
        
            
                
            
        

    






PUNISHED AND DOMINATED BY MY COACH

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


“For fuck’s sake, Kelly!” barked Mike.

“Sorry!” I said, feeling embarrassed as the other girls reset.

“I said late and fast. Late and slow is no bloody use to anyone.”

Mike’s a very intimidating coach. He’s in his mid thirties, very tall and deep voiced, and gets so passionate about football (that’s soccer to you yanks!). He’s the kind of coach who yells a lot. He’s got black hair, mean green eyes, stubble, and is quite classically good looking with cheesily good cheekbones. He’s pretty obsessed with sports science and nutrition etc and works out a lot, and you can tell. You wouldn’t want to see him walking towards you on a dark night. About half our squad are lesbian, but the girls who aren’t have a running joke about how sexy he is. We call him Scary Mike, or Sexy Mike, depending on what mood we’re in – behind his back and in WhatsApp groups. Even some of the girls who don’t swing that way are in on the joke. We do debate about him quite a lot in terms of his coaching style. Is it too harsh? But the thing is, when it comes to football he genuinely does have a brilliant mind, we’ve improved a lot under him and some of us are desperate to go professional once we graduate. He gets results, and so quite a few of the girls respect that about him, especially the more hard nosed and serious girls. And in the right context he can be alright. Like he’ll come along for a drink or two with us sometimes on a team social before leaving us to it, and at times like that he can be quite cool and funny in this very dry, deadpan way. He’s been very supportive of Joanne since her injury. I guess he can relate to that given his own career, but he’s gone out of his way to visit her and give her advice and make sure we’re all checking in on her.

As for me, I wasn’t sure what I thought of him. I loved football, and sometimes I was good at it. I dreamed of going pro. But I was so inconsistent. I had real trouble motivating myself during the week. Come kick off on Saturdays I was locked in. Like a switch goes on in my head and I become this fierce competitor who shouts at the ref and shoulder barges the opposition. But somehow most of the time I wasn't able to play at my best. My cardio wasn’t where it should be, I could definitely have been stronger, I was bad at getting enough sleep, and maybe worst of all, I had trouble concentrating during training. Like I would sometimes switch off while Mike was speaking, or start day dreaming in the middle of a drill. I’d been wondering whether I might have ADHD but the NHS waiting list for an assessment was two years and I couldn’t afford to go private.

Anyway, in this final season before I graduated I could feel my dream slipping away from me. I was getting benched more frequently, and I’d picked up the nickname “Dozy” from the girls. I really hated being shouted at by Mike, but often it was the only thing that worked.

That Saturday, we played a league game against the University of Exeter’s first team. Realistically, our place in the play-offs was guaranteed as we were second with two games to go. I thought I was playing ok until five minutes before half time when I just… I don’t know, got lazy? Exeter made a break on our left wing. I was playing right midfielder, feeling knackered, and jogged back. Then Exeter’s right winger absolutely shredded our defence so I picked up speed, only for their central midfielder to burst past me, get on the end of a cross, and fucking score. Fuck!

Mike stormed onto the pitch, grabbed me by the arm, bent down, and whispered in my ear, “If you switch off like that again, I’m taking you off. And you won’t play another minute this season.”

“Uh, I won’t. I really won’t.”

“Right.”

He strode off, ignoring the ref trying to order him away.

I was on fire for the rest of the match:

●           They’re left midfielder broke past our right winger, I flew in studs up, clearly got the ball, knocked her over afterwards and our winger made it up the pitch, crossed and we nearly scored.

●           I ran so much harder off the ball, my lungs burning, and got on the end of about four great passes from our centre backs

●           I absolutely shut down the right wing for us, so Exeter tried going through the middle much more and didn’t have much success.

●           Shouldered they’re left winger off the ball hard – nearly got pinged for it but didn’t

●           Won the aerial battle a few times

●           Came off covered in mud

We won 2-0. I came off exhausted, feeling really good. After showering and singing with the girls I got changed, it always takes me longer as I get distracted and have a super long skincare regime. I came out of the changing rooms and bumped into Mike in the corridor.

“Hey,” I said.

“Kelly,” he growled, in the deep voice of his. “You cannot switch off like that.”

“Right.”

“You wanna make it professional? You fucking won’t with that attitude.”

