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By
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I tried to play it cool the day after Liam and I slept together. I nearly WhatsApped him “That was the best sex I EVER had” several times, but deleted before sending. I hope he didn’t see the typing notification, but I guess he’d only see that if he was staring at WhatsApp and he’s far too busy for that – between running his network of properties, the dog training, and the women he’s seeing (I’ll come on to that) he’s too busy. But he did send me an ok message the next day: “Really enjoyed last night. You’re special. See you next Wednesday.”

It wasn’t exactly an invitation to start a conversation but at least it was respectful.

When I messaged Nicola about what had happened she replied: “Omg! Drinks tonight? We HAVE to have a debrief!!!”

So once again I found myself in my local pub gossiping about Liam with Nicola over wine.

“That sounds amazing…” said Nicola after I’d given her an edited version of events that skipped past the humiliating bits.

“Mmm, I wonder what happens next though…”

Nicola took a massive swig of wine. “Yeah. I mean what do you think he wants? What do you want?”

“Oh I don’t know, really. I wasn’t looking to get into another relationship anytime soon.”

“Well I’ve got good news for you babe, I don’t think Liam does relationships, from what I hear.”

I felt a little tug of something inside. Sure I wasn’t looking for a relationship, but you kind of want it to be you who decides that, not the hunky stud.

“What have you heard exactly?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“Oh well, just that he sleeps with a lot of women, and, I dunno I guess he has lots of friends with benefits or whatever but he doesn’t seem to get in a proper relationship with any of them. But you’re not looking for that anyway, right?”

“Right.”

“I mean I don’t know, maybe they’re doing some hip modern polyamory thing or something but it doesn’t sound like that. Seems way more casual than that.”

“Hmmm.”

“You don’t sound too thrilled.”

“No, that sounds, you know, cool for anyone who wants that. He gets to sleep with other women and they get to sleep with other men.”

“Well, I think most of them just sleep with him.”

“What?”

“You must have had that before. Where a guy you’re with just does it for you so well that you’re not interested in sleeping with other guys.”

“Yeah I guess.”

“Maybe I should get a dog and have him round?”

I laughed. We got more wine and had a good evening. Nicola always makes me laugh so much (not just saying this because I know you’ll be reading this, babe!). We stayed out late as Nicola’s ex had the kids, and we absolutely abused the jukebox til people got sick of us.

But something about all these other women was bothering me. I didn’t want to be just another meaningless conquest of this guy. I wasn’t looking for a relationship, but I also wasn’t looking to just be used – a nameless slut whose name he forgot six months after he stopped seeing me. Just another easy lay he fucked amongst many. I thought to myself perhaps I wouldn’t sleep with him again. I was on the fence. But fuck, it had been so good. I caught myself replaying the whole scene as I had a shower that night. It got me so horny I had to masturbate in my steamy shower.

We were due to meet the next Wednesday evening to train Luna, and we don’t normally message during the week as up til now our relationship had been strictly professional. But the fact that he didn’t message me at all started to annoy me. It felt a bit dismissive or something. I mean we had just slept together! To be fair, I didn’t message him either, so I guess I’m being a bit hypocritical, but still it didn’t sit right with me.

We met in the park at dusk and I decided to wear warm comfortable clothes rather than anything sexy. His looming, strong presence was as intimidating as ever, but I tried to hide the way he made me feel like a little girl. I was a bit off with him and I think he could tell.

I’ve never been able to take Luna off the leash in the park as she never comes back, but we tried it for the first time that evening as we’d been working up to it. Liam showed me how.

“Sit,” he said to Luna in a stern, deep voice, frowning slightly. She obeyed, looking patiently up at him.

“Good girl.” he said, giving her a treat. “Stay.”

He leant down and carefully unclipped the leash from her collar. She actually stayed sitting, which is a first. Liam quietly backed away from her, giving her a look that said not to disobey. Then he gently grabbed my arm and ushered me away from her. I didn’t like the liberty he took, touching my arm like that. Right now he’s supposed to be my dog trainer, this is a professional relationship, we haven’t even talked about what happened last week. For all he knows – and actually this is the case – we’re never sleeping together again, so why does he think he can touch me like that? But there was something about the respectful strength with which he moved me – his body language, vibe, and physical power. He wasn’t being disrespectful, this was just the natural way he did things. He was a natural leader, a physical alpha.

