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FROM LESBIAN TO STRAIGHT

Turned by my Big Black Roommate

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


Section I: The Build Up




This is the story of me, Ellie, a cute young white lesbian with a pixie haircut, and Leon, my big black American roommate (African American is problematic). It happened about a year ago and it's changed my life. I get railed at least three times a week by this sexy man now, and I love being on all fours for him. Or on my knees, saliva dripping down my face as he thrusts his gorgeous cock into my mouth. In theory I still like girls, but for a while now I’ve only bothered with him. How did it come to this?

***

My girlfriend and I moved to London in 2022, and for the first few months it was great. We had a cozy flat near Dalston in East London close to a lot of queer venues (highly recommend The K-Hole for its Drag nights, i.e. most nights!). We had so many plants, and I got a job at a burrito place nearby. It was all cool.

Our sexlife was good too. I’m high femme and Georgie was butch, and she used to take me hard with a strapon and I really loved it. I mean, not that all high femmes like that, that’s just my thing. Anyway it was all going great til I found out Georgie had been having an emotional affair with a girl at work. We got into a huge row and in the end I insulted her so badly that she kicked me out – it was her name on the lease. And that's how I ended up meeting Leon.

I hadn’t had time to make any friends in London yet, and I was determined not to return to Northampton a failure, and have to deal with my dysfunctional family again. I thought about asking one of my co-workers at the burrito place if I could crash at theirs, but between the rotating shift patterns and the fact that I’d had an argument with one of the guys there early on, I didn’t think that I was close enough to anyone to ask. So I was manically scouring SpareRoom and RightMove for a place I could afford, available now, and preferably somewhere near Dalston. I wasn’t going to let Georgie drive me away from this cool place I was falling in love with, and the welcoming local queer community there. We’d just have to deal with each other.

Anyway, the cost of living in London is insane, and trying to find a place like that at short notice was almost impossible. Finally, I found one. It was still £50 over my budget but I could cut out some expenses or something (tap water for me!). My main issue was I’d be living with a guy, something I really wasn’t sure about. Like I did wonder if it might be safer to move back home than start living with a man I’d never met. But I was feeling desperate and proud, so I filled in the form, mentioning how urgently I needed somewhere, and I got a call that afternoon. It was Leon.

“Hi,” said a deep voice with an American accent. “Is this Ellie Goode?”

“Er, yes, it’s me. Are you the guy from the flat?”

“Yeah hi, my name's Leon. I could show you round the place at five thirty, and it’s available from whenever.”

I was picturing a Black guy based on his voice at this point. He was kinda smooth and deep.

“Oh, cool.”

“You got any questions?”

“Um, do I have to contribute to the security deposit?”

“Yeah.”

“Is there any chance I could pay that at the end of the month? I can pay the rent now.”

I heard a sigh at the other end. “Look, I dunno. Maybe. I’ll be in at five thirty anyway, so if you wanna come round and check the place out, we can see what the vibe is like.”

“Okay, thank you. Thank you. I’ll see you later.”

I almost jumped when Leon opened the door. He was at least 6’4’, really muscular and toned, with broad shoulders, long limbs, and a tapered waist. He looked to be a bit older than me. The dude had style, wearing like a washed out grey t-shirt, black jeans made of thick denim, and black suede Timberland boots. Not my kinda style (I have unicorn earrings and wear a lot of badges) but he looked cool. If I was straight I would have said he was handsome.

I was standing on the High Street peering in – this was a flat above a shop, with the door next to the shop. Behind Leon was a ricketty, narrow staircase.

“Ellie?” he said.

“Hi. Leon?”

He stuck out a big hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Inside, Leon gave me a tour that lasted all of ninety seconds.

“And, yeah, this is the living room again,” he concluded.

“Um, cool.”

“You wanna think about it?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“You wanna tea or anything? You Brits love that, right?”

“Ha, uh yeah we do.”

“Well feel free to sit down, we can see if we get on. You want milk?”

“Do you have almond milk?”

“Almond milk? You’re a lesbian, aren’t you?”

I laughed and winced at the same time. That was pretty borderline for someone who’d only just met me. But it was also pretty funny. Leon grinned at me and I decided it was ok.

“Take a seat,” he gestured at the couch, and I decided yeah fuck it, let's see what this guy’s like.

“So tell me,” said Leon over his shoulder while he filled the kettle up. “What’s your story? Why’d you need this place so quickly?”

“Err… I broke up with my… girlfriend…”

“I got you. That’s tough, man. I remember I was in a similar situation, only it was me living with two friends who were a couple. They broke up, and everything went to shit.”

“What happened?”

“Oh well, first there was a big argument about who would move out. Then the guy came to me and asked me to say that if he moved out I’d go with him. And then the girl came to me and said the same thing. Now we don’t speak.”

“Jesus, man.”

“Yeah. So I get this shit,” he said, bringing the tea over. “You seem cool. You can pay the deposit in a month.”

“Aah, thank you,” I said, feeling a bit unsure. I wanted to take more time to think about it.

“You look like you want more time to think about it.”

“Ha, yeah, I just, I don’t make decisions quickly.”

“No problem,” he said, sipping his mug of tea. “It’s not like anyone else is gonna take it tonight. But I got two viewings tomorrow, FYI.”

“Cool, well, I’ll let you know quickly.”

“You know we don’t have electric kettles in the States?”

“What? No way?”

“Yep. It’s the one area where you Brits are more advanced than us. Heating up water.”

I grinned.