“It was just one–”

“It’s not just one time,” he snapped. “Don’t fucking kid youself, love. You’re letting yourself down, and you’re letting everyone else down. There’s four girls wanna go pro, and I want to move on to the Super League. There’ll be scouts at the final I’ve been told, if we even get there. We need to win it. You, Sandy and Abeni are our three best players.”

He started pointing his finger in my face as I looked up at him as he loomed intimidatingly over me. “If you fuck up, or if I have to bench you, that’s a hell of a lot of people you’re letting down, including yourself. Think about what it is you want.”

He stalked away. I felt a bit ashamed and humiliated. I’m an adult, he can’t talk to me like that. I was also secretly pleased to hear he thought I was one of the best players on the team. I was so inconsistent I couldn’t tell. That compliment was something to hold on to. Whatever you thought of Mike, he knew what he was talking about. I could go pro. I just needed to really go for it. I resolved to give everything.

That resolution unravelled within about 36 hours as I ended up being twenty minutes late for training on Tuesday.

Mike looked up as I came hurrying across the field. The girls were all focused on a passing drill.

“Go home, Kelly,” said Mike as I approached.

“Sorry?”

“You can’t be turning up twenty minutes late. Go home, and we’ll talk about this.”

“I’m only twenty minutes–”

“Go home, Kelly.”

He shot me this look – he has these piercing green eyes that make him look like a predator. Someone you don’t want to mess with.

“Uh, ok,” I said. Some of the other girls were paying attention and I felt my cheeks glowing pink. I turned, and trudged off.

***

That afternoon, I found myself knocking on the door of Mike’s office on campus.

“Come in.”

I pushed open the door. It was a medium sized office, and painfully neat. There were various books on the shelves about biomechanics and sports psychology etc. A few posters with quotes by famous athletes. The blinds were down, with the slats half turned, and it was quite dark.

“Hi,” I mumbled softly, feeling like a school girl in trouble.

Mike was lounging in his chair behind his desk. “Hi, Kelly. Sit down.”

I sat in the chair and looked nervously into his eyes. He had an intense, stern expression.

“What are gonna do with you, Kelly?”

“Um, I just wanna play. I’m really sorry about this morning.”

“I’m not sure you have the right mindset to be in the team. And if you wanna go pro, forget about it. You missed training last Thursday–”

“I promise you I forgot what day of the week it was!”

“If you wanna be the very best. If you wanna make a living from this. You need focus. You need discipline.”

“I know, I know, I know. I want to be like that. And, like, I do feel after you spoke to me on Saturday I played well.”

Mike sighed. “You were the best player on the team after that. But unless I shout at you every single time…”

“I mean, um… Maybe that’s what I need? I just can’t focus unless I know I’m gonna get in trouble. It’s the same with coursework, I can’t even start essays until like two days before the deadline at the earliest.”

“For fuck’s sake, Kelly, you’re a grown adult. You need me to punish you every time you slip up?”

“I don’t know,” I whined, feeling embarrassed.

“Fuck it,” said Mike, angrily. He stood up. “You free this evening?”

“Er, yeah.”

“We’ll do one-on-one training. Your passing has been all over the place recently and I’ve no fucking idea why. And don’t be late unless you want me yelling down the phone at you and excluding you from the squad. Ok?”

“Er, and it definitely has to be this evening? Only–”

“KELLY!” he slammed a big fist into the desk and I jumped. “Meet me this evening under the flood lights or I swear to god you’re out of the squad. Got it?”

I nodded my head.

“Good girl. I’ve gotta go now. After you.”

He gestured to the door and I hurriedly left.

I found it weird that I’d found him just a bit sexy in that moment.

***

We  did passing drills that evening under the floodlights. Once again though I found myself getting bored and phoning it in.

“HEY,” yelled Mike. “This is piss poor, Kelly. Take a lap around the pitch, full speed.”

I started running around the pitch. “FASTER,” he yelled. “Fuck’s sake, Kelly!”

I sped up as he watched me from the centre of the pitch. I felt lactic acid burning in my legs, the cold air stinging my lungs. Eventually I made it back to the centre of the pitch, sweat pouring down my face, my chest heaving.

“Now, listen this time,” said Mike, tapping his ear. “You’re leaning back too much. This is basic, Kelly.”

