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Dominated by my Younger Boss :-O

Section I: The Build Up




I crawled towards his towering figure, feeling ashamed and aroused. I couldn’t believe I was doing this for a 26-year-old stud. My own boss. I was a single, 44-year-old curvy mother of three, who until recently had stopped thinking of myself as a sexual being. Now the second most important thing in my life after my kids was pleasing this man. I ached for him. Needed the scent of his body in my nostrils. The taste of his sweat on my tongue. The feel of his strong hand around my throat. What a man he was. I looked up at him, my eyes wide and pleading…

Let me start at the beginning. You want to know what I look like, so you can best imagine all the filthy things he does to me. I have long brown hair with a lot of volume, big blue eyes, very big boobs that sag a bit, and a very big bum that’s also starting to sag, if I’m honest. I’ve got big thighs too, and a bit of a soft tummy. I look very different from when I was 21, but I’m reasonably happy with who I am. I’m a beautiful 44-year-old mother of three, and yes I know society doesn’t view me the same way anymore. But what you learn as you get older is that ordinary men are still absolutely desperate to have sex with you anyway.

As for what Stewart looks like, he’s very handsome, 6’3”, very athletic – strong but lean, quite hairy, he has floppy mid-length blonde hair, dark stubble, a big, masculine chin, a deep voice, and coffee brown eyes. He tends to have a bit of an arrogant vibe about him, but I guess you could say he’s earned it because he did found the company I work for. He often sounds stern, though he can crack a gorgeous smile that creates dimples in his cheeks and has the ladies swooning. Quite a lot of women in the office fancy him and there’s an ongoing joke about it behind his back. He’s a very exacting boss, though, that’s the one thing. He does hold you to very high standards which can be a bit exhausting at times. But the company is thriving, and he only founded it five years ago. Now we’re the top digital education platform for non-graduates in the world, having conquered America and Europe. And he’s only 26! It’s so annoying!

Anyway, I’d been working at Cognise for six months as I really needed the money after my divorce. My ex-husband had the kids for half the week so was paying less child support and finances were tight. My previous job had been part time, and quite cozy, so I didn’t really enjoy working at a big startup initially, and I kind of hated Stewart, as you tend to when you meet someone who literally has it all, and they’re your boss, and they’re younger than you, and they’re a bit arrogant. He also represented the corporate world to me, which was something I wasn’t a massive fan of.

Anyway, the very start of this whole… thing… began one evening when I was having drinks with my friend Matt. We were sitting next to each other on fake leather seats in a booth at a dimly lit chain bar just across from the office, where the music was too loud and they thought neon signs were cool. Matt was helping me set up a new Tinder profile.

“The thing is, babe, if you’re too obvious that you’re not looking for a relationship right now and you just want someone to bang–”

“And go for drinks with!”

“Ok but guys aren’t going to hear that second part.”

“I think, at least for now, I really wouldn’t mind getting dozens of messages from men. I, er… you know I think I haven’t had sex in three years, and Neil didn’t seem attracted to me for even longer than that. Would be nice to feel, you know, wanted.”

“Alright, but it’s not gonna be dozens, it'll be like a hundred.”

“Hmmm… that does sound a bit much…”

Matt finished typing on my phone. “Look, based on everything you’ve said, here’s one way you could write it if you want maximum dick and not too many psychos.”

I laughed, and Matt handed me my phone back. I read outloud:

“Am looking to experiment – have always been interested in trying out some (respectful) light kink. Looking to explore with someone I can trust. Respect and good hygiene is a must. No time wasters please.”

I looked up at Matt. “Why do I need to specify good hygiene?”

“Trust me, babe. It’s carnage out there.”

I sighed, and flicked through the photos Matt had chosen.

“I quite like these– oh you can’t use this one!!”

“Everyone’s gotta have one beach photo. I don’t make the rules. You look good!”

“I got rid of that bikini because it was too revealing.”

“That’s a damn shame babe, because you are smoking in this.”

“I look fat.”

“Look, if I swung that way and saw a photo like this I would be on you like a seagull on chips. It stays in.”

I laughed again. Matt’s great at boosting my confidence. “Oh God…” I said. “Look, um, for now, if I’m gonna have a profile that talks about sex, can we, like, reposition the photos so you can’t see all of my face?”

“Don’t want your kids’ friends’ parents all knowing you’re looking for a light spanking?”

“Exactly.”

Matt re-edited the selection of photos.

“Done. Now let’s see what’s out there. Just to warn you, there’s a lot of dross out there. I mean real dregs. We’re gonna have to do a lot of trawling to find you a sex god stud prince.”

“Alright, I get it.”

Matt took charge of swiping.

“He’s too short for you.”

“Oh I don’t–”

“Next. Ew, gross.”

“Poor guy.”

“Ooh?”

“Way too young!”

“Come on girl, you could train him.”

“Matt!” I snickered.

“Alright… Mmm, not this guy… not this guy… no way!”

“Oh I kind of…”

“A middle aged man with a fake rip in his jeans? I won’t allow it, Fran. I. Will. Not. Allow it!”

I laughed and finished my rum and coke. Matt kept swiping and my commentary went something like this:

“No… no… maybe… no… no… oh I like his hands but no… No… no… WAIT!!!”

“I thought you didn’t like younger guys? And where’s his face?.”

“Oh my God, I think… I think that might be our CEO.”

“No way!”

I grabbed my phone and peered at the screen. Each photo was cut off around the chin, but his figure was pretty recognisable, as was his stubble and jawline. I think I recognised one of his shirts. “I think this is him…”

“Read his profile!”