So I ended up moving in with Leon. He was in the UK for a year as an athletics coach, though his first contract had fallen through and he was now doing freelance work. He was a pretty typical masculine guy, but he turned out to be really cool. He’d come to queer bars with me, where he got a lot of attention from gay guys, which he politely brushed off. I started making friends in the local queer community and we’d all hang out together sometimes. It wasn’t his scene, but he was cool and chill and people tended to like him. What messed things up was when he and his girlfriend broke up over a video call. She was still in the States and they’d thought they could make it for a year but it just hadn’t worked. Leon was pretty cut up about it and I actually gave him our first hug that night. But, after that, I kept on getting woken up at night by girls he’d bring home and bang in the room next to mine. And this is not a newbuild flat so those walls are pretty thin. I’d get woken up, often at 2am, to the sound of thud-thud-thud-thud-thud and a girlish ooh-ooh-ooh-ooh-ooh-ooh. I lost like an hour and a half’s sleep every night. For like the first three nights I thought oh he’s just getting it out of his system, but the morning after the sixth night, I had to say something.

“Leon,” I said, plodding into the kitchen with swollen bags under my eyes. “Um, did you realise that you’re waking me up every night?”

“What?”

“Like, that’s the sixth night in a row.”

“Ah, sorry. I knew about the first night but…”

“So, um, you know, we’ve gotta work something out somehow. I’m losing an hour and half’s sleep every night.”

“Right. Uh. I mean, that’s tricky.”

“Couldn’t you get laid at their place more?”

“Mmm. Ok, I’ll try. I got you.”

So the bad nights of sleep went down by 50%, and I only spent three nights a week lying awake while Leon fucked the daylights out of some pretty girl he’d brought home. He’d fuck white girls, Black girls, Asian girls, rich girls, Council Estate girls. He brought home a posh MILF one time who I quite fancied. She could dom me, I thought. But often I had to make awkward conversation with these women over breakfast. It was really getting too much. But I’m awkward around confrontation and I also did really like Leon as a friend. I’d say he was my joint best friend with Daisy, a dungaree-wearing freckled lesbian who’d taken me under her wing and shown me around London (I actually fancied her a little bit. Not like a real crush but she was kinda cute). So I didn’t yet want to risk the friendship over a big argument.

But then the craziest thing happened. I heard Leon come home late one night, I could hear he was with someone so I decided to accidentally bump into them in the hallway and jokingly remind them not to wake me up. I stepped out of my room and saw:

“Daisy?! What are you doing here?!”

Daisy was wearing a lot of eyeliner – I’d never seen her in makeup before. She looked at the floor, ashamed, almost blushing.

“We, uh, hooked up a few nights ago and now, we’re doing it again.”

“Oh my god!”

“I mean, it’s not a big deal. Doesn’t affect your and my friendship.”

“Er, I guess… I just… Wow… I mean… Well I… I guess you really meant it when you said you were technically bi.”

“Well yeah, you know that. I told you I got with a guy before.”

“Right, right. It’s just, that was six years ago and I sorta thought… Anyway, it doesn’t matter.”

Leon grinned sheepishly. “We cool, Ellie?”

“Yeah. Yeah. We’re cool. Just, um, try not to keep me up! Ha!”

This was the first time I felt like Leon acted selfishly because they absolutely did keep me up that night. Normally I wore earplugs, but I was just too stunned and… I guess, nosey? Jealous, somehow? I listened near the wall to the muffled sounds, and could just about make out Leon’s voice. Here’s the bassy, muffled dialogue I could catch:

“Mmmm. Strip.”

A beat.

“Good girl. Oh you’re beautiful. Beautiful.”

Then it became inaudible. So, overcome with burning curiosity, I pressed my ear to the wall, hard. This time I could hear Daisy moaning. Slow, quiet moans:

“Mmmmmm… Oooooh… Yes. Uh, Leon…”

This went on for a while, and if I had to guess I’d say he was going down on her. I found it kind of hot to imagine Daisy on her back, her knees up, while Leon lapped at her pussy. Then there was a pause. I couldn’t really make out what was happening. Suddenly I heard a yelp from Daisy. Then a “Oooh!”

I guessed he’d put his dick in her. I found it just a tiny bit arousing, listening in on this. Though I’m a lesbian, sometimes I watch straight porn, I mean at the end of the day it’s all human beings putting something into something.

Then I heard THUMP. THUMP. THUMP. THUMP–

Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!–

My god. He’d break the fucking bed. Daisy was really squealing with pleasure. He was fucking her harder than he’d fucked anyone yet. I listened in, mesmerised. There was another silence and I waited for a moment. Then I could just faintly, if I really concentrated and shut my eyes and kept my ear hard against the wall, make out Daisy making this sound:

Gllck-gllck-gluck-glcck-glack-glack-gluck…

My god. Was she? Was he? Then I heard, like a great sigh: glaaaaaah! And then the sound of Daisy panting. My god, was Leon fucking her face? He must be. Two weeks ago she’d been a lesbian, basically. I mean, we all thought of her as one even if she had mentioned she was technically bi. Her last four partners were all women. All of her one night hookups ever had been women. And yet:

Gluck-gluck-gluck-glucckk!!!

Leon was really going to town on her mouth. He must be absolutely fucking her pretty face, and I got quite horny at the image in my mind and the sounds I was hearing.

There was another glaaaaah! from Daisy, then I heard Leon’s deep voice again.

Good girl. Good fucking girl.

Woh, this was hot. I really wished I could be with Daisy. Or have someone do something like that to me. Georgie used to fuck me like that and I used to love it. I realised I hadn’t got laid in six months.