“Sorry, sir,” I said. I don’t know why I said ‘sir’, it just sort of came out.

“Okay,” said Mike, pointing at the cones. “Left foot.”

I made a bunch of super smooth passes off my left foot.

“Good girl,” barked Mike. “Why can’t you do that all the time?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged, awkwardly, and made another pass.

“Stop! Look what you’re doing.”

He strode towards me, and I felt a little natural fear shoot down my spine. He’s a big man, the night sky was pitch black, with nothing visible beyond the floodlights, and there was something about his towering, muscular silhouette that would strike fear into any woman.

He grabbed me and made me look at myself. “Why are you leaning this way?”

“I don’t know.”

“Look at your feet.”

I obeyed.

“Why are they like that?” he barked.

“I guess I wasn’t thinking.”

“That’s your problem, Kelly,” he said, holding me in place. “You don’t think. You’ve got all this talent in this incredible body of yours. And you waste it cos you need someone to punish you to get the best out of you. Now give me twenty push ups.”

I dropped to my knees, put my hands out on the wet grass, leaned over–

“Not girl push ups. Real push ups.”

I straightened my legs and stuck my feet out, bringing my knees off the ground. I’m not so good at full push ups.

I lowered myself to the ground, the condensation on the grass making my face wet as I caught a whiff of earth and cut grass.

“One,” boomed Mike.

I struggled up.

“Come on,” he snapped.

I lowered myself again.

“Two… Come on, Kelly. Work for it.”

I found I really wanted to please him.

“Three. Prove to me you’re not lazy and soft and weak. Come on, what kind of girl are you?”

I lowered myself again, and again, and again, while Mike stood over me, barking orders and occasionally insulting me. I found I really wanted to prove I could meet his standards, that I could do what he asked of me…

“Sixteeeeen… Come on, Kelly.”

My arms were shaking as I tried to steady myself. “I… can’t…”

“Not interested in excuses. Two more.”

“But–”

“DO IT!” he shouted. It was fucking terrifying.

I lowered myself. Gritted my teeth, and pushed with all my might. I cheated my form a bit, I physically couldn’t move otherwise, and my shoulders came up first while my back arched and my stomach stayed on the ground. Then the rest of me followed.

“ONE MORE. COME ON.”

I lowered myself– and collapsed. My arms felt numb and weak. I pushed against the ground but couldn’t get up off the grass.

“I really can’t…”

Mike bent over, grabbed the collar of my shirt and yanked me up. God he was strong. He hauled me to my feet, and put his face close to mine.

“You need to do better,” he said, quietly. “Next time it’s seventeen. Ok?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, panting for breath. “I mean, not ‘sir’, I–”

“No, it’s ‘sir’ from now on.”

His dark green eyes were so intense.

“Uh, yes sir.”

“Good girl. Go get showered.”

***

Over the next few weeks I had a bunch more one-on-ones with Mike. Motivation is such a weird thing – I wanted to be a footballer more than anything in the world, I knew all the small steps needed to get me there, like training hard in every session, video analysis, solo training, nutrition, cardio, hydration, getting enough sleep, visualisations, struggling for every extra 1%, even stuff like getting the right sports bra and tracking your periods, and yet at least half the time I just didn’t feel motivated to do the small things. Each one little thing feels like it’s no big deal if you skip it just that one time. But then you can make that argument every time. I guess I needed discipline.

I found during my coaching sessions with Mike he really kept me focused and I gave 100%, and I felt like it made a difference when we played Reading University. But outside of those sessions I was as sloppy as ever.

It all came to a head when I turned up hungover to a Wednesday morning training session. I was absolutely hanging, and worst of all it was a defense session after we’d let in three goals against Reading. Urgh. I thought I did an ok job of hiding it and hiding from Mike. Yeah I was quiet, but I covered just enough ground, often at almost full tilt, to hide the fact that I had a headache and felt a bit sick. Generally I hid behind the others when Mike talked.

Halfway through, Mike stopped a drill we were doing in the penalty box.

“Girls, this isn’t good enough. Who’s got the back post?! Well?! Do we wanna win the league, or not?.”

None of us knew what to say. Mike turned on me, glowering. “Kelly. Are you hung over?”

I felt all eyes on me and started blushing.

“Um… Just a little bit–”

“Then get off the pitch! There is no place here for anyone not taking this seriously.”