“Busy CEO–”

“Oh it’s blatantly him!”

“With dark needs. Experienced dom – do you think he means, like, experienced at domination and submission?”

“Obviously!”

“Alright, sorry we don’t all go to sex clubs every weekend.”

“Thursday evenings, actually.”

I read on: “looking for submissive women to train – oh my god!”

“That could be you!”

“No. And look, then he says: ‘Warning: I am experienced and hardcore. I will make you shiver.”

“He’s not bi by any chance?”

“Stop it.”

“He looks hot in these photos.”

“You can’t see his face.”

“Well, is he hot?”

“He’s conventionally good looking, yes.”

“Oh and he’s six three… I wonder if he’s hung…”

“Well, moving on–”

“Hold your horses Fran, let’s not be hasty.” Matt grabbed the phone off me. “We don’t wanna do anything rash.”

“Hey!” I said, lunging for the phone, but he stuck his arm out away from him.

“Hear me out,” he said. “He’s tall, rich, good looking, very well hung according to you–”

“I didn’t–”

“You want to explore kink. He’s “an experienced dom”. Why not consider it?”

“Firstly, he’s my boss.”

“Hot.”

“Secondly–”

“Also, he’s not really your boss. He’s your boss’ boss. That’s very different.”

“Secondly, he’s 26, which is too young for me.”

“Why?”

“Well… I don’t… I want a man, you know?”

Matt tapped the screen. “Now that is a man.”

“Anyway, a 26-year-old guy doesn’t want to hook up with a 44-year-old single mother of three.”

“You’d be surprised who straight men want to hook up with. I mean, I’ve had sex with at least two straight men, so, you know, there’s no predicting them…”

“We’ll circle back to that. But, also, look, I just want a little bit of light kink. I’m not a “submissive woman to train” and I’m not looking for a dark, hardcore experience, ok? Plus he’s my boss. And 26. No.”

“Oops!”

“Matt!!!”

“That was actually genuinely an accident.”

“Can you unswipe?”

“Er… shit, no.”

“Fuck!!!”

“Er, sorry…”

“Matt, you fucking…”

“Look, look, look. He’ll only realise if he swipes yes on you, right?”

“Right.”

“Otherwise he’ll never know you swiped on him.”

“I didn’t!”

“Right, well, anyway, unless he likes you, he’s never gonna know.”

“Okay, well, so he’s never gonna know.”

“Realistically, no.”

“Thanks Matt. You’re paying for drinks tonight.”

“Okay, that's reasonable.”

“Now tell me about these straight guys you slept with.”

“You remember Neil’s friend Andrew?”

“No way!”

We got too drunk that night and I had to take an Uber home. I woke up the next morning with a splitting headache – I’m too old to drink that much anymore. I wasn’t getting the kids back until the evening, so at least I didn’t have to combine my hangover with shrieking chaos and spilt bowls of cereal. I had toast and butter for breakfast, plus two pain killers and a lot of water.

It wasn’t until I was on my 9:30am Zoom call with my direct boss (the CFO), the Head of Business Affairs, our payroll manager, our juniour accountant, and… Stewart, that I remembered with a lurch in my stomach what had happened the night before. I felt my heart rate increase and did my best to control it by repeating over and over that he wouldn’t know I’d swiped. He wouldn’t know. He wouldn’t know. Shit, should I delete my profile? Bear in mind this was two minutes into the meeting.

Anyway, as the meeting wore on, I forgot about it. We got into the nitty gritty of consolidating overheads. I chimed in a few times, even spoke with Stewart on a couple of points. He was his usual stern self, putting pressure on each of us to find savings. It was all standard stuff. Then, while our Head of Business Affairs was talking about outsourcing payroll in front of our payroll manager, my phone buzzed, and I looked down. I saw a notification: Stewart has matched with you

HOLY SHIT. I’d swear I nearly had a heart attack. I felt this deep tension in my chest and the muscles in my throat stiffened up. I looked up at my screen. Stewart had a knowing smirk on his face. Jesus Christ! I’m sure he could see the wide-eyed panic of my own expression. Fuuuck! Could he tell it was me? If I could recognise him from the lower half of his face, could he recognise me? I mean I guess he loomed larger in my life than I did in his. He can’t be that familiar with all his employees. But then again we do have regular meetings, and quarterly one-on-ones. I sat there in a stressed daze for the rest of the meeting, going round and round in circles in my head. Had I breached any HR regulations? Had he? Would I get fired? Would he tell his colleagues? Oh God, I’d really fucked up.

“What do you think, Fran?” came a deep, masculine voice from my laptop speakers.

“Uh... Sorry? What?”

Stewart had this, I don’t know how to put it, like an insulting twinkle in his eye. “What do you think of making our targets quarterly, rather than annual?”

“Er… I…” I felt my cheeks going red. “We’d have to change our project management framework?”

“Uh, yeah, as Lynn was just saying.”

“Right. Um, so I was just agreeing with Lynn.”

“Mmmm. So you agree with Lynn that would be a good thing?”

“I think it’s something to consider.”

Everyone could tell I was improvising. I felt so fucking embarrassed.

“Well, thanks for that,” said Stewart, and moved on.

