













LEASH

Book 3

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


I’d felt confused and conflicted since the last time I slept with Liam. On the one hand it had been the most carnal, intense and ecstatic sex I’d ever had. I mean that doesn’t quite do it justice – it felt different from what I’d come to think of as “sex”, like what I’d experienced was a different category. Those seismic orgasms were more like a kind of magic or form of sexual enlightenment or something. I don’t know, it’s hard to explain – it’s kind of like I both become an animal and reach some kind of transcendental, ferocious sexual enlightenment in the same moment. It was brutal magic.

But despite that I wasn’t sure this was a path I should go down. Where would it lead? Just how dark was this guy’s psychology? He didn’t seem to do normal relationships. Would he want to do extreme bondage? Would I find myself addicted to a psychologically dark man who messed up my life and made me do depraved things? Made me be his slut on beck and call with no hope of a relationship? At some point I should start looking for a nice, regular boyfriend. Someone to share memes with.

Anyway, I realised that the next time we were due to meet for training Luna I would be on my period. I have quite heavy periods and get a bit self-conscious about it in the bedroom – I didn’t know how Liam would react, some men get so funny about this kind of thing. I would later find out that he doesn’t care at all, but anyway, this time I cancelled on him with some lame excuse. He didn’t reply.

At the end of that week I had a work drinks thing I had to go to. You’ll remember I’m a teacher at a secondary school in Essex (and if I ever get identified I am so fucked!). There’s only a handful of cool places to go in the town where I live and we went to the one that’s like a bohemian bar and lounge that doubles as a nightclub on Friday and Saturday evenings. I mean it’s not really bohemian, it’s kind of fake, but you get the vibe. We went there on a Thursday evening and got pretty drunk. If you know any teachers you’ll know we can really drink – but the Assistant Head was there so we couldn’t get too wild.

We were sitting at a big round table, and I was sandwiched in the corner, stuck between Aisha, who I love and is one of my best friends at the school, and Nigel, who teaches history and has always had a crush on me. I hate Nigel. He’s just awful. He’s one of those guys who’s obsessed with military history, I mean obsessed, and he thinks he’s smarter than everybody else, especially women, because they don’t know as much about his niche hobby. Also his dress sense is just terrible – he dresses like a dad from a 90s sitcom – and worst of all, he won’t stop hitting on me, no matter how clear I make it to him that I’m not interested in him. I’ve been teaching at this school for five years and he’s never stopped trying to flirt with me, even during the brief period he had a girlfriend. Oh and he interrupts me all the time. God I hate him so much.

I was trying to have a good gossip with Aisha about the falling out between the head of year for chemistry and the lab technician, but Nigel kept interrupting. Overall it was an average night. And that’s when Liam walked in.

I saw him strolling in and my heart sank. This was bad. I really didn’t want him colliding with my professional life. Jesus. The way he was with me, the sordid stuff we’d done together, the reputation he had – it just seemed like a terrible idea to mix that with my nosy and prudish colleagues. Even Aisha, who I love, is super conservative about sex. And our Assistant Head was here! Also, I wasn’t really sure where I stood with Liam. Should our thing be a secret? Was he pissed that I cancelled on him? Did I even want to continue seeing him?

Liam gazed around the bar, and our eyes locked. I looked away, pretending he wasn’t there, hoping he’d get the message. I wondered if I’d offended him. Nigel was droning on about  taxation, and worst of all he had his arm up on the back of the cushioned bench we were sitting on, almost like he had an arm around me. I ignored Nigel and got out my phone, messaging Liam: “I’m at a work thing, sorry!”

I looked up. Liam was leaning on the bar, chatting with a couple of men and two beautiful women, towering over them. It seemed like they knew each other. His phone must have buzzed because he looked down, and read the message. He looked up at me. I couldn’t read his expression.

“Penny for your thoughts?” said Nigel.

I realised I’d completely tuned him out.

