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I never realised how overwhelming sex can be, how it can almost make your sense of self disappear in a wave of white light, until I met Jack. He showed me what a man can make a woman feel. God, it makes my heart and my pussy flutter when I think about the things he’s done to me. At this point, I guess I have to admit it, I’m psychologically a slave to him. Addicted to the incredible sex, even at the cost of my dignity and social freedom. It’s just too good. I’d better start at the beginning…

It was my first day at music college in London, when I saw Jack for the first time. Before I realised what an asshole he was I thought he was super hot. 6’3”, broad shouldered, lean and strong, with blonde hair, a good jawline, and a cocky swagger. He had a borderline hipster style and wore a couple of rings. He tended to wear thick cotton t-shirts with references to niche culture like obscure TV shows or really cool music.

Me, on the other hand, I’ve never quite fitted in and I’ve never bothered with fashion. I was there to study composition (Contemporary & Pop), and a navy blue hoodie and jeans was more my kind of vibe, plus I wear glasses. I have very dark hair that seems to easily get all messed up and I’m quite pale. I instinctively hunch my shoulders when I walk, and I'm quite skinny  (I go to the gym and run a lot). Before I met Jack I’d only had two boyfriends (both of whom I met through D&D, which should tell you a lot!) – although it’s not like Jack is my boyfriend now. It’s more like… I’m his plaything. God that’s so fucked up. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

The way bullying works in real life, it’s a bit different from what you see in fiction. He wasn’t shoulder charging me into lockers. I’m a girl for god’s sake and anyway you’d soon become pretty unpopular doing stuff like that. And Jack was the opposite of unpopular – half the girls at music college fancied him, half the guys thought he was so cool (the other half hated him), and he was considered the best young music producer at the college. Like, he genuinely was really talented at that and had a vast knowledge of music and sound design. He would also take the piss out of everyone. He was sharp and funny and insulting. And because he did it with everyone, even the teachers, I guess people didn’t notice, or were too shallow and scared to speak up, when he targeted me.

I remember the first time we properly met. There’s a small cantine on campus, and in my first week there I went over to the table where he was sitting with a bunch of other students.

“Er, can I sit here?” I said, nervously clutching my tray.

Jack looked up at me – god he was handsome, his eyes seemed to look into you – he put his arm over the empty chair next to him, and said: “No,” with like an ironic tone of voice.

Everyone else laughed, then he relented. “Of course you can sit down. What do you think this is? Like a High School movie or something?”

“Ha ha no,” I said, awkwardly.

I sat down, and he didn’t pay any attention to me after that. It took a while before he really started bullying me.

I remember another time, at a house party, I was wandering around by myself trying to find someone to talk to, I stuck my head in the bedroom, where about seven other students were hanging out. Jack was slouched on a chair, and Keisha was sitting on his lap. She’s stunningly beautiful, she’s mixed race with braids and super cool acrylic nails. She became Jack’s official main girl later. She was kind of the coolest girl in college, destined for greatness, with an incredible voice and good songwriting skills. She sometimes got approached for modelling work, which she turned down. She was also kind of aloof and kind of a bitch, if I’m honest. Kinda mean. Everyone wanted her approval.

Anyway everyone was already sitting down talking to each other, with no space for me to sit anywhere, so I kind of stood there half through the doorway.

“Hah, we’ve all done this,” I said, as everyone looked up. “Walked into a room at a party and realised we don’t know anyone.”

“Yeah but most of us don’t then comment on it,” said Jack. Keisha snickered.

I felt my cheeks glow. “Ha, yeah,” I said, and walked out.

Anyway, gradually it got way worse. We shared quite a few classes and he started ripping into my music in front of everyone. It really hurt and I couldn’t believe no one stood up for me. I think partly because he was so funny about it (he made a lot of people laugh) and partly because his own music production was so good. Like a lot of musicians at the college were queuing up for him to edit and produce their music. Especially the girls, but the guys recognised how cool and talented he was too, as did the teachers. When there’s that kind of power dynamic going on, people look away. And he slept with a lot of the girls too, it became kind of a self-fulfilling prophecy – the more girls he slept with, the more everyone thought well he must be some kind of stud or amazing in bed or something, and more girls slept with him. He also liked to party a lot so that probably helped.

What really accelerated the situation was this: I was at another house party, again feeling awkward and alone, when I walked into the wrong bedroom. There was Keisha on all fours, ass up, face down, with Jack’s big hand pressing down on the back of her head as he fucked her. It was such a sight I was stunned. I wasn’t checking them out, but remembering back, you couldn’t get two sexier people. Jack was absolutely ripped and had such a strong, toned body, with a couple of small, arty tattoos. He was absolutely pounding Keisha, who was curvy and smooth and beautiful, with perfect skin. She was moaning wildly. I stared for a moment, discombobulated.

“What the fuck are you staring at?!” said Jack, snapping me out of my stupor.

Keisha looked up. “Oh my god, get out!”

I was too stunned to do anything. Just looked at them, open mouthed.

“Get. The fuck. Out,” said Jack in an angry, commanding voice. He was intimidating when he was angry. His voice went deep.

“Uh, sorry,” I said, still staring in shock.

“Oh my god leave, you fucking pervert!” shrieked Keisha.

I turned and ran out.

After that, the bullying got really bad. Keisha started a rumour that I had been watching them, violating their privacy without their consent and then wouldn’t leave when I got caught, and now I was fair game to everyone.

One time Jack walked in on me in the equipment room. I don't know if he saw me go in or if it was just an unlucky coincidence. It's a small space with shelves, cables and amps everywhere. He opened the door and I gasped when I saw him. He stepped towards me and quietly shut the door behind him. I craned my neck as he towered over me.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” he said, in a quietly menacing voice. He was blocking my way out.

“I… I promise you it was just an accident.”

My voice was shaking. Jack just continued staring down at me, something dark in his eyes. I peered at the door behind him.

“Uh, can you… move aside, please?” I stuttered. “I need to leave.”

Jack silently loomed over me. He bent down and whispered in my ear. “Don’t… fuck with me. Or my girl. You fucking freak.”

He blocked my way for another beat, then turned and left, shutting the door behind him. I stared for a moment. I realised I was trembling. Then my face crumpled. My eyes watered. My throat stiffened. Tried to stop myself from… from… I burst into tears, trying to muffle myself as my chest heaved. Warm, salty tears streamed down my face. This wasn’t what I thought music college would be like.

That afternoon I had a class on contemporary pop. Keisha was in it. Half of us were there early, waiting for the lesson to start. Keisha was sitting with a group of her friends – they’re all beautiful and wear cool clothes. She noticed me come in, and said loudly to her friend, “Oh god, that freak’s here.”

Her friends glanced at me. Then one of them patted Keisha on the arm. “You alright, babe?”