When the meeting finished I slumped back in my chair and sighed. Fucking Hell. Christ. What should I do? In a panic, I deleted my Tinder profile. Maybe Stewart hadn’t recognised me. It occurred to me that he also couldn’t be sure I knew it was him I’d swiped on. So maybe I could just play dumb and it would be like I hadn’t shown interest in him. I mean, to be fair, I hadn’t, it was fucking Matt! Urgh, why hadn’t I just told Stewart that it was my friend playing a prank on me? It seemed too late now that I’d deleted my profile. That probably looked incriminating. Dammit, Stewart must have read the stuff about me looking to explore kink. You just really don’t want your CEO knowing those kinds of details.

I made myself a tea to calm down, stepping over children’s toys in the kitchen, when the other angle on all this began to sink in. Stewart had swiped yes on me, without knowing that I’d swiped yes on him. Unless he had like the premium version or something but who bothers with that? Well, maybe a busy CEO? I don’t know. He’d still swiped yes. If he hadn’t known that I’d already swiped did that mean… that he liked what he saw? That was kind of flattering… Although, did that also mean he saw me as potentially a, what was the phrase, a “submissive woman to train”? Or if he had premium Tinder, that would mean he could have looked in advance and seen that I’d swiped on him and then… what, swiped yes as a joke? Just for the thrill. Oh that would be humiliating. Gross. That seemed more likely. Yuck. Maybe I should move to another company.

A week later, I had my quarterly skip level one-on-one with him in his office. I’d been dreading it, and to make matters worse, the kids had been a nightmare that morning and I’d been late dropping them off for school. I’d realised I’d run out of deodorant so had sprayed myself with a little perfume in the desperate hope that would kind of count as the same thing.

I was nearly late for the meeting and came in feeling stressed. Stewart’s office is not exactly sexy, by the way, this is the tech world, not high finance. The walls were stark white, the desk was minimalist, and the floor-to-ceiling windows meant daylight was streaming in. Stewart came out from behind his desk, towering over me in a white dress shirt and suit trousers, and ushered me into one of the easy chairs. He sat in the other one, looking relaxed. God I had been dreading this. Did he know? Did he fucking know? Did he even care?

I’d swear he just glanced up and down at my figure.

“So, how is everything, Fran?”

I was still processing whether or not he’d just checked me out. I’d put on a bit of weight in the last few months so I was bustier, which stretched my blouse a bit, and my thighs were slightly bigger, which made my work trousers a little tighter. I felt a bit self-conscious, and just started blathering about the first work thing I could think of. “Oh well, still getting used to Smartsheet, so–”

“No, no,” interrupted Stewart. “Let’s be human beings for a second. How’s life?”

“Oh. Er. Good? I guess. Busy. Exhausting actually. I’ve got three kids to look after.”

“Oh, right. I hope your husband chips in? Or wife!”

“Ha, um, no, er, we’re divorced.”

“Right. I hope that’s not been too stressful for you?”

It feels kind of patronising for a twenty-something guy with basically no wrinkles to be asking you this kind of stuff.

“Oh, you know,” I said, trying to be nonchalant. “I’m sure all divorces are stressful.”

I noticed Stewart’s chest hair, for some reason. He had a couple of buttons undone. He was a sexy young man. If I were twenty years younger… Okay he definitely just glanced at my thighs. Didn’t he?

We made eye contact. I felt like he knew he’d been caught. Knew what I was thinking. He stared intently and calmly at me for a moment, with those dark, coffee brown eyes. He took me in, poker faced. Fuck, maybe I was imagining it.

“I think you’re very impressive,” said Stewart, in that deep voice of his.

“Uhh…”

“Lynn speaks highly of you, and I like what I’ve seen.”

“Oh, thank you.”

“And look, I don’t mean to sound patronising but doing this job while also being a single mother of three is all the more impressive.”

His tone of voice was kind of patronising, especially, and I will have to keep stressing this, from a 26-year-old, but still, it was some kind of a compliment.

“Oh th–”

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have assumed. You might not even be single, sorry.”

“Oh no, er, I am single.”

“Right.”

I could have sworn his eyes narrowed. He crossed his legs and I couldn’t help but notice for the first time just how muscular his legs were in those thin suit trousers. He rested his head on his big fist. “I’m single myself. The modern dating world is a nightmare. So you’ve got that to look forward to.”

“Ha, yeah I know, I’m on a few apps actually.”

“Oh, yeah?”

It seemed like he was giving me a knowing look. I blushed slightly, feeling the heat in my cheeks. He must know that profile was me, I thought.

Stewart leaned forward, his powerful shoulders straining through his shirt. “Well, there’s a lot of fun you can have out there.”

Holy Fuck. I was almost certain he was hitting on me. No way. I felt a kind of… heat… in the room. I swallowed.

“Sounds good,” I said, lamely.

He smiled, not sure how to take this.

The rest of the meeting was about how Smartsheet isn’t as compatible with our project management philosophy as we thought it was going to be. At the end of the meeting he stood up and opened the door for me as I left.

“I like your perfume, by the way,” he said in a quiet, deep voice.

“Oh, thank you,” I said, a little thrill shooting through me.




Section II: Spicy…




I continued to wonder just what Stewart was thinking for the next couple of weeks. I still wasn’t completely sure whether he knew it had been me in that Tinder profile, or what he thought about that, or, really, what I thought about him. I did feel we were making eye contact in the office a lot more, but I couldn’t tell if that was just me. Like, maybe I was looking at him more to check whether he was looking at me, and that’s why our eyes would meet more. I felt sure that in the occasional in-office team meetings we had, that he was staring at me at times. Sometimes I’d look up and see those intense coffee brown eyes looking at me. Sometimes he’d immediately look away as though he’d just been glancing around the room. Sometimes he’d just give me a polite, professional smile. Twice he held the elevator for me. The first time there were three other people in with him and when he saw me hurriedly bumbling towards the closing doors he shot a big arm out and held them for me.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a little awkward after having done that half-walk half-run thing. He just smiled.