“I just–”

“I’m not interested in excuses, Kelly. Go back to the changing rooms. I’ll talk to you later. Now is everyone else gonna give it one hundred percent in this session?”

There were some grudging nods and a few awkward responses.

“We’ll give it one hundred percent…” mumbled Sandy.

“Great. Alright, reset.”

I trudged off the pitch, feeling humiliated. Why’d I stayed out so late last night? I hadn’t even enjoyed it.

I hung around until the end of the session, feeling awkward and singled out. After the girls had gone home, I sat on the benches, feeling humiliated and like I’d let myself down. Suddenly – BANG –  the door flew open and Mike strode in.

“Kelly. What the fuck was that?”

“I’m sorry–”

“I’m giving up my free time to give you extra sessions, and then you turn up hungover?!”

“I’m sorry.”

“Do you even want this? Would you rather quit?”

“No, I… I do want this,” I said, looking at my feet.

“Then why the fuck do you do stuff like this?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

“Look at me.”

I looked up at him. His green eyes were so intense. I had to look away again.

“Look. At. Me.”

I looked him in the eye, pursing my lips, feeling wide-eyed and like I was in trouble.

“You need to make a decision, Kelly. What do you want from this? What do you want from me?”

I stayed silent for a moment. “Errr… I… want you to push me… I wanna try and make it…”

“I’m already pushing you.”

“I think… If… If you have the time… If you pushed me even harder… It would get the best out of me…”

Mike punched the wall and I jumped.

“Fuck, Kelly! You don’t think I have enough on my plate?!

“I’m sorry, I…”

“No, don’t apologize! Just fucking do your job!”

“I caaan’t,” I whined. “I just need you to like… really push me. Like, psychotically hard.”

“Stand up!”

“What?”

“Stand the fuck up! NOW.”

I jumped up, terrified. Mike grabbed my football shirt and yanked me towards him, anger on his face. He shoved his face in mine

“Is this psychotic enough for you?!”

“Um…” I felt very intimidated and unsure. “Maybe.”

“Maybe?!”

He grabbed me with both hands and pulled me right into him, towering over me. I had to crane my neck and look almost straight up to look into his smouldering eyes. I could feel his breath on my face.

He lowered his face even closer to mine. I could smell his breath. Warm and dewy.

“Are you going to do what I fucking say?” he said with quiet menace.

I nodded.

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered.

We stayed in that position. I realised my body was pressed against him. There was something so intense happening. I realised I liked the smell of his breath. His hard, powerful body pressed against mine. His beautiful, rugged face. Holy fuck. He was making me horny. Really, weirdly horny in a way I’d never been before. There was some kind of look in his eye. I think some switch had gone on in his mind. It felt like he wanted to take me. Like he had a fierce need to ravage my body. Or was I imagining it? Maybe? I’d swear his face moved like a millimetre closer to mine. Or did it?

I suddenly felt really uncomfortable and tried to break free–

But his grip was iron.

“Hey! Let go!”

He just stared into my eyes. I panicked and pulled really hard, trying to twist and turn, but he held me in place with deep, deep strength, gripping my bunched up shirt in his big fists. His muscular body loomed over me and I had this terrifying realisation that I couldn’t do anything to break free. I stopped struggling and went passive… limp… Just sort of… submitted. Looking up at him with questioning eyes.

“Kelly. You’re going to do what I say, from now on. Understand?” he growled.

“...Er, yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He relaxed his grip, and I pulled away from him, shaking.

“From now on, you’re in bed by midnight before training days or game days. Got it?”

For a moment I felt like screaming at him, or threatening to call the police, or tell the girls, or… But, somehow, in his presence… I just felt like I should… do what he said.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, hanging my head.

“Good.”

He walked out of the changing room, and I was left standing there, open mouthed, staring at where he’d been standing. I was shaking with fear. But, also – and I was so confused by this – my pussy was wet.

***

I couldn’t sleep that night. I lay in bed, thinking over and over about what happened. Adrenaline running through my body every time I thought about it, my heart rate increasing with remembered stress, and my pussy aching with arousal. He’d crossed a line, hadn’t he? But I had said I needed him to be psychotically hard on me. Fuck he was so sexy. Fuck, I was confused. I wondered what he looked like naked. No! That was wrong! I decided to get up and have a shower at 1am to get the whole thing out of my head. But I ended up imagining what it would have been like if he’d gone ahead and kissed me. I furiously masturbated, imagining him fiercely kissing me, tearing my clothes off, showing me his hard, muscular body– and I came really hard. I was able to get to sleep after that.

