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You’ll remember I mentioned my ex-boyfriend Steven, who I broke up with several months before I met Liam. The final straw was Luna – and the fact that Steven insisted we get a dog and had promised he’d train her and look after her, then within a month stopped putting in enough effort, claiming he was too busy working on his new writing project (he’d started writing album reviews in his spare time – he’s a music snob – and hoped to “turn it into something”). So I chipped in where I could, but honestly these days teachers have to do so much lesson planning, plus marking, plus I’m a head of year so there’s all the admin and management involved in that. It was exhausting and frustrating, and Luna’s bad behaviour made our house a stressful environment, plus we had disrupted nights, and our arguments got bigger and bigger, and eventually three years of issues came to a head. And look, I’m not perfect, I know I get anxious too easily, I can be needy sometimes and need reassurance when perhaps I shouldn’t, and I’m set in my ways. And maybe my standards for tidiness are a little on the high side, I don’t know. But Steven, I swear, he would never help out around the house – I did almost all the cleaning, most of the cooking, and most of the shopping. When I’d remind Steven of this he’d apologise and say he just “forgot”, but his behaviour never changed. Occasionally he’d hoover, badly, but that was it for the most part, and if I complained too much he’d say I was bringing negativity into the relationship, and that this kind of stuff didn’t really matter and that I was hurting his feelings.

He was also a thoughtless lover. He never asked me what I liked (to be fair, I guess I should have proactively told him, maybe that would have helped), wasn’t very sensual and not that into foreplay, would fuck me pretty roughly and cum really quickly. And the other thing that really annoyed me about him is he would always quit things and give up really easily. He quit three jobs while we were together because he felt his talent wasn’t being recognised (I had to cover the rent during the gaps in his employment), he took up guitar for all of four months, and his album reviews thing didn’t last either. And to top it all, when we broke up he left me with that fucking dog! He moved back to his hometown about thirty miles away and then went travelling to Asia and South America for five months.

But I’m being one-sided about him. He also had great values, could be really witty and ironic, and before we were dating, when we were just friends, he supported me through some really tough mental health issues – that’s kind of how we got together and I’ll always feel I owe him for that.

Anyway, he came back.

I was drinking wine and watching Netflix on my sofa after having finished marking a load of homework, when my phone buzzed, and I saw a WhatsApp notification from Steven, beginning: “Hey Sarah, long time no–”

I felt a knot of tension constrict in my chest. Urgh. That fucking guy. I thought there was nothing left to say. I’d really loved him at one time. He’d been so kind to me before we started dating, and he was quite handsome in a cheekboney, weasley sort of way. And I’d used to think he was so cool for knowing so much about music and graphic novels and literature. Hearing from him again was painful.

I decided not to read the message for now, and continued watching Married at First Sight – one of my many guilty pleasures. I really tried to put him out of my mind, and got a bit too drunk that evening.

By the morning I’d got a few random messages from friends and groups I’m in which hid the notification from Steven, and what with the morning routine and getting to work I actually forgot about the message until lunch time. Browsing on my phone over a sandwich I noticed it again and my heart sank. Blurgh. I would have to deal with it soon.

That evening, sitting on my sofa again and feeling a bit sick at the prospect of stirring up all these painful emotions again, I read the full message:

“Hey Sarah, long time no speak. I’m back from my travels! I’m in Brentwood this week as my aunt is very sick, and I wondered if you wanted to grab a cup of coffee? I think we both need some closure and I’d like to apologise to you.”

He’d also sent a bunch of photos from his travels. He must have eaten up his savings but it looked fun – Thailand, Cambodia, Bali, Peru, Chille. He’d got a deep tan during the process and his stubble suited him. And to think, while he was having all this fun I’d been looking after the dog he didn’t want. What a dick.

But he’d also been a rock for me in my early twenties. I’d been very depressed and had an eating disorder. He’d been one of my most reliable friends and was always there for me. That friendship might even have saved my life, I don’t know. Some men… it seems like they treat you better when they’re your friend than when they’re your partner. It’s fucked up. Heartbreaking, really.

