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The morning after the party I felt a ton of regret. I’d been used and degraded like an absolute slut, had willingly put a leash around my own neck, and been fucked naked in the woods. And yes, I’d had the most powerful orgasms of my life, more powerful than I thought was possible. But even that – the sheer strength of those orgasms seemed to temporarily wash away my agency and just turn me into a shivering, trembling slut whose mind was flooded with overwhelming ecstasy and little else. God it was exquisite. Beautiful, even.  But I was furious that Nicola had meddled in my love life. And that Liam had come to the party when obviously that wasn’t appropriate. Yes, Nicola had invited him but given the context it was borderline stalker behaviour. Jesus, what had I got myself into? It was time to end this once and for all and to live a normal life.

After mulling it over and stewing in my anger all Saturday, I finally summoned up the courage while lounging on my sofa, and messaged Liam:

“I can’t see you anymore.”

Within moments he replied: “Why? We have something incredible.”

“You shouldn’t have come last night, it was stalkerish behaviour.”

A pause, then:

“Nicola invited me.”

“But you had no good reason to be there apart from to get involved in my private business. That’s a violation.”

There was another pause. Then I could see he was typing. Then he stopped again. A few moments later his message appeared: “I’m sorry, Sarah. I do understand why you see it that way. Would it help if I promised not to do something like that again?”

I was tempted. This alpha sex god was something special. To have him desire me was intoxicating. An ego boost. But no, this wasn’t the kind of lifestyle I should have. I’m a teacher, for god’s sake!

“Sorry, this just isn’t the way I want to live my life. Thank you for everything, but please don’t contact me again xxxx”

“Ok. But this is a mistake. Good luck with everything Sarah.”

I sat there staring at the message. A big part of me had wanted him to push back. To keep insisting. To convince me. To chase me. Urgh, I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts.

I was still so pissed at Nicola. I messaged her.

“That was completely out of order, intervening in my life like that last night. Who does that? Honestly I am fucking furious. You may have damaged our friendship. You don’t have the right to make those decisions about my life. Oh and I’m not seeing Liam anymore now.”

I saw that Nicola replied but I didn’t read it, swiping away the notification, my heart pounding in my chest. A few minutes later Nicola phoned me but I declined the call.

A couple of weeks passed without me speaking to Nicola, though she would occasionally send me messages that I didn’t read. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about Liam. Every night, in bed, I would imagine his big, naked, sweaty body pinning me down, thrusting into me, his hot skin pressed against mine, kissing my neck. I’d masturbate to the thought at least twice before falling asleep. I felt angry at myself that I couldn’t stop, angry at him that I couldn’t stop. I missed the taste of his kisses.

Finally, out of frustration, I hooked up with a guy off Bumble. I won’t go into detail but it was ok I guess. He was good looking and I did cum, but it was just so… ordinary. He didn’t have that incredible aura. I asked him to get a bit kinky and he held down my wrists, and some other stuff, but he was just some average guy, you know? When he went down on me it was good, but he didn’t have that same obsessed devotion for my pussy that Liam had. Liam would lose himself in my pussy, licking and kissing and lapping with a fierce passion, out of his mind with animal, alpha lust, like a dark wolf devouring its prey. After this guy left, I used my vibrator and fantasised about Liam, whispering “Yes, Sir” over and over til I came so much harder than during the sex.

It was bound to happen eventually, but in the end I bumped into Nicola at my local pub when we were both out with different groups one Friday evening.

She came over, looking sad.

“Sarah, please can we talk?”

I sighed. “Okay.”

We took our drinks over to the corner by the fruit machine.

“I’m really sorry,” said Nicola. “I know I shouldn't have meddled, I just… saw how miserable Steven made you for years and I thought he would try to manipulate you and I couldn’t bear to see you unhappy again.”

“But you didn’t have the right.”

“I know, I know, I’m sorry.”

There was an awkward silence between us. Well, there would have been if the pub wasn’t blaring Sabrina Carpenter super loudly.

“I might have overreacted a bit,” I said at last.

“I miss you,” said Nicola.

“I miss you, babe.”

“Are you really not seeing Liam anymore?”

“Er… no I’m not…” I said, a little deflated.