The second time, there was just him in there when he held the doors for me.

“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him.

“No problem,” he reverberated.

I felt like he held my gaze for a fraction of a second more than necessary before turning to face the doors. We stood next to each other in silence as the lift descended. And after a moment, out of the corner of my eye, I saw that he turned his head and just… looked at me for a moment. I felt my heart rate increase. He turned to face forward again. I felt this kind of charge buzzing between us. I think I… I think I had a crush on this man. So ridiculous! But it was just a bit of fun, I thought. We can all have our silly little half fantasies. He got out of the lift and I subtly checked out his muscular bum through his suit trousers. God he looked strong. Each cheek was like a bowling ball! Ah, the privilege of youth!

We ended up going down to London together for a bunch of meetings about potential Series D funding. I was asked to come at the last minute because my boss Lynn had just started maternity leave and they hadn’t found cover yet. I didn’t say too much in the meetings as it’s not really my area but obviously I’m quite experienced in financial dealings more generally so I did ask a couple of worthwhile questions to make sure I didn’t look like a complete idiot.

The meetings overran as they always do, and once we’d finished for the day it was 6:45pm.

“Drink?” said Stewart.

“Uh, sure,” I said, a thrill of excitement running through me. I knew deep down that I was just imagining things. But it’s sort of fun to indulge these unrealistic and false fantasies. There was no way he was actually into me. Still, a drink would be nice.

We went to our hotel, checked in, and I dropped off my overnight bag in my room. Stewart and I met in the bar downstairs. We sat on uncomfortable stools at the bar, facing each other. We both had our legs crossed, and at some point in the evening Stewart let the side of his calf press against mine. It felt electric. Was it deliberate? I thought maybe it was. I felt… I’ll be honest, I felt horny. This was so ridiculous though. He was half my age, a good looking, rugged self-made millionaire, and I was an average mum. And I didn’t want a guy that young, obviously. Although… he was very mature for his age. Very commanding. Really had his shit together. And very manly. But, no! Anyway, there’s no way he fancied me. He could have a thousand 21-year-old instagram models.

We had a good evening. He teased me a lot. I made fun of him drinking whiskey and insisted he was just doing it to look cool and manly. This made him laugh and he swore he really liked the taste.

“Ok, well maybe you do now,” I said. “But that’s only because you’ve forced yourself to drink it so much that your taste buds have got Stockholm Syndrome!”

He chuckled again. “I’ve liked whiskey since I was twenty,” he insisted.

“Oh fuck off! What kind of twenty year old likes the taste of neat whiskey?”

“Some men have mature tastes,” he growled.

There was a twinkle in his dark brown eyes. Maybe he did have just the slightest beginning of tiny wrinkles at the corner of each eye. If you looked very closely.

I gulped, a deer in the headlights. Stewart leaned in slightly. “How’s the dating going?”

“Oh, uh, I’m on the apps but not really seen anyone…”

“Did you ever try Tinder?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Are you still on it?”

“No.”

“Mmm,” he said, looking me intently in the eye.

I stared back at him, a fawn-eyed mum. This was it. He let the silence hang there. He wanted me to admit it had been me. Oh fuck. My heart pounded in my chest. I chickened out.

“So anyway, do you think we’ll go for Series D funding?”

He paused for a moment, still holding my gaze.

“Yeah,” he said eventually, his tone shifting. “I think we probably will. If we want our mobile presence to match up with everything else, we have to.”

“Yeah I think so.”

Stewart ordered way too much whiskey after that, and eventually I excused myself and went up to bed.

Or, rather, I would have, if our keycards hadn’t got mixed up. When I opened the door to the room, something felt slightly off and when I was inside I felt disoriented for a moment before seeing Stewart’s bag on a chair. I’d had a couple of glasses of wine but quickly realised I’d come to the wrong room and had the wrong keycard.

I staggered around the hotel looking for my room. I couldn’t remember the number, and I hadn’t made the booking. I couldn’t find Stewart in the bar and in the end I had to go down to reception and explain what had happened. Finally, I made it to my room clutching a spare key card.

I pushed the door open and made my way into the short narrow hallway, the bathroom on my left, the bed up ahead. The main lights were off, with just the bedside light on, and there, still in his clothes, was Stewart, sprawled across my bed.

“Um, Stewart,” I said.

He stirred.

“Hey, um Stewart!”

He opened his eyes as I came a little further down the room’s stubby entrance hallway. “Er, we got our keycards mixed up or something,” I said.

Stewart slowly levered himself up and got off the bed.

“Really?”

“Yes, here’s yours. You’re in 111. Look, that’s my bag over there.”

“Right, right,” he rasped in a deep, low voice.

He approached me and took the key card, looming over me. He tried to squeeze past me in the little hallway. Then he stopped, looking down at me. I craned my neck and smiled nervously up at him.

“Hey,” he croaked.

“Yes?”

He leaned down, and whispered into my ear. “I know it was you.”

His breath smelt of whiskey. My heart was racing.

Stewart straightened up.

“Looking to ‘explore some light and respectful kink’, weren’t you?” he said, with just a hint of a sardonic tone.

“Um…”

“Hmm?”

“Uh… yes.”

He gazed intently at me for a moment. “I could… help you explore...”

My eyes were as wide as they could go as I stared up at him.

“If you want,” he added.