“Yeah I just can’t believe a girl in my class would spy on me having sex. It’s so fucked up and now I have to be in the same room as her.”

“I wasn’t spying!” I whined.

Keisha turned sharply. “Sorry, was I talking to you?!”

“You can’t just treat me like I’m not–”

“Was I talking to you, though?”

“I promise you I wasn’t–”

“Was I talking to you, though?”

“Look, please can–”

She raised her voice. “Bitch, was I even talking to you?!”

I stopped, and stared at her. “No,” I said.

I sat down at the back of the class, my cheeks feeling red. Trying to ignore everyone side-eyeing me.

About a day later I posted a piece of music I’d made on social media. Jack was the first to comment:

This is basic AF. Too compressed, no dynamic range. The snares sound like free plugins :’-D

Within a few minutes he’d got 17 likes and I deleted the post. After that, If I got any comments on socials I’d start to have an anxiety attack until I checked they weren’t from Jack or Keisha. Honestly I was scared to go online and scared to go on campus. Sometimes Jack would swerve towards me in the hallways and I’d have to move out of his way. Surely he must have been enjoying bullying me? He couldn’t really have thought I’d violated their consent and spied on them? Not really? Surely?

One time I went into a popular bar near the college after class, and he was there with some friends. He saw me, and said something to his friends. They turned to look at me and I fled.

That night, crying in my room, I unblocked him on socials and directly messaged him:

Please please please stop. I know you don’t believe I wasn’t perving on you but even if I was, I don’t deserve this

About five minutes later, he replied.

Let’s talk about this. Come see me and we’ll talk. Can you come over tonight?

I could do. Or we could FaceTime if you prefer?

No, come over. It’s better face to face

I stared at the messages, feeling terrified yet hopeful. Could this get better? Or was he going to make things worse? I was too fucking scared to go over to his. But I had to. Maybe we could come to a truce? I decided to reply:

Ok, I’ll come round. Now?

No. 11 tonight

Could you do any earlier?

No. Come round at 11

Ok

And so I found myself pressing the buzzer at his block of flats late at night, feeling stressed out of my mind. It was a bit cold – London in the Autumn can be like that – and I was hugging myself to keep warm. Or to reassure myself.

The intercom buzzed and I heard Jack’s voice: “That you, Amy?”

“Hi, yes it’s me.”

“Huh, I was wondering if you’d show.”

There was a derisive tone to his comment. The door opened, and I let myself in.

I got the lift to the fourth floor then made my way to the door to his apartment. I knocked, nervously, and waited. There was no answer, so I knocked again. Suddenly the door flung open and I flinched.

“I heard you the first time,” snapped Jack, towering over me. He was in a sweatshirt and pyjama trousers, holding a vape.

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

He ushered me in. His flat was quite small, open plan, fairly neat, and masculine. He had a big vinyl collection on a series of standalone shelves that separated the living room from the kitchen. There was an exercise bike, weights, obviously there was a  big jar of protein powder in the kitchen, as all buff guys his age have, and there was some cool art on the walls.

“Sit there,” he said, indicating one of two small sofas.

I marched over and sat down, looking nervously up at him. It was then that I realised the place smelled of weed. Jack took another drag on his vape. He could see I looked really worried.

“Hey, calm down. It’s alright, pervert.”

“Please don’t call me that,” I pleaded.

Jack sneered. “You’re really trying to tell me that all that time you were staring at us, before I saw you, then afterwards, you weren’t being a freak?”

“No, I promise.”

He and sauntered over to me. He bent down, sticking his face near mine. “Tell the truth.”

“I promise!”

He laughed and stood up straight. “I saw the way you were looking. Staring at my body. Taking it in.”

“I wasn’t–”

“Let me finish!” he snapped, in that deep voice of his, his face and neck going red for a second.

“Sorry.”

“You were acting like a pervert, violating our privacy. Our consent. You saw everything, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I said sadly, looking down. This wasn’t going the way I’d hoped.

“Well, I think we can make this right.”

I looked up at him. He smirked, “You got to see me naked. It’s an imbalance. Take off your clothes, put yourself through what I went through, and we’ll be even.”

I stared at him in disbelief. “I can’t do that!”

“Then get the fuck out, bitch!”

“No, please! There’s gotta be some… you know, agreement we can come to? Some way I can convince you.”

“Either you make it even or you don’t, you fucking perv.”

“I just… It’s too… I can’t do that!”

“Don’t raise your voice like that.”

“Sorry.”

“So are you gonna leave or what?”

“I just… please can you stop punishing me?”

“I’ll stop when we’re even.”

“What if I just… took my top off? Showed you my bra?”

He took another drag on his weed vape. “No. Fair’s fair. You saw all of me.”

“Just, please can I–”

“That’s it, get out!”

He started dragging me towards the door.

“Wait!” I cried, “I’ll do it! I’ll do it!”

He stopped, and looked at me. “Yeah?”

“And you promise. You promise you’ll stop having a go at me? And Keisha too?”

“Sure. I promise.”

“You mean it?”

“Yes.”

“Ok, um, well…”

I took a couple of steps back from him, feeling desperate and humiliated and like this was totally crazy. I grabbed my glasses–

“No, keep them on,” he said. “I like ‘em.”

I did as he said, and pulled off my old hoodie. I was wearing a tight t-shirt underneath and he nodded approvingly.

Next, I pulled off my t-shirt, and was down to my turquoise and pink bra.

“Nice,” he said, then, “Is that a fucking Star Wars tattoo?”

“Err, yes…”

He laughed to himself, shaking his head. “For fuck’s sake.”

I ignored him, and undid the button on my jeans. I could feel his eyes burning into me. I pulled down my jeans, and pulled them off. Well, tried to, one foot got stuck and I had to hop for a second before I pulled it off. Jack snickered.

I turned, feeling vulnerable in my underwear and white ankle socks.

“Your underwear doesn’t match,” commented Jack.

He was right, I was wearing white panties with little strawberries on them, which I normally felt were really cute.

“Uh, I wasn’t, I didn’t… think I’d be… showing anyone,” I blushed.

“Take them off,” he said.

“Isn’t this enough?”

“No, we had a deal.”

He took another puff on his vape as I undid my bra and dropped it on the floor. Looking back on this interaction now, I realise I was starting to feel a little horny at this point. I’d experimented with a bit of kink with my two previous boyfriends, but this was the real deal. But at the time, my mind wasn’t focused on the fact that I was microscopically aroused, maybe my body was a little horny, but the main focus of my mind was I was really self-conscious and worried and a little afraid of Jack.

Jack looked me up and down. “You’ve got good tits, you know. More than a handful’s a waste anyway. Take off your panties.”

I couldn’t make eye contact as I obeyed. I dug my thumbs into the sides of my panties, and slid them down to my ankles. Then I stepped out of them.

