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I was only 22 when I started working at Zenith. I was fresh out of university, and though boys often told me I was pretty, I felt like they just said that to anyone to try to get laid. I hadn’t really developed my confidence – I would blush easily and walked with my shoulders hunched and often stared at the ground rather than make eye contact. I had long silky brown hair that I could never get any volume into, and a kind of preppy style (now I wear chokers a lot, but that’s another story).

Anyway, I got this job at Zenith, a PR firm founded by Grant White, a self-made millionaire and head of the company. Zenith was a boutique agency with a small team of about 40 staff, but some very high profile clients (two billionaires, some Sheiks, one famous fashion designer etc.) and a great reputation. We had very old fashioned Victorian offices in Mayfair, London.

I was so intimidated when I was interviewed for the role – two line managers were there and Grant White himself, sitting in the middle, looking brooding and impatient. He looked to be about 6’4”, I would guess, quite broad shouldered, maybe about 40 years old? He had a strong jawline, and a deep voice. Maybe a few grey hairs around the temples.

Grant grilled me the most during my interview and I felt myself squirming under his gaze. I really wished I’d dressed more formally, and felt my skirt was a little too short. I got flustered when he grilled me, feeling my cheeks get hot when he caught me out on a point about data protection. There was something about his stern, steel gaze that really rattled me. He seemed to be looking into me. I left the interview certain I wouldn’t get the job.

But a week later, job hunting on my sticker-covered laptop in my cheap little student flat, I got a call from the external recruiter:

“Hi, Sophie Hewitt?”

“Hi, yes!”

“It’s Andrea again.”

“Oh, hiii!”

“I’ve got great news, Zenith would like to offer you the position.”

“Oh my god!”

“Yeah.”

“I thought I’d flunked it.”

“Well, er, Grant White made the decision himself, so you must have left an impression.”

“Huh. Well, that’s good!”

“When can you start?”

“Umm, two weeks?”

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.

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, 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 chiseled face 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.

“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.

Things were awkward after that. I couldn’t look Grant in the eye when we passed each other in the workplace. Whenever I saw him I felt humiliated and small, but also horny at the memory of what happened. God it was so fucked up. I couldn’t believe it really – a crazy, totally inappropriate, once in a lifetime experience. It was a complete breach of just about all social and workplace rules, but for some reason I didn’t want to raise a complaint, and anyway I had fully participated. I knew what I was doing when I bent over that desk. God it had been so hot. Sometimes I would fantasise about the moment in bed at night. I’d imagine we’d done more than that. But I always felt appalled and ashamed afterwards. I’m a grown woman for god’s sake. Like, a full adult. Who got spanked by her boss for messing up! Fuck, it was so humiliating.

About a week later, and I swear this one was not my fault, I’d been having wifi issues and my calendar hadn’t synced. I got back from a late lunch and saw my colleague Maggie looking at me with concern.

“You know you’re supposed to be in the ideation meeting for the Arundell pitch, right?”

“Oh, fuck!” I said, looking at my watch. I was twenty minutes late! I dropped my stuff on my desk and rushed to the meeting room.

When I got there the door creaked as I entered and everyone looked up. Twelve people, including Tom Arundell and Grant. Fuuuuck.

Grant gave me a dark look. My heart sank.

That afternoon, I got an email: “See me in my office. 5:30.”

Once again, I found myself nervously sliding the big door closed behind me, looking across the room at the angry face of Grant White. I hurried over to him, trying to look sorry and apologetic, my heels click-clacking as loudly as ever.

“Um, I’m really sorry–”

“Save it,” he said, standing up and coming around the desk. He looked genuinely angry and I felt a little scared.

“It’s just, my calendar didn’t–”

“Bend over the fucking desk.”

“But please–”

“Do it.”

I looked at my feet, feeling small.

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered.

I really didn’t want to do this again. And yet I found myself obediently bending over his desk.

Grant pulled up my skirt.

“Pink panties?” he said, derisively. “You’re a grown adult wearing pink panties?”

“Um, yes sir. I’m sorry sir.”

“No, it’s ok,” he said, placing a possessive hand on one of my asscheeks. “They suit you. You look good in them.”

I felt a little thrill run through my heart and pussy. “Thank you, sir.”

SPANK!

“Owwww! Uh, I’m sorry sir!”

SPANK!

“Oh it’s painful!”