I sighed. I supposed the responsible, adult thing to do was to meet him, let him apologise, get our closure, and move on. Perhaps I owed him that.

We met at a nice cafe that Saturday. I walked in and saw him lounging at a table for two. He has dark hair and was wearing an olive green Uniqlo shirt. He saw me and enthusiastically got up to greet me. It felt weird seeing him again – we’d seen each other every day for three years and then not at all for five months. It felt painful and nostalgic and I had this wistful longing for what might have been. He looked good – the tan, the stubble, he’d lost a bit of weight. And his body language was different. Freer, easier.

“Hey peanut,” he said, using our pet name for each other.

“You probably shouldn’t call me that anymore,” I said, sadly.

“Right. Yeah.”

He smiled awkwardly and sat back down. “Um, do you want food or anything or shall we just get drinks?”

“Just drinks,” I said.

We sort of avoided talking until we ordered – I got a coffee and he got a green tea.

Steven looked at me awkwardly. “So, er, how’ve you been?”

“Oh, really good.”

You have to say that when an ex asks you how’ve you been. Was it a lie? I wasn’t sure. I’d felt very lonely and angry for the first few months. And looking after Luna had been an absolute nightmare. She’d damaged the house, she’d ruined my sleep, she’d pissed off the neighbors. But things were better now. I did love that dog. And she was a lot better since Liam started training her. Liam… who was giving me the best sex of my life. But in a way that humiliated me. I was starting to feel a sort of slavish addiction to the intense and extended high I experienced when he fucked me senseless. But I wasn’t sure I wanted to be at the beck and call of this dark man. Although it was amazing. He was a unique man. In many ways I was very lucky…

“Oh yeah?” said Steven. “I’m glad to hear it.”

“Thank you. How were your travels?”

“Oh, brilliant! You know, it broadens the mind.”

“Yeah.”

“I think everyone should do it.”

“Some of us have responsibilities.”

“Ah, ok. Um… I see what you’re getting at…”

“Yeah.”

“I wanted to apologise…”

“Okay.”

“You know, for… Er, I wasn’t the perfect boyfriend.”

“No.”

“And, er, you know, I’ve been able to get some perspective while travelling and being away from you so long. I should have prioritised you more. You were the most important thing to me. You still are, really. And I should have shown you that through my actions.”

“Okay, um… Thank you.”

“You know I… I could have helped out round the house more. I am a feminist, after all.”

“Yeah.”

“And um, I’m sorry I took on too much with the music writing thing while we were training Luna.”

“Yeah?”

“I still don’t agree with you that I was doing nothing – I feel I was still doing a lot to train Luna, just not as much as I said I would.”

“Okay. I don’t know. We might have to agree to disagree there.”

“And, look, I was so distressed and traumatised by our break up and everything that had gone wrong, I just had to get away. I just needed to escape. And I realise now it was a shitty thing to do to leave you with Luna.”

“Well…” I let out a long, tired breath. “I’m glad you can admit that.”

“If you like… Er… I could take Luna back? She could come live with me, so you don’t have that burden anymore?”

I paused. “Um… Uh… She’s much better behaved now.”

“Really?!”

“Yeah, I paid for a dog trainer.”

“Right.”

“And it’s really working. I mean she’s still not great but she’s getting so much better.”

“That’s amazing!”

“And I’ve bonded with her a lot these last five months. So um, thank you for the offer, I’ll think about it a bit more, but I think I want to keep her.”

“Okay. Well. That’s good.”

We looked at each other.

Steven looked down at his tea. “You know… spending all that time apart… Made me realise how lucky I’d been to have you… Er… I wondered, er…” He let out a deep breath. “Uh, I wondered… If I… Completely changed…”

I knew what was coming. I felt tears welling up in my eyes.

Steven reached across the table and held my hand. A part of me was repulsed, but another part of me remembered all the good times we’d had. All the laughter, going to gigs, getting drunk on the sofa, how supportive he’d been during my mental health problems. But it couldn’t be made to work, could it?

At this point, Liam entered the cafe. He didn’t notice me at first but he must have sensed me staring at him, and suddenly our eyes met. I’d subtly removed my hand from Steven’s, but I’d imagine Liam could sense the vibe. He walked over.