I stared at the floor. “So we’re even now, right?”

“Do you even trim your bush at all?” laughed Jack.

My hands shot to my groin, covering myself, feeling utterly embarrassed.

“That’s none of your business,” I whined.

“Ah ah. Hands away. A deal’s a deal. You stared for a while.”

I took my hands away.

“Mmm,” said Jack, “I guess you don’t really trim.”

He was right. Sometimes I do, but I’m pretty light down there anyway, and I hadn’t thought about getting laid in a while. It was at this point in the experience that I started to notice my treacherous body feeling horny. Just a soft warm glow in my pussy. I didn’t know what to do with that thought as my main priority was finishing this and getting out of there and going home to cry.

Jack took a couple of steps towards me and I felt scared.

“Okay, we’re almost even now,” he said. “Just get on your knees, and say you’re sorry.”

“But–”

“Do it,” he snapped, getting closer.

Something about his commanding voice, and my fear, made me sink to my knees.

I looked up at him pleadingly, my eyes wide with all sorts of feelings.

“I’m sorry,” I said, ignoring the tingling in my pussy.

“Call me sir.”

“Um…”

This was getting crazy, I thought. Oh fuck it, just say the fucking thing and you’ll be out of here.

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Okay, definitely feeling my nipples harden among all the other things going on in me. That was fucking weird. But whatever, this was almost over.

“I forgive you,” said Jack.

I internally sighed with relief.

“But Keisha hasn’t yet.”

“But, you said–”

“Quiet. I’ll tell Keisha to back off if you jerk me off.”

No way.

“I… I can’t do that…”

I realised his dick was stretching his pyjamas. God he looked really big. This was terrifying. It was really straining through the material.

I grabbed my clothes and ran out of his apartment naked. As the door swung shut I heard him call after me, “You’ll be back!”

When I got home, I saw a message form Jack on my phone:

That was totally inappropriate what you did tonight. I did not consent to that. You can’t just strip in front of people like a maniac

***

The following day I felt even worse than before. I didn’t go into college in case Jack had told everyone his version of events. That I’d come over to his flat to speak to him and had stripped naked in front of him like a crazed nympho. Would they believe him? Everyone thought I was a freak already.

I spent my day in my room, panicking. By the early evening I was a wreck. I went on social media but no one seemed to be dunking on me and Keisha wasn’t tagging me. No WhatsApp messages from anyone checking up on me or anything like that. Maybe Jack hadn’t told anyone. I wondered if I could tell everyone first and get my version out there? But it sounded so crazy, would anyone believe it? And believe that I had actually gone along with it? Which version was more believable. God.

Finally, I messaged Jack:

Can we talk about last night?

I knew you’d get back on contact

I just want all of this to stop. It’s making me go crazy

There’s an easy way to make this all stop

I paused, staring at my phone. Eventually:

Look would you actually stop everything, if I did it?

Yes

Like you absolutely promise? You get what a big deal it would be?

Oh I get what a big deal it would be

I stared at the screen some more. Breathed out.

I’ll come around and do it, if that’s an end to it?

That’s good. Come round at 11 tonight

And once again I found myself shivering outside the entrance to his block of flats, waiting for him to answer the intercom. Finally, it buzzed.

“Who’s there?”

“It’s me.”

“Oh yeah. Cool.”

“Can you let me in?”

“And what are you here for again?”

“To… to see you.

“And do what?”

“Wh– I’m not going to say that over the speaker!”

“What, you think we’re hacked? Say it. Why’ve you come here?”

“So you’ll stop… bullying me.”

“But really, why’ve you come?”

I sighed. I looked around, leaned in to the speaker, and whispered, “I’ve come to jerk you off.”

“Good girl. I can’t wait to see you naked again.”

The door buzzed and I let myself in.

I found myself walking down the long corridor from the lift to Jack’s apartment on the fourth floor. My footsteps echoed down the hallway and my throat felt stiff. I got to the front door. Paused for a second. Am I really going through with this? Fuck.

I knocked on the door, and it swung open. There was Jack, shirtless, in pyjama bottoms.

I flinched. “Oh! I wasn’t expecting you to be, ummm…”

His body really was impressive close up. Really taught and masculine, and a little hairier than I expected.

“Come in,” he said, and I stepped inside, squeezing past his big, naked torso.

The moment Jack shut the door I knew I’d made a mistake. This was fucked up.

“This is all going to be behind us soon,” said Jack, breaking me out of my reverie.

“Um, right. Yes. Um, do you wanna… sit down while I… or…”

“Take off your clothes first.”

“But I did that last time. Can’t I just jack you off?”

“No. It’s gotta be all together.”

“Um, ok.”

I started to pull my jumper off.

“No, keep that on. Just take off your jeans and panties. More humiliating that way.”

Nervously, I pulled down my jeans, then my panties, and stepped out of them.

“Still haven’t trimmed, I see.”

“Um, no, sorry.”

Why the fuck was I saying sorry?

“Get on your knees,” commanded Jack, suddenly stern.

“What?”

“Get on your knees and jerk me off.”

“Can’t I–”

“That’s how I like it.”

I approached Jack, feeling hot and small, and quietly got to my knees, looking nervously up at him.

I could see the outline of Jack’s big dick straining through his pyjamas again.

“Shall I…?” I asked uncertainty.

“What do you think?” sneered Jack. “Take out my cock.”

“Yes.”

“You call me Daddy now.”

“What?”

“You say ‘Yes, Daddy’.”

“That’s… oh… come on, that’s so degrading.”

“Say it.”

“I… I really don’t want to,” I whispered.

“If you want to jerk off my cock you’ve gotta say yes Daddy.”

I breathed out. “Um… Uh… Yes… Daddy.”

“Good girl. Now take out my cock. Slowly.”

I slowly reached up to his waistband, feeling a little glow in my pussy.

“That’s it,” said Sam, approvingly.

I put my fingers inside his waistband, and slowly pulled down his pyjama bottoms. The base of his cock was thick, and rigid, pulled downwards as I pulled down the fabric. And I had to keep pulling – his cock was long. Fuck. It finally sprang upwards as it was released from the material and I sort of gasped: “Ah!”

Jack chuckled. “Don’t be scared.”

I looked at his cock. It was so taught, and rigid, and big, pointing upwards. Intimidatingly masculine.

“Jerk me off,” said Jack.

I reached up with both hands and wrapped my fingers around it. This was gross. I started jacking his foreskin up and down.

“That’s it, good girl,” said Jack.

He just watched me jack his cock for an age. Eventually my arms got tired and I’d rest one, then swap around.

Jack looked down at me.

“Kiss it,” he said.

“What?”

“I’m not gonna cum from you jerking me like that. You’ll need to kiss it.”