“Good.”

SPANK!

“Oww! I’m sorry I was late sir!”

“And now you’re using up more of my time.”

SPANK!

“I’m sorry sir!”

“I’ve got work to do and instead I have to spend my time discipling you because your parents never did.”

SPANK!

“I’m sorry sir! Thank you, sir!”

“You’d better fucking thank me.”

SPANK!

“Yes, sir. Thank you sir!”

SPANK!

“Owww! Thank you sir! Thank y–”

SPANK!

“Argh! Thank–”

SPANK!

“Th– thank you sir.”

“For what?”

“For… for discipling me. So I stop making mistakes.”

“I’m doing you a fucking favour, you useless girl.”

SPANK!

“Oh, thank you, sir.”

“Look at you, making your panties wet,” he sneered.

Damn, he could see how turned on I was. Oh, hell.

“Is this even punishment for you?”

He brushed the back of his finger against the wet patch in my panties, gently rubbing my pussy lips through the cotton.

“Ohhh…” I moaned, my eyes tightly shut, head against the desk. My pussy buzzed with pleasure.

“Am I getting through to you, girl?”

“Umm–”

He grabbed my hair and pulled me off the desk, forcing me to my knees. I looked up at him, gasping, my eyes wide with nerves, my pussy glowing with arousal.

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t fire you?” Grant growled.

“Um, I…”

“Well?”

“Um… I… I’m not sure.”

“Beg for your job.”

“What?”

“Beg for it.”

“Um. Please. Please don’t fire me?”

“You can do better than that.”

At this point I felt totally conflicted. I didn’t want this job anymore. I could just stand up, say I quit, walk out, and leave with my dignity. But, somehow, I felt weak at the knees. Weak and… confused about what was happening. Painfully horny. My pussy was throbbing. I felt so humiliated, so powerless, but also kind of… Surely I didn’t actually like this?

“Please, sir. Please don’t fire me,” I heard myself whine, looking pathetically up at him. I knew what he wanted. And it would feel so good to please him, to win his approval.

“I’ll do anything,” I softly mewled.

“Anything?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You’ll do anything to please me?”

I nodded my head pathetically, turned on out of my mind.

“What was that?!” he snapped, grabbing my hair.

“Yes, sir! I mean yes sir!” I babbled, panicked and intimidated.

“Take out my cock,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my whole body pulsing with a feeling of weakness, arousal, and femininity – a warm glow.

I brought my trembling hands up to his belt, and undid the brass buckle. I looked up at him for approval, and he nodded. My hands still shaking, I unzipped his fly, and pulled down his trousers. His black boxer shorts were tented – the outline of a big, hard dick stretching the material. I gulped, my eyes wide, worried what I’d got myself into.

“Pull them down,” he commanded, in that deep voice of his.

I nodded quietly, then remembered myself. “Yes, sir,” I whispered, feeling shy and scared.

I put my hands on the elastic waistband. Put the tips of my fingers down into his boxer shorts, my face getting nearer to him in the process. I could feel the warmth coming off him, smell the cotton of his underwear, the scent of his skin. This was so fucked up.

I slowly pulled down his boxers, seeing the thick base of his big dick pulled downwards, then the shaft, then more of the shaft, and then– his cock sprang upwards as I released it from his underwear. It was hot and powerful and thick, bobbing obscenely in front of my shocked face. I’d seen a lot of dicks, having slept with boys at university but this was… this was a man’s cock. Strong, powerful, rigid, pulsing with life. It had this aura of masculinity and authority.

I realised I was staring at it. I looked up to see a smirk on Grant’s intimidating face.

“Touch it,” he said.

I nodded obsequiously, and reverently wrapped my hands around it.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

It was hot to the touch, his flesh warm and soft, and yet beneath the surface it was rock hard. It was swollen, stretched and rigid. I was mesmerized by this masculine sexuality pulsing before me. I had done this. Made him this hard, aroused him out of his mind. I guess I really was a good girl.

“Jerk me off,” he ordered.

I unthinkingly obeyed, moving my hands gently back and forth. Grant growled softly, and stroked my hair. I liked that. I felt my body pulsing with something warm.

“Open your mouth,” said my boss.

No, this was a step too far. Jerking off my boss in his office was crazy enough, but I wasn’t going to suck my boss’ cock. I had to have some self-respect, some dignity, some say in–

“Open your mouth,” he barked.