I moved back from Luna with him, and she stayed sitting. We got a full fifteen metres away from her without her moving. Maybe this doesn’t sound like a big deal but about seven or eight weeks earlier she’d been an absolute nightmare and contributing to my anxiety issues.

“Come,” ordered Liam in his deep, powerful voice. Luna came running.

I should have been pleased by this – honestly, I know this is about me recounting my sexual experiences, but outside of that, going from having a nightmare dog to a well behaved dog has been pretty life-changing for me and I’d recommend that to anyone with a problem hound. But back to the stuff you’re interested in!

Liam walked me home. So clearly he was hoping to get some as prior to our sleeping together he didn’t usually walk me home after our park sessions.

We got to the front door of my terraced redbrick and I turned to look up at him. The street lights cast long shadows on his face.

“Um, I don’t think we should sleep together again.” I said.

He looked at me, quietly towering over me. I was quite close to him and I could feel the heat from his dense, powerful body through his t-shirt. I’d swear the air around him buzzes with a kind of deep bass energy. An aura. Like you want to fall into him. Or kneel before him.

“I see,” he said at last. “Can I ask why?”

“I don’t really want to go into it. I’m just not looking for this at this point in my life.”

He looked at me with his piercing, brooding eyes. “Up to you, Sarah. But I think it might happen again.”

I felt this very weird mix of horniness, anger and fear.

“I think you should go.” I said.

“Okay. I didn’t mean to offend you. I mean that we have natural chemistry. I’ve had to train a lot of other women, but you barely took any training at all.”

“Okay that obviously is really offensive!”

Liam turned to go. “I respect you, Sarah. This thing between us is very natural.”

And with that he left.

After a few days of steaming with fury over this (and masturbating over him twice) I cancelled our next sessions over WhatsApp: “Hi Liam. I’m thinking Luna is at a stage now where she doesn’t need any more training so I won’t be booking any more sessions. Thanks, you’ve been so helpful and I really appreciate all the work you put in”

Liam responded: “Luna needs more training as these behavioural principles are still only just bedding in and it takes a long time to build a solid foundation, especially as she’s already 3. I’m very happy to keep training her, or if that doesn’t work for you, I’d recommend you take her to another trainer or dog school. Good luck with everything. I want to see you again.”

I didn’t reply.

A few evenings later I took Luna to the park. She was being pretty well behaved and not pulling on her leash, so I let her off.

“Heal,” I said, sternly. She looked up at me and I patted her on the head.

We walked on and I kept repeating ‘heal’ every time she got too far away from me. It was basically working, but I hadn’t really thought ahead about what area of the park we were in. There’s like a mini woods at the north end, and when Luna saw a squirrel she lost her mind and bolted.

“Luna! Come back! Luna!” I yelled.

Oh shit. It was getting dark. This was such a fuck up. Shit. I ran into the woods after her, yelling her name. I could hear her scrambling about in the bushes. “Lunaaa!” I shouted. But after a minute she’d completely disappeared.

It was really getting dark now and it began to rain – just a light drizzle. I felt my anxiety rising. Obviously I don’t like being alone at night in a dark park. I used the torch on my keyring (it’s more powerful than my phone) and marched about the wooded area calling for Luna, getting more and more worried as the time passed. When I was a kid my dog ran off and we eventually discovered he’d been hit by a car. But it just wasn’t safe for me to stay in this park much longer – I already felt in danger.

“Lunaaaa!” I cried.

But there was nothing. Just the pitter patter of rain on leaves, and the ambient sound of the nearby motorway.

I wanted to cry, but held it in, as that felt stupid. That fucking dog! She’s nothing but a thorn in my side and yet I can’t help but love her! Fuck! I realised my eyes were welling up despite my best efforts. I made my way out of the wooded area, sweeping my torch around and feeling increasingly paranoid.

It wasn’t quite as dark once I made my way out from underneath the canopy, but the rain was beating down even harder, cold water streaming down my face. Up ahead I saw two people. A jolt of fear travelled down my spine as I saw the size of the man. I wondered if it might be Liam. He was holding an umbrella and standing close to a woman. They got closer, and a springer spaniel came scampering into view.

“Good dog,” I heard that deep, booming voice of Liam’s, and recognised his body language as he ruffled the dog's fur affectionately.

The couple looked up and took me in.