***

I spent a lot of the next day fretting over whether or not I’d go to our scheduled one-on-one session that evening. I felt angry with Mike, and scared of him too. And scared of how I’d reacted. It was so fucked up. A part of me wanted to go just out of pure horniness. I didn’t want to end this thing I had with Mike. Whatever it was. I felt like I would miss it if it went away. I felt paralysed. I couldn’t bring myself to message him and cancel it, but was I really going to go?

Unsure of what I was going to do, I put on my kit, and got ready as though I was going. But come 5pm, I just… didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t go. But I didn’t want to cancel. Urgh! I just paced around my flat thinking things over and over and over. The time ticked down and still I couldn’t make a decision. Half five came and went. I was now officially late. I paced around, stressing.

At 5:40 my phone rang. It was Mike. I stared at it, terrified. Should I answer? It kept ringing. I nearly answered, but stopped myself. It rang out. I sighed in deep disappointment and relief, my eyes watered.

Then it started ringing again. No, no, no, no, no! Oh, fuck! What should I do?

Somehow, I answered it.

“Uh, hey Mike.”

“Where are you?”

“Um, I… I don’t think I’m coming.”

“Why not?”

“Err…”

“Did I freak you out?”

“Errr… Not… Really. I just… Don’t know if I’m cut out for this.”

He hung up.

So… that was it. After these last three years. No football contract. No weird sexual tension thing with Mike. Nothing.

I collapsed on the sofa, feeling numb. I felt like I was missing out, somehow. Twenty minutes passed, but I couldn’t fully articulate my thoughts to myself. It seemed rational to avoid being one-on-one with Mike. And yet—

BAM-BAM-BAM!

I jumped out of my skin as a fist pounded at my door.

“Who’s there?!” I yelled, my heart rate skyrocketing.

“Kelly, this is stupid!” yelled Mike through the door.

I didn’t know what to say. I just stood there.

BAM-BAM!

“You wanna make it as a footballer, or not? You told me to push you psychotically hard. Get your boots on, come out with me, and train.”

I really wanted to talk to him face to face. To feel some kind of connection with him and speak to him honestly. Even if it was just to tell him that I didn’t want to do this anymore.

I sighed, and opened the door. He filled the doorway – looming and intense and sexy.

“Um, Mike, I…”

“Look. Did I freak you out yesterday?”

“I…”

He wandered in, casting a glance at my place. “Look, sit down.”

I did as he said, sitting on my sofa and realising as I did so that I was letting him order me about.

I stared at my feet.

“I think you should go,” I said, quietly.

“I’ll go, if you hear me out first.”

“Sure,” I whispered, still looking at the floor.

“I think you’re freaked out because you liked what happened yesterday. I know you felt it. I could see it in your eyes. I think you’re one of those girls who likes being punished. It turns you on. You need it. Don’t you?”

I just looked at my feet.

“Kelly?”

I looked up at him.

His eyes were so intense. “You liked it. Didn’t you?”

My mouth felt dry.

“If you don’t answer me, I’m gonna walk out that door, and forget this ever happened. What’s it gonna be, Kelly? Did you like it?”

My eyes were as wide as they’ve ever been. I felt myself blushing deep red. But… I couldn’t… speak.

“I’m gone,” snapped Mike, and he strode towards the door.

“Wait!”

I don’t know how I said that. It was almost like my body made me speak.

“What was that?” growled Mike in his deep voice.

“Don’t… go…”

“Why not?”

Again, the intense shame I felt – if I verbalised it the shame would overwhelm me. Admitting such a fucked up thing. Where would it lead?

Mike reached for the door.

In the tiniest whisper, choked up, I managed, “I liked it.”

Mike’s hand slowly dropped from the door. He turned towards me. “Remember what you call me.”

I gulped.

“Sir,” I rasped, feeling my cheeks go crimson.

“Good girl,” he rumbled.

And in that moment I felt so horny. So wet. I felt this painful ache in my pussy and this fluttering feeling in my chest. I was so aroused I almost found it hard to breathe.