“Get on your hands and knees”, I heard Leon order.

A moment later I heard a kind of slapping noise. I realised it must be the sound of Leon’s hips smacking into Daisy’s ass as he fucked her from behind.

Smack-smack-smack-smack-smack-smack-

Ooh-ah-ooh-ooh-yes-ah-ah-ah-AH!-AH!-OH!

I could hear the bed creaking too, he was really giving it to her. Just two humans, regardless of their gender, giving each other pleasure. This was hot. I decided fuck it, and started playing with my clit. It’s not like I was going to get to sleep anyway.

I pictured Daisy getting fucked for the next forty five minutes. It sounded like Leon fucked her every which way, and I came three times. And then, finally, I heard:

“Get on your knees”

*Floorboard creak*

“Good girl. Open that mouth. Open it. Good girl”

“Mmm, give me that cum, Daddy.”

No fucking way! I thought, playing with my clit even harder.

“Good girl. Here it comes. Here it comes!”

“Give it to me Daddy! Give me that cum!”

“Oh fuck! YES!!! Fuck! Yeeeaaah, oh shit… Ahhh… Good girl… Mmm, good girl…”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

I came again, and just sat there in shock.

The next evening, I broached the subject with Leon as we hung out in the living room.

“Uh, Leon.”

“Ellie,” he said, playfully.

“Err… I’m just… all the women you’re bringing home, it’s making me feel like I don’t have my own space. Like half the week I have to have breakfast with a stranger…”

“Ah.”

“So, uh, look I really want this to work,” I said, feeling anxiety squeezing my chest. I hate confrontation. “But I’m just… like, not really that happy with how things are at the moment…”

“Mmmm… I… don’t know what to tell you. I can’t, like, always fuck girls at their places.”

“So how do we… How does this…”

“And the earplugs really aren’t working?”

“No.”

“I could buy you noise cancelling headphones.”

“Ha. No, that wouldn’t be comfortable.”

“Would it help if moved my bed further away from your wall?”

“It’s already pretty far, I don’t think…”

“So how are we gonna make this work? Are you asking me to get laid less?”

“Well, like, don’t phrase it like that. But just… I don’t know, Leon, I can’t stay in this situation, it isn’t making me happy.”

“Okay er… I like you, man.”

“I like you too.”

“Look, maybe I… Hmmm, maybe I could get laid less. Maybe. I dunno. Let me think about it. I’d miss you if you moved out.”

“Thanks Leon. I’d miss you too.”

I got up and gave him an awkward hug.

Leon started bringing back girls way less, and I really appreciated him for it. But I couldn’t stop thinking about that night I heard him fucking Daisy. Something about it obsessed me. My mind kept drifting back to it at odd times. Twice I masturbated in the shower over it. It was weird.

And then this other weird thing happened. I’d been getting really painful tension in my shoulders and back from leaning over the burrito counter all day. Leon is a qualified sports masseur, and the second time he offered to give me a massage went something like this:

“Okay man,” he said. “Well, you know, the offer’s still there if you need it. Otherwise you should go to a physio because it’s been like three weeks now.”

I was sitting crossed-legged across from him on the sofa, wearing a t-shirt and shorts. “Yeah. Um. Well… Can I take you up on that?”

“You sound really British right now.”

“Ha. Um, where, er, shall we do it?”

I hadn’t thought of that. There wasn’t room on our little sofa. I looked around. “Umm…”

“My room or your room?”

I didn’t want him to come massage me in my room, it felt like he’d be touching me in my private space, like weirdly intimidate or something. “Er, your room,” I said.

Walking into his room I felt like I’d made a mistake. This was where he fucked all his girls. This was the bed he fucked them in. But Leon was behind me, it was too late now. I entered his room, stopped, turned, and looked up at him, a little apprehensively. He loomed over me.

“Okay, get on the bed, face down.”

I did as he said.

“Mmm, it’s not ideal without a massage table,” he mused.

Leon got on the bed as I lay there feeling a little embarrassed, like maybe this was slightly awkward/inappropriate. Leon knelt over me, straddling me with a powerful thigh either side of my hips. He put his big hands on my shoulders and started kneading them.

“Holy shit, you’ve got a lotta tension,” he said, crunching the layers of my muscles.

“Ah,” I gasped. “Yeah. Ooh that feels good.”

“You’ve gotta stop carrying all that stress inside you.”

“Ooh,” I gasped, as his thumb pushed deep into a knot. “Easier said than done.”

“Yeah, yeah. Now, where do you feel the most tension?”

“Umm… upper-mid back?”

“Here?”

“No.”

“Oh, you mean lower-upper back.,” he said, playfully.

“Ha! Yeah– Ooh– Right there. Argh. That’s, ooph, that’s it.”

“Okay.”

He really dug into the muscles and I squirmed underneath him. After a while of really loosening the stiffened area he worked on my back more generally. Doing my shoulders (it felt so relaxing) and then moved onto my lower back. It was with his hands grasping my lower back/waist, that I started to wonder what it must be like for all the straight girls who lay in this bed on their stomachs, like I was now, with Leon pounding them, making them scream and yelp. I was just feeling the tiniest bit horny as his powerful hands worked my body. I found it fucking weird. I’d never been with a man, and was never going to. But it did feel good to have him work me over. When he’d finished, he got off me, and his knee brushed my bum.

“Sorry,” he said.

“No worries.”

But I’d felt a little tingle.




Section II: Spicy




After that, sometimes I’d find myself stealing a glance at Leon as he came out of the shower. He was absolutely ripped, and the water made his dark skin glisten. I’d admire just how cut and muscular he was. Like a Greek statue.