I did as he said, a tiny jolt of fear travelling through my body. I looked up at him, slightly scared, my mouth wide open.

“Stick out your tongue.”

This was so degrading.

“Not like that, you useless girl. With your tongue flat.”

God I felt so humiliated. I flattened my tongue, keeping my mouth wide open. I watched as Grant grabbed the base of his throbbing cock and pointed it at my mouth. He moved forward and slowly, very slowly, pressed the big, velvety soft head of his cock against my wet tongue. It felt incredible. His pulsing sexuality, my feminine touch, the pressure between us, the moist, skin to skin contact.

I moaned softly, and Grant sneered. “You like sucking your boss’ cock don’t you?”

I didn’t want to move my tongue from his cock so I glanced up at him and gently nodded, there was no use hiding it.

“Ha, my god,” he chuckled, in a deep, gravelly voice. “You’re good at at least one thing.”

Then he thrust his powerful cock into my mouth.

“Mmmmphgg!” I gagged.

“Ssshhhh…” he admonished. “Good girl. Take my cock now, there’s a good girl.”

He thrust his cock slowly in and out of my mouth.

“Very good,” he said, reassuringly. “Oh sweetie, you’re very good at this.”

I felt a little burst of pride, pleasing him like this, being so good at this. Being a good girl for my sexy, dominant boss.

Grant stroked my hair and slowly fucked my mouth for several minutes. My jaw started to ache, he was just so big and I had to keep my mouth almost fully stretched open.

“Look up at me,” he ordered.

I couldn’t crane my neck with his cock down my throat so I had to open my eyes as wide as possible and glance up at him like that. We made eye contact while he slowly fucked my face – his eyes dark and stern and dominant, mine big, nervous and compliant, shining with lust and beginning to water.

“Good girl,” he said, and I could tell he really meant it. He was impressed. Pleased. This was genuine praise. “You are very, very good at this, sweetheart.”

He grabbed my hair with one hand and shoved his cock further down my throat. I gagged slightly – gluck, glah – but kept my watering eyes looking up into his. I batted my eyelashes at him. I felt his cock harden even more.

“Oh fuck…” Grant exclaimed. “So fucking good. Such a natural.”

My pussy was so wet and hot by now, buzzing with desire.

Grant gently stroked my face with his big, strong hand. “I’m going to cum, sweetie.”

I nodded, not sure I really wanted it, but feeling I should comply – he said I was doing so well and I wanted to please him.

“Oh God,” he rumbled, thrusting harder as he stroked my face. “You’re so fucking pretty. So goddamn perfect… Fuck!”

“Mmmmm…” I moaned, feeling so turned on, his sticky cock buried in my mouth.

“Oh God…” he murmured, his deep voice going hoarse. “This is something special we have, sweetheart. Fuck. You suck my cock so fucking well. Good girl. Good fucking girl.”

I realised I couldn’t help myself and had shoved my hand down my panties, playing with my clit. I started moaning. My boss had my total, aroused compliance.

“That’s it, play with yourself you pretty little slut. You’re doing such a good job. Fuck… Fuck– Fuuuuuuuu—”

He started cumming down my throat, his thick cock twitching in my mouth. He grabbed my hair even tighter, pulling me even further onto his cock as I struggled to breath and tried to push back. But he was in charge of this whole situation, who was I kidding? I could not BELIEVE how horny I was, it actually felt better than an orgasm, and I realised I was loving this. I was his good girl, and I was making him cum so hard.

He thrust in and out of my mouth some more as he continued to spurt hot cum down my throat and into my mouth. He gasped and rumbled.

“God…DAMN!” he barked.

Finally, he pulled his cock out of my mouth. It was still thick and quite hard, and I licked the cum off, looking up at him as I did so. I’d swear he nearly had an aneurysm at this.

“Jesus Christ…” he rasped.

What he did next surprised me. Be bent down and lifted me to my feet, then placed me sitting on the desk.

“Open your legs,” he ordered, and I instantly obeyed, like the good girl I was.

He got to his knees and kissed me, through my pink panties, right on my vulva. I let out an involuntary wail, it felt so goddamn good and I was pulsing with waves of glowing arousal. Grant kissed my inner thighs, fiercely, and hungrily – like he’d lost control. He kissed and smooched and lapped, his hot tongue and lips leaving warm damp marks, marking me.

