
















LEASH

Book 1

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


This is the true story of how I had the most incredible sex of my life submitting to a 6’5” canine trainer. I'd never done anything like that before, and I didn't want to, initially, but I found my place kneeling at the feet of his incredible alpha presence. I later found out he owns a lot of real estate in my town, but his real passion is animal training and the natural world. He trained my misbehaving dog to obey him, and then he trained me. That first time he fucked me was so powerful, so intense, that it changed me. Obviously I’ve changed the names in this story but the location is the same and so are the physical descriptions. I've also made it a bit sexier by cutting out details like me having to shut my dog in the kitchen before we had sex and swapping QR codes to prove we were STD free etc. But apart from that it's all true and honestly I can't believe something so incredible happened to me. It was almost otherworldly, and the orgasms were so powerful it felt like magic or, I don't know, like a massive drug overdose that leaves you shaken and desperate for more. I don't think there can be many men like him and I doubt many people have had sex that good. I just feel so lucky that he fucks me. Word gets around and a lot of women in my town talk about him and try to sleep with him.

Anyway, this is how I learned I enjoyed sexual submission in my late 20s, and how I became this man’s bitch – at least in the bedroom. I tell myself it’s only roleplay, but the lines have become a bit blurred. The orgasms are so powerful, the arousal he conjures in me is so magical, that at this stage I think I might even do what he said outside of the bedroom, if he ever asked. He just knows what he’s doing. He has this rock solid inner strength, and worldly intelligence, that makes you feel like he should naturally be in charge and you should do what he says, in a way that’s all ok and natural. If I ever had a massive leak in my roof and was in a panic, he’s who I’d call and I know he’d calmly talk me through what to do. And if I ever had to walk through a park late at night, I know I’d feel perfectly safe walking next to him.

Let’s start at the beginning, about a year and half ago. I work as a teacher in Essex, outside London, and my professional persona is quite strict – I learned it’s the only way to maintain discipline and to hide my own social insecurity. It helped me become a head of year at a young age but it’s an exhausting mask I’ve created for myself, always having to pretend to be strict, confident, and a bit ruthless, when really I’m always second guessing myself. I tend to wear dark clothes, I have long brown hair, hazel eyes, and a few small tattoos (I won’t describe them because I’m worried about being identified). In truth I'd say I'm average looking but I do have full lips and great skin (I know my niacinamide from my vitamin C, and that you shouldn't wear retinol and vitamin C on the same day, let's say!) and I’m quite proud of my curvy bum. I’d been dating my now ex-boyfriend Steven for three years at this point. I now realise he was a bit of a manchild and quite self-centred.

Anyway one of the stupid things we’d done as a couple, at his insistence, was buy a dog. A big German Shepherd no less. I’d told Steven I wouldn’t have time to train her with all the marking and lesson planning I have to do and he’d said he’d take care of that, but whether it was his laziness or his ineptitude, Luna (obviously I’ve changed her name to protect her identity too!) became just the most ill disciplined bratty bitch possible. She was the source of several arguments between me and Steven, and it contributed to our eventual break up. Worst of all, when he moved out, he refused to take the dog with him!

So I was stuck in my redbrick terraced house in Essex with Luna running amok and pissing off the neighbours. I gave her to my friend but after a week she gave her back. I should have said no backsies.

I found myself moaning about this to my friend Nicola – a redhead single mum who’s hilarious – over wine in my local pub.

“Ooh you know what you should try?” she said, finishing her glass. “Suzie got this dog trainer in for her pup. I think they did like ten sessions and it made a massive difference.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah I used to avoid going over to hers because of that fucking dog, but now she she’s such a good girl. That trainer had her eating out of his hand.”

“Mmm might be worth a try…”

“Plus he’s super hot.”

“Nice.”

“Suzie sent me this photo.”

Nicola opened WhatsApp and showed me a picture of the guy.

“Not bad,” I said. The picture was a bit low res but he was handsome and had a very masculine jawline and short sandy hair.

“He’s six foot five!”

“Jesus.”

“I think he’s called Liam, shall I get you his number?”