He would still occasionally bring girls back, and now I couldn’t help but stay up and listen in, masturbating furiously as he made these girls cum again and again. I wished I could get laid like that, having sex with all these beautiful girls. Although, I would want to be the sub. I guess it was the overall situation I found hot. I started watching straight interracial porn. I really enjoyed watching big Black guys fucking skinny young white girls.

I started to think this was a bit weird, to be honest. It kinda just clicked one day. Obviously the porn I was watching had something to do with Leon. But I didn’t fancy him, obviously. I only liked women. Had only ever been with women. It was all kind of weird and I just pushed it down and tried not to analyse it. But I would just randomly daydream at times, thinking of Daisy getting pounded, picturing those other girls he’d pounded. Picturing myself getting pounded. Just as like, a weird, fucked up, imaginary game. It wasn’t real, it was more like an intrusive thought or a thought experiment or something. But just as an image, like a fictional little video in my head, it was hot. Like, really hot. And I’d find myself masturbating to the thought really hard. Usually I’d masturbate with my fingers, rubbing my clit, but recently I’d started using dildos more, imagining Leon’s big black cock penetrating me, thrusting into me, stretching me. It was weird for a lesbian to be indulging these kinds of fantasies but we all go to weird places in our heads. Some people fantasise over octopuses or cartoons, doesn’t mean they really want to bang one in real life. You’re just pressing weird buttons in your head to masturbate. It’s whatever. Is what I told myself.

But one night changed all that. Leon and I were hanging out in the living room, vaping weed and getting a little high.

“When are you gonna start dating again?” said Leon, taking a puff.

“Oh, I don’t know…”

“Do you still have feelings for Georgie?”

“No, fuck her.”

“But you’re not looking to date?”

“I just… She kinda knocked my confidence a bit, you know? Like, I was such a good girlfriend to her, and she still cheated on me. Like, it just makes me feel like… does anyone even want me?”

“You don’t mean that.”

“Yeah. Like, what if no one ever fancies me ever again?”

“Jesus, you know you’re a catch, right?”

“No.”

“That’s gotta be bullshit! You’re funny. You’re cool. You’re cute. If you were straight I would be hunting you down, girl.”

“Ha ha. Well if I was straight you’d be first on my list!”

Leon chuckled. “There’s a long waiting list.”

“What’s that like?.Being that… popular with women?”

“It’s great. But you gotta remember, you’re only seeing the end result. You know I flirt with a lot of women on a night out before finding a girl who wants to hook up. So you know, I’m not as popular as you think.”

“Still though, you’re more popular than I am. What’s your secret?”

“I mean, there’s this, first of all,” he gestured at his face and body, and I laughed. “Plus I got game. And like, maybe one in eight white girls are really curious to see what it’s like to get fucked by a big Black guy. So that helps too.”

“Ha, do you not find that weird?”

“Not if she’s cute!”

I laughed, and took another puff. “And what is it like to fuck a Black guy?”

“I dunno, never done it.”

I giggled.

“But yeah, there’s no such thing as what it’s like to fuck a Black guy, right? You get that?”

“Right, yeah.”

“We’re all different. I hate when people assume we’re all great in bed with huge dicks.”

“Right,” I nodded, solemnly.

“And just because I’m great in bed and have a huge dick, doesn’t make it okay!”

I laughed and covered my mouth, feeling very high.

“Oh wow, do you really?” I said, still laughing.

“Really what?”

“You know, have a huge dick?”

“Yep.”

“What’s that like?”

“What do you care? You ever even seen a dick?”

“Not in real life.”

“You don’t wanna know about it. It would freak you out.”

“No it wouldn’t.”

“Trust me girl, if you ain’t even seen a dick before and mine was the first you saw, you’d have a heart attack or something.”

“Oh fuck off!” I said, playfully, challengingly.

“I’m telling you.”

“Go on then.”

“...You couldn’t handle it.”

“Don’t flatter yourself.”

“Cos I’ll get it out, girl, if you go on like this.”

“Go on, then.”

“You serious?”

“Try me.”

There was a change in the vibe. Something hung in the air. Leon slowly stood up, and sauntered over. I tried to hide that I was shaking. I didn’t really know what I planned to do. Urgh, I should chicken out, what was I even doing? I wasn’t sure what I even wanted to happen

Leon stood in front of me, my eyes level with his groin, staring at the riveted fly on his jeans.

“Okay, girl,” said Leon quietly in that deep, smooth voice. “Take a look.”

“Um,” I blushed and gulped. “I was just kidding…”

“You want me to take it out?”

“Er…” I felt my heart beating in my chest. “Sure…” I whispered, amazed at what I was doing.

Leon gave me a lopsided smile, and undid the metal buttons on his jeans. Then he unbuckled his belt while I watched, mesmerised. He slid his jeans halfway to his knees. His legs were muscular. He was wearing black cotton boxers and there was a huge bulge, like a coiled snake. I could feel the heat coming from him. I was just staring, my heart beating so hard in my chest I thought I might be on the verge of a panic attack.

Leon slowly pulled down his boxers and a huge, semi-hard black cock flopped out.

“Oh my god…” I said, in shock.

“You freaking out?”

“Um…” I just stared for a moment. It was so thick, and hot. His pubes were trimmed, but the texture was a little different from all the white (and one Asian) girls I’d been with. Somehow there was just something impressive about his dick. I realised it was slowly growing. I watched it steadily expand, getting longer and thicker. It rose upwards, until it was parallel with the floor and pointing right at me. The head was big, and the final two inches were a lighter brown than the rest of him.