“Ah. You seemed to have this real, I don’t know, vitality, while you were seeing him.”

“Did I?”

“Yeah, like this spring in your step. And this intensity when you talked about him.”

“I just felt like it was super stalker behaviour of him to come to the wedding anniversary.”

“I mean I invited him. It’s my fault.”

“He still should have known.”

“Is this really the only reason?”

“Well, er, look, I kind of glossed over this a bit but things were getting so kinky…”

“Oh, cool!”

“No but, like, I mean really kinky.”

“Even better!”

“No!” I giggled. “I mean in like a weird way.”

“Oh no. Like what?”

“Like I mean, he only has sex that way.”

“And you didn’t enjoy it?”

“No, I did enjoy it…” I said a little too forcefully.

“Riiiight…”

“Look! Stop that! It’s hard to explain! It’s like… to him… It wasn’t even really kink… It’s just the way sex is for him. He’s got this… like, power. Or aura. He dominates you in the bedroom…”

“And gives you the best sex of your life?”

“I’m still not explaining it right. It’s like it’s more than roleplay. Like you actually want to give yourself to him. Like I actually became obsessed with his dick.”

“I’m still not getting it Sarah! This sounds really hot!”

“Well maybe you’re kinkier than me!”

“Definitely, by the sound of things! I just mean, he’s not looking for a proper relationship, he calls me a slut during sex, I can feel myself becoming completely obsessed with him and at some point I’m going to want a normal, ordinary relationship, you know?”

“Yeah, I get it,” said Nicola. “It sounded hot while it lasted though.”

“Honestly, the best sex of my life. Like, more than sex somehow. Better than sex.”

“Sex that was better than sex?”

“It just– you can’t explain it, you have to experience it.”

“Maybe I’ll give him a go then,” said Nicola with a cheeky look on her face as she downed the rest of her wine.

“Hey! None of that!”

“Oh, alright!”

Life went on, and it just seemed boring. When you’ve had sex like that, you want more. Crave more. Masturbating didn’t compare, and I tried one more hook up with a random guy. He was a clumsy sexist, to be honest, and just really lame. Blurgh.

One night on my way home from afterwork drinks I messaged Liam. I was really drunk. Like, not able to walk in a straight line drunk.

“Heyyy!” I messaged him.

He didn’t reply.

Fuck, had I made a massive mistake? Had I just walked away from the best, most orgasmic, animalistic, tantric sex of my life? I’d been sleeping with a Sex God. A genuine alpha of the natural world. I’d just thrown it all away! Fuck I needed him to take me. I found myself fantasising about being on all fours for him as he hammered into me, about him eating my pussy with all the passion of a god, of sucking his cock while he moaned for me in that deep, deep voice. Urgh!

I tried phoning him but he didn’t pick up.

I felt so pathetic. So stupid!

Whenever I got drunk I would call him. Sometimes I’d call him when I wasn’t drunk! He’d never pick up.

Finally, and I know this is going to sound crazy – like I’m an actual psycho – but I went round to his house one evening, and rang the buzzer. It was one of those Amazon buzzers with the camera and that annoying ringtone.

The door swung ponderously open.

“Oh…” he said, in that deep, powerful voice, looming over me.

“Hi…” I said, pathetically.

“You have something you want to say.”

“Yes. Er, could I come in?”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“I– please, I…”

“You’d like me to start fucking you again, wouldn’t you?”

“Um…” I looked at my feet, blushing a little, having this conversation on his doorstep.

“Uh, yes,” I said in a small voice. “I would. Please?”

He stroked my hair. His breathing sounded very controlled, like he was having to hold something in.

“No,” he said.

I looked up at him. “Um, please? I’ll… I’ll be good… I love sucking your cock, sir.”

“No,” he said again, firmer this time. “A good slut is obedient. You’re too disobedient. I gave you the best sex of your life, the privilege of being my slut, but you kept disobeying and playing games. That’s not what I’m looking for.”

He moved his hand to the door.

“Please sir!” I bleated, genuine pleading in my voice. “Please! Just let me suck your cock! Please?”

I could tell he was deeply aroused. His pupils were dilated, his breathing barely in control.

“God…” he growled in a deep, low whisper, stroking my hair again. “You could have been the best slut I ever had… But no, you’ve pulled away too many times. I’ve already replaced you, and I’m a busy man.”