“Sure, I guess it can’t hurt” I said, dreading the mess I was going to come home to having left Luna there for a couple of hours.

I got in contact with Liam (not his real name obviously, but similar vibe, he's from the Midlands) over WhatsApp and we exchanged a few messages. He talked about assessing Luna’s home environment but as a single woman who lives alone I didn’t really want to invite this massive intimidating man straight into my home with me. We agreed to meet at a park nearby. I’ve had some problems there. Generally where I live is a nice area but the park’s a little further away and there are some social problems around there. Young men hang out in the park sometimes and cause problems, it’s a shame.

I met Liam there on a Wednesday evening. Luna was pulling on her leash as usual when I saw Liam striding towards me. I felt a little chill run down my spine. Seeing the silhouette  of such a big man striding towards you during sunset in a park is a little intimidating. He had broad shoulders and was well-built. Not in that gross bodybuilder kind of way, more like he was obviously a man who just had natural strength. He had the vibe of a man who didn’t care too much about his appearance and was wearing a loose t-shirt, straight leg jeans, and timberland boots. His long legs looked thick and strong and he had such manly forearms. Like I said, he had this aura of natural strength.

“Hi. Sarah?” he rumbled as he approached, smiling politely. I hadn’t been prepared for how deep his voice was. He sounded like an oak wardrobe.

“Um, yes. Liam?”

“Yeah. And this must be Luna?” his bassy voice buzzed in my head.

He held out a hand to greet me. I have a thing for mens’ hands and I couldn’t help but notice how big and powerful and well-proportioned his were. We shook hands and I felt the gentle power of his grip. He had a nice chunky stainless steel watch on that contrasted with the light hairs on his forearm. I looked up at him, and felt somehow that I was in his personal space. He had a masculine scent.

Luna jumped up at him to greet him.

“Down.” said Liam in a very firm, deep voice, a slight frown on his face. Luna obeyed.

“That’s good,” said Liam, patting her gently.

Over the course of the evening we did some basic training with Luna, and Liam talked me through some of the concepts like positive and negative reinforcement, active disengagement, asserting dominance etc. We came across several other dog walkers and I noticed the female ones checking Liam out. Also one super gay guy eyed him up and down. Kind of understandable.

We’d nearly finished for the evening when an American pit bull terrier came sprinting from nowhere and attacked Luna. I screamed. The other dog seemed to be going for Luna’s throat. The snarling was ferocious. Luna wriggled her body back and forth and got out of the other dog’s grip then hurled herself at him, snarling and biting as they clashed.

“Hey!” yelled Liam. He looked around and saw two big lads I’ve had problems with before. They were wearing grey tracksuits and one had a black gilet on. One had long scraggly hair and the other hat a patchy beard.

“Control your dog!” barked Liam.

“Or what?!” bellowed the bearded lad.

I ran as near as I could to Luna and the other dog. “Stop it! Stop it!” I screamed.

Luna was starting to whimper and was trying to escape. She turned her back on the other dog, which lunged at her and bit the top of her neck. At this point Liam strode in and grabbed the thick leather collar of the other dog. He lifted the dog by its collar – the whole fucking dog with one arm.

Fuck me, he must be strong, I thought to myself.

The dog snarled and thrashed dementedly. Liam had to hold on to the collar with both hands. I feel a bit conflicted about all this looking back because it was definitely choking the dog, but I don’t know what else Liam could have done in the circumstances.

“Get off my dog!” yelled the bearded lad, running towards Liam. The other guy came too, looking less sure of himself.

Liam squared up to them, still holding the American pit bull by the collar. The dog was starting to wheeze and pant now, definitely more focused on trying to breath than attack anyone.

Liam threw the dog into the bearded lad’s arms, who fell over. The dog got up and seemed very shaken.

“You fucking idiots,” boomed Liam. “Control your animal or the poor thing’s gonna get put down and you’ll find yourselves in prison.”

“Listen big man–”

“Shut up. He needs exercise and discipline. Every day. Alright? And if I have trouble with either of you again I will lay hands on you, do you understand?”

“Fuck off man.”

“Bruv let’s go,” said the other man, tugging at his friend's arm.