“It’s, um… It’s definitely impressive…” I murmured.

It bobbed slightly in front of my face.

“Is it heavy?” I said, looking up at Leon.

“I dunno,” he shrugged. “Just feels like part of my body. You’d have to tell me.”

“Uh, can I touch it? Is that ok?”

“Sure.”

I reached out, and touched it. It was deeply warm. Almost hot. And it was heavy. And stiff. I hefted it for a moment.

“Wow,” I said.

I realised a little pearl of precum was forming at the tip of the head. Leon was fully hard now and it was so sexual. I realised my pussy was getting moist. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. How’d I got myself in this situation, sitting here holding my roommate’s cock?

Still gripping it, I moved my hand very slightly, very slowly, down the shaft, tugging the soft skin downwards towards the base.

“Fuuuuuck…” whispered Leon. And he started subtly and slowly thrusting his hips towards me, and then back, kind of gently fucking my hand.

My breathing was deep, now. My heart continued to beat like a drum. And maybe it was because I was a bit high, but I was fucking horny. This fantasy of mine could be real. I could really get with this towering, sexy Black man. But no. This was crazy. This was fucked up.

I realised I was just staring at his cock, my lips parted, as Leon continued to slowly thrust his dick back and forth – just a couple of inches – in my hand.

“You’ve never done anything with a man before, right?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Why don’t you try giving it a lick? You might like it.”

“Umm…”

“See if you like it.”

Leon took half a step closer. He grabbed the base of his shaft and pointed his dick upwards, hovering the underside of his shaft over my face. I stared at it, wide-eyed, almost in a trance. I moved a little closer. Almost touching. I could really feel the heat on my face now. Smell the scent of him. He must feel my breath on the underside of his cock. He let out a long, rumbling sigh of pleasure.

I tentatively stuck out my tongue, flat, and licked part of the shaft.

“Fuuuuuuuuuuck…” he growled. “Oh my god…”

I liked how turned on he was. It turned me on. I licked him again, going a little further this time, and he groaned again.

I felt encouraged, and started jacking him off a little with one hand while I licked the underside of his cock.

“Oh my god…” he murmured, and stroked the side of my face.

I let out an involuntary moan.

“Oh, you like that?” whispered Leon. “Good girl...”

I felt my pussy buzz at his words, and I pressed my tongue even hard against the underside of his cock as I slurped at him.

“Oh yes…” he gasped, and I started playing with my clit.

“Oh yeah, play with yourself,” said Leon, stroking my hair. He grabbed the base of his throbbing cock and moved it around, making sure I licked every part.

“God damn,” he croaked.

I looked up at him, and he stroked my face. “You wanna try sucking it?”

“Uh, yeah…” I said, almost trance-like.

“Good girl.”

Still holding his dick by the base, he pointed it towards my mouth. I parted my lips. Realised I had to stretch them really wide, and I felt the hot head move into my mouth. The underside brushed against my wet tongue.

“Oh my god,” whispered Leon. “You beautiful thing.”

He slowly thrust deeper into me – my mouth felt overwhelmingly full. Like I might choke if I wasn’t careful. I kept my mouth wide, and the back of my throat relaxed. My eyes were watering. I’d throated Georgie’s strapons before, but this was a lot bigger, and pulsing and alive. Leon began thrusting his hips back and forth and I started playing with my clit again.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” he murmured.

He stepped out of his jeans and boxers, keeping his dick in my mouth, and we continued like that for a few moments, until his big black cock was slick with my saliva.

He pulled out of my mouth. “You want to fuck?’

“Um, no…”

“Okay. Why don’t I go down on you?”

“Um, okay,” I said, hesitating for a second. This seemed like crossing another threshold.

Leon held out his big hand and helped me up. He gently guided me to his bedroom, holding me by the hand.

“Get on the bed,” he said, and I did so. “Lie down.”

Then he pulled off my jeans – I had to lift my ass off the bed. He took in my white panties with little lemons all over them. “Cute.”

Then he sank to his knees, and pulled them off. He looked me in the eye once, then kissed my pussy.

“Mmmm,” I said.

Leon was good – for a man. Like, it was really good and after about five minutes he made me cum very hard, my stomach muscles crunching together and my cheeks flushing. But he wasn’t as good as someone who actually has a vagina and is also good in bed. Maybe he was the fourth best head I’ve ever got, which is pretty good for a dude.

After I came, Leon kissed his way up my body. He was completely naked. His big body felt hot, and smooth. Powerful, and sensual. He kissed my neck. This was weird, getting kissed by a man. And where were the breasts? All I could feel was his hard, muscular chest pressing against me. His hot, black skin against my smooth, pale white skin. I felt something hard and warm and wet against my pussy. I looked down. Leon was just resting the underside of his cock against me. It twitched, glistening with my drool. I knew what he was asking. God I was so horny.

“You wanna try anything else?” said Leon, his voice hoarse.

He slid the shaft of his cock back and forth, slightly parting my pussy lips. I gasped involuntarily, my pussy burning with desire.

“Uh… I guess we could…” I swallowed. “Try for a little bit…”

“Just for a little bit,” he whispered back.

He reached down and repositioned his cock, resting the thick head against my pussy lips. “You really want this?”

“Yes.”

“You done anything like this before?”

“Um, like strapons and stuff.”

“Ok, good,” he said, and slid into me.

“OH WOW!” I exclaimed.

