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I know it sounds weird, but I was a BDSM sub slut who never gave head. I hated it. Even though I’m a straight girl who loves the feeling of submitting to dominance (gets me so wet!), I wouldn’t suck dick. I just found it gross for some reason. But Aydin changed all that. Now, if anything, I have an oral fixation. I love my throat getting used by his powerful organ. I don’t care if I gag, I want more. I want saliva dripping down my chin as he thrusts into me over and over while I desperately cling on, as he holds my head in his strong hands. If anything, I prefer that now to getting fucked in my pussy. What the hell did Aydin do to me?!

***

I first met Aydin at a munch (a BDSM meetup) at a kink club in the early evening. We were in the bar, a little away from the weird stuff. Aydin, who I learned is half Greek and half Turkish, was about 6’2” with shoulder length black hair and a bit of long stubble/beard thing going on. He was almost too muscular – like it verged on looking vain, but not quite, was very toned and tanned and had a couple of tattoos. He was shirtless and most of the women there had been checking him out – we all fancied him. He was wearing leather trousers which in any other environment is lame but at a munch you can pull it off. And he looked good. I was at the bar anyway, trying to get a drink, so I thought I’d be bold:

“Hi,” I said.

“Hey,” said a deep voice with a slight accent.

He looked at me with these amazing dark green eyes and honestly I felt a twitch in my pussy. He just had this sexy, authoritative vibe. You could tell he thought of himself as a ladies man and was a ladies man.

He wasn’t a himbo, if anything he veered towards pretentious but maybe just avoided it – we ended up talking about politics and the clash between his parents’ countries and other deep stuff. He was quite into semi-obscure philosophy and talked about how life is inherently a struggle. He told me about an 18th Century Turkish philosopher he felt wasn’t appreciated enough in the West. I was into it but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t also checking out his biceps and abs during this. His upper chest was quite hairy but the rest of him was relatively smooth, with a light amount of fine, sun bleached hair. His skin was warm – sitting next to him at the bar in my revealing black outfit, leaning in to hear him over the music, I could feel the heat coming off his body. I’m not a size queen but I do find a slightly bigger dick can really stimulate me, and Aydin, sitting in those leather trousers, looked to have more than just a slightly bigger dick. Yes please. We got pretty drunk on tequila that night.

***

Aydin and I stumbled into his apartment. It was nearly 3am and we were drunk and horny. Aydin shut the door behind us. His place was nice. Very boho with a lot of his Turkish and Greek culture on display. But it also definitely had a vibe that says: “This guy smokes weed and fucks bitches.” I liked it.

Aydin kissed me passionately on the lips, putting his right hand halfway around my throat. I moaned as his warm, full lips stroked mine. Interlocked with me and pulled at my own lips. I felt my body relaxing, which is unusual for me – I normally tense up just before sex with a stranger, but there was something about Aydin – this was a good man who really knew what he was doing – he stroked my hair and thrust his tongue in my mouth. It was hot, and wet, somehow sensitive and strong. He squeezed my throat slightly and pushed me gently against the wall and I moaned softly. Aydin moved his mouth to my neck, kissing me passionately there, and I let out a tiny gasp. Then he moved back up to my ear. He lightly tugged at my earlobe with his teeth. With one hand he grabbed my hair and pulled it back, making me tilt my face upwards. I closed my eyes and exhaled while Aydin kissed around my throat with this pressing, masculine, insatiable energy. He kissed his way down to my collarbone, then stopped, looked at me, and said:

“Take off your clothes.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, pulling off my top and revealing my bra.

“Mmm.”.

“You like?”

Aydin just smiled, leaned down and kissed me, his hand again around my throat.

“Yes,” he said, a small smile on his lips. “Take off your jeans next.”

It’s always hard to look sexy while taking your jeans off – I think the best thing is to do it quickly, which is what I did. I bent over, yanked off my shoes and socks as fast as I could. Then I stood up, jammed my thumbs in my waistband and pulled down my jeans. Halfway through I thought maybe he’d find it sexy if I showed him my ass as I took them off, so I turned around, looking over my shoulder at him and letting him see my red knickers as I slid the jeans off. I think he appreciated the twinkle in my eye because although his dark brown eyes were narrowed, there was another smile on the corner of his lips and he let out a satisfied, masculine groan as he watched me.