It took like two more minutes of posturing and yelling over their shoulders as they left, before they departed.

Liam looked at me. I was down on my knees petting Luna. I realised I was shaking.

“Are you ok?” said Liam gently, in that buzzing, gravely voice of his.

“Um, that was quite a lot,” I said. I could hear the trembling in my voice. My heart was pounding and my body was full of adrenaline.

Liam stood next to me.

“It’s ok,” he said.

I tried to stand up, a little unsteadily, and Liam offered me his hand, pulling me up. I braced myself against his warm, strong body. He felt so dense. Like he didn’t even move when I leant against him. This man’s bones must be made of granite.

“I’ll walk you home,” said Liam.

“Thanks.”

“And if you ever have any trouble with those two again just WhatsApp me ok?”

“Oh I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“Well the offer’s there.”

“Thanks Liam.”

He walked me to my door and we said goodnight. We arranged to meet again the next Wednesday. I had a dream about him that night.

The next Wednesday Liam came to my home and I showed him around. He gave me some tips and tricks like always entering the home first, and how to get Luna used to not sleeping in the bedroom and that kind of thing. Then we worked on training Luna in the living room. We made some progress but clearly it was going to take a lot of work.

This went on for a couple of weeks and I noticed I started really looking forward to his visits. Sometimes we’d go to the park, sometimes he’d come over to mine. We’d have good chats during the sessions, and at the end of one visit I asked him if he’d like a beer.

“Sure,” he said in that deep voice of his.

I got us two beers and we sat on the sofa together. He was sprawled across half the sofa. Normally I find manspreading a bit irritating but in this case I was glad it meant our legs were only two feet apart.

“I think Luna’s really coming along quite well,” I said, sipping my beer.

“Yeah, she’s a sweetheart really, just needs to know her place.”

“So how long have you been a dog trainer?”

“About six years now. I was in the army before that.”

“Wow. Er, that’s quite a career change.”

“I got sick of the culture in the army, so I quit. Invested my savings in some property around here and started this dog training business.”

“Did you have to get a qualification or anything?”

“No but in the army I worked with dogs while I was stationed in the DRC.”

“Sorry, what's the DRC?”

“Democratic Republic of Congo. It was a peacekeeping and training mission. I was only there for six months but we were trained how to work with dogs in a military setting and I learned a lot from that.”

“Gosh you’ve had quite a life.”

He grinned. “You don’t know the half of it.”

“How’ve you found adjusting to civilian life?”

“It was tough. Dating’s changed so much.”

“All these apps…”

“Right. And everyone ghosting each other. Or endless chats. I prefer to meet people in real life.”

“Have you found anyone?”

“A few,” he said with a sly smile.

I raised an eyebrow. “A few?”

“I guess I’ve been lucky. I’m seeing a few women at the moment.”

“Sounds exhausting.”

He laughed. “You know it actually gives me more energy. That connection with people. And women have got so much kinkier since I joined the army.”

“What do you mean?”

“I was sixteen when I joined. Had nothing to my name. Back then you just had a few Bacardi Breezers and had normal sex, you know? Now, I’ve got women asking me to pull their hair, tie them up, and… more intense things….”

This sounded fucked up to me. I mean I like the odd spank now and then and have tried the fluffy handcuffs, but this was not my scene. But I did feel a little jealous of these women getting Liam’s attention.

“And you do that?” I asked.

“Oh, uh, I got into all that years ago now. You have enough women ask you to spank them, you try it out, you know?”

“Right.”

His voice dropped another octave. “And… I like it… It feels natural… to take control...” There was a dark glint in his eye.

I held his gaze for a second too long. Shit, he realised I was into him. Shit. I looked down at my hands, feeling my cheeks flush hot.

He finished his beer. “The thing is though around here, you know Essex culture, people can be a bit shallow. A lot of party girls. I’m looking for someone I can have a conversation with. And who will then… submit…”

We paused for a moment. He checked his watch.

“I’d better be going. I’m meeting the surveyors at my new property early tomorrow morning. We on for next Wednesday?”

“Yes,” I said, a little too eagerly.