“Oh. Hi Sarah,” said Liam.

“Uh, hi.” I said, hugging myself as I was lashed by the rain..

“Are you ok?”

“Luna’s run off.”

“Shit ok. Um, look, this is Georgie.” Liam indicated the woman with him, she was middle aged, very curvy, and wearing expensive make-up and elegant clothes.

“Hi,” she said, unenthusiastically.

Liam went on. “Our session’s just finished. Why don’t I help you find Luna?”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling a little tearful.

We said goodbye to Georgie, who wished me good luck and seemed to genuinely mean it.

Liam had a massive flashlight on him that seemed to light up half the woods and we stayed close together, huddling under his umbrella.

“LUNAA!” he bellowed in a deep, powerful voice. He sounded like some primordial war god and I nearly winced at the volume.

“LUNA!” he bellowed again, sounding like he was losing patience.

The sky suddenly flashed with light. I looked up. “Was that…”

Deep thunder rumbled across the heavens.

“Oh shit,” I said.

Liam looked down at me. “We shouldn’t be under these trees in a lightning storm.”

“Um… It’s just… we’re near a motorway and Luna doesn’t have any road sense.”

Liam sighed. “There was about six seconds between the lightning and the thunder. Next time, count the gap. If it gets under three we’re leaving, understood?”

“Yes sir,” I blurted out.

Liam didn’t react.

We searched further through the woods, the rain beating down on Liam’s umbrella like a drum roll. After ten minutes of occasional thunder and lightning getting closer each time, Liam turned to me, and I craned my neck to look up at him. Keeping under the same umbrella meant I was about a foot away from him, just below his chest height. The humidity of the rain meant there was steam coming off his body, and I could smell his scent – damp t-shirt, warm skin, a little male body odour, not too strong and kind of pleasant in its way, and I think some kind of sports deodorant that reminded me of being a teenager. I could feel the heat coming from his big chest.

“Sarah,” he said. “I’m calling it. We’ll have to come back tomorrow. She’s chipped right?”

“She is, but…”

“But what?”

“When I was a kid, my dog… He went missing and got hit by a car…”

Liam looked at me for a second. “We’ll keep going until the next clap of thunder, ok?”

“Yes S– Yes.”

“Get under the umbrella properly.”

He pulled me in with his big strong arm, and kept his powerful hand resting on my back as we moved forward.

“LUNA!” he rumbled, his voice not too dissimilar to the thunder. We made our way to the northern edge of the woods.

Then another flash of lightning.

“Right. We’re going.”

“Ok.”

“LUNAAA!” he yelled. And then, silhouetted in the flashlight, a canine figure, bounding towards us.

“Luna!” I yelled. My heart jumped. I don’t know why I love that dog so much. But god I really do. I crouched down and my sodden mutt jumped into my arms. I hugged her tight, getting a waft of that wet dog smell.

“Bad dog!” I said confusedly.

“She won’t understand right now what she’s done, give her positive reinforcement.”

“Yes S– uh, yes. Good dog, Luna, good dog.”

I put the lead on her.

“Come on,” said Liam, taking my hand.

He lead me out of the woods and the storm picked up even more. The wind howled, the rain lashed down and another clap of lightning streaked across the sky.

“Listen, my house is just nearby if you wanna wait til the storm’s over.”

The wind blew his umbrella inside out and he wrestled it back into shape. My own house was more than twenty minutes away.

“Thank you, um yes.”

We made it to his place, which was way more tasteful and old fashioned than I was expecting. It was a big Georgian house that he’d renovated. Given that he’s a single man I was expecting no interior decorating or just that sleek modern minimalist kind of vibe with grey worktops and white walls, but it was actually well-lived in, with some tasteful South American rugs and handmade furniture, terracotta tiles in the kitchen and an aga cooker warming the place.

We stumbled in, dripping wet. I felt guilty for ruining his expensive hallway.

Liam grabbed a dog towel from a radiator and threw it to me. “Here, dry Luna.”

He kicked off his size 14 boots and disappeared up stairs. I squatted down and draped the towel over Luna, giving her a good rub down.

I heard Liam’s heavy footsteps thudding back down the stairs and he reappeared holding a towel, which he draped over me. “Dry yourself off too.”

“Thanks,” I said, still shaken from the last couple of hours.