He closed the door. I felt my heart sink. I went home, and masturbated three times, crying as I did so.

Okay this is when I started acting crazy. Well, maybe that was already crazy, but this is even crazier. Nicola was friends with a couple of Liam’s other clients, and she told me that he normally takes them for training on the common, not the park where he and I used to meet. The common’s on the other side of town, it’s about 250 acres and has a small wood, and two car parks.

So naturally I decided to start taking Luna for walks there, especially on Saturdays. After about three weekends of failing to bump into Liam, I started walking Luna there on the occasional weekday evening too. And finally, one Thursday evening, I saw Liam there with a client. Getting a little closer, hoping I was far enough away not to be recognised, I saw that Liam was working with a chocolate labrador and… my boss?! The Assistant Head from my school! Let’s call her Nigella, for our purposes – she’s got long, voluminous dark hair, strong eyebrows, great cheekbones and usually has a severe expression on her face. She’s curvy, rather than thin. And she’s quite posh, mean, and pretty intimidating. At work she’s a real hard ass and everybody hates her and is a little scared of her. She manages the school with an iron grip and will come down on you hard if she thinks standards are slipping or you want to do things differently. I’ve had a few run-ins with her where she’s put me in my place. She just has that iron self-confidence and authoritarian vibe and she gets very stern. I once saw her chew out our two male PE teachers and send them off with their tails between their legs.

She and Liam were heading towards the car park, dog in tow. Their session must have finished. There were still a few other people on the common and I was keeping my distance, so I don’t think Liam and Nigella clocked me.

They got to Nigella’s car and chatted for a moment. Then Liam reached out and stroked her hair! I saw Nigella look around quickly to see if anyone had seen. I felt so fucking jealous! He couldn’t have replaced me with my hardass boss?! No way.

They put the dog in the car, and then headed back onto the common, in the direction of the woods. I hurried over to the carpark and put Luna in my own car, then followed after them. I know this is crazy behaviour. Now I look back on it, I guess stalkerish, which is ironic…

I stayed a couple of hundred metres behind and to the left of them, trying to make it look like I was on a different trajectory, but anyway they didn’t look behind them, they were busy talking.

Once they entered the woods I quickened my pace. I decided I wouldn’t follow them all the way in because it just seemed too risky that I might get caught. In the end, I needn’t have worried because they didn’t go that far in themselves. I guess they wanted the light, especially as dusk was only an hour away.

I went maybe five metres into the woods and hid behind a tree. Not far away, Nigella had turned to face Liam. She looked up at him as he towered over her. That stern, severe expression she normally wears was gone. As she craned her neck I saw a look of uncertainty. Her eyes were wide and she seemed, despite her strength, to be searching for something in Liam’s face.

“On your knees,” growled Liam.

Seeing my severely beautiful and powerful boss kneel for this man like a well-behaved girl was startling. And… kind of hot?

She knelt before him, still looking quietly up at him, maintaining eye contact.

“Good girl,” he murmured in that deep, dark voice of his. He stroked her face.

God I was so fucking jealous.

Liam bent down and kissed her, tenderly. Nigella pushed herself up, kissing him back passionately. Then Liam stood up.

“Kiss me through my jeans.”

Nigella leant forward and kissed the outline of Liam’s growing cock through his jeans. God he was so big. Nigella kissed and kissed, really demonstrating her devotion, her need, her obedience. Then she nuzzled her face against him – undulating, and pressing her face against the now rigid symbol of masculine power.

“Play with yourself,” ordered Liam.

Nigella reached down and started playing with herself. I really shouldn’t be watching, I thought, but I found myself transfixed.

Nigella moaned to herself a little and I felt my pussy growing warm in empathy. Liam stroked her hair again. She looked up at him. “Please sir,” she said in her extremely posh, normally authoritative voice, now tinged with lust and just a quiet edge of desperation. “Can I take out your cock?”

“Yes,” said Liam.

Nigella undid the buttons on his fly, and reverently pulled out his stiff, throbbing cock. It looked so hot, the essence of male arousal, powerful yet sensitive, buzzing with masculine sexual energy and ecstacy. She inhaled his scent, a look of almost love on her face.

