused explosions in the sensitive skin of my manhood. She went down half my length, paused a moment, then gave me a deep-throat massage. Her lips were buried in my pubic hair as I thrilled to the incredible sensations the muscles around my cock were creating. . There was no doubt I was in the hands and mouth of a skilled cocksucker.

I moaned, afraid I would cum too quickly, and afraid I wouldn’t. She must have sensed my predicament, because she withdrew entirely and used her fingers to squeeze the blood out of the head of my cock. My orgasm receded, and she resumed her oral worship by licking my balls. She caressed them with her tongue, and then sent shivers of pleasure through my body by nipping them lightly with her teeth. She had me ready to cum again and again used the pinch technique to calm me down.

Her tongue bathed my cock from top to bottom and back again, sending wonderful sensations that made me shake with pleasure. Leslie used one arm to wrap around the back of my legs as she bobbed her head up and down. I was frozen there, pinned by her weight and her skilled cocksucking. Time seemed to slow down. I was finally able to move enough to force my hands down and inside her open top and bra. As she sucked in earnest, I began to twist and pinch her full nipples. Her moan was muffled by her full mouth. The feel of her in my hands brought me closer to a climax.

She looked up at me. As our eyes met, I could see the submission and hunger in them. I nodded to her, and her hand squeezed my balls. I felt the root of my cock tighten as it signaled the beginning of my orgasm. Leslie wrapped her mouth around the head of my cock and worshiped it with her lips and tongue. I was incapable of anything but letting her have her way with me. I felt myself pass the point of no return and decided to relax and let her take me there.

Her tongue was magic as it tickled the head of my cock. Leslie took her time, totally focused on giving me pleasure. I was motionless, trapped by her control of when she would pull the trigger on my release. I hung there on the brink for what seemed like the longest time, while she teased and tortured me with her mouth and fingers, drawing it out as long as she could. She finally released my climax by gently biting my cockhead and squeezing my balls, then taking me deeply into her mouth.

I went over the top and the cum started spasming from my balls. The result was a gentle and sweet orgasm that went on and on, as the flicking of her tongue brought on one pulse after another. I was completely overcome by the actions of her lips, tongue and hands, and kept cumming as she kept sucking. We were connected by the beauty of her worship of me, and enthralled by the experience. She had swallowed each squirt of my cum throughout my climax, and continued to swallow it, as she teased me through a series of after-cums.

When I withdrew from Leslie’s mouth, she was panting. I told her she was beautifully submissive. She looked up into my eyes with pride at her ability to please me. And I saw something else in them. Desire. Desire for more.

I adjusted myself, zipped my pants, and pulled Leslie to her feet, kissing her hard on the mouth. Promising her we would get together soon in a place that was better suited for what we wanted to do, I opened the door and let her go back to work. I flipped out the lights, and started down the hall on the way back to my office. Once I had entered the elevator and the doors had closed, I leaned back, closed my eyes and sighed with pleasure. What a submissive woman. What potential. And throughout the rest of our relationship, she lived up to every bit of that potential. The first time was wonderful; and every time after that was wonderful, too.