I stood up and looked at him. He grabbed a corner of the towel – it was thick, soft and expensive – and lifted it to my head. He started gently drying my hair. Firmly and confidently. His whole body was steaming.

With a jokey smile, he patted my face dry in a silly kind of way. I smiled for some reason.

Then he paused for a second, a steel glint in his eye, judging my vibe. He slowly moved the towel to my neck, drying me there. He dried the front of my throat. I stood there, standing to attention, saying nothing. He stopped moving, just kept the towel pressed against my neck. He was breathing quite heavily. I looked at him, wide eyed and unsure, feeling funny.

“You’ll need to get out of these wet clothes,” he said, quietly.

“Yes.”

“Would you like me to take them off?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

Liam slowly and authoritatively started peeling off my soaking clothes, his eyes roaming up and down my body while I stood there looking up at him like a girl waiting for further instructions. Luna suddenly took an interest and jumped up, but Liam ushered her into another room.

Finally Liam had me in my underwear. My chest was heaving, I was breathing heavily, feeling very unsure of myself.

“You’re beautiful,” Liam quietly growled.

He leaned in and kissed me. Full, slow, passionate and powerful, his broad jaw and scratchy stubble pushing hungrily against me. I moaned softly. He kissed me on my neck, then stroked my face.

He took me by the hand. “Come,” he said.

He led me upstairs to his bedroom. It was spacious, had wooden flooring, a hand carved bed, a South American rug, and various small pieces of art from around the world that I later learned he’d bought while touring in the army. Liam led me to the bed and sat me down, standing over me. He stroked my hair, then walked over to a wardrobe. He came back with a box of La Perla lingerie – I kid you not, this shit is fucking expensive.

“I bought this for you,” he said.

“Er, what?”

“I’d like you to wear it.”

“I– when did you buy this?”

“A couple of weeks ago.”

I opened the box and looked at the lingerie. It was really expensive stuff. Deep black, with straps, frills and garters. The audacity of this man. Who the hell did he think he was? Like he was just expecting me to do what he wanted.

“You don’t know my sizes,” I said, angrily.

“Yes I do. While you had a shower after last time, I checked. I knew I wanted to buy you something special.”

“Who the hell do you think you are?!”

Liam just looked at me. “You don’t have to put it on. You can stay the night in my spare room. Or I can walk you home. Or you could become my slut. You’ve got the potential to be the best slut I’ve ever had,” he said in his deep, calm voice. “I need you so deeply. I can feel how perfect we’d be together. You should please me. It will please you more than you can imagine.”

I felt like my worst nightmare had come true. He really did see me as just another slut to fuck. Someone he could objectify and make dress up in expensive lingerie. I’m a bit of a feminist and this was all too much for me. I wasn’t going to be his “slut”, and he shouldn’t use the word that freely.

I stood up. “I’ll sleep in your spare room.”

I couldn’t get to sleep that night. I lay there in the dark in his plush spare room, feeling horny and angry and ashamed. I couldn’t stop thinking of him fucking me. How good it felt last time. How good it would feel this time. My pussy felt hot and alive. I guess I could just go through with it this one time and not tell anyone, right? Never see him again. Just feel his big hot cock in me tonight. I imagined his warm, muscular sweaty body pounding me. Smelling his neck, feeling his large cock forcing its way deep inside of me. I writhed in bed, rubbing my thighs together. It was like I had intrusive thoughts going round and round in my head. Finally I got up and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at my feet, feeling ashamed. Would I really do this? I was going to, wasn’t I? It was ok to give in. No, I could just get back into bed and count sheep. Or I could go home. The rain had stopped. But I wanted him. God my pussy was so hot, like it had a life of its own. Like it needed this. Fuck. I needed it. It would feel amazing. It would last for so long. So hot, and sticky. Waves of orgasms pulsing through my trembling body. No! What was I thinking? Just get back into bed. Just get back into bed. Just get back into bed… Urgh. Fuck. I gulped. I stood up, feeling ashamed, and put on the black lingerie.

I looked in the mirror. I did look good. I’ve always thought of myself as average looking. I mean I am, really, but there was something about the way Liam looked at me, something about the way he talked to me, I could tell that in his eyes I really was the sexiest woman alive. I can tell when men are putting it on, and he wasn’t. The last time we fucked, his cock had been harder than any man I’ve ever been with. I could feel him straining and pulsing with lust. The way his eyes roamed my body, and the way his voice went hoarse and his mouth went dry. It would feel so good to be consumed by him again. Oh but I mustn’t, what the hell was I doing?! He called me a slut! I’d just be another notch on this arrogant man’s bedpost!