“May I… kiss it? Sir?” God it was crazy hearing her say something like that in such an upper class accent.

“Good girl…”

Nigella leaned reverentially forward and kissed the underside of his cock near the head, letting her lipstick-covered lips lovingly massage the most sensitive area. Liam moaned in a long, low rumble, and Nigela found herself moaning too. She started playing with herself again. Why wasn’t that me on my knees? I should be there! I was his favourite slut. Was his favourite. Fuck!

Nigella planted wet, sloppy, hungry kisses all over Liam’s pulsing hot cock, moaning to herself the whole time.

“Make sure you kiss every part, slut. Don’t miss a spot.”

She nodded absentmindedly and kept lustfully kissing, leaving wet marks as she did so, pulling his cock down against her lips with one hand while she played with herself with the other. Then her kisses turned to licks as her breathing got heavier. She licked his balls, coating them in her saliva, pressing her face into them. God she was a complete slut for him.

“Good bitch…” Liam growled.

“Yes sir,” she mumbled.

Liam grabbed the base of his sticky cock and rubbed it over her face, while she splayed her tongue and gasped at the sordid, sensual intimacy and pleasure. You could feel the intense pleasure Liam was feeling, buzzing in the air like energy, and in turn feel that pleasure yourself, like a feedback loop of touch and taste and sensitivity and intimacy, domination and submission, conquest and empathy, pure, filthy sexual pleasure. I realised I was wet. I’d love to suck his cock like that. Feel his pulsing heat against my face, hear him whisper in masculine astonishment at how pretty I was…

“Cum for me, bitch,” ordered Liam.

“I might not be able to, sir,” rasped Nigella. Again it sounded bizarre to hear this incredibly posh woman talk like this.

Liam grabbed her thick, voluminous hair. “Try anyway. Understood? Show me how desperate to please me you are. What a good, loyal bitch you are. Try and strain and strain. It’s the straining and time you take. I don’t care how long it takes. Prove to me you’re a good slut, and desperate to orgasm for me.”

“Yes, sir,” said Nigella.

She closed her eyes and continued sucking on his cock, more vigorously than ever, moaning to herself, even more saliva coating his cock as she forced herself to take more of him and played with her clit even more fiercely.

The wet noises coming from her mouth – gluck.. gluck, gluck, glack, mmph, mmm – sounded of animalistic desperation and undignified lust. She was completely lost in the moment, caught up in intense lust – glack, glah, glck, glack – his cock getting wetter and wetter, her breathing heavier and heavier. Her eyes were so tightly shut that she was intensely frowning.

“Hmmmmnngh…” she moaned, not slackening her pace.

“Good girl, that’s it…” said Liam, stroking her hair, his deep voice like that of an encouraging master. “Cum for me… Do it… Do it, slut…”

She nodded her head slightly, continuing to bob her head up and down on his powerful, sticky shaft as she played with her clit.

“Show me what an obedient, desperate slut you are. How grateful you are, how loyal you are. Cum for me like a well-behaved bitch.”

“Mmmmmmm,” Nigella moaned desperately.

Liam grabbed her hair with one hand and begun fucking her mouth.

“Fuck, that feels good!” he growled, on the verge of losing control. “Jesus Christ! That’s it, cum for me, cum for me like a good bitch. Strain! Strain! Come on! Good girl, good fucking girl…”

“Hmmmmuuuuuuuuuuurggghh!” moaned Nigella, losing control and shaking as she came. “MMMRRRRRRRGGGGH!”

I was so turned on I started playing with myself, caught up in the intensity of it all. Fuck this was hot. I rubbed my clit and continued staring as Nigella forced her mouth further along Liam’s cock.

“Such a good slut,” Liam crooned.

Nigella slid her mouth off his cock, gasping for breath as it sprung out of her, a string of saliva suspended between the thick head and her lips. She looked at him with wild eyes.

“Thank you sir,” she panted.

“Very good…”

Liam bent over and helped her up. She stood there, looking up at him, a little unsteady, a little nervous. This alpha bitch was out of her element for once, finally unsure of herself. Liam kissed her hungrily then roughly spun her round, which made her yelp.

“Lean against that tree,” he ordered.