It was so big, ooph. But that first half-thrust felt so good. I felt like I could feel every nerve in my vagina tingling.

“Oh god,” I gasped, a little overwhelmed. It was stretching me, almost painful. “Slowly. Slowly!” I gasped.

“Okay. It’s alright,” whispered Leon, slowly thrusting deeper into me.

I threw my head back. “Oh my goddd…”

“How are you doing?”

“I’m okay… It’s… it’s good.”

I felt the walls of my vagina expanding. So much pressure. Like I was going to burst.

Leon pulled out a little, then pushed back in, his dick now more lubed with my pussy juices. That felt better.

“Ohhh…” I moaned.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Leon crooned. “You beautiful thing…”

Slowly, over the course of a minute or two, he gradually picked up the pace, going deeper into me with each thrust. It felt better and better, my pussy glowing and throbbing. Oh fuck, it was incredible.

“There you go,” said Leon, sensing me relax. “That’s it. Thaaat’s it…”

He started fucking me properly. Not slamming into me or anything, but letting me feel his speed and power now.

“Oh… Ah.. Ooh!” I rasped.

“Oh fuck that feels good babygirl. God damn. God damn...”

It was like he was in ecstasy and it turned me on so much. I reached up and felt his strong, muscular chest. His muscles felt so hard. It was so different from what I was used to. But I was kind of fascinated by it. I squeezed his muscular pec, and he chuckled.

“Feel different?”

“Yes,” I winced as he thrust into me.

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“Um, just… No it’s good,” I said, running my hand over his chest.

“Oh, good girl,” he thrust into me even deeper, and I whimpered with pleasure.

Leon, carefully, maybe even hesitantly, leaned down, putting his face close to mine. He looked into my wide, nervous eyes. He fucked me like that for a second, then moved his mouth to mine, and kissed me.

It was strange. The shape of his jaw was so different from what I was used to. His face was harder. But at least he was clean shaven. And his lips were full, and soft. He seemed to intuit my needs. He was firm but gentle, and responded to my body. I felt myself easing into it. I could enjoy this. Then he thrust his tongue into my mouth at the same time as thrusting his dick deeper into me and I whimpered in pleasure, feeling his big tongue swirl against mine. He ground his hips against mine in big, circular motions, stirring his cock around inside me while I moaned. We fucked like that for several minutes.

Then Leon levered his torso up from mine, his dick still buried in me. “I’m gonna have to fuck you hard now, if we’re gonna continue.”

“What?”

“It’s how I fuck. It’s what I need. Or we can stop.”

“I don’t… want to stop…” I swallowed. “I want to feel what those other girls felt…”

“Okay so I’m going to fuck you hard babygirl. Okay?”

“Okay. I think.”

“Good girl.”

Leon leaned down and kissed me again, then thrust his cock deep into me – hard.

“Hmnnngh!” I squealed into his mouth.

“It’s okay. It’ll feel good. Trust me.”

I just nodded weakly at him, and he stroked my face, then drove his cock into me again. And again. And again.

I started whimpering. He was right. It felt so fucking good. Kind of a bit painful but just the intensity, the sensation of each inward thrust, his big cock pulling at the inner walls of my pussy, making every nerve tingle. IN… IN… IN… IN… IN, IN, IN, IN, IIIIINNNN!!!

Oh fuck, that last deep powerful one nearly made me cum. Fuck. His thick cock was rubbing against my G-spot.

“Now get on your hands and knees.”

Leon pulled out of me and I turned over, getting up on my hands and knees.

“Good girl.”

He knelt behind me. Placed the head of his cock against my pussy lips. Pushed a little.

“Mmmm…” I moaned.

“Yeah, that’s it.”

Leon held onto my small waist, and drove his big cock into me.

“Oh my God..” I gasped.

He sawed in and out of me. Not brutally hard, but enough to let me know he wasn’t fucking around. His hips would clash into my ass with real force, making a slapping noise:

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap…

This must be what Daisy felt like, I thought, and then came hard on Leon’s cock.

“Oh my God!!!” I said, throwing my face downwards, my pussy contracting and clenching.

“Oh Jesus,” moaned Leon. “Oh my god… Fuck… Oh good girl…”

He kissed his way up my spine, breathing in my scent. He gently put his big hand around my throat. “That okay?”

“Uh, yes.”

Leon gripped my throat and started pounding into me. I yelped and mewled and whimpered as he had his way with me. Hammered my little pussy. Fuck, it was intense. God. He choked me just a little, my cheeks turning pink. It made the sensations more intense, more extreme. Oh god. I was gonna… I was gonna…

“I’M CUMMING AGAIN DADDY! OH FUCK! I’M CUMMING AGAAAAIIIIN!!!”

“Good girl! Oh, good fucking girl! I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy! Cum in me! Cum in me!”

The sound of our bodies slapping together, the bed creaking, his grunts and my gasps was intoxicating.

“Good girl,” Leon growled.

“I’ve never had a man’s cum in me! I want you to be the first, Leon! I want your cum! I want to feel it! Cum in me, Daddy!”

“OH… MY… GODDDD….” boomed Leon, his cock swelling. I felt hot cum squirting into me as he SLAMMED into my pussy over and over and over.

“Oh, fuck!” I grunted. “Fuuuuuck!”

“That’s it! Take it! Fucking take it! Take my cum you gorgeous thing. Oh god.”

I moaned and whimpered, feeling the wet warmth of his cum filling up my pussy. God he was cumming so much. I wasn’t expecting so much. My god. Fuck, the moment was incredible, our two bodies mashed together, pulsing and hot.