“Oh, er, just thinking about the decor here.”

“It’s stupid isn’t it? Half the stuff is from the Belle Epoch, but then all the artwork is from the 1920s, and that chandelier is clearly English.”

“Right,” I sighed.

Nigel ranted on until Aisha and I managed to steer the conversation onto something interesting. I looked up and saw Liam had moved. He was about fifteen metres away, lounging on a leather sofa by himself, his long arms resting across the top, his big legs spread. He was gazing thoughtfully at me. I checked my phone: “Don’t ignore me like that. Come sit with me.”

I messaged back: “Ok, will do!”

“Now.”

“I’m trapped!”

“Come over now, or I will not fuck you again.”

Fuck. Is this guy a psycho? Who sends messages like that? I looked up at him. He was staring right at me, brooding.

“Excuse me, guys,” I said to Aisha and Nigel. I got up, and awkwardly had to shuffle past and step over five of my colleagues, two of whom had to stand up. I felt a bit awkward and embarrassed. In case my colleagues were watching me, instead of going straight to Liam I pretended to go to the bar for a minute. I could feel Liam’s eyes burning a hole in the back of my neck. After grabbing a drink I went over to him.

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t really know… like where we stand… Is our thing a secret? You’ve got such a reputation round here. These are my work colleagues and–”

“Sit on my lap.”

“Sorry?”

“Sit on my lap, and show you belong to me.”

I glanced round at my colleagues. They didn’t seem to be paying attention.

“Um, I don’t… really want to.”

“Sit,” he commanded.

I sat on his lap.

“Please, can I get off? My colleagues are really nosy and conservative and the Assistant Head is here.”

Liam stroked my hair, then moved his big hand down to the side of my neck. It felt good, but I was filled with anxiety.

“Please?”

“Sit next to me then.”

With relief, I got off his lap and sat next to him. My colleagues didn’t seem to have noticed.

“You’re in trouble, sweetie,” said Liam in a calm, deep voice.

“Um, sorry, I just got confused.”

“You don’t ignore me like that, understood?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

I looked around. Surely he didn’t want me to call him ‘Sir’ in public? That was for the bedroom, right? Just roleplay.

Liam looked at me. “Say it.”

I hesitated.

“Say it, or I won’t take you again.”

As quietly as I could, feeling very small, I said: “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

We were pretty far from anyone else. I don’t think anyone could have heard. I checked my colleagues. Nigel was looking at us. Shit.

“Um, I’m really sorry sir. Can this just be a regular night? Please? I should get back to my colleagues. I could come see you at the end of the night?”

“This could have been a regular night, but now you’ve got me questioning just how serious you are about our connection. There’s a lot of sluts who want my time. I’m busy. I only have time for a few.”

I started feeling so jealous. Afraid he would just disappear from my life.

“I am serious!” I blurted out.

“How serious?”

“Um, really…”

“I think you need to prove it tonight. Come upstairs with me.”

“What?”

“There’s a private function room we can use.”

My heart started pounding in my chest. This was crazy.

“But, my colleagues,” I said in alarm.

“I don’t care about your colleagues.”

I felt panic rising in my chest. “We might get caught! Someone might be using the function room.”

“I co-own this place. No one will disturb us.”

I saw Aisha glance over in my direction and whisper something to our colleague Elaine.

“Um… I…” fuck, I was going to have a panic attack.

Liam stood up, towering over me. “Come with me now, or we’re finished.”

He held a hand out to me.

“Um, please please please can I go after you? Please sir? I’ll come in two minutes.”

Liam looked at me. He relented. “Okay,” he said.

He slowly walked away, and went through the doorway that led up the stairs to the private function room. I breathed out heavily, my mouth dry, my hands shaking a little. My heart was beating in my chest like it wanted to get out. Was I really going to do this? My pussy felt hot and wet. I found myself standing, on autopilot. I refused to look over at my colleagues in case any were watching and we made eye contact. I marched over to the toilets in case I was being watched. I went inside, counted to sixty, then made my way out and across to the stairs.