Mike stalked towards me, and stood in front of me.

“Look at me.”

I looked up, nervously.

“Ask me to punish you.”

I hesitated for a second. And then:

“Punish me, sir.”

He stroked my face tenderly.

Then his face snapped into a look of pure aggression and he grabbed me by the hair. I yelped as he pulled me over sideways on the sofa and shoved me onto my front.

“This is for skipping practice,” he spat.

SMACK!

I couldn’t believe it! I– he’d just spanked me! My football coach had just spanked me! The realisation sent a rush of blood to my pussy and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

SMACK!

“Oww!” I whimpered.

“This is what you get if you disobey me.”

SMACK!

“Ahh!”

“Count them. Count each one.”

SMACK!

“Ahh! One!”

SMACK!

“Hngh! Two!”

SMACK!

“Ahhhh! Three!”

“Are you gonna skip training again?!”

“No, sir!”

He pulled my hair and I yelped.

He snarled, “What was that?!”

“No sir!” I whimpered.

“Good girl. You’d better fucking not!”

SMACK!

“Oww! Four!”

He flipped me over onto my back, bent down, and fiercely kissed me. To this day I’ve never forgotten that kiss. It was the best I’ve ever had. I gave myself to him, feeling my body relax, submitting to him, knowing this was right.

He got onto the sofa and climbed on top of me. He kissed me on the neck, then pulled away from me and… SLAPPED me.

“Ahhh!” I yelped, feeling my cheek burning. I looked up at him with genuine fear in my eyes, but when I looked at him, all I saw in his green eyes was pure, shining domination.

“You’re going to be my bitch from now on, understand?”

“Y– yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He leaned down, kissed me passionately on the mouth, and then yanked down my shorts – revealing my very sensible underwear.

“Oh my god!” I cried, this was all happening too fast.

“You do as you're told.”

“But–”

“HEY!” he grabbed me by the chin. “Look at me.”

I looked up at him, wide eyed and unsure of myself.

“You obey me now. You’re mine.”

I silently nodded.

And with that, he pulled out his big cock. It was scary and looked like it would hurt, but at the same time I was in some kind of aroused trance. I felt a few brushes of my clit would give me an explosive orgasm and I needed this feeling to continue. I needed it so badly it overrode any other thought or desire or fear..

Mike pulled my panties to the side with one big hand, and rubbed the head of his cock against my pussy lips. I moaned involuntarily. Fuck, it felt so good.

“Good girl,” murmured Mike, leaning forward and kissing me on the forehead. Then he pushed his big cock into me.

“Oh my goddd…” I moaned.

Oh it felt so good. His cock felt big and powerful and overwhelming. I wasn't used to his girth, and I felt like I was being pushed wide open. He got maybe three inches into me before the friction became too much, and he pulled out of me before pushing back in.

“Ugh!” I rasped, as half his big cock filled me up.

Mike pulled most of the way out again, put a big hand around my throat as I looked fearfully up at him, and thrust his huge cock all the way in.

“Ahhhhhh!” I wailed in a mix of ecstatic pleasure and pain. I felt like every nerve in my pussy was on fire. It was exquisite and fierce and beautiful and brutal.

“Good fucking girl,” growled Mike, squeezing my throat so my cheeks flushed pink. He started working his big cock slowly in and out of me. He was so big he was rubbing against my G-spot.

I realised I had no control over the moans and whimpers that were coming out of me. I couldn’t stop myself, it was like Mike was playing me. With each slow, powerful thrust a moan was forced out of me, like my body was responding to him and bypassing my own brain. I decided to accept defeat and submit to the gorgeous pleasure that was throbbing in my pussy and throughout my body.

At this point Mike pulled his top off. He was every bit as muscular and ripped as I’d imagined. Perhaps hairier than I’d imagined.

With one big hand he grabbed my hair into a bunch at the top of my head and held me in place as he fucked me, my scalp burning.

“Ohhh!”

Thrust

“Owah!”

Thrust

“Hnnngh!”

Thrust

“Uuhhgh…”

He fucked me slowly, controlling me, owning my pussy, playing me like a fiddle as my pussy throbbed and pulsed and glowed with pleasure. Then he put his strong hand around my throat again, the other hand still holding me down by my hair, and he proceeded to absolutely fuck me. I started squealing involuntarily and incoherently as he pounded my tight pussy with his incredible cock.