“You are a beautiful thing,” he said, as he walked towards me. And I know maybe you could say that’s a bit patronising or whatever, but in the moment it was so sexy. He prowled towards me – slowly invaded my personal space til he was standing over me, making me crane my neck to look up at him. He locked his hands behind my waist, pressed his hot body against mine, and kissed me as he pulled me into him. I’d swear it almost sounded like he growled when he kissed me. He yanked on my hair a little, making me yelp into his mouth. He chuckled, then stroked the side of my face.

“What’s our safeword, beautiful?”

“I usually use “fireworks.”

“And do you use it a lot?” he asked, flirtatiously.

I arched my eyebrows, trying to be cool. “No, actually.”

He just smiled to himself and started kissing my neck again.

“And remember,” I said, “I don’t give head. It’s just not something I do.”

“Mmm,” said Aydin, holding my hand and planting soft kisses down my arm.

He put one arm behind my knees, one arm around my shoulder – and literally swept me off my feet. I let out a little half laugh. Aydin kissed me on the lips again and then carried me like a newlywed into a room leading off from the living room. I had assumed it was his bedroom but this guy literally has a sex room in his apartment! I kid you not.

“Oh, so you’re one of those guys,” I said, eyeing up the equipment.

Aydin carefully lowered me to my feet. The walls were painted dark blue, and he had all the essential equipment, and more: a Saint Andrew’s Cross, a spanking bench, a kneeling bench, a chest full of sex toys, a couple of different types of spreader bars, and various types of restraint hanging on the wall – leashes, collars, ropes. Plus dimmer lights so you actually felt sexy.

“I have quite the collection,” smiled Aydin. “You’re in experienced hands.”

I turned to him flirtatiously, “Oh am I?”

Aydin grabbed me by the hair, pulling my head back and making me gasp.

“Yes, bitch,” he said through gritted teeth. I felt myself get wet as he went on. “We’re not using ropes tonight. I need to fuck you immediately. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, acting scared and fucking loving it.

Aydin pulled me by the hair over to a spanking bench.

“Bend over,” he said.

I bent over the bench and he quickly cuffed me to it, leaving me trapped on all fours, my stomach pressing into it.

“Good girl,” he said, feeling my left ass cheek with his right hand. “Mmm, you have a nice ass.”

He gave it a slap – not a hard one, more of a “this is mine” kind of slap. Then he stood up and kissed the back of my neck while he let out a deep, masculine groan. I found myself moaning softly in sympathy. Aydin moved his head around to the side of my face, kissing my cheek. I turned my face to kiss him, and, as we kissed, he reached around with his right arm and squeezed my throat with his big, strong hand, showing he had control of me. I felt myself melt.

He moved his lips to my ear again, kissed me there, then moved to my shoulders. He kissed his way slowly down my back, lingering at the deepest part of the curve in my spine for a moment, before he continued all the way down to my knickers. Then he kissed my left ass cheek and squeezed the other with his right hand. He moaned to himself then spanked my right ass cheek, hard!

SMACK!

“Oww! Fuck!”

“Good girl.”

He kissed me on the sore, hot, glowing patch on my asscheek.

“Mmm…” I moaned, my eyes closing.

Aydin stood up behind me and ran his big hands over my back, appreciating all of my body – stroking my arms, my hair, kissing the palms of my hands, the back of my calves, the top parts of my feet.

“You fucking beautiful slut,” he growled. His face went predatory. “You’re a fucking slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking back at him.

“Coming home with a man you just met so he can fuck you properly. What are you?”

“A slut, sir.”

“Yes, you fucking are.”

He spanked me so hard. TWICE!

“Ah, fuck!”

“You say ‘thank you, sir’, from now on. Understand?”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Good.”

I heard Aydin rummaging for something and craned my neck to see what he was doing. I couldn't really see but as he reapproached me from behind I realised he was holding a leather paddle. He looked at me. He slapped it once against the palm of his hand very hard. So hard that it must be fucking killing him, surely? But he just stood there staring at me intently with those deep brown eyes. God I felt so wet.

SLAP!

His arm moved so fast I barely saw it coming. The paddle slapped into my ass on just the sweet spot. Fuck, the sting was electric. Like, you kind of hate it and you love it at the same time. It’s like a feeling of sexy pins and needles.

“Argh! Thank you sir! Ah, fuck,” I spluttered.

“You say just “thank you, sir,” understand?”

“Yes sir, sorry sir.”

SLAP!