I just stared, my lips parted. Feeling stunned and overwhelmed by the situation. Then I found myself saying something. My voice was quiet and hoarse. “I… think I’d like to explore…”

I couldn’t believe what I’d just said. Wasn’t sure what part of me that had just–

Stewart leaned down and kissed me, firmly. I felt his strong jaw and scratchy stubble press against my face.

He pulled away. “Listen, Fran. I don’t do light kink. You’re either in or you’re out.”

“Ummm…”

He leaned down again, cupping one side of my neck with his hand while he kissed the otherside, near my jugular. They were strong, hot, sloppy kisses. I sighed involuntarily.

He stopped again, his face close to mine, looking into my eyes questioningly.

“Uh… okay…” I said, weakly.

Stewart kissed my neck again, then up to my ear. I shivered – my ears are one of my erogenous zones. He stroked the other side of my face while he kissed my ear, then he pressed his huge body against me, gently pinning me against the wall of the room's stubby little hallway. He moved his thigh in between my legs and pressed it against my pussy. I felt such a rush, like blood shooting to my vagina, my heart banging inside my chest. I hadn’t been touched in three years. God. But gosh he was moving fast, I wasn’t so sure about this.

Stewart kissed me on the cheeks, on the forehead, then passionately on my lips again. He thrust his big hot tongue into my mouth and swirled it against mine. I let myself go for a second, hungrily kissing him back and swirling my tongue with his. Then he grabbed my hair – it hurt.

“Hey! What are you?”

“You’re either in or you're out.”

I nodded meekly. I guess this was the kind of thing I wanted to explore. I felt so fucking aroused right now. And afraid.

Stewart pulled me by the hair over to the bed, and I nearly stumbled as he did so. Then he gently but firmly pushed me onto the bed. I lay there, my legs dangling over the edge, looking up at him as he stood over me. I felt absolutely terrified. And exhilarated.

“You gorgeous fucking thing,” Stewart sneered, and there was something animal about him.

He sunk to his knees, reached into my skirt with both hands, and pulled down my tights.

“Hey, umm–”

“Sshh,” he said, and pulled off my tights. Then he pushed up my skirt and moved his head to my kickers.

“Um, hey, no!” I said. “I need a shower! I’m all–”

“You do what you’re told, slut!” he snapped, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. Had I made a terrible mistake? He couldn’t talk to me like that. This was fucked up.

Stewart buried his face in my crotch and kissed at my knickers. Oh it felt good, but:

“No! Stewart! I’ve got to have a shower if–”

He rose up, angrily, and grabbed my chin with one big hand, looming over me, pressing his face close to mine. “If you disobey me again you’re going to be in so much fucking trouble, slut. Do you understand?”

I wasn’t really sure about being called a slut. But at this stage I was feeling a little afraid of him and I thought I’d better just go with it. And… it did feel good…

“Um, yes,” I whispered, my eyes wide and nervous.

“Good girl,” he whispered, giving one of my breasts a squeeze.

He moved back down in between my legs again, kissing my bare thighs and moaning to himself. When you haven’t had sex in three years this will basically make you feel like your vagina is going to explode.

He kissed and lapped at my inner thighs for a few minutes and I started moaning and writhing on the bed.

“Mmmmm,” was all Stewart said in response.

Then he pressed himself right against my knickers, licking at the material. On the one hand I felt less horny because I was self-conscious about not having showered, and on the other hand I felt incredibly aroused at this handsome, experienced alpha male taking dominant control of me. I think I completely forgot he was 26 in that moment. He was just a man who knew what he was doing, and was taking skilful charge of me. I felt so wet.

Stewart pulled aside my knickers, and gently lapped at the outer edge of my pussy lips.

“Oh, Christ!” I cried, in a strangled voice, feeling like my head was going to explode. He licked again. “Oh God!”

“Mmm, good girl,” he grunted.

Then he pushed his whole tongue into me, and I nearly passed out.

Stewart grabbed hold of my asscheeks, taking control of my movement, and I moaned as he swirled his tongue around. Then, very slowly, teasingly, he moved his tongue upwards towards my clit, getting slower the closer he got. Just before he touched it, he stopped. I let out a cry of sexual ecstasy and frustration and tried to grind myself against his tongue but he pulled back slightly and squeezed my asscheeks painfully hard.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” I said. There was such strength in his grip. I lay there, trying to be motionless and obedient, and Stewart resumed. He pushed his tongue upwards, and stroked it firmly against my clit.

“Oh God,” I cried, and Stewart moaned to himself in a deep, low voice. He started lapping at me, steadily and forcefully, clearly enjoying himself. I soon felt an orgasm building – I was going to cum very easily. My breathing was getting deep. Stewart squeezed my ass harder and picked up the pace, lapping at my clit harder and harder.

“Oh fuck!” I said. “Oh… Oh God… Goddddd… Hnnnnnnn! Oh… Oh… I’m… I’m… I’m goin– AH FUCK! OH GOD! OH GOD!”

My hips started bucking as I came, Stewart still holding my ass in his vice-like grip. My back arched and my hips kept trembling. “Oh Christ! God! Ohhhhhhhhhhhh…. Hmmmmm….”

Stewart kept licking until I tapped him on the back of the head. Then, without saying a word, Stewart stood up and got on the bed, still in his clothes. He straddled my face, his knees just past my shoulders, pinning me to the bed. Then he roughly yanked down his fly and pulled out the biggest cock I have ever seen (Note: as I said at the beginning, this story really happened, with the details changed, and, being completely honest, I do actually wish his dick wasn’t so big. He’s fucked me so many times now that I can take it, but it took ages before I was completely comfortable with it). He must have been at least eight and a half inches, and thick too, with a large, taut head. There was a thick vein at the base, and he had big balls too. What with him being in his twenties I had vaguely expected him to have trimmed pubes but from what I could see he looked to have a natural amount.