“I’m going to eat your pussy now, Sophie.”

“Oh.”

“You say thank you.”

“Um, yes, thank you, sir.”

“Now give your pussy up to me. You do as I say, understood?”

“Yes, sir. You can have this pussy, sir.”

“Good fucking girl.”

He pulled my panties aside and lapped deeply and hungrily at my pussy, his firm tongue reaching into me as he licked upwards from my pussy entrance and stroked my clit.

“Aaagh!” I squealed, unable to control my voice.

“Good girl,” he mumbled, then yanked down my panties.

He slid his two powerful hands under my asscheeks and held me in place, squeezing my ass while he passionately licked at my pussy and clit. I was getting close to cumming. Then he blitzed his tongue side-to-side and I moaned so loudly that if anyone else was still in the offices they surely must have heard. He swirled his tongue around and around my clit, making me go wild. I arched my back, my eyes tightly shut, tense with the build up of an orgasm.

Then grant inserted two big fingers into me and started basically fucking me with his hands, applying real pressure to the upper ceiling of my pussy. It was powerful and forceful and precise all at the same time. He licked furiously at my clit.

“Oh God–” I let out a strangulated cry, my back arching even more, my hips tilting towards him of their own accord to give him more access to my pussy, more control, more pleasure. “OHHH… GODDD,” I gasped. “OHHH…”

And then I came. It was an explosion. A hot tsunami. I genuinely lost where I was for a second. Just whimpering and orgasming and bucking my hips at the intense pleasure emanating out from my pussy. Finally it subsided and I opened my eyes, panting to get my breath back. Grant leaned in and kissed me passionately. I put an arm around his neck and kissed him back. We were hungry for each other, feeling something special between us.

Grant pulled back and took me in, sizing me up. I was still catching my breath when he pulled me off the desk and spun me around.

“Bend over,” he said.

“What?”

“Do it.”

I bent over, it seemed right I should follow his orders.

Then he stood behind me and I realised what was happening. “Um. Wait. No! I don’t… I don’t want you to fuck me!”

Grant sneered, and slapped his big cock against my pussy lips. “You mean you’ll let yourself be spanked over your boss’ desk, suck his cock, and let him cum in your mouth. But you draw the line at fucking. Really?!”

I felt so stupid. “I, er… I just… It’s a step too far…”

He continued to rub his thick cock head against my burning pussy lips and I’d swear I didn’t intend to but I felt myself tilting my hips slightly, like some part of me wanted to make it easier for him to take my pussy. Just to feel a fraction more of his pulsing cock in the entrance to my pussy.

Grant chuckled. “Just look at you. Bent over my desk with your tiny skirt up over your hips and your panties round your ankles. Pressing your wet pussy back on my dick. Who do you think you’re kidding, girl?”

“Um, we shouldn’t…”

“Why not?” he raised his voice, sounding angry.

“Um I just… think we should wait…”

Grant burst out laughing. “Listen sweetheart, we both know you want this dick. I know it and you know it. I’ll make it easy for you if you’re feeling embarrassed or self-conscious or like you shouldn’t be doing this. You don’t have to say anything. Just nod your head, and I’ll give you the best fucking you ever had.”

I hesitated for a moment. God I felt so ashamed. A nice girl shouldn’t be doing this. But… but… ohhh… my pussy ached. I needed it.

I nodded my head.

Grant pushed his thick cock into me, and I let out an involuntary moan.

“Good girl,” whispered Grant.

“Oh… god…”

He started thrusting slowly in and out of me, getting deeper each time, driving further into me.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he growled.

“Aah…” was all I could reply.

He grabbed my hair with one hand, making me arch my neck, and drove his cock further into me.

“Ahh!” I yelped. “It’s too deep!”

“Sshh, hold still. Wait a minute.”

He held me there, impaled on his big cock, trying not to whine. He was stretching my pussy – it hurt, but also, at the same time, fuck it felt so good. Pleasure and pain fighting in my head.

“It’s okay,” said Grant, reassuringly. “You’ll get used to it. You’re doing so well, Sophie, you really are.”

“Th– thank you, sir,” I couldn’t believe what was coming out of my mouth.

“How’s that feel now?”

“It still… hurts a bit…”

“Okay.”

Holding my hair in a ponytail, he thrust even deeper into me.