They were dark wooden stairs, quite narrow and each one creaked ominously. I felt pressure building in my head with each creak, as I got closer and closer. I walked along the corridor to the door to the function room. The top half had a window of frosted grey glass in it. It was basically opaque. I pushed it open with a creak.

The function room was luxurious, with dark wooden walls and floor, a long antique table for sixteen, plush rugs, a fireplace, two chandeliers, and a minibar. Leaning against the table, his arms folded, was Liam. His forearms looked huge with his arms crossed.

I closed the door behind me.

“Come here,” Liam ordered.

I obeyed. I stood there, looking uncertainty up at him.

“Um, I’m really sorry–” I began.

The door opened. “Er you’re not supposed to be in here–” said a young South Asian man wearing all black.

“It’s me, Ali,” said Liam calmly.

“Oh, sorry.”

“I don’t want to be disturbed. Make that clear to everyone, okay?”

“Yes. Er, sorry.”

Ali glanced at me and went out, shutting the door behind him. Liam strode over and locked the door. Then he walked over to me, put his hands under my armpits and lifted me up. He sat me on the antique table, and kissed me passionately. He felt so hot and warm and sexy but I pulled away.

“Um, what exactly are you planning? If I’m away a long time my colleagues will talk.”

Liam ignored me and kissed the side of my neck. He undid my blouse (I was still in my teacher clothes) and yanked down my bra, exposing my breasts. I gasped. The bra, now tight and uncomfortable around my rib cage, pushed my breasts upwards, my hardening nipples tilting towards Liam. He leant down and sucked on them. I moaned softly and stroked the back of his head.

Then my rationality came back. “It’s just I really can’t–”

Liam scooped me off the table, a stern look on his face, one arm underneath my legs like a newlywed. He placed me down on the rug and rolled me over.

“Sir–” I began but he spanked me, hard.

His two powerful hands flipped the hem of my skirt up over my back. He held my head down against the rug with one big hand and spanked me hard with the other. I moaned, my pussy feeling so hot.

Then Liam tenderly brushed the back of his fingers against the outline of my vulva, through my knickers. He moaned to himself in that deep, low voice of his. I arched my back, acquiescing to him.

“I will have you for as long as I want. Do you understand, bitch?”

I gulped. “Yes sir.”

He spanked me again. Really hard.

“Ow!! Thank you sir.”

“Good girl.”

SLAP

“Aagh! Thank you!”

“Apologise after each slap.”

“Yes s–”

SLAP

“Aargh! Sorry sir!”

SLAP

“Sorry sir! Thank you s–”

SLAP

“Sorry sir! I’m so sorry! Thank you for punishing me!”

I writhed around, my head still jammed against the rug, horny out of my mind.

“That’s a good slut. You know your place, don’t you?”

“Yes sir! I do sir!”

“It’s natural isn’t it? How it should be?”

“Oh yes sir! Yes!”

“Good girl.”

Liam leant down and kissed my asscheek. He places kisses all over my ass, savouring me, groaning to himself in a deep, low rumble.

Then he kissed my vulva through my knickers.

“Ohh!!” I squealed.

He kissed my pussy passionately through the cotton, hungrily and sloppily, like he was kissing my mouth.

“Mmm…” he murmured.

Fuck I felt so wet. My pussy was on fire.

Liam pulled my knickers aside and kissed my exposed pussy lips.

“OHH!!” I yelled before covering my mouth, trying to stifle my moans. I didn’t want anyone else to hear. There were staff on this floor and these floorboards didn’t seem very soundproof. I didn’t want the customers – let alone my colleagues – hearing anything. Liam lapped at my pussy, one big hand gripping me around the hip, holding me in place. His other hand squeezed and kneaded my other asscheek. I writhed around, gasping and sighing – Liam’s wet tongue and my own juices making me so wet. I was dripping for him.