“Hi,” he said, in that deep, rough voice.

“Hi Liam,” I smiled awkwardly. “Er, Steven, this is the man who trained Luna to behave.”

“Oh. Uh, cool. Thank you,” said Steven, craning his neck to look up at him.

“And who are you?” rumbled Liam.

“Oh, er, Sarah’s ex.”

“The guy who just left her with the dog?”

“Er… yeah…”

“Sarah, can I have a word?”

“Um, sure, I can speak to you later.”

Liam looked at me.

I turned to Steven. “I’ll just be a few minutes.”

Steven looked startled, but before he could say anything I was up out of my chair and following Liam through the corridor to the courtyard out back. Once we were outside, Liam grabbed a chair and wedged it against the handle of the door.

“So we won’t be disturbed…”

“What did you, er, want to talk about?” I said, nervously.

“That guy was making a move on you.”

“Well… I mean, it’s not like you and me are in a relationship…”

“I’m not your boyfriend. We have something though.”

I felt my heart flutter. This superior sex god, this leader of men, saw something in me.

“But regardless,” he went on. “You can do what you like, it’s your life. But you should know that I won’t like it. And more importantly, he’s bad for you.”

“Well you… You don’t really know that…”

“You’ve told me enough about how he treated you…”

“People can change.”

Liam sighed, and stroked my hair. “I don’t want him to hurt you.”

“That’s rich.”

He frowned. “What do you mean by that?”

“I mean you… You know…”

“Spank you? Give you the best orgasms of your life? You think I want to hurt you? Sarah, what we have is natural and beautiful. I take charge of you because it’s the right thing to do. I know how incredible I make you feel. It’s my gift to you. That man…” he indicated back at the cafe. “Is selfish and weak. You deserve more.”

He cupped my face in one big hand, and leant down and kissed me. His mouth was warm, his kiss deep and full. He inhaled deeply, breathing me in. I leant against him and he pulled me in ever tighter and our tongues intertwined. His hands roamed about my body and I realised I was getting horny.

I pulled away. “I should go back inside.”

“I’m not stopping you.” said Liam in that deep calm voice. He kissed the side of my neck, passionately. Then the front of my throat. I moaned a little. He moved to my collar bone.

“You beautiful fucking thing…” he mumbled.

I put my hand round the back of his head and stroked his hair.

He put his hand down my skirt and cupped my pussy through my knickers.

“Liam…” I said, feeling uneasy.

He started to massage my pussy with his palm. Firm, gentle and warm.

“Mmm…” I moaned.

Liam kissed my ear, his tongue hot, his breathing deep.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

He kissed me passionately on the lips, rumbling with desire for me. He put two fingers down my knickers.

“Oh I…” I began, and then gasped when he found my clit.

“Will you be a good girl for me?”

“Yes sir,” I whispered.

He gently moved his middle finger in circles on my clit. Expertly, gently, but in complete control.

“Oh…” I moaned.

“Very good,” he said in an authoritative, approving tone. Like a master praising a young apprentice.

His finger was now wet with my juices and he increased the pressure, circling harder.

“Ugh…” I breathed.

“That’s it…” again like a master encouraging his naive young apprentice.

“Ohh…”

Liam slowly pushed me against a wall, building the pressure, holding me in place, sticking his tongue down my throat and speeding up his playing with my clit. He moaned with a deep, low, hungry pleasure. He’d move his finger from side-to-side, then up-and-down, then circles again, responding to the rise and fall in my breathing and moaning, playing me like an instrument.

I whimpered softly, feeling the first hot trickle of an orgasm building.

“Good girl…” mumbled Liam.

He kissed the nape of my neck, wet and warm and fierce. “You gorgeous fucking slut… You special fucking thing…”

“Thank you sir,” I moaned, my voice stiff and high pitched, losing control of my body. A part of me, at the back of my mind, was telling me this was a bad idea. In a public place, with just a wedged chair maintaining our privacy. But my desire overwhelmed me. My mind was flooded with pleasure and compliance and submission. I ground my pussy against his hand, growling like a bitch in heat.