I led him to the door and said goodbye, watching him leave as I wondered what it would be like to be spanked by him. I’d had some BDSM fantasies when I was younger but Steven and I had tried it out and it hadn’t really been that good. Those silly fluffy handcuffs hadn’t done it for me, and one time he accidentally burnt me with candle wax that ended up staining the carpet. We gave up after that. But Liam seemed like a man who might be… better at it. I realised I was staring at his bum as he walked away, and closed the door. No, this wasn’t for me. I wanted him, but I wasn’t going to do that kind of stuff, it was degrading and humiliating. He’s a red blooded man, I’m sure he’d be up for a normal relationship with a normal pretty woman like myself.

The next time he came around I wore tons of eyeliner and a pretty black dress with frilly bits. I’d waxed and shaved and exfoliated and moisturised everything. I loved the way my silky black dress slid around on my smooth skin – it made me feel so sexy and feminine. I think Liam got the vibe immediately. We were flirting during Luna’s training session and at the end he asked if I had any beer, so I went to get us some. When I came back to the living room he was sitting in the middle of the sofa, so I would have to sit next to him unless I sat in one of the two armchairs. Ok, so he knew the score. I sat next to him, my thigh just a couple of inches away from his powerful legs. God I wanted them to touch. I felt like there was this electric charge pulsing between us.

We talked for a bit but his phone kept buzzing.

“Sorry,” he said, picking it up and turning it to silent.

I saw the most recent message pop up, it was quite sexual.

“Who’s Louise?” I asked, trying to sound playful rather than jealous.

“Oh, er, if you really wanna know, we slept together one time and then I found out she was married so I backed off, but she keeps hitting me up.”

“You must have left quite an impression.”

“I always do…” he murmured in that low, gravely voice of his.

I laughed politely.

“Anyway,” he continued, “She wasn't really my type.

“And what is your type?”

Liam looked at me. “Long brown hair. Hazel eyes. Very kissable lips.”

He smiled slyly, and went on. “Little black dress. Preferably owns a dog named Luna.”

I gulped.

Liam leaned in. “I'd like to kiss you, Sarah.”

“Ok,” I said quietly. Looking back this seems quite a lame response but at the time it felt like we had the hottest chemistry in the universe.

He leaned in and kissed me. His mouth was warm, his stubble was scratchy, and he smelt amazing. I felt myself melting.

We made out for several minutes. After a while we intertwined our tongues and started getting passionate. He was a very good kisser and it all felt so natural. He stroked my face with one of his big hands, his thumb tracing the line of my eyebrow. Then his hand slid down to my neck, then down to my upper arm, squeezing it, before putting an arm around my waist and pulling me in close to him. Our bodies smooshed together and I writhed a little. He started kissing my neck – hot, sensual kisses. I could sense an animal hunger building in him and I let out a little involuntary moan. I could tell he appreciated that by the way he pulled me in tighter.

I was getting horny now. But I wouldn’t sleep with him straight away. Maybe in a couple of weeks or something. I put a hand round the back of his head, playing with his sandy hair and then pulling him in tighter. He kissed his way down from my neck to my chest, then towards my breasts. He got up to the v-line of my silky black dress and kissed me passionately. I moaned again. Shit, this was moving a little too quickly.

He pulled away and I felt relieved.

“Stand up,” he said.

“What?”

He looked at me. I didn’t like him talking to me like that – giving me an order. But there was something about that look of his. He was a man, a big alpha leader, who was naturally obeyed. I felt a light flutter in my chest. It didn’t matter if I did what he said just for a bit. I stood up. He stood up too and kissed me passionately on the mouth. We intertwined our tongues again, hot and hungry. He cupped the back of my head with one hand and pulled me in close – kissing me fiercely, breathing in my scent, controlling my movement. I could feel his hard cock pressing into me through his jeans. It felt huge, which made me nervous. Liam was getting the wrong idea about what we were going to do tonight. We’d make out a bit and then I’d say goodnight and then he could ask me on a date or something. I felt a little afraid of him.

He pulled away again, looking at me with a slight smile. “Put your arms in the air. Straight up.”