I padded across the landing, and quietly opened the door to his room, feeling ashamed, looking at the floor. His bedside light was still on.

“Good girl,” he murmured in his gravelly voice.

I couldn’t bring myself to look up at him, I felt so embarrassed. He had won, completely, and I was humiliating myself. But I wanted it so bad. I felt myself blush, and walked slowly over to him. He swung his legs out of bed and sat on the edge of the mattress. I knelt before him, still not making eye contact, my cheeks feeling hot.

He stroked my hair.

“What do you say?”

My mouth felt dry. It was too humiliating. I stared at the floor.

Liam stroked my hair some more, patiently.

“Come on,” he said – calmly, reassuringly, confidently, in that deep voice of his.

“Please sir,” I croaked, going red. “Can I… Uh… Can I suck your cock?”

“Yes, sweetie.”

I leaned forward and kissed him through his boxers. I could see the shape of his big cock and balls as he swelled with desire. It was like a snake uncoiling. I felt my pussy grow warm.

“Good girl,” he whispered hoarsely, stroking my hair again.

I reached up and grabbed the top of his boxers. I paused. Was I really doing this? It was too late now. Of course I was. I needed him. It would feel so good. So fucking good. Maybe it was ok to be his slut? Why not? The sheer beautiful pleasure.

I slowly pulled down his boxers and his big cock sprung free, bobbing in front of my face, taught, powerful, pulsing with masculine sexual energy. It was thick as well as long, with a bead of precum glistening at the head. I brushed the back of my fingers against the sensitive underside of his cock. The contrast between my cool fingers and his hot cock felt beautiful.

Liam let out a long, low rumble. God he was so hard, like he was going to burst with desire. I experimentally pulled his cock downwards, but could barely get it halfway down, it was that sturdy and full. It sprang back into place, bobbing obscenely.

Liam doesn’t have the vibe of a man who cares too much about his appearance, but he had shaven balls, which I appreciated.

“Please sir, can I lick your balls?” I whispered.

“Such a good slut…” he murmured.

I felt a warm buzzing in my pussy. God I loved to please him. If I admitted it, I was desperate to please him. He’d made me a slut. A desperate fucking slut.

I slowly moved my face to his balls, feeling the heat coming from them, and gently licked. Liam groaned again, running his big powerful hand through my hair. I carefully and lovingly licked at his balls. Just for tonight, I would be his perfect slut. The best slut he’d ever fucked. God I wanted to please him. To please his cock. To make him feel the most orgasmic ecstasy a human could feel. To please him and make him proud of me, to know how desperate for his gorgeous cock I was. And through my natural empathy I got to feel the same pleasure he was experiencing. It felt just as good to make him feel this good. God I loved his cock. I slurped at his balls like a horny slut, moaning to myself with pleasure, stunned at what I had become. My eyes were closed as I focused on my sensual task. I lovingly coated his balls with my saliva, then went over each area again, my moans getting louder, then I planted loving, desperate kisses all over his balls.

“Good girl,” Liam’s deep voice made my pussy buzz. There was a tone of satisfaction in his voice, like I’d proved him right.

He stood up, now completely naked, his hot, weighty body towering over me. I put a hand round one of his dense, slightly hairy legs. It felt like a tree trunk. I still couldn’t bear to make eye contact with him, I felt so ashamed. Instead I closed my eyes and gratefully nuzzled my face against his cock and balls. It felt so good to submit to him. To feel the buzzing sexual pleasure in his pulsing hot dick. I squashed my nose against the base of his dick, felt his balls against my full lips, and the heavy weight of his thick cock pressed against my face and forehead. I nuzzled him more, still with my eyes closed, demure, ashamed and a little afraid. I turned my cheek so I could feel him against that part of my face too, nuzzling him more and kissing at his balls.

“Look at me,” Liam commanded in that deep voice. It sent a pulse through my pussy. I opened my eyes and looked up at him, my eyes wide, worried, a little nervous, in hopeless submission.

“Good girl,” he rumbled, rubbing his big cock across my face. “What a slut you are… What a slut you are. Open your mouth.”