“Very good,” he said. “Now cum for me.”

“Yes sir.”

He leaned in and whispered in my ear, in a gravelly voice. “You’re my favourite slut, of anyone I’ve ever had.”

It turned me on so much to know I was the object of his extreme desire. I felt his hard cock pressing into me through his jeans. God he was so hard. He was loving this. For a moment I felt like the centre of the sexual universe, with the vast desire, the infinite heat, of this alpha sex god’s lust turned solely on me. I was his favourite. The best slut he’d ever had. Fuck. I came so hard, shaking and shivering and whimpering and burying my face in his shoulder to try to stifle myself. God that was incredible. He stopped playing with my clit, but kept his hand in my knickers, cupping my pussy possessively. He kissed me on the mouth again, then the neck.

Eventually I got my breath back. “I should… Really go back inside. Er, please. Sir.”

Liam kissed me on the cheek. “Of course.”

When I got back in, Steven had gone.

That evening I got a message from my mother. She lives a few towns away and I’ve never had the easiest relationship with her. We love each other, but… She’s pushy and bossy, she always thinks she knows best, and she criticises me a lot. She undervalues me, and I think that’s what contributed to my mental health issues…

The other thing you should know is that her best friend, Alice, is Steven’s mother. And my mum was delighted when Steven and I got together, and devastated when we broke up. She blamed me for the break up and told me I was being “too picky”. Anyway, here’s what she messaged me:

“Hi darling. I hear Steven’s back in town!”

I rolled my eyes and replied: “Yes he is. It’s a bit painful.”

“I still think you two could repair things”

I sighed, and left her on read. Time for more wine and Netflix!

My godmother and her husband were hosting a big party in the grounds of their house that Friday to celebrate their 50th wedding anniversary. Their house is huge, almost a mansion really, situated just outside of town in the actual countryside. I think the grounds must be about ten acres and they own some of the surrounding woods. There was a big guestlist and I knew Alice and her husband would be attending. With Steven back in town, would he be going? Probably. He’d asked to meet up again and I’d offered some excuse about being all booked up. I hadn’t liked the way he’d lured me into meeting up with the promise of an apology and then turned the conversation into an attempt to get me back. But still, I did miss him. I considered skipping the wedding anniversary to make sure I avoided him, but come on, I’m a grown woman in her twenties, and my godmother’s been very good to me over the years and had been a friend of my grandmother. I had to go.

It was a beautiful evening when I arrived. The sun was beginning to set, there were flaming torches placed artfully around the gardens, a buffet table, and everyone was dressed beautifully. I was wearing a long, dark blue, shimmering dress, and heels. It had looked great in the mirror but I was now feeling just a tad overdressed.

I went and said hi to my mum. She was wearing a floral dress and too much perfume.

“Oh, you’re a bit overdressed aren’t you?” was the first thing she said to me.

I felt irritated and self-conscious. “Thanks, Mum.”

“Look, Steven’s hear!” she said, enthusiastically indicating where he was standing at the other end of the garden, talking with his parents Alice and Rob. He looked great in a white shirt with a couple of buttons undone. I felt conflicted.

“Look, I… I don’t think I want to get back together with him. And I don’t really want to talk to him tonight.”

“I think you should. He’s a nice boy. Nobody’s perfect and I think you just get in your head too much.”

“Mum…”

“You honestly think you can do better? Let’s be honest, when you were a teenager boys were hardly beating a path to your door. Then there was that idiot at university–”

“Adam.”

“Whatever his name was. Then there was that guy with all the debt. Then you had your breakdown and Steven took an interest in you when no one else would. Don’t throw your life away just because he won’t do the dishes. That’s ridiculous! Your father never does the dishes!”

“I’m going to get a drink,” I said, hurrying away to the buffet table.

I downed a glass of prosecco then immediately refilled my glass. I turned, and there was Steven.

“Hey,” he said.

“Oh, hi.”

“I was hoping we’d bump into each other.”

“Oh.”

“What was that thing with that dog trainer guy the other day? That was fucking weird. Are you seeing him, or what?”