“Um, what?” I said, a little confused.

“Trust me, put your arms straight up in the air.”

“Um, Liam, about tonight. I don’t–”

“Put them up.”

I obeyed.

He bent down, carefully took hold of the hem of my dress, and pulled it straight upwards – pulling my whole dress up and over my head and off my body in one smooth movement.

I gasped. I was stood there in my mismatching underwear, in my own living room, with this fully clothed man who I barely knew, towering over me. His eyes roamed over my body and his cheeks flushed a little. I could see an animal lust in his eyes. I felt a little intimidated, and suddenly so fucking horny. I realised my pussy was wet.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered hoarsely.

“Umm…”

He put his arms around my waist and pulled me in close, kissing me sloppily, a little out of control. His warm tongue probed my mouth and he moved his hands around my body. I could tell he appreciated all that exfoliating and moisturising I’d done – his hands circled around on my back appreciating the smoothness and the softness. Of course, he is a man, so soon one hand reached down to my ass and squeezed. I moaned into his mouth as we kissed. Then he gave my ass a light smack – it sounded like a slap. I found myself moaning some more. This felt so good. He was going to have me. I should give myself to him. No! What was I thinking?!

He got down on both knees and kissed me through my knickers on my pubic mound. Gentle but firm kisses, then moved down to where my pussy lips would be, kissing me through my underwear.

“Oh fuck…” I gasped.

With one big finger he partially moved my knickers aside, and kissed one outer lip of my pussy.

“Oh my god…” I said.

He stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?”

I pointed wordlessly, feeling like I had lost control of the situation. But, treacherously, I realised I didn’t want to regain control. I wanted to see what he would do next. And then he picked me up, literally swooping me off my feet.

“Woh!” I said as he cradled me in his arms.

He grinned down at me, making sure this was ok, and kissed me on the lips, then carried me into the bedroom.

Having shown he could be gentle and judge my vibe, he then flung me on the bed pretty wildly, and I gasped again. He got onto the bed and pulled off his t-shirt. Holy. Fuck. His body just had so much natural strength and masculinity to it. I could feel the heat coming off his slightly sweaty body. His chest was lightly hairy and his shoulders and arms looked so powerful. Not in a gym-honed way, but in a life-honed way.

He positioned himself above me, and leaned down and kissed me. I put a hand up to feel his hot, manly chest. It felt so dense. He felt so solid. He stroked my face again, then kissed my ear. I moaned softly, and he kissed my ear some more. Fuck, this guy knew how to turn me on. Then he kissed the side of my neck, then the middle of my throat. Slowly made his was down to my collar bone and lingered there for a minute.

He reached underneath me. I knew what was coming so I arched my back and he undid my bra with one hand, peeling it away from my body.

He gazed at my naked breasts and body for a second.

His deep voice sounded hoarse.

“My god I need you…” he mumbled in a gravelly tone.

He leaned down and kissed around my breast, working in a closing spiral until he reached my nipple. He paused for a second, letting me feel his breath on my hardening nipple, then he gently brushed it with his lips.

“Fuck…” I gasped.

Then he licked at my nipple, getting more and more into it before he started sucking on it, while his other hand grabbed my other breast, kneading it, maybe a bit too hard, starting to lose control.

He let out a deep, long low rumbling moan: “Mmmmmm…”

Then he kissed his way down my stomach, taking his time, savouring me, before he got to my wet knickers. He kissed just above the waistline for a few seconds, before hooking his fingers around my knickers – I lifted my ass off the bed – and he pulled them off.

He took a moment, kneeling in front of me on the bed, to gaze at my pussy – I felt super self-conscious if I’m honest, wondering if he would judge me.

“Fuck, your pussy’s so pretty…” he croaked, before leaning down and devouring me…

I writhed on the bed as he lapped at and kissed my pussy. He grabbed one of my butt cheeks in one big hand and squeezed it appreciatively. With his other hand he put upwards pressure on my public mound, which slightly pulled apart my pussy lips. I felt I was held in a warm, tender, vice like grip from this powerful man. Fuck, he knew what he was doing.