“But you said just jerk you off.”

“Yeah but obviously it doesn’t count if I don’t cum.”

“But–”

“Do it.”

I quickly started kissing his cock while holding it with one hand. I realised my nipples were hardening, but I tried to ignore it.

“Good girl,” said Jack in a patronising voice. “You’re good at that.”

He stroked my hair, and I felt a little jolt of something travel through me. I kept kissing his cock, desperate for him to cum. My pussy was definitely pulsing now. Just quietly throbbing. I tried again to ignore it.

Jack grabbed the base of his cock and started slapping it against my face.

“Stick out your tongue,” he ordered.

“But I–”

“Come on, you want me to cum don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Do it.”

I stuck my tongue out, nice and flat for him, my mouth wide open. He rubbed his cock against my tongue. It felt good. My pussy was getting a little wet now. I swirled my tongue against the underneath of just under the head, and Jack let out a long, low, “Mmmmmm…”

Jack tenderly stroked the side of my face while I swirled my tongue. “Good girl…”

I started licking the whole of his cock from base to head, keeping my splayed tongue firmly against the underside of his dick, making it wet. I think this is the moment that really fucked me, because I let out a tiny involuntary moan for a second.

“Oh you like this, don't you?” said Jack.

I shook my head but continued licking his dick. I was so turned on but didn't want to admit it to this asshole. I was enjoying the feeling of his big cock against my tongue and face. My pussy was buzzing with pleasure and I really wanted to touch it.

“Oh you're very good at this, you pretty fucking thing.”

I kinda liked that he thought I was pretty, as I increased the pace of my licking and let out another involuntary moan.

“Open your mouth,” said Jack, grabbing the base of his cock.

Oh I really shouldn't suck his cock. Plus it looked intimidatingly big. But maybe it would help him cum quicker? But I'd only agreed to jerk him off! This wasn't–

“Open up.”

I opened my mouth, and Jack thrust his powerful cock into my mouth.

I made a sound like Gllck-gllah as I nearly choked, but Jack shushed me and stroked my hair reassuringly. “That's it, good girl. Oh you feel so good. You feel so fucking good.”

I had my eyes closed and was sort of mesmerised by the sensations I was feeling. His big hand gently stroking my hair, his big hard cock sliding in and out of my mouth, pressed firmly against my tongue. I felt so fucking aroused, I wanted him to keep going, and then I'd never have to interact with him again. But I could let myself just enjoy this experience even if it’s not what I wanted. It was natural.

Jack held my head in place with his strong hands and started to fuck my face while I kept my eyes shut.

“Play with yourself,” he ordered.

Alright, fine, whatever. I reached between my legs and started playing with my clit. Fuck, it felt so good, I had so much sexual pressure built up.

“Mmmm…” I said, quietly.

“Oh good fucking girl,” said Jack, picking up the pace. My jaw was starting to ache, and as he thrust deeper into me I started to gag at the end of each thrust: glack-gluck-gluck-gluck…

He buried his cock deep in my throat and held it there and I let out this gagging, slutty glllllllllgg…

“Oh fuck,” said Jack, his voice going hoarse. “You perfect cocksucker…”

I was still playing with my clit like he ordered and I realised I was starting to feel orgasmic.

“I'm going to cum, slut,” Jack growled.

Something about the way he spoke to me turned me on even more and I furiously rubbed at my clit.

“Open your eyes.”

What? I thought to myself.

“Look at me,” he barked.

I opened my eyes and looked up at him as he continued to fuck my mouth. I had a worried and unsure look on my face. We locked eyes – mine, wide, nervous, almost sad, his – narrowed, intense, dominant. He looked into my eyes like that as he pistoned his powerful, manly cock into my open mouth, saliva dribbling from my lips, his balls bouncing off my chin. There was something about the intensity of his stare – the sheer dominance, the sheer– Fuck! I was cumming! I was cummiiiiiiiiiiiiiing!

“Hmmmnnnnnngh-gllah-gluck-glack-hhhhnnnn!!!” I gargled, in a high pitched voice. My legs felt so weak, they'd gone like jelly. My knees had this kind of ache to them, and I just sort of went limp as Jack held my head in place and fucked me with that special fucking cock of his. I looked weakly up at him as he continued to thrust.

“Oh fuck,” he said, “I'm gonna cum, bitch, I'm going to fucking cum, I'm going to fucking– Aaaaaah!!”

He spurted hot cum into my mouth.

“Oh, fuck!!” he exclaimed. He kept thrusting and kept cumming – I choked a couple of times and his cum started dripping down my chin.

Finally he stopped, and just held me there for a moment, his cock buried in my face. Then he pulled out, and I swallowed his cum.

“You look a mess,” said Jack, standing over me. He bent down and picked up my panties, and wiped my face with them.

“Better,” he said, handing me the panties, now soaked in his cum.

I left his apartment that night feeling shaken and ashamed. I walked to the lift not even thinking about my surroundings. What had I done? What the fuck had just happened? Why did I have my panties in my pocket soaked with this man’s cum? I got into the lift in a daze, staring at my reflection in the mirror as I descended to the ground floor.

I had a long hot shower when I got home. I started to feel good as the hot water washed over my skin and the steam swirled around me. I found I couldn’t stop thinking about moments of our interaction, almost like intrusive thoughts, and they would make me slightly horny. This was so fucked up. But it was kind of addictive, thinking about it. I’d get a little tingle in my pussy when I thought about him thrusting his big cock into my mouth. The sound of his voice when he’d called me a good girl. I shook my head, trying to dislodge the thoughts from my head, and finished washing.

I went to sleep that night thinking over and over about what had happened, feeling slightly aroused. That night, I had a weird wet dream about Jack.

I woke up the next morning and saw this message on my phone:

Good to see you last night. I’ll speak to Keisha

I quickly replied:

Thank you

We’ll see how it goes for a month. After that, I’ll see if there’s any loose ends that need tying up

I wasn’t quite sure what he meant by that, but hopefully it would all be ok…

***

True to his word, the bullying stopped. Jack kept his mouth shut during the group feedback sessions in our shared classes, and Keisha stopped bitching about me. Though I remained a little anxious, a gradual sense of relief began to wash over me as the weeks passed. I was able to focus more on composing and on study. I spoke up more in class. I even came along on a few big nights out with the other students and developed my budding friendships. I went to karaoke, I called my mum more often. Things were looking up. And yes I’d quite often have brief horny flashbacks to the evening with Jack, and masturbated in the shower reliving the experience two or three times a week, but I refused to think about what that meant. At one point, Keisha even grudgingly said hi to me when our friendship groups ended up at the same student night. I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say.

A month passed. I was sat on my bed reading a fantasy novel when my phone buzzed:

Hey, it’s been a month

Ok. How are you feeling about everything?