“Uh, no, no, he just, er, he really wanted to make sure that I’m keeping hold of Luna so he can keep training her. You know he doesn’t want to abandon her halfway through her progress. He’s passionate about that sort of thing.”

Steven looked suspicious and refilled his glass with prosecco. “Um, I wanted to… Uh, finish our conversation…”

“Oh, I, er…”

“Could we maybe go talk somewhere?”

“I don’t know if tonight’s the right time.”

“I’m leaving in the morning. Please, peanut. You owe me this.”

“...Fine.”

We found a secluded bench against a hedge, the murmurs of other partygoers now far in the distance.

“I, er, wondered if you had anything you wanted to say to me?” said Steven.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean… I apologised for my part in all this. Um. But it wasn’t all me…”

“You’re asking me to apologise too?”

“Not if you don’t want to,” he said, curtly. “Not if you feel you’ve nothing to apologise for.”

I sighed. “I don’t… want to get into this right now.”

“I’ve never been happier than when I was with you, Sarah.”

“You were miserable.”

“Only at the end. Before that, you know. I thought we were soulmates.”

It hung in the air, the gap filled by the distant laughter of revellers.

“I just…” I felt a pain in my chest, and the muscles in my throat felt stiff and heavy. I forced out the words. “It’s over, Steven.”

“So you don’t feel any love for me anymore?”

I couldn’t reply.

Steven looked at me. “So you do feel something?”

“That’s not the point.”

“I mean, it literally is. If there’s love there, you know, then everything else can work. I just need to be more thoughtful, and prioritise you more. And you could just, you know, be more careful about not coming across as negative when you speak to me.”

“Mmm… I don’t know… I really need to pee,” I said, getting up.

“Sarah, this conversation isn’t over, okay?”

“Sure,” I said, walking off.

After using the facilities (and enjoying the Aesop handsoap, god I’d love to be rich!) I made my way back into the garden, wondering if I should go find Steven, when I saw Nicola had arrived. My godmother’s daughter used to babysit her so she’s a bit like an honorary niece to this family. She looked brilliant in a polka dot summer dress. But more importantly, standing with her, was Liam in a dress shirt and blazer. What the actual fucking fuck?!

I felt my breath catch. Nicola saw me, and cheerfully waved. I walked over, feeling dazed.

“What’s going on? Why… Are you?”

“I had a plus one,” said Nicola.

“But–”

“And I thought it would be good for Liam to be here. For you.”

Liam smiled at me, his piercing eyes burrowing into me.

I was flabbergasted. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Nicola?” I whispered in a panicked voice.

“Babe, everything you said about Steven, about your Mum, about tonight. It was red flag central. That man emotionally manipulates you. He used you. He’ll use you again. This is an intervention.”

“You had absolutely no right to… I… Just… Leave me alone.”

I stormed off and made my way to the buffet. There I refilled my glass, and sipped on it, staring into the distance. The sun had almost completely set now, and the flaming torches looked beautiful around the well-kept grounds.

How could Nicola do this to me? Meddling like this. True, she didn’t realise just how sordid my relationship with Liam was. I’d only vaguely hinted at the sub/dom nature of it. I think she thought maybe we were “seeing” each other, on track to be dating or something. Fuck. This was a mess.

I decided I should go finish my conversation with Steven. I went to the bench but he wasn’t there anymore – perhaps I’d taken too long. I searched around the party and found him once again talking with his parents. Growing up I’d known Alice so well, what with her being my mum’s best friend. I should probably be polite to all of them. I went over.

“Hiii…” I said.

The three of them looked up from their conversation.

“Oh, hi Sarah,” said Alice.

Rob smiled politely.

“Um, I’m so sorry to hear about your sister,” I said, smiling sympathetically at Alice.

“Oh. Sorry, what?”

“That she’s um, ill.”

“Oh, er, where’ve you heard that?”

“Oh is she… not?”

“She’s just chugging along.”

I looked at Steven. He froze like a rabbit in the headlights. God he’s such a piece of shit.