He stuck his big cock straight in my mouth, without even saying anything to me, and started to fuck my face.

“You pretty fucking thing,” he grunted as I looked up at him in wide-eyed alarm. He thrust in and out of my mouth, a look of aggressive dominance and unbridled lust on his face. Then he drove it in deeper, and with each thrust I made an undignified gurgling sound as I stared up at him in shock. My pussy was throbbing, but this was too much! I felt I might choke! He was just using me like a slut! My arms were trapped by his knees so I tried to wriggle free.

He stopped moving, keeping his big cock buried in my mouth.

“Hey,” he said, stroking my face tenderly. “You’re either in, or you’re out.”

I looked up at him, his lovely cock filling my mouth, his balls resting on my chin. I could feel my pulse in my own pussy. God he was so sexy. This felt fucking incredible. I nodded submissively at him.

“Good girl,” he said, and started fucking my face even harder this time. Drool started escaping my mouth, along with the sound of a steady “Gllck-glack-gluck-gluck-gllck-glack” as he drove his impressive cock into me. Finally, he stopped, got off the bed, and started undressing. I loved the sight of his big hairy chest and his taut stomach. His arms were more muscular than I was expecting.

He looked over at me. “Take off your clothes.”

I sat up, and perched on the edge of the bed, taking off my blouse and skirt. I started to remove my white bra–

“No,” he snapped. “I want to do that. Stand up.”

Feeling a little discombobulated, I stood up for him, doing as I was told. I just stood there in front of him, feeling nervous, horny and unsure as he looked me up and down, taking in my slightly squidgy body – my big boobs, my big bum, my soft tummy, my white underwear.

“Fuuuuuuuck…” he growled, in a hoarse whisper. He looked like he might completely lose control.

He closed in on me, and I craned my neck once again as he put his big arms around me and unclasped my bar. He let it fall to the floor, and stared at my tits, taking in my big areolas.

“You sexy fucking thing…” he rasped, just standing there. He had an aggressive sneer on his face.

He kissed my collar bone, then hefted my left breast in his strong hand, and sucked on my nipple.

“Oh God!” I gasped.

With his other hand he squeezed my right breast, almost painfully hard. He was like an animal overcome with lust. He pulled back, and yanked down my knickers. Then he put his hand over my pussy, gripping it possessively.

“Fuck,” he rasped, again like he might explode. Then he grabbed me by the shoulders and spun me around – I gasped at how easily he manhandled me. He grabbed my hair and bent me over the bed. I heard a massive SLAP, then a second later a warm feeling spreading across my left asscheek. Then the stinging. He had hit me really hard.

“Ahh! That’s too hard!” I gasped.

“I don’t care, slut, you do what you’re told. You do what I want! Understand?!”

SLAP!

Oh, fuck. He was hitting me so fucking hard. The pain was almost too much.

“Stewart…”

“This is the last time I’ll say this, slut. You’re either in or you’re out. What’s it going to be? Final answer.”

I felt genuinely scared. And my pussy felt so wet. I didn’t know what to say.

“Umm…”

“What’s it going to be, bitch?”

“You couldn’t be a bit… gentler?”

“No. What’s it going to be?”

“Ummm… I… I… I’m still in.”

“Good fucking girl,” he spanked me again. It fucking hurt, but I do think he took ten percent of the force out of that one and I silently thanked him. Then he bent down and kissed my lower back, moaning to himself in a low rumble. He kissed his way up my spine, savouring me, and I’d never felt more aroused, more alive, more desired, than in that moment. He brushed the backs of his fingers against my pussy and I shuddered with pleasure, letting out a long low moan.

He stood up, and ran his big hands all over my back and ass.

“Jesus Christ,” he rumbled, “You sexy fucking slut. You perfect, gorgeous fucking thing. Look how wet you are. Look at this sexy fucking ass.”

He grabbed my right asscheek and jiggled it. “Oh yes… Look at this jiggling fucking ass, just like a perfect, fuckable slut. FUCK!”

I nearly jumped at this, he shouted so loud. He leaned down and kissed my pussy lips from behind, and I whimpered, putty in his hands.

“Get on the bed, on all fours,” he ordered.

I did so, and he got on the bed behind me.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I did so, turning my face to the side as I put my head down on the bed with my ass up in the air.

“Good girl,” he purred, once again rubbing his hands all over my ass. “I’ve never seen a more fuckable and desperate slut. My God.”

He planted hot wet kisses all over my back– then SLAP! He was back to full force spanking again.

“Owww!” I cried.

“Good girl,” he said, soothingly. “You’ve passed the test.”

I felt something warm and solid rub against my pussy lips. “Are you on birth control?” he said in an arrogant, sneering voice.

“Um, I’ve had my tubes tied.”

“Good enough.”

And he slid the first three inches of his big cock into me.

“Ohhh!” I cried. It felt so good but it was also stuck – painfully wedged in me. He pulled back a couple of inches, then thrust back in.

“Aargh!” I cried as he got four inches inside me. Again this mix of incredible pleasure, my pussy throbbing, my body feeling like it was expanding with heat, and this sore, rough, stretching pain in my pussy.

Stewart half pulled out, and rammed it in me again. Five inches now.

“Ohh godddd…” I rasped.

“Good girl. Very good.”