We should talk

I felt my heart sink. Oh no.

What does that mean, exactly?

I’ll explain when we talk

I felt so much panic. My heart started pounding in my chest and my throat stiffened up. Fuck! What did this mean? I had to know! I wanted to get it over with:

Could you do a call now?

No, come over to mine tonight

I’m busy tonight. Can we just do a call?

My phone started ringing. Somehow, the speed of Jack’s response felt aggressive. I stared at his name on my phone, terrified. Could I just not pick up? Or would that make him angry? Fuck. I took a deep breath, and answered.

“Hello?”

“What the fuck are you playing at, Amy?”

“Sorry, I don’t– I don’t understand, what’s wrong?”

“When I ask you to come over, you come over.”

“What do you want to talk about?”

“You’re in trouble.”

“Why? What did I do?”

“You fucking blanked Keisha in front of her friends, Amy.”

“Huh? No I didn’t.”

“Don’t lie to me,”

“Um, I… Er, there was one time she said hi and I was just so surprised I didn’t really know what to say…”

“Well she wants to go in on you now. She doesn’t like being dissed in front of her friends.”

“I’m sorry! I’ll apologise to her.”

“Nah, she hasn’t even forgiven you for watching us that time, and now this? She only left you alone cos I pressured her.”

“Well, could you speak to her and make her understand this is just a misunderstanding?”

“I can do, yeah. But you owe me, girl. Come round and suck my cock.”

I was stunned into silence. Eventually, Jack spoke up.

“You hear me?”

“But, I…”

“You enjoyed it last time. I enjoyed it. Just do it one last time and then just stay away from Keisha and we can all move on.”

“But, I mean, behind Keisha’s back…”

“She and I aren’t exclusive, you don’t need to worry about that.”

“I really don’t think we should.”

“For fuck’s sake, Amy. It’s just a one time thing to make things right, and then after this we’ll just all make sure to stay away from each other so I don’t have to clear up your mess, ok?”

“Ummm…”

“Just say yes.”

“Uh…”

“Say it.”

“Yes!”

“Ok, good. It’s going to be okay, Amy, I’ll see you later.”

Once again I found myself anxiously walking down the hallway to the door of his apartment, my heart beating in my chest. I knocked on the door, and a moment later it swung open. Jack was shirtless, dripping wet, with a towel around his waist. He could have been someone out of a movie, the epitome of male sexiness. Except he had a cruel look on his face.

“Get inside,” he said, and I followed him in.

He shut the door. “Strip.”

I walked to the middle of the living room and started taking my clothes off. “You’ll definitely sort this with Keisha, right?”

“Yes, I will. Slower.”

I slowed down peeling off my clothes. I avoided eye contact although occasionally glanced at him. His eyes were devouring me. He looked intent.

“You know,” he grunted. “You’re very pretty.”

“Th-- thanks,” I felt stupid the moment I said it. Thanking the man who was treating me like this. He smirked, having the same thought.

I got down to my basic white underwear.

“Matching this time,” said Jack.

“Yeah.”

“Take off your bra.”

I did so, and dropped it on the floor.

“Good. Damn, you make me hard.”

I didn’t look at him. I felt that tiny traitorous tingle in my pussy.

“Take off your panties,” he ordered.

Just like last time, I hooked my thumbs in the sides of my panties, and slid them down, bending forward. I pulled my feet out of them and stood up straight.

“I see you’ve trimmed this time,” mused Jack in that confident tone of his.

“Uh that’s just a coincidence,” I lied, my pussy starting to pulse.

“You pretty fucking thing. Get over here. Get on your knees.”

I did as he said, and knelt at his feet.

“Take off my towel.”

I reached up, and pulled his towel from him, dropping it to the floor. His cock was three quarters hard, and very big. It twitched as I looked at it. I could see it growing in size.

“Touch it,” he commanded.

I wrapped my hand around it.

“Good girl.”

I was getting really horny now. My nipples were already stiffening. I was kind of enjoying this – it would be the last time I did this and eventually be a strange, horny memory. I held his big dick by the base and leaned forward, mouth open–

“Ah ah,” said Jack.

I looked up at him.

“Beg for it,” he said.

“What?”

“Beg to suck my cock.”

“Um… Please can I suck your cock?”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“Please can I suck your cock?”

“Mean it!”

“Please please can I suck your cock?”

“And call me Daddy.”

“Please please please can I suck your cock Daddy? Please? I mean it,” I couldn’t believe the words that were pouring out of my mouth, I was on autopilot.

“Good girl.”

Jack stroked my hair and thrust his incredible cock into my mouth.

“Ggggllphh…” I spluttered.

My mouth was completely filled with his cock as he started slowly sawing in and out of me.

“Thaaat’s it…” Jack crooned, like he was proud of me for doing a good job. “Take that fucking cock, like the slut you are. Good fucking girl.”

I was so fucking turned on. I thought fuck it, and started playing with my clit.

“Oh you like that, don’t you? Already playing with your clit. You fucking love it.”

He held my hair and drove his cock deeper into me. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” he exclaimed.

I started unconsciously moaning and he chuckled, moving his big cock around inside my mouth and throat. “You’re such a fucking slut.”

Eventually he pulled his cock out of my mouth, absolutely dripping with my saliva, and rubbed it over my face, smearing my own spit over me.

“Good fucking girl,” he said, “Just look at that pretty fucking face.”

He slapped his cock against my face a few times while I bathed in the glow of pride at him calling me pretty. He was the hottest man on campus.

He shoved his cock back in my mouth and fucked my face for another minute, then he did something which surprised me. He pulled out of me, got to his knees, and looked me in the eye. “Lie on your back.”

“What?”

“Just do it.”

I got mostly onto my back, but rested on my elbows, looking worried.

Jake knelt between my legs. “I’ve gotta taste that pretty fucking pussy.”

“Wait, I didn’t say you could– OHH!”

I threw my head back and wailed as Jack lapped at my pussy. This fucking stud knew what he was doing. God damn.

He lapped hungrily and fiercely, moaning to himself in a deep, deep voice.

“Give me that fucking pussy,” he mumbled. Then, when I didn’t respond, he said more aggressively, “Fucking give it to me.”

“It’s yours Daddy,” I said, not really meaning it but feeling it would be best to play along. Fuck it felt so incredible. This really shouldn’t be happening.

“Good girl,” Jack rasped, and forcefully licked at my clit.

“Ohhwwwwwwwww…” I moaned, my body tensing with pleasure.

“Thaaat’s it…”

He licked and slurped, giving out masculine grunts as he enjoyed himself. I felt my pleasure building, my body submitting to him, the shadow of an orgasm rising.

Then Jack stopped, and kneeled up. “Do you know how to squirt, bitch?”

“I don’t think all women–”

“I’ll show you how.”