Nigella leaned forward and put her hands against the tree, arching her back. She knew what was coming next. Liam flipped up her skirt, exposing her ass. I’d never thought about her ass before, just what an overbearing and scary micromanager she was, but she actually had a great ass, I have to admit.

Liam spanked it hard, and Nigella cried out in pain. Her pale asscheek glowed pink from the impact. Liam gently brushed the back of his fingers against the tender area, soothing her.

“Good girl,” he whispered reassuringly.

Then, SPANK! He slapped her ass hard, making her yelp. He grabbed her asscheek in one massive hand and squeezed it, kneaded it, jiggled it, growling to himself in animal lust. Nigella found herself moaning too, almost a sexual whimper.

“I need you inside me, sir.”

“In a minute.”

Liam stroked the outline of her pussy through her knickers, tenderly using the back of his hand as Nigella softly moaned.

Liam’s voice had gone hoarse. “Fuuuuck… You beautiful fucking thing…”

“Please fuck me sir!”

“Mmmmm… I’m going to fuck you so hard, slut… But first…”

He spanked her again, hard, making her ass jiggle and she whimpered with feminine desire. Liam sank to his knees, placed his big hands on each of her asscheeks, and kissed her pussy through her knickers.

Nigella’s voice went surprisingly deep for a woman: “OHHHH!” she croaked.

“Good fucking girl,” Liam rasped.

He kissed and licked her through her knickers some more as she groaned and writhed. Then, very slowly, teasingly, he began to pull aside her knickers.

“Oh my god…” she stammered.

Liam pulled her knickers passed the lips of her pussy, leaned in, and kissed her there, almost romantically. Nigella let out an animal cry and her legs almost buckled.

Liam began kissing deeply. I couldn’t see that clearly but his tongue must have been inside of her and she growled and croaked in uncontrolled ecstasy as Liam squeezed one of her asscheeks as he ate her out from behind. He slurped and kissed at her pussy, his masculine jaw moving up and down as he pressed his face into her. He raised a big powerful hand and slapped her hard on the same asscheek again.

“OHH!!” she cried.

Liam continued to eat her out and I could see her cheeks flushing pink, her eyes tightly closed, her back arched, her neck arched as she tilted her face towards the tree canopy, her arms outstretched towards the tree, her mouth a little open, panting like a bitch in heat. Her moans, pants and gasps got louder and louder and had this kind of husky tone to them.

“Oh! Sir… Sir I’m going to cum again!”

“Good girl…”

“Oh… Oh… Yes! I’m close! I’m close!”

“Mmmm…”

“Oh… God…” she flung her head forward, eyes still tightly shut, her face now tilted towards the earth as her hair draped over her. “Godddd!” you could hear the strain in her voice, the overwhelming tension, almost painful as her orgasm built up behind the wall holding it back.

“Oh… Oh my… Oh… Yes… Yes… Here it… Here it… OHHH FUUUUCK!  GODDD! FUUUUUUUCK! THAN YOU SIR! THANK YOOOOUUUUUU! OHHHHH GODDDDDD!” she roared in her husky tones, completely uncivilised, completely in the moment, out of her mind in explosive pleasure.

She cried and croaked some more, writhing as Liam continued to eat her out. Then Liam stood up. He pulled out a training leash and looped it, halving its length. Then he took a couple of steps back from her.

“Stay where you are, Nigella.”

She looked over her shoulder at him and saw the leash. She didn’t react. I assumed they’d done this before. Liam raised the arm holding the makeshift whip, and brought it down hard, flicking his wrist at the bottom of his arc. A wave travelled along the whip, slashing Nigella across her bare ass.

“Ahh!” she cried, breathily, flinching slightly.

He whipped her again.

“Ohh!”

This seemed like roleplay to me. Liam is a massive man, he could shred her doing this if he really tried. He seemed to have great control and technique. Well practiced, I guess.

SLASH!

“Ahh! Thank you, sir!”

SLASH!

“Oh fuck! Argh! Thank you!

“Sir.”

SLASH, SLASH!

“Sorry! Thank you sir, thank you sir–”

SLASH!

“Aargh!”