Finally, we stopped, panting for breath. He pulled out of me, and we lay next to each other, his arm around me. I stared wide-eyed at the ceiling, cum leaking from my sore but happy pussy, thinking what the fuck had I just done. What the hell did this mean?! This was absolutely crazy. This was absolutely fucking crazy...

***

If you’d like to hear more of my experiences with Leon, leave me a review and let me know… If you want to join my mailing list for occasional updates on new stories, bundles and deals you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl


BONUS CONTENT / MORE FROM THIS AUTHOR



For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF69P99H
Sample Excerpt below from Punished by my Boss :-( – an intense story about a mistake-prone 22-year-old girl in her first job, and her looming, powerful, 40-year-old Managing Director, self-made millionaire Grant White:
My first day was pretty uneventful, though I was nervous. The offices were high ceilinged, with antique wooden flooring, white walls, big Victorian windows and small chandeliers. I was introduced to everyone, including Grant, who once again seemed to be looking into me with those dark eyes of his. We shook hands – and, looking back now, I think I felt something. Just a little bit of stress in my stomach? I felt the strength of his grip as I looked up at him.
“I think you’re going to be a good fit,” he said in a deep voice.
The thing was, though, it turned out I wasn’t. It’s always hard starting a new job. The pace was tough, and most of our clients were Very High Net Worth Individuals with exacting standards and big egos. I was a junior in the social and digital team and I made a few big mistakes – like sending the draft version of a PDF to a client instead of the final version. That might not sound like a big deal but when your clients have huge egos, strong opinions and expect only the very best, and each account is worth millions of pounds, that kind of thing is an issue. In one meeting I didn’t realise it was me who was supposed to be taking notes. Anyway it was just lots of little things like that, but it kept adding up.
Eventually I got called in for a meeting with Grant. This freaked me out! Why was it the Managing Director I had to see and not my manager, or her manager?
I found myself waiting outside his office late on a Thursday, after nearly everyone had gone home. I was sitting on an upholstered Louis XVI-style chair with red cushioning and an antique gold finish to the frame, nervously glancing over at Grant’s severe Executive Assistant, busily at work behind her huge iMac screen.
Eventually she looked up. “Grant will see you now.”
I got up, and slid open the huge sliding wooden door, painted white like everything else, that stretched from floor to ceiling. I stepped into Grant’s cavernous office and slid the door shut behind me. Looking up, I was intimidated by the sense of space. About twenty metres of dark wooden flooring stretched out between me and Grant’s big mahogany desk. There was a fireplace to my left, and oil paintings on the walls. There was a breakout area with a tasteful rug and some low easy chairs. But Grant was sitting at his desk, looking intently at me.
“Um, hi,” I mumbled, and walked towards him, my heels echoing click-clack in the high-ceilinged chamber. I felt his eyes burning into me as I walked towards him and I avoided eye contact, feeling a little self-conscious. It seemed to take an age to reach him, each clack of my heels on the wooden floor somehow making me feel more like the embarrassed centre of attention.
I reached his desk – there were two low-slung chairs in front of it.
“Take a seat,” he said in a deep, authoritative voice.
I sat down obediently.
“Sophie…” he said. “When I hired you, I felt I saw something special in you. And I can still see it. There is something special about you. But you’re not showing it. There’s too many mistakes–”
“I’m sorry.”
“Let me finish. These are very high profile clients. They’re demanding. They’ve got big egos and a sense of entitlement. If I met them in my personal life I wouldn’t give them the time of day. People that rich become like short tempered children. We mess up a couple of times and we lose them, along with millions of pounds. I’d have to let you go before that happened.”
“I’m sorry, sir!”
I blushed and my eyes went wide. I don’t know where the “sir” came from. I felt like such a fool. I hadn’t called anyone sir since Sixth Form. I went to private school before university and it was old fashioned there.
Grant chuckled – a deep, low rumble. A smirk crept across his face. And there was something intense in his eyes.
I mumbled apologetically, “Sorry, I don’t know where that came from.”
“It’s alright,” he said, reassuringly.
“How can we help you make less mistakes? Is it a focus thing? Are you stressed?”
“Um, I don’t think it’s a focus thing. Er, but, I am stressed…”
“Why’s that?”
“Well, it’s like, I’m still new here…”
“It takes time to settle in, I understand that.”
“And, er, I get stressed about the thought of making a mistake, but then the stress kind of, I think I rush things maybe and then that makes me make mistakes.”
Grant got up and casually sauntered around the desk. His large powerful legs looked good in his  grey tailored suit trousers. He leant against the front of the desk, arms folded, looking down at me.
“Try not to worry. And look, if it helps, I’ll bear that in mind. If stress is causing you to make mistakes, we can reduce your workload a little, and just know that I understand it takes a while to settle in.”
“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him. I glanced down for a moment and realised I was looking directly at his crotch. He looked very big down there. Let’s just say he had ‘presence’.
“Sophie?”
I looked away. Jesus, had he caught me staring? God I wanted to shrivel up and disappear. I looked up at Grant, there was a thoughtful expression on his masculine face, and he smiled politely. “We’re going to bed you in, okay? It’s going to be alright. I like having you here, ok?”
“Thank you. And um, I like working under you.”
Fuck! Why am I always embarrassing myself? Doing the wrong thing? Saying the wrong thing?!