“Oh well I’m very glad to hear that! Um, excuse me, I’ve had too much prosecco and need to go to the ladies!”

I got out of there as fast as I could. Urgh, Steven.

I needed some space. My godparents have a wooden folly in their grounds, by the edge of the woods. It looks like a bandstand, with a conical roof. I went and sat in that, feeling shit, and a bit depressed. Why are men such a disappointment sometimes?

I checked my phone, and saw a message from Liam: “I’m sorry. Would you like me to leave?”

That was very unlike him to apologise. I didn’t reply. I just sat there, sipping my prosecco in the dusk. I sighed heavily.

I must have been there for about twenty minutes when I heard footsteps. I looked up. It was the looming figure of Liam, moving like a great shadow in the blue night air.

“Sarah?” his voice was deep but soft.

“Hey…”

“I can leave you alone, if you prefer?”

“No, it’s okay,” I said, a little forlorn.

He quietly walked over, and sat next to me.

We sat there for a bit.

“How are you?” he said at last.

“Oh just a bit… Disappointed. Steven tried to manipulate me and lied to me, and you… You shouldn’t have come. You didn’t have the right.”

“I understand.” God his voice was so deep. “Can I make it up to you?”

“No,” I said, and leant my head against his shoulder. He put a big strong arm around me.

A moment later he pulled me in tighter and kissed me on the cheek.

I looked up at him. “Do you… think of me as a slut?”

He paused for a moment, looking reticent.

“Yes,” he said.

I felt devastated.

“But not just a slut. My slut… My favourite slut… There’s a difference. And just because you’re my slut, that doesn’t mean I don’t see you as a fully rounded human being. I admire and respect your passion for teaching and the way you shape people’s lives. I googled you on Rate My Teacher. You’re doing a lot of good. And to be a head of year at your age, you must be pretty special. And I admire your values and your politics. And your sense of humour. But it would be dishonest to pretend you aren’t also my slut. You are, sweetie, and that’s ok. It’s better than ok. We are having the best sex two people can have. You’re having the best orgasms a woman can have. And why? Because we both play our role. We fit together. It’s natural.”

I looked up at him. “You can’t just say I’m your slut…”

“Sweetie, I could fuck you right here if I wanted to.”

I felt a chill run down my back. Isolated in the closing dark, at the edge of the woods with this massive man who I still didn’t know that well. His sheer size and brooding presence was kind of scary.

“No you couldn’t” I said, trying to act nonchalant.

“Don’t test me, slut.”

“This is all just roleplay, you know. It’s not real.”

Liam stood up, towering over me.

“Stand up,” he said. He sounded stern, almost angry.

“No,” I said, folding my arms, feeling a little nervous.

“Stand up, or I will never fuck you again.”

I kept my arms folded and refused to look up at him. Unfortunately this meant I was staring at his crotch. Fuck, was he hard? Yes he was. My god. I could see the size of him stretching through his trousers.

“I’m seeing six women at the moment,” Liam growled. “It’s too many. I’m too busy. You’re my favourite, Sarah, but I will drop you if you don’t behave. I like variety, in any case.”

I felt conflicted. The silence rang in my ears.

“I’m a decisive man, Sarah…”

Fuck. He fucking meant it. I could sense it. God I loved having sex with him. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced.

I looked up at him. “Please don’t… Don’t make me do this… It’s… Come on, it’s humiliating…”

“It is what it is. Are you my slut, or are you not?”

“I…” I looked at his throbbing cock, straining like it was going to tear through his trousers. It was so big. He wanted me so badly. My treacherous pussy felt wet.

“Um…  I…” I needed him. I wanted to resist. This man couldn’t just… I felt so betrayed by my own body. It wanted him. I was subconsciously rubbing my thighs together.

Feeling utterly humiliated, and yet with this beautiful thread of arousal running through it, I looked down at my feet and mumbled. “I’m your… I’m your slut. Sir.”

“Good girl,” he said.

He stroked my head for a few moments while I kept my arms folded and stared at the floor. Then he took a step closer, his bulging groin close to my face. I could feel the heat coming from him. God he was so turned on. My pussy tingled. I felt like I could smell his pheromones.