There was something about the way the smooth, soft pale orbs of her buttcheeks were slowly turning a blotchy pink, the way her pussy was dripping wet with desire, the way Liam stood there towering over her, that stern look on his face, huge hard cock still sticking out of his jeans, rigid with lust, that was mesmerising. On some level I wanted to be her.

Liam pulled off his t-shirt, revealing his powerful, muscular body and hairy chest, strode towards Nigella and positioned his great cock against her wet pussy lips.

“Oh yes, sir! Fuck me! Fuck me with your magnificent cock!”

“Good girl.”

He drove his thick, long cock into her and she roared with pleasure. Liam grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, her larynx sticking out as she faced the sky, her gasping mouth open, her eyes shut in overwhelmed concentration. Liam began thrust his powerful cock in and out of her as she grunted in pleasure and pain.

“Oh! Yes! Fill me up! Stretch me! Make me your bitch!”

Liam pulled her hair even harder and thrust even deeper into her.

“OH! YES!” she cried.

Then Liam seemed to lose control and started pummeling into her with real power and speed. Ferociously fucking her.

“Oh… my… godddd” she groaned, her posh voice strained as though her muscles were seizing up.

“Take it, bitch!”

“Yes sir!”

“WHAT ARE YOU?”

“Your bitch, sir!”

“Good fucking girl, now keep saying that while I fuck you like a bitch!”

“I’m your bitch, sir… I’m your bitch, sir… I’m your – Oh God – bitch sir… I’m your…”

They went on like this for several minutes, delirious with pleasure. Sweat, saliva, and pussy juice smeared over their bodies. It was incredible, and I found myself masturbating as I watched. How had I let this slip out of my life?

Eventually Liam had to catch his breath, and they stood there for a moment, Liam’s broad chest heaving while my hardass boss leant against the tree, her legs spread, impaled on his powerful cock. Liam wiped sweat from his brow with a thick forearm, then pulled out of Nigella, grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around. He picked her up, hooking his arms underneath her thighs and held her up against the tree. Having her back pressed against the trunk looked painful to me, but Nigella didn’t seem to care. Her hand desperately searched for Liam’s bobbing cock beneath her, sticky with her juices, and placed it against her pussy lips.

“Please, sir.”

He thrust into her with violent passion, jiggling her up and down as she screamed in rapture. He leaned forward and kissed the side of her neck, then her throat, inhaling her scent, then kissing her collarbone. He kissed the top of her breasts and murmured to himself like some great bear. He fucked her in that position for what seemed an age, making her pant and gasp and groan, their eyes both tightly shut now as she was impaled on his powerful cock again and again. He got so deep inside of her, stretching her, changing her, making her his. She came again, bellowing in a very unladylike fashion, and I could see both her legs trembling uncontrollably. Liam then put her down on the ground. She tried to get up but she was still weak at the knees. Liam began jerking off his big cock over her.

“Get ready, slut.”

She looked up at him, still panting and disoriented.

“Open your mouth,” he barked.

She complied unthinkingly.

“Stick out your tongue.”

She did so.

“Good girl. Good fucking girl!”

Nigella gasped as thick ropes of hot cum burst out of Liam’s straining cock, splattering across her face as she closed one eye. Rope after rope as Liam growled and grunted like he might have a heart attack. I came at that moment, overwhelmed by the sordid intensity of it all as I watched cum lashing my boss’ grateful tongue and she looked obediently up at him.

Finally Liam stopped cumming and he shoved his still hard cock into Nigella’s slutty mouth. She gratefully sucked on him until he was too sensitive and pulled out.

“What do you say?” he growled.

“Uh, thank you sir,” she said meekly.

“Very good.”

He looked at her. “Is your eye stinging?”

“Yes sir.”

“Here.”

He pulled out a packet of wet wipes from his jeans and she cleaned herself up, laughing a little nervously.

I quietly retreated from my hiding place and headed for the car park. I caught myself wondering whether I’d look at Nigella differently now, in the workplace. Probably not, I thought – she’d still be the alpha in that domain. Probably every other part of her life too. Except when she was kneeling at the feet of Liam. I realised I absolutely had to start seeing him again. A proper boyfriend could wait. Why couldn’t I spend a year or something having the best sex of my life, with no strings attached, being a total slut for this.. man. I wanted it. Needed it. Had to have it…

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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