I obeyed, maintaining eye contact, still looking up at him with an expression of grateful awe.

“Stick out your tongue.”

I did so.

He placed the head of his weighty cock against my tongue, and slowly, oh so slowly, pressed it against my tongue and circled it around. His skin felt velvety smooth, pulsing with heat and life. We both moaned with pleasure. It felt so intimate, so natural, for me to be on my knees, my tongue to be pressed against the most sensitive part of his body, in complete submission, staying motionless, making grateful eyes at him. He rubbed his cock against my tongue some more.

“You really are the perfect slut.”

He grabbed my hair together in one massive fist, making a ponytail, and took control of my movements. He slid his big cock into my wet mouth.

Again we both moaned with pleasure – his was deep and bassy, mine was more like a feminine whimper of pleasure. He pressed his cock further into me and I had to suppress my gag reflex (when I was a teenager I did that thing where you practice with a toothbrush and it was paying dividends now!). Eventually I had half his massive cock down my throat. I breathed carefully through my nose, very controlled, making sure not to gag. He just held me there, completely his bitch, for what seemed like almost a minute. It felt good to give myself to him, to let this alpha stud bury his cock down my throat, making me his, using me, holding complete control over him while he experienced exquisite pleasure. God I loved his cock.

He slid out of my throat and began fucking my face, holding my head in his strong hands while I moaned happily. His saliva-coated cock felt so good thrusting through my full, sensual lips and sliding against my tongue. I started playing with my clit and whimpering with desire.

Liam pulled his glistening cock out of my mouth and I caught myself moving after it. He lifted me to my feet then bent me over his lap.

“What are you–” I began, but he pulled down my knickers and a big hand came swinging down and slapped my ass.

“Agh!” it stung, and must have left a red handprint. I writhed on his lap but he held me still.

“This is for disobeying me for the last two weeks.”

He slapped my ass again.

“Argh! Ow! I’m sorry sir, I’m sorry!”

“Good girl. What are you sorry for?”

“For disobeying you sir!”

“You won’t do it again, will you bitch?”

“No, sir.”

“What are you?”

“I’m your bitch sir!”

“You’re a natural slut, aren’t you?”

“Um… yes, for you sir.”

“You just needed the right man to find it in you.”

He spanked me again.

“Ow!”

“Thank me when I spank you.”

“Yes! Thank you sir!”

He spanked me again.

“Thank you!”

And again.

“Thank you sir!”

He moved his other hand underneath me and started playing with my clit, driving his other hand hard down on my ass with a massive SLAP.

“Urgh! Th- Thank yooouuu!”

“Cum for me, bitch.”

SLAP

“Ugh! Thank you! Yes, I’ll try sir!

SLAP

“Don’t try. Do it.”

SLAP

“Thank you! Yes sir! Ugh!”

“You can take as long as you need. Try for as long as you need–

SLAP

“Thank you!”

“--but you will cum for me to show how loyal you are to me, how obedient a slut you are, how desperate you are to please me.”

“Yes sir! I will sir!”

SLAP

“Thank you!”

“Good girl.”

SLAP

“Oaaahhhh– Th– Thank you…”

“Good fucking girl.”

SLAP

“AAAAAGH– TH- THANK YOU!” I gasped, panting and moaning, almost deranged, on the point of exploding. His powerful finger gently massaged my clit.

SLAP

“OHHH! Hnngh! Th… th… you…”

“Come on… Do it…

SLAP

“Argh!”

SLAP

“Ohhhh!!”

SLAP

“AAAGH FUCK! I’M CUMMING SIR! I’M CUMMING. I’M CUMIIIIIIIIIING! OH GOD! OH GOD”

I bucked and writhed on his lap, shuddering and whimpering.

“AAAAAAAAGH! OH…. GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOD. OH THANK YOU SIR, THANK YOU SIR, THANK YOU! I’m your slut sir, I’m your slut!”

“And you always will be?”

“Yes sir, I will sir!”

SLAP

“Thank you sir.”

He lifted me off his lap, my knees too wobbly for me to stand, and helped me onto the bed, where I lay, panting and weak, my whole body tingling. Liam kissed me passionately on the mouth, then lent over to his bedside draw and pulled out a leather leash. He flipped me onto my stomach, tied my wrists together in front of me and tied them to a bedpost.