“Ahh! Thank you, sir.”

“Just ‘thank you, sir.’”

SLAP!

“Th–ank you, sir,” I gasped, trying to hold myself together.

He could tell I was struggling.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking my back. “It’s okay, you’re doing well, slut.”

He crouched down and kissed my cheek, stroking the back of hair.

“Thank you, sir” I whispered, feeling my pussy glow and throb.

Aydin kissed the side of my now sweaty neck, and stood up. He walked behind me and I lost sight of him again. Not knowing what he was doing felt like another way of submitting control to him and it was turning me on. I heard him rummaging in a box again.

He reappeared in front of me holding a leather collar and a chain leash.

“I’m going to put this on you now. To show that you’re my bitch.”

“Yes, sir.”

He put the collar around my neck, and gave the leash a gentle yank, just to jerk my head back a little and show that he controlled me.

“I’m going to take ownership of your pussy tonight, understand?”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He walked behind me again, keeping hold of the leash, the collar gently tugging at me and forcing me to keep my head up. I heard more rummaging, then a familiar buzzing sound – he’d turned on a vibrator.

“Your pussy belongs to me,” said Aydin, and then pressed the buzzing vibrator against my pussy over my clit.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped.

The vibrator was removed and then–

SLAP!

“Ah fuck! I mean, thank you, sir.”

“You will stop swearing and you will say what you are told to say, understand?

SLAP!

“Ngh– Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“So behave like a good bitch.”

“Yes, sir.”

I heard the vibrator turn back on. Aydin moved it to my clit. Teased apart my pussy lips a little with the tip, and placed it more directly against my clit.

“Ohhh… Th-Thhhaank you, sir,” I trembled, trying not to swear. Oh it felt so good after all this build up. I was so wet.

“Good girl,” growled Aydin.

He moved the vibrator in tiny circles and I moaned softly. Then he upped the speed setting and yanked on my leash at the same time.

“Agh!” I yelped, my neck arching back and my clit starting to glow like a hot white point of light in my mind.

“You’re going to cum for me before I even put my dick in you, you fucking slut.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Like a good slut.”

“Yes, sir.”

Aydin pressed the vibrator more firmly against my clit and I started cumming.

“Oh God! Oh! Sir! Ohhhh! Thank you siiiir…”

My body trembled, and my ankles and wrists rattled in their cuffs.

“Good girl,” whispered Aydin as I lay there panting. He slowly walked around to the front of me. He pulled off his t-shirt, revealing his muscled torso. Then he unzipped the fly on his leather trousers. Undid the clasp. Stuck his thumbs in the sides of his waistband, and pulled them down.

His boxers were black, his legs were very tanned and muscular, and quite hairy. But most eye-catchingly of all his dick was straining through his boxers, and it looked big. Aydin pulled down his boxers, and his dick sprang out, bobbing in front of my face.

“Oh my god,” I said.

His dick was big, and tanned like the rest of him. I think he was circumcised, and god damn his dick was so rigid, so hard, and straining upwards. I wondered if he’d taken viagra or something. The head was big. It looked so smooth. His pubes were neat and trimmed.

“I am going to fuck you with this, now.”

“Yes, sir,” – we’d already exchanged STI QR codes on the way back to his and by this point I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me.

“But get it wet, first.”

“Uhh?”

“Get my dick wet first, bitch, so I can fuck you properly.”

“I told you, I don’t do that.”

Aydin’s eyes blazed and he grabbed me around the chin, squeezing my mouth from the sides and squashing my lips together into the shape of fish lips.

“You don’t do that with other men,” he said in a deep, fierce voice. It was intimidating.

He grabbed my hair and pulled it back hard, jerking my face upwards to look at him. “I’m not asking you to give me a blowjob, slut, just get my dick wet so I don’t have to fuck you dry..”

I gulped. I wondered about using the safeword, but didn’t say anything.

Aydin slapped his big, throbbing cock against my face. I was enjoying the power dynamics and he was making me feel pretty horny with all this. Like I said I didn’t like sucking dick at this point, but his was definitely a sexy dick. Everything about this man was sexy.

“Open your fucking mouth,” growled Aydin.

I didn’t.

He yanked my head back again, parting my lips and making me gasp. He looked at me with fierce eyes, and rubbed his big smooth cock over my face.

“Do you understand, bitch?”