Liam got to his knees and flipped me over, looking down at me. He brushed the back of his hand against my knickers again where my pussy lips would be.

“Ohh, sir…”

Then, with both hands, he grabbed my knickers, and… tore them apart. A great ripping sound hit my ears as they tore, and I yelped, startled and wide eyed. Liam bent down and plunged his tongue deep into my pussy.

“Oh God…” I cried.

“Good girl,” he murmured, lapping hungrily at me. “Give your pussy to me.”

“It’s yours sir! It’s yours!”

“That’s right.” he slurped and licked, enjoying himself, gripping my hip possessively with one hand.

He found my clit and swirled his tongue against it while I whimpered and bucked. Then he licked two big fingers and slid them into me, pressing them firmly against the upper roof of my soft pussy.

“Oh, sir!” I moaned deliriously, trying to catch my breath.

He thrust his powerful fingers in and out of me, rubbing the upper lining of my pussy, lapping gently but firmly at my clit.

“Oh god!” I panted.

“That’s it..” he murmured encouragingly. “Good girl… You’re going to cum for me, do you understand?”

“Yes sir! I will sir!”

“And when you cum, you’re cumming for me. Understood?”

“Yes sir!”

“In your mind, when you cum, that orgasm is for me. An offering, a tribute, a thank you.”

“Yes sir! Yes sir!”

I felt like I was going to pass out, my cheeks flushing red. I closed my eyes tightly shut, my neck straining, my jaw clenched, my orgasm building as he ferociously lapped at my clit and stimulated my pussy. It was overwhelming.

“Oh God, I– Oh!-- Here it–”

In my mind I offered up this exquisite feeling, it was for him, a thank you to this superior alpha for fucking m–

“AAAAAAAAGH! I’m cumming sir, I’m cumming! Thank you sir! Thank yoooouuuu. Oh… GOD!!!”

He ate me out some more as I writhed and moaned and squirmed. I had to lift his face from me as I was getting too sensitive.

“Oh… thank you sir,” I panted.

Liam grabbed me by the hair and pulled me to my knees as he stood up. He pulled out his massive throbbing cock from his dark jeans. It jutted out like a masculine club.

“Open up,” he ordered.

I grunted with lust, and opened my mouth, wide and drooling and slutty.

“Such a pretty fucking slut,” he murmured, and shoved hs cock into my mouth.

“Mmmmm…” I moaned as he started thrusting. I could feel his power. His lust. His rightful control.

His wet cock slid in and out of me, and I stuck my tongue out of my stretched mouth, making sure I tongued the underside of him whenever part of his cock was out of my mouth. I played with myself and growled with lust like a hungry animal. A complete slut.

There was a knocking at the door.

“Er, hello? Is there someone in there?” said Nigel’s voice.

Liam held me in place, his big cock buried down my throat, saliva dribbling down my chin.

Nigel tried the door, but it was locked.

“Hello? I’m looking for my friend.”

“She’s not in here,” said Liam in a voice like granite. His hands held my head in place, his cock pulsing in my throat. I was trapped gazing up at him.

“I think I saw her come up here.”

Liam started slowly but forcefully fucking my face.

“This is a private meeting. I don’t know who you’re looking for but they’re not here, and if I have to come out and beat that idea into you, you won’t remember the rest of the evening.”

I could hear Nigel pause outside while Liam’s thick, hot sticky cock drove in and out of my wet mouth as I gazed gratefully up at him. I grunted each time he bottomed out in my throat and I loved the sticky, slippery sound we made as he slowly made love to my mouth like it was a pussy. I looked up at Liam in wide eyed submission and utter arousal. I was his good slut. Hopefully his favourite slut. I would do anything to please the magnificent man and his incredible cock.