He pulled his incredible cock almost all the way out this time, leaving just an inch in me, then rammed it in.

“Aaaaaaaaagh!” I nearly came as he rammed six inches into me, the thick shaft pressing powerfully against my G-spot. I’ve never come close to cumming that quickly before, after what, four thrusts from this fucking stud?

Stewart moved his hips around in circular motions and I writhed and moaned with pleasure. Then he grabbed my hands, which were still behind my back, and held them in his steel grip. He withdrew his cock a little then shoved it deep into me. He had at least eight inches in me now and I growled with pleasure.

“Very goood…” he said in a patronising voice that was laced with genuine pleasure. “You perfect fucking slut. Such good fucking pussy.”

Then he started fucking me as hard as he could. It was almost violent. Fuck it, it was violent as he pounded his big cock into me, his hips clashing against my ass and making it jiggle. He held my hands in an inescapably strong grip, pulling on my arms so hard it almost hurt.

“Fuck!” he spat. He almost sounded angry. “Such good fucking pussy! You perfect fucking slut! Jesus Christ!”

He was absolutely pistoning into me, a blur of motion, making my ass ripple and the bed creak and shake. I felt a vaginal orgasm building up inside me, something I hadn’t experienced in years.

“This is just the start, you realise, slut,” he growled. “I’m going to be fucking you over and over, teaching you how to be a proper cumslut. Do you understand?”

“Yes!”

“You say yes sir!”

“Uh, yes, sir!”

“Good girl. Good fucking girl. This is nothing, slut, I’m going to tie you up. I’m going to cum on that beautiful face of yours. If I want you in a collar, you’ll wear it like a good sub slut, you hear me?”

“Yes, sir!” I warbled as I jostled backwards and forwards on the bed, my hair tumbling over my face.

“I’m going to train your throat. I’m going to fuck those sexy fucking tits. I’ll spank your ass with a paddle, and if I want to I’ll spit in your mouth, you hear me?!”

“Um… Y– Yes, sir.”

“Good fucking girl. You’re a natural fucking slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Just needed the right man to bring it out of you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now cum for me, slut.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Come on… Do it…”

“Yes, sir, I will, sir.”

He let go of my hands and grabbed me by the waist, holding me still as he slammed his cock into me over and over. I was sweating now and so was he. With my arms released I got up on my hands as he pounded me, pushing my ass back on him as he growled with pleasure. Oh I was so close. I was so close. I was so– aaaaaaaaaaaagh!

“AAGGGHHHH!!! I’M CUMMING SIR! I’M CUMMIIIIIIIING… OH… GOD!!! YES! FUCK! YES!”

A wave of muscle-contractingly intense pleasure flooded through my body and I made undignified sounds as I wailed and cried and roared like a bitch in heat. He fucked me like that for several more minutes, then he pulled out.
“Get on your back,” he snapped.

I obediently turned over and lay on my back. Stewart positioned himself between my legs. The light was low, with only the bedside lamp illuminating us. Stewart looked so sexy from this angle, looming over me, frowning, lit from the side, his stomach flat and his big dick glistening with my juices. I couldn’t believe I had taken that whole thing. He grabbed the base and thrust it into me.

“Mmmm…” I moaned as it slid in.

Stewart leaned over and kissed me passionately. Then he returned to his kneeling position, his dick still buried in me, and continued fucking me. Suddenly his hand was around my throat, and I panicked for a second. I’d never done anything like this before. Honestly, I think it’s a bit of a younger generation thing. I lay there looking up at him, thinking ‘You’re in or you’re out, you’re in or you’re out, you’re in or you’re out’ and trying to be a good girl for him. I think he could see the fear in my eyes because he didn’t actually choke me, this time, he just let his big hand rest around my throat, symbolically taking control of me. Letting me know he could if he wanted to.

“Good girl,” he whispered, and I came again.

I think my pussy contracting must have sent him over the edge because he suddenly started furiously pumping into me.
“That’s it! I’m going to cum in you now! Make you my bitch!” he grunted.
“Yes, sir! Make me your bitch, sir!”
Maybe I really was a natural?
“Get on all fours again, I’m going to cum in you from behind, how a bitch takes it,” his voice was raised and commanding. He pulled out of me and I got on all fours. His wet cock slid easily into me and he pounded me ferociously, pulling me by the hair.
“Aarrrgh!!” he roared. He thrust his hips extra hard, tilting them at the end of each thrust, so hard he nearly lifted me off the bed, slower now but with more force. He roared again and I felt his hot cum spurting into me. I had another little mini orgasm as I felt spurt after spurt of his masculine seed erupting inside of me. He kept pounding me, getting slower but more forceful with each thrust. I collapsed onto my stomach, and he lay on top of me, still thrusting, but slower now, growling incoherently. He nibbled my ear, then kissed the back of my neck passionately. Then he put his big hand on the back of my head, forced my face down into the bed, pushed his torso up with his other arm and gave me one last mighty thrust, cumming as deeply inside of me as he could.
 We stayed in that pose for a minute as he gasped for breath, a tableau of a submissive, curvy woman conquered by a dominant alpha male, letting his cum settle deep in her pussy. Finally, he pulled slowly out of me with a wet plop, and lay down next to me. He kissed me on the forehead.

“Good girl,” he said.

And I shivered.