“Uhh…”

I still wasn’t sure, but Aydin thrust his cock into my mouth. The arrogance! He held my head in place by the hair, leaving his big dick skewering my throat. I softly moaned in pleasure, not because I liked having his dick in my mouth, but from the sheer dominance of this man. He was a real, natural dom. This man was it.

After a few seconds he pulled his cock out of me. “Good girl.”

I looked up at him, panting, not sure what to make of him. I’d specifically said I don’t give head. But I also hadn’t used the safeword. Why hadn’t I? I don’t know. There was something about him pushing my limits that was hot. And I wanted to test what my limits were.

He crouched down in front of me and kissed me passionately on the lips. I kissed him hungrily, then half pulled away as his teeth gently tugged at my lower lip.

“Please fuck me, sir. I need it.”

He stood up. “Good bitch.”

He walked behind me, and I looked over my shoulder at him as he stood over me.

“Um, my stomach feels a little uncomfortable against the bench.”

“You should feel uncomfortable. You are here to me punished and fucked like a slut.”

“Yes, sir.”

Aydin crouched down out of sight and I felt his tongue and lips on my pussy.

“Ohh… God,” I whimpered. “Thank you, siiir.”

He ate my pussy for another ten seconds then stood up, wiping his mouth.

“Get ready, bitch.”

He stood close to my ass, gripping his big dick and rubbing the big head against my wet pussy lips.

“Oh fuuuck…” I whispered

SLAP!

“Hgh– Thank you, sir,” I gasped, my eyes clenched shut.

“You speak like a good girl, understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

SLAP!

“YES, SIR!”

Oh fuck, he was really pushing me.

He stroked my upper back, as if to reassure me, then kissed the back of my neck, and slid his big cock into me.

“Ngghh,” I said. His big cock made it a third of the way into me before the friction became too great. He was so big it hurt a bit and I whimpered.

“It’s ok, good girl, good slut,” said Aydin, stroking my upper back. I could tell he loved the feel of my smooth skin. Then he grabbed my leash and pulled my head back hard. He leaned over me and I found my wide, startled eyes looking directly into his.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

I opened my mouth.

“Now stick out your tongue.”

I did so, my wide eyes still staring back at him.

He spat in my mouth, right on my tongue. I swallowed.

“Thank you, sir” I rasped, a wave of hornyness pulsing along my body.

Aydin loosened his grip on my leash and I was able to lean forward again in a natural position on the bench. This fucking sex god then pulled half way out of me and pushed in again.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, as his more lubricated dick got further into me. Maybe two thirds now.

Aydin pulled half way out of me again, pulled my head back with the leash, held me that way for a moment, letting me know he could keep me in this position all night if he wanted and there was nothing I could do to stop him. Then he plunged his fucking incredible dick all the way in me.

“Aaaah!” I half yelled, half gasped.

“Mmm, that’s it,” rasped Aydin.

He started driving his dick in and out of me at a smooth but powerful pace. He’d slam the last inch in each time, making me yelp as I felt his balls slap against me.

“Mmmm, you feel good,” he growled, yanking on my leash again.

“Aaaahhh…” I moaned in orgasmic pleasure. He was keeping me at two thirds of the way to an orgasm, and had me exactly where he wanted. I loved the feeling of his big cock sawing in and out of me.

He leaned over me again, pulling my head back with the leash until we locked eyes again. He looked down at me with this sort of arrogant sneer on his face. “You fucking, slut.”

“Yes, sir! I’m a fucking slut, sir!”

“I know you are, and you’re my fucking slut now, aren’t you?

“Yes, sir!”

“Good girl.”

He slammed his dick into me extra hard.

“Ah! Fuck!”

“No!”

SLAP!

The palm of his hand slapped into my ass with immense power.

“Aargh! I’m sorry, sir! I’m sorry, sir!”

Fuck, my ass hurt. It must be glowing bright pink.

“Good girl,” said Aydin, stroking the side of my face from behind.

Then he let go of the leash, put his big hand on the back of my head, and pushed my face into the bench before mercilessly pounding me:

Slam-slam-slam-slam-slam-slam–

“Oh goddddddd…” I warbled, my face smooshing into the bench, my hair tumbling over my eyes. “Feels… so… good…”

I felt my orgasm building. I was getting close. Like this building pressure around my pussy. This kind of warmth. Building. Increasing. Glowing. Kind of like–

“Aargh, fuuuuck!” I mewled as I came, my legs shaking uncontrollably. “”Oh God!”