I felt his tongue enter my pussy. God I was so wet. His broad tongue circled its way up to my clitoris, gently moving side-to-side as he teased apart my labia and hood, til he had my clitoris at his mercy. I felt it ache for his touch. I felt I’d cum with one single lick.

He stopped for a second.

“What do you say?” he rumbled.

“Uh, what?”

“Beg me.”

“Uh… please eat my pussy…”

“Sir.”

I wasn’t going to call him sir! I just sort of smiled weakly at him. He looked at me, displeased, his broad shoulders looming over me. God he was so brooding.

He moved away from my pussy and leaned over me, looking deep into my eyes. He stroked the side of my face with one big hand. I felt weak at the knees, I wanted him to eat my pussy so bad. With his hand cupping the side of my face, Liam let his big thumb stroke my lower lip, gently back and forth, playing with it, lightly pulling my mouth open.

“Don’t make me ask you again,” he said in a stern, deep voice.

I gulped. My pussy was throbbing with energy.

“Please eat my pussy sir.” I rasped.

“Mean it. Really beg.”

“Please. I mean it. I really do.” I said, looking desperately up at him. “Please eat my pussy sir. I beg you.”

“Good girl.”

He leant down and lapped hungrily at my clit, moaning to himself with pleasure. I came in thirty seconds.

“Oh my god! Fuck! Fuck! Ugh… Ughhhhh…. Ohhh… god.”

He held me in his vice-like grip, clearly in love with my pussy, lapping at and kissing it and moaning in his deep, masculine way.

“Stop!” I said. “I’m too sensitive! Oh!”

He stopped, and kissed his way up my body. He kissed me on the cheek. Then he grabbed my hair. “You didn’t say thank you.”

“Errr?”

“When I make you cum, you say thank you sir, ok?”

“Er… sure…”

He pulled my hair slightly. This time his voice deepened. He frowned slightly. “That’s “Yes, sir”.”

I felt wildly turned on and yet slightly intimidated. “Yes, sir,” I whispered, my eyes going wide.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking my face. “Now take my jeans off.”

He got off the bed and stood up. I crawled to the edge of the bed, looking up at his stern face, and brought my hands to his belt. The bulge in his jeans looked huge. Curious, I brushed at his bulge with the back of my hand. Even through denim he felt hard, dense and hot.

“You don’t get to touch my cock without asking first,” said Liam, grabbing my wrist.

“Er, sorry…”

“Sorry sir.”

“Sorry sir!”

“I’m going to have to make you understand something,” he rumbled.

He sat down on the bed and pulled me across his lap, holding me by the hair.

“When we have sex, we’ll do things a certain way. Understood?”

“Yes sir!”

He spanked my ass.

“Ow!”

“Count them.”

He spanked me again.

“Two!”

And again.

“Three!”

Fuck, why was this turning me on so much? I was dripping wet.

He smacked my ass again. “Ow! I mean four!”

He double spanked me. “Just the numbers, bitch, do you understand?”

“Five! Six!”

“Good girl… Good girl…”

He stroked my hair, and planted several tender kisses on my ass.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he growled. “Just so fucking gorgeous. I need to have you, Sarah. I can’t think straight, you make my cock so fucking hard.”

He gently moved me off him and stood up. I could make out the outline of his big cock straining through his jeans.

“Take my cock out,” he said.

“Yes sir. Thank you sir.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, my pussy soaking wet, and pulled down his jeans. His cock was straining through his boxers, and there was masculine scent in the air.

“Take off my boxers.”

I pulled down his boxers, and his big, throbbing cock sprang upwards, bobbing obscenely in front of me. I gulped, wondering if he would be too big for me to take.

I don’t normally care about dick size – some of the best sex I’d ever had was with a guy with a smaller than average penis. But this wasn’t a penis, this was a cock. And something about its size, and, even more than that, its hardness, like it was straining for me, almost like Liam was going to explode with lust, was so fucking hot.

“You’re so hard…” I whispered.

“I’m so turned on by you…” Liam murmured, looking down at me. “Jesus Christ…” he was going hoarse.

I looked up at him, wide eyed. “Can I touch it?”