It would be pretty hot to suck his cock right now, a treacherous voice whispered in my head. You could ask him. He’d be so turned on by that. It would feel great to turn him on even more. No. That would be just too humiliating after making this whole scene. I couldn’t now turn around and ask to suck his cock when a couple of minutes ago I’d said I had the upper hand. Maybe he’d order me to. That would be a less humiliating way out. And hot. A bit less embarrassing than me asking to. I found myself hoping he would.

He stroked the side of my face. “Take out my cock,” he ordered in that deep, ancient voice. I felt a wave of relief and lust wash over me. I reached out and slowly unzipped his fly, saying nothing, still trying to act like this was grudging.

I reached into his fly, moved aside his boxers and grasped his hot, straining cock. It felt so big in my hands. So masculine. So utterly rock hard. I pulled it out, and it bobbed in the air, pulsing with heat and life. The head was so big, and leaking precum already. I was the centre of his sexual universe, the object of his obsessive desire. I worshipped his cock, but I could feel that his cock worshipped me. Strained for me. Needed to have me. To take and conquer me. And it would feel beautiful to let it happen.

I leaned forward, and licked the precum from the head of his strong cock. Liam growled so deeply, so intensely, that it sounded like he was in pain.

“Fuuuuuuuck…….” he whispered in a soft, low tone, sounding like he was in a trance.

I went to suck him but he grabbed me by the hair.

“Beg for it,” he said. “A minute ago you were sat there, arms crossed, acting like you could do whatever you felt like, and now look at you.”

I just stared at his throbbing cock, my scalp feeling painful from where he was pulling my hair.

“I’m not going to let you off easily,” he went on. “Beg for my cock like the slut you are. Admit you need it.”

“I… I… I…” god he really was my master, wasn’t he? The leader. The top of the pack. And I really was his bitch, at the bottom, the slut. I had to admit that myself. I was his bitch.

“Please sir,” I moaned in a strained, high voice, turned on out of my mind. “Please give me your cock? Please sir? I need it. I need it.”

“What are you?”

“Your slut sir.”

“Really, truly?”

“I’m desperate for your cock sir. Please let me suck it? Please?”

“Good fucking girl.”

He slid his powerful hot cock into my grateful mouth. We both moaned together, in harmony, him low and me high. For a moment everything was silent apart from the sound of the gentle slurping of a grateful slut. I sucked his cock with my eyes closed, lost in a world of pleasure, so thankful to be his bitch. He gently thrust his hips back and forth as I clung to his leg and bobbed my head.

Then he pulled his slick cock out of my mouth and held it in front of me, pointing it at the sky. I lovingly licked the underside, slowly, from base to head, moaning to myself.

“Again,” he ordered.

I moved my face to the base of his shaft again and slowly licked upwards, all the way to the top.

“And again.”

I began playing with my clit, moaning with pleasure as I slowly licked his cock, bound to him in exquisite pleasure. We carried on like this for several more minutes.

“Cum for me,” he ordered. And I came then and there at his command, my finger on my clit, his big sticky cock against my splayed tongue.

“Nnnnnnnnnnngghh!!!” I moaned. “Ohh… thank you sir…”

“Good girl…”

He held my hand and pulled me up from my knees. Then wordlessly he lead me into the woods.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered.

I obeyed. Then I stood there, naked and nervous, looking up at him, my eyes wide and unsure. He gazed at my body, ravenous with lust. He was fully dressed, and looked so powerful, his broad chest straining through his dress shirt.

“Get on your knees.”

I obeyed, still looking nervously up at him in the fading light. He reached into his blazer, and pulled something out. It was a leash. And attached to it was a collar.

He held them in front of my face. “Put this on.” His deep voice brooked no debate.

“Yes… sir…”

I put the collar on, and looked up at him.

“Good girl,” he stroked the side of my face with one big, warm hand. Then he bent down and kissed me, passionately, fiercely, deeply. I kissed him back, overcome with emotion and desire.

He got to his knees then gently pushed me onto my back. I splayed my legs for him, my pussy soaking wet.