“Take it, bitch!”

“Yes, sir!”

‘Take it!” he roared through gritted teeth.

“Yes, sir!” I whimpered, as I started to approach climax.

I could feel my face going red as he continued to control my body and hammer pleasure into me. He relaxed his grip on my throat as his big dick continued to piston into me and I realised I was about to lose control as my orgasm built.

“I’m going to– Aaaaaaah!” I screamed, as my body shook and wave after wave of pleasure gushed through my body.

“OHHHH!!” I roared, as I clenched my eyes shut and my right leg trembled. This just encouraged Mike to pound me ever harder and faster, like he was sprinting. It was brutal and incredible and overwhelming. He leaned down again and kissed me, our tongues swirling against each other, our lips locked, my body arching to press into him. He stroked the side of my face and let out a low, masculine moan.

Then he pulled out of me, stood up, and ripped the rest of his clothes off.

His big, sticky cock bobbed in the air, swollen and hard and lurid. It was so sexy in this obscene, almost gross way. His complete and utter arousal literally in my face.

“Get on your knees.”

I almost fell off the couch in my eagerness to please him. I knelt in front of him and looked submissively up at him.

“Good girl. Now suck my cock.”

He grabbed my hair as I opened my mouth and he aggressively shoved his dick into me. “You beautiful fucking thing. Fuck… You special fucking girl.”

I could hear the besotted passion in his voice. For all that he’d made me his bitch, I could hear how into me he was as he thrust his dick down my throat.

“Mmph.. gllph..gluck…” was all I could manage as his slick, pulsing cock slid in and out of me while he gripped my hair.

He pulled out of me and wiped his slick cock all over my face.

“Lift up your shirt. Show me your tits.”

I pulled up my football shirt, and yanked down my sports bra, showing him my tits for his approval. They’re small but perky.

“Beautiful,” he said, leaning down and gently pinching one of my nipples. I felt it harden in his grip, and I started sucking his cock again – ravenously and sloppily – zero dignity at this point as I strived to be his perfect good girl.

“Oh, fuuuck…” he moaned, switching from pinching my nipple to squeezing my whole breast.

“Stick out your tongue,” he ordered, and of course I did so.

He rubbed his straining cock against my tongue, growling with pleasure and giving me this intense look, like he was a wild animal about to devour me.

Then he pulled me to my feet, kissed me on the forehead again, and span me around. He bent me over the end of the couch and slapped my ass HARD.

“Owww…” I whimpered.

Mike pressed the head of his big cock against my pussy lips and slowly pushed into me.

“Oh… Goddd…” I squeaked.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I did so.

“Good girl,” he said, gripping my wrists in his strong hands and pounding me mercilessly, eliciting yelps and squeals as he ragdolled me. Oh the pleasure was mind blowing. I felt like an animal and a beautiful goddess and a slut and a good girl and like this man was my leader and also my protector, all at the same time. I felt another orgasm building.

“I’m going to cum, sir.”

“That’s it, cum for me bitch.”

“Yes, sir!”

He pistoned in and out of me as we both panted and gasped, his hips slamming into my asscheeks. I felt it coming. Building. The intensity. The intensity.

“Cum for me!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Do it!”

“Yes si–Aaaaaaaagh!!! OHHHH!! YES SIIIIIIR!!!”

This orgasm somehow felt like it came from deeper in my body, just exquisite, almost painful pleasure as my knees turned to jelly and I could barely hold myself up.

“Oh FUCK,” snarled Mike as he started cumming too. I felt his hot cum spurting deep inside me, making my pussy his as he continued to hammer me.

“Oh, Christ!” he yelled, “Fuck! You beautiful fucking thing! Jesus Christ! Fuck! Oh Kelly! Oh God!”

He kept pounding me and I kept whimpering in submission and pleasure for nearly another minute before we finally stopped. We stayed in that position – him standing there, me bent over the arm of the couch with his big dick still buried in me for several minutes. Whenever I tried to get up he just said ‘No’ and held me in place.

Finally he pulled out of me, pulled me up, spun me around and kissed me.

I put my arms around his neck as we kissed.

***

I got a contract in the end. But, more importantly, about four months later, me and Mike started dating. He makes sure I behave.

***

For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF69P99H
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