“Get up on your knees,” he ordered.

I did so, with my elbows on the mattress and my wrists attached to the bedpost. With one hand he gripped my hip, and with the other he positioned his big cock at the entrance to my pussy, slowly rubbing it up and down.

“Mmmmm…” I moaned.

He spanked my ass, then kissed the base of my spine, kissing his way up my back until I felt his dense abs pressed against my lower back and his club-like cock pressed against my ass. He kissed the back and sides of my neck, growling like a tiger.

“Please fuck me, sir. Please,” I begged.

“Good girl,” he said, pulling away from my neck.

He pushed the thick head of his cock past my pussy lips.

“Oh… God…” I squealed, almost in pain. He was so big.

“Ssshhh…” he whispered, stroking my smooth back reassuringly.

He pushed his big cock further inside me. It stretched me. I felt overwhelmingly full – it was painful.

“I don’t know if I can take it, sir,” I moaned.

“It’s okay, sweetie, we’ll take our time.”

We just stayed there like that, his massive cock throbbing inside me, skewering me, owning me. God it felt so good. My pussy was buzzing. I wanted him to fuck me. To fuck me really hard. Needed him to.

“Please sir, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Take my pussy. Even if it hurts, I don’t care. I need you to fuck me.”

“Good slut.”

He slid his cock almost completely out of me, then rammed it back in, deep, so deep, penetrating me, skewering me, taking me.

“Aahhh…” I wailed, caught up in pain and lust.

Liam held tightly onto my hips and pounded me into submission, ramming his magnificent cock into me over and over. The pain subsided after a while and all I could feel was rampant lust – a huge orgasm building in me like a great, warm reservoir. I could feel it building, and building, this huge great thing. I was almost afraid of how big it would be. It seemed overwhelming. My throat constricted, my hands balled into fists, the knuckles going white. I heard a rising whine and realised it was coming from me.

Liam moved his hands to my waist and held me in place, hammering his great meaty cock home harder and harder, deeper and deeper, claiming every inch of my pussy, every inch of me.

“Give yourself to me,” he rasped in that deep voice.

“Yes sir.”

“Who owns your pussy?”

“You do, sir.”

“Give yourself up to me. Your pussy. All of you. Completely and absolutely.”

I mentally gave myself up to him – my pussy, my body, my soul, I felt this loosening inside of me, this feeling of opening up, of releasing tension, of giving myself over to this incredible alpha, this supreme sex god who deserved to have me and fuck me as deeply as he wanted. This insatiable desire to let him completely have and ravage me like a wanton slut. And I came. So. Fucking. Hard.

“Huuuuuuuuuuurrgggh!” I screamed, like an animal, hurting my voice. A primal orgasm from the depths of a million years of evolution. “Urrrrrrrrrrrrrrghh! OH MY GOD! OH JESUS CHRIST! OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD. Fuuuuuuuuuuck! Thank yoooouuuuu! Sir ! Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

My back muscles spasmed, arching my back so hard it was painful as he continued to pound me.

“I’m going to cum,” he barked, pistoning into me like a blur. “You gorgeous fucking slut! Take my cum! Take it!”

“Yes sir, give it to me sir!”

“Oh, JESUS,” he roared, pounding into me. Sweat dripping from his body and onto me. “Fuuuuuck.”

I felt his hot cum exploding into me, deep in my pussy. He kept cumming and cumming, kept pounding into me and roaring. It felt like he was cumming in me for a full minute, utterly overcome with sexual ecstasy. He finally slowed, and stopped.

“Fuck!” he growled, and smashed a fist into the mattress. “Jesus Christ. You’re the perfect fucking slut. You incredible fucking thing.”

I caught my breath as he kissed his way up my back. He moved onto kissing my neck, and then my cheek, hungrily and passionately.

“My wrists are hurting, sir.”

He quickly undid them, and massaged and kissed them. Then he kissed me, hot and deep, before pulling back. He stroked my face, and then my hair. Kissed me on the nose.

“Fuck,” he barked again, almost aggressively. “My god…”

He slumped back on the bed and pulled me in close. “Good girl,” he whispered, and kissed me on the cheek.

I lay there, panting, my left leg still trembling a bit from the massive orgasm he’d given me. I felt light headed, and like my eyes had been opened to something. I lay my hand on his meaty, heaving chest. We feel asleep like that.

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
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