SLAP!

“I’m sorry sir!” I whined, as I kept cumming.

SLAP!

“Oh goddd… Thank you, sir! Fuck!

SLAP!

“Ngh– Sorry, sir. It just feels so good–”

He kept pounding me–

“So good, sir.”

“Mmm, I own this pussy now, don’t I, bitch?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Aydin pulled out of me and I whimpered with a sense of loss. I wanted his dick back in me. But Aydin walked around to the front of me, his big sexy cock bobbing up and down, glistening with my juices. The vein at the base bulged. He stepped towards me and slapped it against my face.

“But I’m going to own your mouth now too, bitch. Understand?”

“I don’t do that, sorry–”

He grabbed my face again, jolting my head back to look at him. He lowered himself to me, his angry brown eyes making my own blue eyes shiny and wide with submission of their own accord. Like my whole body was submitting to him regardless of what I thought. I felt a tingle in my pussy.

“You belong to me, bitch. Understand?”

I just nodded.

Aydin stood up. Stepped nearer. Grabbed his big, pulsing cock by the base and pointed it at my mouth.

I shook my head. “No.”

Why didn’t I just say the safe word? But I just wanted to see how far I could bend. How far Aydin could bend me. Just how powerful his dominant energy really was.

“You belong to me, bitch. Do you know how many women I’ve fucked? How many there are for me to fuck, out there in the scene? But I chose you. Because I saw something in you. Now. You. Will. Behave. Like a good bitch.”

He pressed his dick against my lips, forced his big cock into my mouth– and at this point I decided to give him the best blowjob I could. I can’t really explain why. Just the sheer sexiness of this dom, playing me like a fiddle and owning me like no other man had before. He’d stayed the right side of the safeword and somehow still made me do what he wanted anyway. And he was so fucking sexy.

He slid his cock in and out of me as I slurped. I moaned, in case he liked that, and I felt his dick pulse and grow even harder.

“Goood slut…” he purred, and stroked the side of my face.

I slid my tongue from side to side on the underside of his cock as he thrust it in and out of my mouth. I was slightly grossed out by having a man’s big, sweaty cock in my mouth, but I was equally turned on by the pleasure I was giving him. That he was taking. Mmmm.

“You understand now that you really are my bitch, right?”

“Hmmm-hmmmghhhlll,” I gurgled affirmatively as his cockfilled my mouth.

“Goood fucking girl…”

Aydin pulled out of me, crouched down, and kissed me on the forehead. Then he walked behind me again. “I’m going to cum in you this time.”

He placed the head of his cock against my pussy lips, applied pressure with his hips while still guiding his dick with his hand, then fully slid into me.

“Ohhh!” I gasped.

Then he started absolutely fucking the shit out of me. Slamming into me with those powerful thigh muscles and that big, manly dick.

“Oh! God! Yes! Thank you! Sir! Aaaaah!”

He pistoned into me, slamming my pussy, making it his, fucking me like a bitch. His big dick stretched the walls of my pussy, making every nerve tingle and sparkle. Fuck he was so good.

“Oh, god!” I cried.

I heard that buzzing again, and a moment later the vibrator was back against my clit.

“Oh godddddddd!” I cried, high pitched.

“That’s it bitch! Cum for me, bitch! Cum for me while I cum in you! Show me what a good bitch you are!”

“Yes, sir! Ah, yes, sir!”

His hips slapped against me ass cheeks so hard it was almost like being spanked. My whole body jolted with each thrust, only my restraints holding me in place as he hammered my pussy like a god.

“OHH GODDDD! I’M CUMMIIIING!” I yelled, ultra high pitched and overwhelmed, out of my fucking mind as his meaty dick slammed into my pussy like a piston.

“Here it comes!” Aydin growled. “Here it fucking comes! Oh god! Agh! Ah! Ahhhhhhhhhh!”

I felt his hot cum spurting into me and I continued to orgasm, my back muscles convulsing, out of my control, as he shot his seed into me and made me his bitch.

Finally he stopped pumping his cum into me, and stood there, panting, still fully inside me as he stroked my hair. I panted. Beads of sweat had formed on my forehead.

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered.

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.”

We fucked again that night, and he made me suck him again, just to show me what he expected of me.

***

I came over to his place again next week on weekday evening, already craving more of what he could do to me. The feel of his taught warm skin and solid muscles pressed against me. The smell of his sweat. That handsome fucking face. Those green eyes. That big dick. Mmm.