***

I had so many more crazy and intense experiences with Stewart, and I’ve love to tell you about them – like the time he made me give him head at work, the more extreme ways he fucked me, the time he made me wear a mini vibrator to the office, the collar he gave me, the way he trained my throat with a dildo, and the night of 14 orgasms. There’s also the complicated feelings that grew between us. If you’d like to hear more, leave me a review… If you want to join my mailing list and hear when the next one’s coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl
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Sample Excerpt below from the LEASH series – an intense story about an English girl in her late 20s discovering the power held over her by a working class animal trainer named Liam. He’s a mountain of a man, a natural king of the jungle, and a man of deep, sexual dominance…
I must have been there for about twenty minutes when I heard footsteps. I looked up. It was the looming figure of Liam, moving like a great shadow in the blue night air.
“Sarah?” his voice was deep but soft.
“Hey…”
“I can leave you alone, if you prefer?”
“No, it’s okay,” I said, a little forlorn.
He quietly walked over, and sat next to me.
We sat there for a bit.
“How are you?” he said at last.
“Oh just a bit… Disappointed. Steven tried to manipulate me and lied to me, and you… You shouldn’t have come. You didn’t have the right.”
“I understand.” God his voice was so deep. “Can I make it up to you?”
“No,” I said, and leant my head against his shoulder. He put a big strong arm around me.
A moment later he pulled me in tighter and kissed me on the cheek.
I looked up at him. “Do you… think of me as a slut?”
He paused for a moment, looking reticent.
“Yes,” he said.
I felt devastated.
“But not just a slut. My slut… My favourite slut… There’s a difference. And just because you’re my slut, that doesn’t mean I don’t see you as a fully rounded human being. I admire and respect your passion for teaching and the way you shape people’s lives. I googled you on Rate My Teacher. You’re doing a lot of good. And to be a head of year at your age, you must be pretty special. And I admire your values and your politics. And your sense of humour. But it would be dishonest to pretend you aren’t also my slut. You are, sweetie, and that’s ok. It’s better than ok. We are having the best sex two people can have. You’re having the best orgasms a woman can have. And why? Because we both play our role. We fit together. It’s natural.”
I looked up at him. “You can’t just say I’m your slut…”
“Sweetie, I could fuck you right here if I wanted to.”
I felt a chill run down my back. Isolated in the closing dark, at the edge of the woods with this massive man who I still didn’t know that well. His sheer size and brooding presence was kind of scary.
“No you couldn’t” I said, trying to act nonchalant.
“Don’t test me, slut.”
“This is all just roleplay, you know. It’s not real.”
Liam stood up, towering over me.
“Stand up,” he said. He sounded stern, almost angry.
“No,” I said, folding my arms, feeling a little nervous.
“Stand up, or I will never fuck you again.”
I kept my arms folded and refused to look up at him. Unfortunately this meant I was staring at his crotch. Fuck, was he hard? Yes he was. My god. I could see the size of him stretching through his trousers.
“I’m seeing six women at the moment,” Liam growled. “It’s too many. I’m too busy. You’re my favourite, Sarah, but I will drop you if you don’t behave. I like variety, in any case.”
I felt conflicted. The silence rang in my ears.
“I’m a decisive man, Sarah…”
Fuck. He fucking meant it. I could sense it. God I loved having sex with him. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced.
I looked up at him. “Please don’t… Don’t make me do this… It’s… Come on, it’s humiliating…”
“It is what it is. Are you my slut, or are you not?”
“I…” I looked at his throbbing cock, straining like it was going to tear through his trousers. It was so big. He wanted me so badly. My treacherous pussy felt wet.
“Um…  I…” I needed him. I wanted to resist. This man couldn’t just… I felt so betrayed by my own body. It wanted him. I was subconsciously rubbing my thighs together.
Feeling utterly humiliated, and yet with this beautiful thread of arousal running through it, I looked down at my feet and mumbled. “I’m your… I’m your slut. Sir.”
“Good girl,” he said.
He stroked my head for a few moments while I kept my arms folded and stared at the floor. Then he took a step closer, his bulging groin close to my face. I could feel the heat coming from him. God he was so turned on. My pussy tingled. I felt like I could smell his pheromones.
It would be pretty hot to suck his cock right now, a treacherous voice whispered in my head. You could ask him. He’d be so turned on by that. It would feel great to turn him on even more. No. That would be just too humiliating after making this whole scene. I couldn’t now turn around and ask to suck his cock when a couple of minutes ago I’d said I had the upper hand. Maybe he’d order me to. That would be a less humiliating way out. And hot. A bit less embarrassing than me asking to. I found myself hoping he would.
He stroked the side of my face. “Take out my cock,” he ordered in that deep, ancient voice. I felt a wave of relief and lust wash over me. I reached out and slowly unzipped his fly, saying nothing, still trying to act like this was grudging.
I reached into his fly, moved aside his boxers and grasped his hot, straining cock. It felt so big in my hands. So masculine. So utterly rock hard. I pulled it out, and it bobbed in the air, pulsing with heat and life. The head was so big, and leaking precum already. I was the centre of his sexual universe, the object of his obsessive desire. I worshipped his cock, but I could feel that his cock worshipped me. Strained for me. Needed to have me. To take and conquer me. And it would feel beautiful to let it happen.
I leaned forward, and licked the precum from the head of his strong cock. Liam growled so deeply, so intensely, that it sounded like he was in pain.
“Fuuuuuuuck…….” he whispered in a soft, low tone, sounding like he was in a trance.
I went to suck him but he grabbed me by the hair.
“Beg for it,” he said. “A minute ago you were sat there, arms crossed, acting like you could do whatever you felt like, and now look at you.”
I just stared at his throbbing cock, my scalp feeling painful from where he was pulling my hair.
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