“Oww!!”

“It’s ok. That’s all of me now. That’s all of me. Just breathe.”

I breathed in.

“That’s it, now hold, babygirl.”

I held for a second.

“And out. Slowly”

I slowly breathed out through my mouth.

“How d’you feel now?” he said in his deep voice.

“It feels, er… good, sir.”

Grant pulled me back into him by the hair, and moved his hips in a circular motion, his big cock moving around inside me and making me cry out in sexual pleasure.

“Oh my godddd…” I moaned, going high pitched.

“That’s it,” he said, encouragingly.

He moved his cock a little out of my pussy then drove it back in. It felt so good, my pussy burning for him.

“You like that?” he said.

“Ooh, yes sir!”

“You want me to fuck you properly?”

“Yes, sir.”

He started thrusting in and out of me, giving me the full length of his cock. Slow, powerful thrusts – it still hurt a bit. I realised I was moaning and whimpering, just overwhelmed by my arousal and the feeling of my tight pussy being stretched and tamed by his incredible cock.

He fucked me like this for at least five minutes, until I was accustomed to his size. I found myself pushing back on him, loving the intensity of the feeling.

“Put your hands behind your back,” he ordered, and I immediately did so.

He grabbed my wrists in one big hand, and with the other he grasped my asscheek. He started really pounding me.

“Oh… G– God! Hngh!” I spluttered, as I was jostled against the desk. It felt so intense, so explosive, so wicked and so fucking good. Fuck! I didn’t know sex could be like this. I loved the feeling of his big hard cock rubbing and stretching my pussy walls. Expanding my pussy. The pressure, the friction – the intense, fizzling friction. Jesus Christ!

He picked up the intensity even more, absolutely having his way with me and I moaned with pleasure as he pounded into me, my wet pussy making his cock slick. The huge mahogany desk started rocking and creaking as Grant continued to piston into me – his powerful hips slamming into me as my body was crushed against the panelling. The edge of the desk started painfully digging into my hips, but I didn’t care. I didn’t want him to stop. I realised I was mewling and moaning and whimpering and this just drove him on even more. I really thought the creaking, shuddering desk might break. I’d heard it was worth nearly ten thousand pounds, but clearly Grant didn’t give a shit in this moment, his mind overtaken with lust. I felt his dick swell and grow even bigger.

“You’re a good fucking girl,” he growled, almost aggressively.

“Yes, sir! I am, sir!”

“Fuck! You beautiful fucking thing! You special fucking woman! Take it!”

“Yes! Give it to me sir! Please sir?!”

“OH. MY. GOD!” he roared, and something about his animalistic grunts sent me over the edge. I started intensely orgasming – gasping and wailing – both my legs shaking uncontrollably. My legs felt like jelly and I nearly slid off the desk.

“OHHH GODDDDDDDDD!” I whined, absolutely overcome. Pleasure just expanded within me. Incredible. Gorgeous. Almost painful. Overwhelming and powerful. Beautiful and intense.

Grant started cumming in me, bucking like a wild horse, grunting like a beast. I felt his hot cum spurting into me, deep inside me, as I continued to orgasm and writhe around beneath him.

“OH FUCK!” he yelled, still pounding into me. He kept thrusting and thrusting, like he never wanted to stop. God he was still cumming, and I had another mini-orgasm, my cheeks flushed, an overwhelmed smile on the corners of my lips, loving the feeling of his cum pouring into me.

Eventually we stopped, gasping for breath. He held me in that position for an age, bent over his desk, impaled on his big cock, as we got our breath back. He kissed me on the back of the neck.

“Ah, Sophie…” Grant panted. “You are a very… special… girl…”

“Thank you, sir.”

I may write about more of my run ins with Grant. It was wrong, but it was some of the best sex of my life…

If you’d like to hear more about my beautiful adventures, 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
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For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF5G7W6S

Sample Excerpt below from Owned by my Bully :-( – a story about Amy, a 19-year-old geeky music college student, and Jack, the most popular guy in college and one of the hottest up-and-coming producers in London. Jack’s 6’3”, handsome, very cool, and a real bully. After a term of torment, Amy makes a deal with Jack. But now… she’s addicted to the intense orgasms that only her cruel bully can give her, and she’ll do anything to please him…

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.

To read the rest of the story, visit: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF5G7W6S
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