He licked two fingers and stuck them in me.

“Oh!” I cried.

He pressed the pads of his fingers up against the ceiling of my pussy, near the entrance and started powerfully rubbing my G-spot with a come hither motion. I started writhing, clenching and releasing my ass cheeks. I couldn’t believe how fucked up this was and yet how good it felt. I was supposed to just come over and suck his cock or whatever.

“Jerk me off,” barked Jack.

I grabbed his big dick with one hand and did my best to jerk him off, but I couldn’t really focus due to the intense stimulation of my G-spot. I felt this big warm energy building deep within me, in my pubic region.

Unbidden, a high pitched moan emanated from my throat – “Hmmmmmnnnnnnnn”

“Thaaat’s it. Goood girl…”

He was furiously fingering me, and with the other hand he grabbed my hair, forming a ponytail at the top of my scalp and holding me in place.

“Take it you slut! Cum for me! Cum for me like a good girl!”

“Aargh! Oh! I… I… I don’t think I can…”

Jack let go of my hair and pushed down on my pubic mound with his now free hand. The pressure on my G-spot skyrocketed.

“I said cum for me you slut. Squirt for me like a good cumslut. Do it! Do it!”

The fierce aggression in his final ‘Do it’ sent me over the edge: “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!!”

I felt hot fluid squirting out of my pussy as my body convulsed. My eyes were tightly shut, my jaw was clenched, my back arched uncontrollably and my hips bucked. In the most high pitched wail I’ve ever uttered I cried, “Ohh goddddddddddd! OHHHHHHHHHH MY GODDD!!!” and came so hard, squirting over the floor of his living room.

I opened my eyes, and saw Jack looming over me, a smirk on his face.

“You fucking slut,” he said, and then knelt over my face and put his balls in my mouth. “Lick ‘em, slut.”

I was completely pinned down and did what he said, lapping at his big masculine balls while his big dick rested on my face.

I did that for several minutes while he moaned in pleasure. Then he got off my face and knelt between my legs. He grabbed one of my breasts and kneaded it, and bent over and licked the nipple of my other breast.

I moaned softly as he enjoyed my body. Then he moved down to my pussy and licked me there. I was so sensitive, but in a good way. Like there was magical pink hazy energy glowing and throbbing there. I thought he was going to bring me to another orgasm but he straightened up and looked at me. He reached over to the sofa and grabbed something. Then he showed it to me. It was a condom packet.

I freaked the fuck out. “WOH!” I said, sitting up, my eyes wide with fear.

“Relax. I’m not gonna make you do anything you don’t want to, slut,” he said, putting the packet down next to me.

He bent down and kissed my neck, pressing his hot, toned, muscular body against mine. I felt our sweat intermingling. He kissed my collar bone and then pressed his thigh against my pussy, moving it gently but firmly in slow circular motions.

“Mmmm…” I moaned.

“But you do fucking want it, don’t you slut?”

I didn't say anything, I just ground my pussy into his leg. I couldn’t think straight.

“Say you want me to fuck you,” Jack whispered. He ground the underside of the shaft of his cock against my pussy and I whimpered with pleasure. “Say you’re a pathetic fucking slut and you want me to fuck you.”

“I…”

“Come on…”

“I…”

He ground his cock against my pussy lips some more. Fuck it would feel so good to have him inside me. His big fucking cock hammering my pussy…

“Say it, slut.”

“I… I…” oh who fucking cares, I thought. “I’m a pathetic fucking slut and I want you to fuck me.”

I had meant to just say it and fake it, but, in that moment, I betrayed myself. As I said it, I meant it. I really meant that I was a pathetic slut who needed fucking by this superior alpha male, who would dominate me and take my pussy. I felt this beautiful ache in my pussy as I said it. I was his.

“Good girl.”

He slid the condom on and pressed the thick head of his cock into me. It was so wide it stretched me.

“Ohh!” I said, half in pain, and wondering whether I had made a mistake. Maybe he was too big.

He slid in further, really stretching me.

“Oh my God,” I gasped. It felt good but also painful. The stretch was too much.

“It’s okay, slut, give it a minute. You’ll fucking love it…”

He stroked my face and slowly shoved his painfully large cock deeper and deeper into me while I whimpered. My pussy was throbbing with pleasure and desire but it was also on the verge of being too painful.

“Aargh!” I cried.

“It’s okay. I’m in all the way now. I’m in. Your pussy belongs to me now slut, do you understand?”

I nodded weakly.

“Now just lie there for a moment while my cock stretches you out. It won’t take long.”

He lay on top of me, his heavy weight pinning me down, his big, hot chest pressing into me, my face buried in his shoulder. I realised I liked the smell of his sweat, and after a minute or two the pain subsided a bit.

“Good girl,” he said, beginning to slowly thrust part of his length in and out of me. “How does that feel?”

“It feels good, Daddy.”

“Oh very good,” he said at my use of the word Daddy, and stroked my face. “Such a good slut. Just a natural cumslut for me to use.”

He started driving his dick into me harder, and I realised he'd broken me. Just overwhelmed me with dominance and sexual pleasure and his superiority. And I wanted it. I was happy to submit to him, it felt so fucking good.

I’d yelp with each thrust. He still felt overwhelmingly big but I was also surfing the wave of an incredible sexual high. The absolute submission, the absolute humiliation at the hands of this alpha stud. It was exquisite. He masterfully fucked me and stretched me, conquering my pussy. I could literally feel the moment my pussy submitted to him. I moaned in pleasure.

Then he really started pounding me. Slamming his big cock into me as I yelped and mewled. His hips slapped against mine and he grabbed my hair again to hold me in place as he fucked me like a bitch.

I whimpered and moaned, looking up with fearful, wide and overwhelmed eyes into his brooding gaze.

“You like me fucking you like a whore, don’t you?” He growled as he hammered his magnificent cock into me.

A part of my brain wanted to flag that ‘whore’ is a prejudiced and problematic term but I was too overwhelmed with orgasmic pleasure and all I could do was whimper, “Yes, Daddy! Fuck me like a whore, Daddy!”

“Good fucking girl!”

He jackhammered into me and I felt another big orgasm building.

“Grab your ankles,” he snapped. “Bring your knees up. Stretch yourself for me. Give me maximum fucking access.”

I did as he commanded, pinned beneath him, offering up my pussy to this god as he rammed his throbbing cock into me over and over.

“That’s it, every last millimetre of that pussy belongs to me, understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re my little cumslut.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“What are you?”

“I’m your little cumslut, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Good fucking girl. What a perfect little cumslut. Now get on your hands and knees.”

He pulled out of me and I turned over, my limbs feeling weak, and got on all fours.

“Face down, ass up,” he said, and I obeyed.