“Get on your knees.”

He’d practically torn my clothes off and dragged me to his sex room. I got to my knees while he continued to undress. God he was so ripped, so tanned, had a really good four-pack, and a trail of hair from his belly button to his…

He slipped his jeans off, then his boxers. There was his big dick again, already achingly hard and straining towards the ceiling. Does he take viagra before I come round? I wondered to myself.

Aydin picked up a spreader bar, and placed it across my shoulders, then he cuffed my hands to the ends of the bar, immobilizing my arms (like the horizontal part of a crucifix). I stayed on my knees, looking up at him with a nervous expression on my face. He stroked my cheek, smiling. Then his expression changed to a look of fierce domination and he slapped me, turning my head with the force of the sting.

“Oh! Uh… thank you, sir.”

“Good girl,” he said, crouching down and kissing me on the lips. We kissed like that for maybe a minute, just enjoying each other. Then he stood up again.

“Open your mouth.”

I did so.

“Stick out your tongue.”

I did so, meeting his intense gaze with my wide, submissive eyes.

Aydin placed the head of his big cock against my tongue, rubbing it from side to side and moaning to himself. The amount of sexual pleasure I was creating in him started to really turn me on. Empathy could let me know how good he was feeling, and that empathetic feeling was every bit as good. I was creating this man’s wildest fantasy, filling him with intense and forbidden orgasmic pleasure. I was at the heart of his fantasy and right now I felt like the most sexually desired woman on Earth as his narrowed eyes burnt into my soul. He slid his big cock into my mouth and I felt him swell even harder.

“Mmmmm…” he growled, and I felt my pussy throb. I kept the tip of my tongue splayed and flat, pressed against the underside of his cock as he slid slowly in and out of my mouth.

“Oh, fuuuck,” rasped Aydin, and I heard myself softly moan. He stroked my hair.

“You fucking slut,” he said.

He pulled his saliva covered cock out of my mouth and I gasped as he rubbed it all over my face. “You beautiful fucking slut, just look at you.”

He thumped his dick against my face so hard I had to close my eyes.

“Open your mouth.”

I did so, expecting more cock, but he spat in my mouth. I swallowed, and looked up at him.

“Thank you, siiir,” I smiled coquettishly.

“Oh, you’re a good slut,” he said, and forced his dick back into my mouth and partially down my throat.

“Gluck!” was all I was able to splutter. I tried to move my hands to push him back a little but of course they were restrained by the bar. Aydin held my head in his strong hands and mercilessly fucked my face with his incredible dick. He kept a close eye on proceedings, making sure I could breath, and each time I gagged he’d stop for a second, still keeping his glorious dick in my mouth but giving me time to recompose myself and breath through my nose, then he would start fucking my face again.

“You beautiful fucking girl,” he rumbled in ecstacy. “Just look at you, voluntarily restrained like a slut with a big cock in your mouth. Getting that pretty face fucked by your master. Oh you look so pretty with that cock in your mouth. You look so beautiful on your knees.”

I moaned with pleasure. Aydin stroked my hair, then pulled out of me and I gasped, saliva dripping down my chin. A string of spit hung between my lips and the head of his cock. I looked up at him as I panted, and the thread of saliva broke and landed on my tits.

Aydin reached down and stroked my chin. “You pretty fucking thing. Lick my balls.”

Now this was too much. That was too gross for me. No way.

Aydin lifted his cock up, presenting his big balls to me. They were shaven, and tanned. I hesitated.

“What are you waiting for, bitch?”

“Sorry, sir, it’s just—”

“Lick my fucking balls like the slut you are.”

I leaned forward, stuck my tongue out, and gave his balls a lick. The shaving helped a lot with how I felt about it. The skin was smooth, and warm. He smelt faintly of lime and mint shower gel.

I heard Aydin groan with pleasure, and felt that little wave of hornyness again. I licked his balls some more, enjoying the way he moaned.

“Oh that’s it… Fuck… You’re a natural… A ball licking cockslut. Just for me.”

I was slurping more enthusiastically now, making sure I got every part of his balls wet.

“Just look at you,” Aydin went on, in that deep voice of his. “So fucking pretty on your knees, naked, licking my balls. Good girl. Good fucking girl.”