“Good girl.” he said. Holding it by the base and stepping slightly forward. It was just inches from my face.

“Kiss it.” he ordered.

I looked up at him, wide-eyed and nervous, and kissed his cock.

The moment felt electric, like there was energy transferring between us. He was hot to the touch as my moist lips smooshed against the underside of his pulsing, warm cock. My pussy felt like it was buzzing with energy. Somehow it felt like his cock was buzzing with pent up masculine sexual energy. Both of us moaned as I planted loving kisses all over his stretching, rock hard cock. Then I opened my mouth to receive him and he gently but firmly thrust his large cock into my mouth. Sometimes I enjoy sucking cock and sometimes it’s a chore, but this I was absolutely loving. With one hand he grabbed my hair, gently controlling my movements, and with the other he stroked my face.

“God you’re so pretty.” he breathed, thrusting slowly in and out of my mouth. I could feel his cock pulsing. I was getting hornier and hornier.

He fucked my face tenderly for at least five minutes, getting me used to his impressive size, before he picked up the pace. Thrusting powerfully and lustily, his hips bucking. I put one hand on his muscular thigh and reached round and squeezed his powerful ass. Sometimes I would gag a little. I could tell he liked this from his moans, but I could also tell he would back off just a little each time I gagged, not wanting me to choke. He really understood the carrot and the stick. I gently cradled his hot balls in one hand.

“You gorgeous fucking thing,” he sighed as his powerful throbbing cock sawed in and out of my mouth, covered in my saliva. “Jesus Christ,” he mumbled.

I swirled my tongue on the underside of his cock, enjoying the feeling of his hot rigid flesh and the sexual ecstasy I was causing him. Somehow the knowledge of how good this felt for him, all the sexual pleasure buzzing in his cock, made it feel even better for me. I’d never been more turned on in my life, on my knees for this powerful alpha stud having his way for me.

Liam leaned down and picked up the training leash that was clipped to his jeans.

“Put your hands behind your back,” he ordered.

I was under his spell now and obeyed. It felt natural.

Then, without so much as asking, he tied my wrists together with the leash. He knew I was his now – of course I would do whatever he wanted. He was an alpha and I was his well-behaved bitch, and it was right this way. It was good for both of us. Natural. I wondered who was experiencing more pleasure – me or him.

With my hands tied behind my back, Liam now really fucked my face, making it clear I was his bitch. Powerful thrusts, losing himself, one hand tightly gripping my hair as I moaned in delight, my pussy aching, his balls slapping against my chin as he growled with pleasure.

Finally he pulled me off his hot, pulsing cock, a string of saliva hanging between my lips and his dick. I looked up at him, panting, a look of awe on my face.

“Please sir, would you fuck me? Please?”

He looked down at me and stroked my face. “Good girl.”

He reached behind me and untied my wrists. “Lie down on the bed.”

I lay on my back on the bed, and he knelt over me. I looked down my body to see his big glistening cock pulsing between my legs, throbbing above my pussy.

“Oh my god…” I whispered.

Liam leant forward and kissed me.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me?”

“Yes sir.”

“And give your pussy up to me. Completely and fully?”

“Yes sir. Take it! Take my pussy! Make it yours.”

“I’m going to make you my bitch, do you understand?”

“Yes sir! Please make me your bitch! Please give me your big fucking cock sir. Please?!” I mewled.

“Good girl.” He slid into me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck.” I gasped.

He was so big. So powerful. So fucking sexy. Fuck. He was masterful, stroking his big cock in and out of me, careful not to hurt me but also very much with the vibe that I was his, and I was going to get the fucking of my life. He made sure his thick cock stroked hard against the upper roof of my pussy. Normally I find it quite hard to cum from vaginal sex and need to cum more from my clitoris, but I could tell this was going to be different.

He kissed me passionately on the lips, then on my ear, hot and sloppy, then on my neck, moaning with a bassy animal lust. He started really properly fucking me while squeezing my left breast.

“Oh, Christ!” I gasped, as this beast of a man started pistoning in and out of me.