“Here we go again, slut,” he said, placing the head of his cock against my bruised pussy lips. “Put your hands behind your back.”

I did as he commanded, and he grabbed my wrists with one big, strong hand, and plunged his cock into me.

“Aaaagh!” I yelled, but he didn’t stop, just immediately started fucking me as hard as he could, his hips SLAPPING into my ass so hard it pushed my face into the floor.

“Fucking take it, you perfect fucking cumslut! You pretty fucking thing! Oh you’re just perfect for fucking.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” the words came out of me of their own accord.

“Now admit you were perving on me and Keisha!”

“Um… maybe a little bit…”

“I fucking knew it, you freak!” he said, pounding me even harder so it hurt.

I felt a painful sting on my right asscheek and realised he’d spanked me as he continued to ram into me..

“I’m sorry!” I yelled, over the din of our bodies slapping together, of his grunts of exertion and my involuntary whines.

“Sorry what?!”

“Sorry Daddy!”

SPANK!

“Aah!”

“Keeping saying it,” he growled.

SPANK!

“I’m sorry Daddy!”

SPANK!

“I’m sorry Daddy!”

SPANK!

“Sorry Daddy! I’m so sorry!”

“You'd better fucking be, slut. But we’re not even, you hear me? You fucking perv. You liar. I’m going to fuck you every fucking week to make up for this, you hear me?!

“Yes, Daddy,” I said, my face mushed into the floor, my whole body jiggling as he continued to pound me.

“I’m going to cum now, slut. I’m going to cum in you and make you my bitch.”

“Yes Daddy, thank you Daddy.”

He grabbed my waist with his strong hands and absolutely went berserk, pistoning into me, bruising my asscheeks from the force of his hips slamming into me. I felt his cock grow even harder and fuller and he erupted, roaring, “FUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!”

The feeling of utter submission made me cum so hard – a whole body, vaginal orgasm that exploded across my body and mind. I made guttural grunts like a crazed animal, my legs trembling, my wet pussy clenching and contracting against his cock. I fell forward onto my stomach and Jake came with me, keeping his big cock buried in me, pinning me down.

We lay there like that, catching our breath for several moments, before I started to realise the gravity of what I’d done. All the potential consequences started flashing up in my mind. What if Jack told everybody how I'd behaved tonight? What about Keisha? There's no way she'd be cool with this. She'd want to destroy me. And Jack was a monster. What the fuck would he do to me now? I'd given him so much power over me! What would he do to me?! As I lay there on my stomach, his huge cock still buried in me, I felt my brain flood with fear and anxiety. WHAT HAD I DONE?!!

***

There’s a lot more of my experiences with Jack, Keisha, and Jack’s friends. A lot of ups and downs and gut-wrenching twists. In some ways it's kind of traumatic and emotional and intense, but also, it's about the most intense sexual highs and addictive orgasms of my life. If you’d like to hear more, leave me a review… If you want to join my mailing list and hear when the next one’s coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl


BONUS CONTENT / MORE FROM THIS AUTHOR



For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF5G7W6S
Sample Excerpt below from Punished by my Boss :-( – an intense story about a mistake-prone 22-year-old girl in her first job, and her looming, powerful, 40-year-old Managing Director, self-made millionaire Grant White:
My first day was pretty uneventful, though I was nervous. The offices were high ceilinged, with antique wooden flooring, white walls, big Victorian windows and small chandeliers. I was introduced to everyone, including Grant, who once again seemed to be looking into me with those dark eyes of his. We shook hands – and, looking back now, I think I felt something. Just a little bit of stress in my stomach? I felt the strength of his grip as I looked up at him.
“I think you’re going to be a good fit,” he said in a deep voice.
The thing was, though, it turned out I wasn’t. It’s always hard starting a new job. The pace was tough, and most of our clients were Very High Net Worth Individuals with exacting standards and big egos. I was a junior in the social and digital team and I made a few big mistakes – like sending the draft version of a PDF to a client instead of the final version. That might not sound like a big deal but when your clients have huge egos, strong opinions and expect only the very best, and each account is worth millions of pounds, that kind of thing is an issue. In one meeting I didn’t realise it was me who was supposed to be taking notes. Anyway it was just lots of little things like that, but it kept adding up.
Eventually I got called in for a meeting with Grant. This freaked me out! Why was it the Managing Director I had to see and not my manager, or her manager?
I found myself waiting outside his office late on a Thursday, after nearly everyone had gone home. I was sitting on an upholstered Louis XVI-style chair with red cushioning and an antique gold finish to the frame, nervously glancing over at Grant’s severe Executive Assistant, busily at work behind her huge iMac screen.
Eventually she looked up. “Grant will see you now.”
I got up, and slid open the huge sliding wooden door, painted white like everything else, that stretched from floor to ceiling. I stepped into Grant’s cavernous office and slid the door shut behind me. Looking up, I was intimidated by the sense of space. About twenty metres of dark wooden flooring stretched out between me and Grant’s big mahogany desk. There was a fireplace to my left, and oil paintings on the walls. There was a breakout area with a tasteful rug and some low easy chairs. But Grant was sitting at his desk, looking intently at me.
“Um, hi,” I mumbled, and walked towards him, my heels echoing click-clack in the high-ceilinged chamber. I felt his eyes burning into me as I walked towards him and I avoided eye contact, feeling a little self-conscious. It seemed to take an age to reach him, each clack of my heels on the wooden floor somehow making me feel more like the embarrassed centre of attention.
I reached his desk – there were two low-slung chairs in front of it.
“Take a seat,” he said in a deep, authoritative voice.
I sat down obediently.
“Sophie…” he said. “When I hired you, I felt I saw something special in you. And I can still see it. There is something special about you. But you’re not showing it. There’s too many mistakes–”
“I’m sorry.”
“Let me finish. These are very high profile clients. They’re demanding. They’ve got big egos and a sense of entitlement. If I met them in my personal life I wouldn’t give them the time of day. People that rich become like short tempered children. We mess up a couple of times and we lose them, along with millions of pounds. I’d have to let you go before that happened.”
“I’m sorry, sir!”
I blushed and my eyes went wide. I don’t know where the “sir” came from. I felt like such a fool. I hadn’t called anyone sir since Sixth Form. I went to private school before university and it was old fashioned there.
Grant chuckled – a deep, low rumble. A smirk crept across his face. And there was something intense in his eyes.
I mumbled apologetically, “Sorry, I don’t know where that came from.”
“It’s alright,” he said, reassuringly.
“How can we help you make less mistakes? Is it a focus thing? Are you stressed?”
“Um, I don’t think it’s a focus thing. Er, but, I am stressed…”
“Why’s that?”
“Well, it’s like, I’m still new here…”
“It takes time to settle in, I understand that.”
“And, er, I get stressed about the thought of making a mistake, but then the stress kind of, I think I rush things maybe and then that makes me make mistakes.”
Grant got up and casually sauntered around the desk. His large powerful legs looked good in his  grey tailored suit trousers. He leant against the front of the desk, arms folded, looking down at me.
“Try not to worry. And look, if it helps, I’ll bear that in mind. If stress is causing you to make mistakes, we can reduce your workload a little, and just know that I understand it takes a while to settle in.”
“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him. I glanced down for a moment and realised I was looking directly at his crotch. He looked very big down there. Let’s just say he had ‘presence’.
“Sophie?”
I looked away. Jesus, had he caught me staring? God I wanted to shrivel up and disappear. I looked up at Grant, there was a thoughtful expression on his masculine face, and he smiled politely. “We’re going to bed you in, okay? It’s going to be alright. I like having you here, ok?”
“Thank you. And um, I like working under you.”
Fuck! Why am I always embarrassing myself? Doing the wrong thing? Saying the wrong thing?!
There was that smirk on Grant’s lips again. “Glad to hear it.”
I stared up at him and gulped, feeling mortified.
He smiled. “Have you tried mindfulness for stress? Breathing exercises?”
“Um, no.”
“Well, try this. It can help in stressful moments. Breath in for four seconds, through your nose. Do it,” he said, calmly.
I did as he said, still looking up at him as I breathed through my nose.
“Good. Now hold.”
I held my breath.
“Now breathe out through your mouth for five seconds. That’s it, slowly.”
I realised I was blowing air on his groin. I hoped he didn’t notice. He shifted slightly.
“Good. Now, again,” he said in his deep, authoritative voice. “In through your nose, two, three, four. Hold. That’s it, good. Now, out through your mouth, slowly, two… three… four.”
We did this a couple more times, then he looked at me. “How are you feeling? Relaxed?”
“Um, yes.”
“Good.”
He went back around the desk and sat down again. “Don’t let me keep you. And don’t work too late today.”
I got up, and turned to leave. “Okay, I won’t”
“Good girl,” he said, already looking at an email.
My steps faltered for a split second. Did he really just call me that? I hurried out of there.
Things went ok for the next couple of weeks and I did feel I was improving at work. But then the most embarrassing thing possible happened. My landlord replaced my broken washing machine with a new model, and the first time I used it I somehow got the setting wrong. I shrunk ALL my clothes and only realised in the morning, before work. It wasn’t a work from home day either. The dress code is very strict and old fashioned at Zenith and I only had four appropriate outfits, all of them now shrunk. In the end, I went in in a very tight blouse and super short, shrunk skirt, hoping no one would notice.
At the end of the day, I got called into Grant’s office, and once again found myself nervously click-clacking towards him across the cavernous space.
“Sophie,” he said in his stern, deep voice. “I know this is a delicate topic, but that is not appropriate clothing for the workplace.”
“What do you mean?” I said, feigning ignorance and really hoping I could persuade him I hadn’t done anything wrong.
He sighed. “This skirt is far too short.”
I looked down at my bare legs. My tights had shrunk too and without them I felt even more exposed.
“It’s normal for Gen-Z,” I lied, starting to feel stressed. Was this the mistake that was going to get me fired?
“You don’t think that’s inappropriate?”
“Um, no?”
“You’d feel comfortable walking past my desk like that?”
“Uh, yes…”
“Do it, then.”
“Um… sure…”
I walked up and down while he watched me.
“Now come and hand me my stapler,” he ordered, darkly.
I walked around the desk, feeling his burning eyes on my smooth legs, feeling embarrassed. Avoiding eye contact with him and looking at the ground, I picked up his stapler, and handed it to him. I could tell he was staring at my legs and I felt so flustered, but also… flattered? Just a little horny? This was so fucked up.
“You think this is appropriate?” he said again in that deep voice.
“Yes,” I whispered, feeling humiliated.
“Turn around,” he ordered.
I obeyed. I felt utterly embarrassed, my cheeks burning. I was basically showing him my ass, my skirt was that short.
“You feel comfortable wearing this skirt to the office?”
“I promise, sir, uh– I mean– this is just a normal office skirt, I haven’t done anything wrong.”
“Yes you fucking have,” he growled. He seemed to be holding something back. “Turn around.”
I did so, and he stood up. He picked up a pen, all the while holding my gaze, and casually dropped it on the floor.
“Pick that up.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And prove you can do it in an appropriate manner for the workplace, in a skirt like that.”
I realised I couldn’t bend over. His gaze seemed to hold mine, to command it. I slowly crouched down, unable to look away from his stern expression, my eyes wide with something? Fear? Nerves? Anxiety? I realised I was turned on. But this wasn’t right. He was my boss. I was in so much trouble.
I got to my knees, and picked up the pen.
He looked down at me.
“Look at you,” he sneered. “Your skirt’s ridden up over your panties, for god’s sake.”
I gulped, staring nervously up at him.
He sat in his chair.
“Stand up.”
I obeyed, and stood up, not thinking to pull my skirt back down. I stood there, silently showing him my white cotton panties, blushing.
Grant swallowed. His jaw muscles tensed up like he was trying to restrain himself.
“You’re comfortable like this?”
“Yes,” I whispered.
“Bend over for me.”
I was turned on out of my mind at this point, unable to think more than two seconds ahead. I bent over the desk, showing him my pale ass and white cotton panties. He stood up, and stepped towards me.
“You’ve been a bad girl.”
“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.”
With one big hand he grabbed my hair, which I wasn’t expecting, pinning me against the desk.
“I’m going to have to punish you.”
I felt my pussy tingle. “Yes, sir.”
SPANK!
“Owwww!” I cried out in pain. My ass stung and throbbed where he’d spanked me. I couldn’t believe this was happening, this was so humiliating. I was a 22-year-old being spanked over her desk by her boss, for making too many mista–
SPANK!
“Oww!”
This was arousing me. I couldn’t believe it, but I was feeling this buzz of electricity swelling up in me.
SPANK!
“Aargh! It hurts!”
“Good. Now start apologising.”
SPANK!
“I’m sorry!”
SPANK!
“I’m sorry!”
SPANK!
“I’m sorreeeee!” I squealed, my eyes closed, my cheeks flushed, my pussy wet.
“And you won’t let it happen again?
SPANK!
“No sir!”
SPANK!
“Say it!” he growled.
SPANK!
“I won’t let it happen again, sir!”
“Good girl…”
He stopped. We were both panting, stunned. He held me in place by my hair. My pussy was dripping wet. What was he going to do next?
He sat back down in his chair. “Now make yourself presentable, and get out of my office.”
“Yes, sir.”
I staggered away, tugging my skirt down, stunned.
Click here to read the whole story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF5G7W6S


cover.jpeg
—_—

.

arah Levrtest