I moaned softly, and realised I was loving this. I lapped at his balls with renewed eagerness, getting sloppy and pressing my face against the shaft of his cock while I looked up at him.

“My… god…” rasped Aydin.

He started jerking off his dick while I slurped at his balls. God I was so getting horny, I even pressed my nose into his balls, wanting to show complete submission and enthusiasm.

“You’re such a fucking slut.”

Aydin stepped away from me. “Stand up.”

I did so, carefully and a bit wobbly with the bar across my shoulders.

“Sit on the bench.”

I got on the bench and he moved behind me. He braced my shoulders. “Lay down, it’s ok.”

I lay backwards with him supporting me. My head reached past the end of the bench, my arms still immobilised along the bar and just past the end. I lay there, my face upside down, completely at Aydin’s mercy.

“How does that feel?”

“Okay,” I said, looking up his cock and balls and muscular hairy thighs.

“Good girl,” he said, and slid his cock into me. It felt so hot. So fucking sexy. He reached down and wrapped a hand around my throat, taking complete ownership of me. His cock slowly sawed in and out of my mouth and down my throat, fucking my face like a pussy. God he really had made me into a complete slut, lying here on my back for him so he could fuck my throat.

He took his hand off my throat and moved it to my pussy as he started to fuck my face harder. He walked his fingers against my pussy lips, parting them, and moving one strong finger onto my clit.

“Mmmmgghhh…” I moaned, his dick in my mouth.

“You’re going to cum with my cock in your mouth, slut…” rasped Aydin.

He gently swirled my clit around in tiny circles.

I moaned again, gargling on his big cock.

“You fucking slut…” he murmured.

He started rubbing my clit back and forth vertically, thrusting his great dick more powerfully into my mouth at the same time. Oh god, I felt an orgasm building. Maybe I really was about to cum with his dick in my mouth? Like a complete slut. I LOVED the idea.

His cock was really slamming into me now, absolutely fucking my upside down face as saliva dribbled down my cheeks.

With his spare hand Aydin grasped one of my tits and squeezed.

“Hmnnnghh!” I yelped.

“Cum for me, bitch! Do it!”

Aydin stroked my clit even faster, with just the right amount of firmness. Oh fuck. It was coming. It was coming. It was– I WAS FUCKING CUMMIIIIING!!! – my body convulsing on the bench, an orgasm exploding out from my pussy and shooting through my body as I whined and whimpered with his dick in my mouth. My right leg shuddered. Fuck, he just completely owned me. This fucking stud completely owned me, and I loved it.

Aydin pulled his cock out of my mouth and I looked at it glistening with my saliva. God it was fucking sexy. Pulsing with life. With virile, masculine, dominant sexuality. And so much pleasure. The incredible pleasure I gave to him and got back in return.

“Fuck my throat you stud,” I rasped, not sure where the words were coming.

He thrust his glorious cock back into my open mouth and started pistoning into my face while I gurgled and writhed.

“Good fucking girl. Such a fucking slut. Such a natural fucking slut. Giving up your throat to me like you gave me your pussy. God damn!”

Aydin pulled out, and walked around to the other end of me. His face was the right way up now as he looked down at me.

“I need to cum in your pussy now.”

“Yes sir,” I gasped, tensing my neck muscles and stomach so that I was facing upwards.

He grabbed my hair, holding me up as he plunged his juicy cock into me.

“Oh Goddd!” I moaned.

“Take it you fucking slut!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Take it!”

He slammed into me over and over, his hips a blur.

“You special fucking woman!”

He reached down and gripped my throat.

“Ohh, yes sir. Choke me sir,” I sputtered, my cheeks flushing pink as he squeezed.

He pounded and pounded and pounded, and I felt another orgasm building. I could feel my eyes going pink as he choked me and slammed into me.

“Oh yes, sir! YES, SIR! I’M GOING TO CUM AGAIN, SIR!”

“Argh! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

“YEEEEESSSS!!”

“OH FUCK!!!”

I felt his cock erupted inside me, thick spurts of hot cum filling up my pussy as he pounded and choked me. I started cumming, looking fearfully up at him, my cheeks flushed as my body trembled, my nostrils flared, my lips pouting. He released his grip on my throat and I took in a big gulp of air as my body kept shuddering, my pussy throbbing, my orgasm still inhabiting my body, my heart and body pulsing with pleasure.

I looked up at Aydin, looming over me, his chest heaving, sweat trickling down his face.