He grabbed my hair with one hand as I looked up at him with wide eyes, a look of nervousness and gratitude on my face as this absolute stud pounded my brains out. His dick was slippery with my juices and he tilted his hips up at the end of each thrust, making sure I got maximum stimulation. I writhed on the bed, whimpering and mewling as he fucked me harder and harder. With his other powerful hand he grabbed the side of my hip, holding me in place by my hair and my hips as he bucked into me. His big thick cock reaching deep into me and stretching me, rubbing tight against my stretching pussy walls with each thrust.

“Oh God! Oh Liam!” I cried. “Oh fuck! God! Oh my god! Yes! Yes! Fucking yes! Give it to me! Give it to me!”

“What do you say?!”

“Thank you sir! Thank you! Thank you for fucking me! Thank yooooouuuuuuu!”

I came so fucking hard – a full body orgasm that built up in my pussy and then exploded around my body – in my stomach, in my chest, in my throat, my upper thighs, and deep in my mind. My body bucked and writhed, my back arched, and my left leg spasmed uncontrollably. “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” I rasped, in a voice much lower than my regular voice. “Oh my god…” I panted.

The orgasm took nearly a minute to subside as he relentlessly pounded me, kissing my cheeks and forehead and neck and murmuring to me with lust.

“You’re the best pussy I’ve ever fucked,” he murmured. I didn’t appreciate the choice of words, but the sentiment made me feel so happy and proud and so damn horny.

He pulled out of me and flipped me over so I was lying on my stomach. He grabbed my hips and pulled them up off the bed, so I was face down ass up on all fours, and placed the head of his cock at my pussy entrance.

“Beg for it.” he said, giving my ass a stinging slap.

“Ugh! Please sir!” I said, arching my back, trying to entice him. “Please fuck me with your gorgeous cock! Fuck me like a bitch! Please! Pound me sir!”

I arched my back even harder, offering myself to him like a good bitch. He thrust his cock into me and I roared with pleasure. He grabbed both my hips and began relentlessly pounding me. The stamina of the man. His hips slapped into my ass, making my cheeks jiggle and I moaned deliriously into the mattress, my tousled hair falling over my face.

Smack, smack, smack was all I heard as he had his way with me. My body was shaking, the bed was shaking. I vaguely had the thought that next time I’d better move the bed further away from the walls because this was definitely going to damage the paint, and there was no way the neighbours weren’t hearing this. They could hear me being fucked like a slut. But I didn’t care. I was his slut. And I loved it. I was the best pussy he’d ever had. Fuck, I came again. “Liiiiaaaaaaammmmm!” I moaned again. “Thank you…” I gasped.

“Good fucking girl.” he bellowed, and I felt his cock swell even harder, even bigger, the skin of his cock pressed so hard against my pussy walls, the friction so intense, the sensation overwhelming as he pistoned relentlessly, sliding in and out, his grunts and my mewls creating an orchestral din. He slid one big hand around my hip and gripped my pelvis, and with the other he grasped my asscheek, holding me in place like he owned my pussy. My left leg started shaking again and just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, Liam roared in that deep bass voice. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Fuck! You incredible fucking woman! You gorgeous slut! You perfect fucking gorgeous sl– aaaaagh!”

I felt his cum spurting deep into my pussy, his cock pulsing and twitching, his powerful hands gripping me painfully as his pelvis slammed into me again and again. God he had so much cum to give and it felt so good I nearly came again.

Finally he stopped pounding me and collapsed on top of me, panting, his huge chest heaving, crushing me underneath him. He sucked in huge lungfuls of air, sweat dripping from his body, his big cock still buried deep in my body.

It felt so good. But, at the same time. “Er, you’re sort of crushing me. Er, sir.”

“Sorry.” he said, and rolled off me.

We kissed. And then with one muscular arm he pulled me onto him and we cuddled for nearly an hour. I played with his chest hair while I rested my head on his shoulder. Little did I know there was so much more in store for me, and things were going to get a lot kinkier…

Please please please leave a review! It was a big choice to write about my personal experiences and I need to know whether it’s worth it. Thanks xxx

OEBPS/image_rsrc10G.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Beginning




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24