There was that smirk on Grant’s lips again. “Glad to hear it.”
I stared up at him and gulped, feeling mortified.
He smiled. “Have you tried mindfulness for stress? Breathing exercises?”
“Um, no.”
“Well, try this. It can help in stressful moments. Breath in for four seconds, through your nose. Do it,” he said, calmly.
I did as he said, still looking up at him as I breathed through my nose.
“Good. Now hold.”
I held my breath.
“Now breathe out through your mouth for five seconds. That’s it, slowly.”
I realised I was blowing air on his groin. I hoped he didn’t notice. He shifted slightly.
“Good. Now, again,” he said in his deep, authoritative voice. “In through your nose, two, three, four. Hold. That’s it, good. Now, out through your mouth, slowly, two… three… four.”
We did this a couple more times, then he looked at me. “How are you feeling? Relaxed?”
“Um, yes.”
“Good.”
He went back around the desk and sat down again. “Don’t let me keep you. And don’t work too late today.”
I got up, and turned to leave. “Okay, I won’t”
“Good girl,” he said, already looking at an email.
My steps faltered for a split second. Did he really just call me that? I hurried out of there.
Things went ok for the next couple of weeks and I did feel I was improving at work. But then the most embarrassing thing possible happened. My landlord replaced my broken washing machine with a new model, and the first time I used it I somehow got the setting wrong. I shrunk ALL my clothes and only realised in the morning, before work. It wasn’t a work from home day either. The dress code is very strict and old fashioned at Zenith and I only had four appropriate outfits, all of them now shrunk. In the end, I went in in a very tight blouse and super short, shrunk skirt, hoping no one would notice.
At the end of the day, I got called into Grant’s office, and once again found myself nervously click-clacking towards him across the cavernous space.
“Sophie,” he said in his stern, deep voice. “I know this is a delicate topic, but that is not appropriate clothing for the workplace.”
“What do you mean?” I said, feigning ignorance and really hoping I could persuade him I hadn’t done anything wrong.
He sighed. “This skirt is far too short.”
I looked down at my bare legs. My tights had shrunk too and without them I felt even more exposed.
“It’s normal for Gen-Z,” I lied, starting to feel stressed. Was this the mistake that was going to get me fired?
“You don’t think that’s inappropriate?”
“Um, no?”
“You’d feel comfortable walking past my desk like that?”
“Uh, yes…”
“Do it, then.”
“Um… sure…”
I walked up and down while he watched me.
“Now come and hand me my stapler,” he ordered, darkly.
I walked around the desk, feeling his burning eyes on my smooth legs, feeling embarrassed. Avoiding eye contact with him and looking at the ground, I picked up his stapler, and handed it to him. I could tell he was staring at my legs and I felt so flustered, but also… flattered? Just a little horny? This was so fucked up.
“You think this is appropriate?” he said again in that deep voice.
“Yes,” I whispered, feeling humiliated.
“Turn around,” he ordered.
I obeyed. I felt utterly embarrassed, my cheeks burning. I was basically showing him my ass, my skirt was that short.
“You feel comfortable wearing this skirt to the office?”
“I promise, sir, uh– I mean– this is just a normal office skirt, I haven’t done anything wrong.”
“Yes you fucking have,” he growled. He seemed to be holding something back. “Turn around.”
I did so, and he stood up. He picked up a pen, all the while holding my gaze, and casually dropped it on the floor.
“Pick that up.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And prove you can do it in an appropriate manner for the workplace, in a skirt like that.”
I realised I couldn’t bend over. His gaze seemed to hold mine, to command it. I slowly crouched down, unable to look away from his stern expression, my eyes wide with something? Fear? Nerves? Anxiety? I realised I was turned on. But this wasn’t right. He was my boss. I was in so much trouble.
I got to my knees, and picked up the pen.
He looked down at me.
“Look at you,” he sneered. “Your skirt’s ridden up over your panties, for god’s sake.”
I gulped, staring nervously up at him.
He sat in his chair.
“Stand up.”
I obeyed, and stood up, not thinking to pull my skirt back down. I stood there, silently showing him my white cotton panties, blushing.
Grant swallowed. His jaw muscles tensed up like he was trying to restrain himself.
“You’re comfortable like this?”
“Yes,” I whispered.
“Bend over for me.”
I was turned on out of my mind at this point, unable to think more than two seconds ahead. I bent over the desk, showing him my pale ass and white cotton panties. He stood up, and stepped towards me.
“You’ve been a bad girl.”
“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.”
With one big hand he grabbed my hair, which I wasn’t expecting, pinning me against the desk.
“I’m going to have to punish you.”
I felt my pussy tingle. “Yes, sir.”
SPANK!
“Owwww!” I cried out in pain. My ass stung and throbbed where he’d spanked me. I couldn’t believe this was happening, this was so humiliating. I was a 22-year-old being spanked over her desk by her boss, for making too many mista–
SPANK!
“Oww!”
This was arousing me. I couldn’t believe it, but I was feeling this buzz of electricity swelling up in me.
SPANK!
“Aargh! It hurts!”
“Good. Now start apologising.”
SPANK!
“I’m sorry!”
SPANK!
“I’m sorry!”
SPANK!
“I’m sorreeeee!” I squealed, my eyes closed, my cheeks flushed, my pussy wet.
“And you won’t let it happen again?
SPANK!
“No sir!”
SPANK!
“Say it!” he growled.
SPANK!
“I won’t let it happen again, sir!”
“Good girl…”
He stopped. We were both panting, stunned. He held me in place by my hair. My pussy was dripping wet. What was he going to do next?
He sat back down in his chair. “Now make yourself presentable, and get out of my office.”
“Yes, sir.”
I staggered away, tugging my skirt down, stunned.
Click here to read the whole story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF5G7W6S
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