“I love your cock, sir,” I said. And meant it.

***

The next time we met, Aydin messaged me in advance:

Tonight, I will only fuck your pretty face, slut

I thought for a moment, and messaged back:

Yes, sir

Then I sent a heart-eyes emoji. I don’t know why, but it felt hot to do so. Aydin left a fire reaction.

So once again I found myself on my knees at the feet of Aydin, this time with my hands tied behind my back and tied to my ankles. His dick was rock hard and I was ready to feel what it was like to have a man cum in your mouth. The idea was suddenly hot to me, like a forbidden, filthy fetish. But Aydin brought out a box – new packaging with a picture of a transparent pink dildo on the front.

“I bought this just for you,” he said. “We are going to train your throat tonight.”

He opened the box and pulled out the gleaming dildo. “Open your mouth.”

I did as he said. Aydin stroked the side of my face with his big hand, then rubbed his thumb across my lower lip. He brought the dildo to my face, and thrust it into my mouth while I looked up at him.

“Good… girl…” he said, stroking it in and out of me as I knelt there placidly. “You pretty fucking thing…”

I kept my mouth wide open, and let him fuck my mouth with the dildo. With each thrust he inserted it further and further into me–

“Gluck… glah… gllck…gluck… gllck…” I gagged as he trained my throat.

“Soon you’re going to be able to deepthroat my whole cock, like a well trained bitch. You want that don’t you?”

I nodded my head slightly, my eyes and mouth wide, my eyes watering, as he used my mouth and throat.

“God you look so pretty,” he said, as the water from my eyes ran down my cheeks. He brushed some away with a thumb and I saw from his hand that my mascara must have run. Aydin, shoved the dildo in and out of my throat faster now, seeming to savour the sound of me gagging, the mascara running down my face and the drool dripping from my lips.

“Good fucking girl… Good fucking girl…” he whispered.

Then he stopped, and produced another brand new package. It contained one of those egg shaped mini vibrators. He crouched down, got me to kneel up a little higher, as best as I could with my wrists tied behind my back and my ankles tied together, and he inserted it into my pussy, turning it on to a low setting. It buzzed inside my pussy. It felt kind of weird and kind of great. A distractingly powerful buzz.

Now Aydin stood up, and rubbed his powerful cock over my face. “You beautiful fucking slut. Open up.”

I immediately obeyed him and he shoved it into my mouth. Oh it felt so good. So filthy. So sexual. He stroked my hair, and fucked my mouth with long, beautiful strokes. My pussy was buzzing with stimulation and my mind was swirling with arousal and submission. Fuck, he was such a sex god. He turned up the setting on my vibrator with a remote, and I squealed with his cock in my mouth. Oh I was going to cum very soon. Very soon!

“Relax your throat. Concentrate.”

Aydin gradually thrust his whole massive cock down my throat. I had to concentrate so hard on not twitching my throat muscles or I thought I might gag and spew. I focused on breathing carefully through my nostrils. Then I felt his balls press against my chin.

“Good girl, you fucking slut.”

Then he turned the vibrator up to max and I started cumming, hard. I clung on to his muscular legs, my eyes clenched shut, my pussy exploding with pleasure, trying not to gag on his mighty fucking cock. I failed, my throat muscles clenching around his cock and I wretched, but nothing came up, and I was cumming at the same time, moaning in a high pitched wail with his cock buried down my throat. All the throat clenching sent him over the edge:

“Aaargh! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! You beautiful fucking slut! Take my cum! Take it!”

I felt his cock twitching, and realised he was cumming down my throat as my orgasm continued to explode inside of me. He kept cumming and cumming and calling me a slut, then pulled his still twitching cock halfway out of me so he finished in my mouth. I moaned for his pleasure, which in turn turned me on, and I felt the salty hot gel of his cum spewing into my mouth. God I was such a slut. Such a cum filled slut. And I loved it. My orgasm still shimmering in me as I looked up at Aydin roaring like a beast. Some of his cum spilled from my lips and dribbled down my chin.

Aydin roared again, then fell silent, looking down at me. His chest heaved as he stroked the side of my face. He took me in – the running mascara, the sweat, my heaving breasts, and his cum dripping from my mouth.

“You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he said.

We try to do this at least once a week now.

***

If you’d like to hear more about Aydin, leave me a review and let me know… If you want to join my mailing list for occasional updates on when the new stories, bundles and deals are coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl
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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
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