“Very good,” he murmured, then thrust his big cock into me.

“Ohhh… God… Thank you sir,” I moaned in a strained, high voice.

He began slowly pumping in and out of me. “You lucky fucking slut.”

“Yes sir. I am, sir,” I mewled.

He fucked me like that for several minutes, kissing my neck, kissing my ear, kissing my nipples and stroking my face, all the while his glistening big cock sliding in and out of me, stretching my pussy walls.

Then he pulled out of me. “On your hands and knees.”

I obeyed immediately.

“Good girl,” he said, positioning himself behind me.

He slapped my ass HARD.

“Aaah!” I blurted out. It stung. I felt that fear again. This big man. So strong and aggressive. So powerful. Looming over me in the dark woods. He pulled on the leash and I felt the collar against my neck, pulling my head up slightly. I gasped. Then I felt the thick head of his cock positioned against my pussy lips. His size always seemed to hurt more in this position. But I wanted it. Needed it.

“Fuck me sir. Make me your bitch sir! Please sir!”

“What a perfect slut you are…”

“Yes sir! I am sir! This pussy belongs to you sir, I– Aargh!”

He thrust his powerful cock into me, deep, overwhelming me. I was lost for words for a moment as I gasped for breath, feeling his power thrusting in and out of me, jamming tightly against my pussy walls, making my pussy lips buzz with pleasure.

“Oh, yes sir! Yes!” I cried.

He picked up the pace and started hammering into me, pounding me, owning me, pistoning into me.

“Ohhhhh… Aahhhhhhh…” I whined.

SLAP – Liam spanked my ass hard, giving me a jolt. “You fucking slut!” he growled, like a terrifying predator. My eyes were wide with fear and arousal, my mouth open and gasping.

I heard something, and looked. It was Steven, staring in horror.

“Sarah?!”

What a sight must have met his eyes. Me on all fours, completely naked, eyes wide with fear, a collar around my neck as this huge man pummelled his huge cock into me.

Liam kept fucking me, not giving a damn about my ex.

But Steven just stood there, shaken. “What… How could you?! Sarah!”

But I was so overcome with lust and submission and the erotic power of my master that all I could do was moan in pleasure and fear. Liam finally acknowledged him:

“Get the fuck out of here, little man. You don’t deserve a woman like this. You couldn’t see how special she was and now she’s out of your life. Do you understand?”

“Uh…”

Liam drove his cock even deeper into me, tilting his hips, and I squealed with animal pleasure, fighting to keep my breath.

“Er… yes,” said Steven, wilting. He turned and hurried out of there.

“My beautiful fucking queen…” murmured Liam. “You incredible fucking slut, with your beautiful fucking pussy, your beautiful body. Say it. Say you’re a beautiful fucking slut.”

“I’m a beautiful fucking slut, sir.”

“And that you’re a special woman.”

“I’m a… I’m a special woman.”

“Good girl. Good fucking girl,” he said, pistoning into me in a blur of motion, his hips slamming into my jiggling ass.

“‘I deserve only the best.’ Say it!”

“I deserve only the best!” I moaned.

“Now cum for me!”

“Yes sir!”

He pounded my pussy like a jackhammer, pulling at my leash, my collar taught against my throat, pulling my head back as I looked up at the stars. I felt something dark and huge building inside me. Some great orgasm so big, so dark, that it scared me. A looming, otherworldly great storm cloud.

“Cum for me. For me, slut. Offer it up to me. Give it to me!”

The storm broke, and I screamed, at the top of my lungs. “HUUUUUUUUUUUUUHHHRGH!!! OOOOHHHHHHHHH!! OH! OH! OH!” I howled into the night, my body spasming with pleasure, something more than pleasure, some kind of transcendental state. I felt Liam’s hot cum rushing into me as he growled, out of his mind. I kept shaking, shuddering, trembling, screaming. I don’t know how long I came for. And finally we subsided, collapsed on each other, panting in the dark, holding each other close. We stayed like that for a long, long time. Warm in our embrace, no need for words.

I later found out that the other guests thought they’d heard a fox howling in the woods.

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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