I heard Nigel’s footsteps disappearing back down the corridor. Liam pulled his cock out of my mouth and rubbed it against my face, smearing my saliva over me. I placed dainty little kisses all over him.

Liam knelt down and pushed me onto my back, clambering on to me like I was nothing. I felt his heavy weight on top of me, my face mashed into his big chest. He grabbed my hair with one hand, his head far above mine, not even looking at me, and forced his big cock into the pussy he now owned.

“Ohhhhh…” I murmured, my voice trembling.

He started stroking powerfully in and out of me, and I could feel my pussy giving itself up to him of its own accord – submitting and opening up to him. This really was his pussy now and I loved the feeling of his hot pulsing cock stretching my pussy walls, sliding back and forth with so much tension and friction. God he was such a stud.

He picked up the pace, my face still mashed against his great heaving chest. Faster and faster he pummeled into me and I started moaning uncontrollably, warbling like a deranged slut as he jostled me. He must have pounded me like that for a good ten minutes, his dick sawing in and out of my delicate pussy, and I came twice more. Then he rolled me onto my side, moved my upper leg up so the knee was bent and prevented me from rolling onto my stomach, and knelt over me, one of his knees between my two legs, the other knee outside of my lower leg. He thrust his big cock back into my pussy while pulling my hair.

“Ow!! Yes!” I said, relishing the pleasure and the pain. “Fuck me sir! Make me your bitch!”

“Such a natural fucking slut…” he murmured. And he was right. This was natural. This felt so right. So good. For him I was a total fucking slut. A wet, wild fucking slut, and I loved it.

He reached for me with his long muscular arm and placed a big hand around my throat. He started gently choking me and I looked at him alarmed. He relented.

“Are you not ready for that, yet?” his low voice buzzed in my ears.

“Um, no sir.”

“Eventually you’ll crave my complete and utter domination of you.”

“Yes sir.”

“But not yet. This is still new to you, my slut.”

He leant over and kissed my ear.

Then he rolled me onto my stomach, his cock still in me, and closed my legs together, his powerful legs on the outside of both of mine. He lay his heavy weight on top of me, and with one hand he grabbed my hair, then he slowly drove his huge cock even deeper into me than I thought possible.

“Oh… God!”

“You’re my bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes sir!”

“I own every inch of this pussy.”

“Yes sir! You do! It’s your pussy! I can feel you claiming it! Urgh! Making it yours! Thank you sir!”

He stretched me even further. It was almost painful. I felt like I would pass out. How big was this man? How deep inside me could he go?”

I felt another orgasm building, my pussy spasming and clutching at his cock. This sent him over the edge and he lost control.

“OH, JESUS!” he bellowed like a great bear, and rapidly drew his cock almost out of me before slamming the whole thing back into me with such speed and ferocity that I heard all the floorboards creaking. He pounded me and pounded me like a berserk animal. Like a piston, a blur of power and lust.

“OH GOD”! I cried, shrieking at the top of my lungs. “YES! YES! FUCK ME SIR! GIVE ME YOUR CUM! I NEED YOUR CUM SIR! OH GOD, YES! OH GOOOOOOOD!!!”

I came so hard I saw stars, drooling and panting and rasping as spurted rope after rope of cum into me, hammering my pussy as it buzzed with orgasmic pleasure. I lost track of where I was and started babbling and moaning incoherently: “Never stop fucking me sir! Never! Please! I love your cock! Thank you sir, thank you sir, thank yooooouuuu…”

We finally fell silent, his huge weighty body pinning me to the floor. I slowly got my breath back.

“Thank you sir.”

It slowly dawned on me that surely my colleagues must have heard. Shit. And all the other customers. And staff. Right? I guess there was a 0.01% chance they hadn’t heard me. There was some music on when I went back down after cleaning myself up, so maybe that drowned me out? But there was also definitely a weird vibe. To this day I’ve never had the guts to ask Aisha if she heard anything, and she’s never brought it up…

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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