
        
            
                
            
        

    
CONQUERED BY MY THUG NEIGHBOR

A story of extreme female pleasure

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


Section I: The Build Up




I’m a rich girl and I have no problem admitting that. If anything, I’m proud of it. I went to private school in Primrose Hill, my parents’ home is a small mansion overlooking Regent’s Park, my friends are all rich as shit and as soon as I came back from uni my parents bought me a newbuild luxury flat. I’ve got great hair – long, soft and blonde with brown lowlights, my style is the shit, and I’m a skinny bitch. Love it. There’s just one problem. The apartment complex I’m in had to be 20% social housing in order to get planning permission, and my downstairs neighbour is a thug. He’s like 6’4’, shaven headed, lots of stubble, and really muscular. He’s scary. He has like a faded hip hop style, and he plays his music too fucking loud. So I complained a few times. One thing led to another, and… now he fucks me like five or six times a week… Sometimes I’ll be in the middle of something and hear him hammering on my door and I’ll have to drop everything and scramble to put on the underwear he likes…

I kinda love it, though…

***

I’d been living in Albany Apartments, overlooking the Thames, for about three months after finishing uni, and was loving it. I had a great job at my Dad’s friend’s PR Agency, where I was killing it, I was having amazing weekends partying in Mayfair clubs and doing the occasional bump of cocaine, and my flat was spacious and beautiful: open plan, floor-to-ceiling windows on all sides, wooden flooring, a beautiful kitchen of marble and steel, a bathroom with hand-painted tiles and a freestanding tub, and dimmer switches galore. I’d decorated it with tasteful art and a real Warhol, and bought a ton of massive plants. But when Carlos moved into the cheaper flat downstairs, everything changed.

Literally the first night he moved in, he was playing drum and bass far too loud at midnight. The first night! Who does that?! The next two nights were fine so I thought maybe it was a one off, but he started doing this about two or three nights a week. Including weekdays! I was furious at this fucking… thug. Like a jumped up, scruffy asshole who looked like he was involved in organised crime. I’d see him in the lobby sometimes and I was so angry I wouldn’t make eye contact with him. He had a bunch of shit, cheap-looking tattoos. Like, fading green/blue tribal tattoos (so lame!) and one of a bulldog. And like I said, though he was slim and lean, he was really muscular. He looked dangerous, and it seemed fucked up to me that he was allowed to live in the building. He also seemed to have women over all the time and I didn’t think he should be bringing so many people into the building. Some evenings when I was trying to enjoy some peace and quiet on my balcony I’d hear him having loud sex with his windows open. He’d really make these women moan and scream and ramble in various different languages. I’d angrily throw my book down and go inside.

One evening, with the music blaring around 11pm, I’d had enough. Feeling angry and nervous, I marched downstairs and rapped on his door. I could hear the bass buzzing through the walls for god’s sake. After a moment, the door swung open, and there was Carlos, looming over me in a loose vest. Behind him, a bunch of his friends or, I don’t know, associates, were hanging out and vaping. All big, grizzly men with that same lame hip hop style.

“What?” he asked, aggressively. His voice was deep and rough.

“Uh, it’s past eleven, could you turn the music down?”

He looked at me intently with his deep brown eyes. I felt a little scared. He looked me up and down for a second.

“Sure,” he said. And closed the door.

I waited outside, shocked at how rude he’d been. I listened to see if he’d turn the music down. I think the volume lowered a tiny bit. I think. I didn’t really want to confront him again, so I went upstairs and went to bed with my earplugs in.

About a week later, once again he was playing his music too loudly and I summoned up the courage – mainly fueled by outrage – to go down there and tell this oily, broke-ass street dealer or whatever to turn his music down. Did he even realise how lucky he was to be allowed to live in a place like this? And this is how he was behaving?

I rapidly slapped my hand against his door in staccato machine gun fire. I was really pissed at this fucking lowlife and he needed to realise I could have him thrown out. The door swung open and there was Carlos, in nothing but his boxers and a film of sweat. I flinched. He was so muscular and toned, and had a bit of a six pack going on. Christ, he could just pick you up and throw you over his shoulder, if he wanted to. He had a bunch of low class tattoos, and a slightly hairy chest.

“You again?” he grunted.

“Err, yes it’s me again,” I said, in a confrontational tone. “You just can’t play your music this loud.”

Again he just looked me up and down. The disrespect!

I heard a female voice call from somewhere inside. Sounded Italian or Spanish. “Baby? Is everything alright?”

Carlos shouted over his shoulder. “It’s fine, it’s just some girl.”

And he shut the door again.

I was so angry. So shocked. I rapped on his door again, a continuous series of knocks, refusing to stop, for maybe half a minute, before the door flew open and Carlos stepped out into the corridor, looming over me as I stepped back.

“Listen lady,” he snarled. “You don’t knock on my door like that? Understand?”

I felt scared, craning my neck to look up at him. “Umm…”

“I have a girl over. She likes the music on. You get it?!”

“Er, it’s just… late…”

“I don’t give a shit.”

I winced. He was so big and powerful. If he wasn’t such an asshole you’d have said he was pretty handsome, in a rugged sort of way. He stared at me for a moment, his eyes wide with anger, his jaw clenched. I stared back at him, my own eyes wide with nerves, my eyebrows raised in alarm.

Carlos turned around and I saw he had angel wings tattooed across his broad shoulders. He went back inside and shut the door. I felt my heart pounding in my chest and I was shaking. The funny thing is, he did turn the music down.

A few days later, we passed each other in the corridor, and I avoided eye contact.

“Hey,” he said, and I kept walking.

“Hey,” he snapped, like he wasn’t used to being ignored. I stopped, subconsciously balling my fists in fear. I turned to look at him. “Yes?”

“Sorry I snapped at you the other night, darlin’.”

I just stared at him. He nodded at me, turned, and walked away. I didn’t know what to make of him. I watched him disappear, taking in his broad shoulders and narrow waist. He looked so tall.

But the noise issues continued. Eventually I complained to the building manager, who said they’d pass on my concerns. It made everything so much worse:

KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK!

Someone was at my door late on a Saturday morning. I was really confused. Had a courier been buzzed in or something? I was still in my pyjamas, and staggered to the door. I opened it–

“What do you think you’re doing?!” boomed Carlos, stepping into the doorway as I let out a little scream. He was wearing an old vest, baggy blue jeans and heavy duty boots. He rested one arm up against the doorframe so I could see his hairy armpit. God his muscles looked so big. He filled the doorway.

“Umm, what do you mean?” I stuttered.

“You’re telling the building manager on me? Like a little girl?”

“Wha… I… you keep playing your music too loud…”

“So you come to me about that. Understand?”

“Please leave! You’re scaring me!”

He laughed, and took half a step back. “Listen princess, I didn’t mean to scare you. I don’t know what your story is but I guess you’re rich and used to people doing what you say.”

He checked me out. “And you’re pretty too, I bet guys do whatever you want.”

“Umm…”

“But I do what I want, okay? You got that? Hey! Are you listening to me?!”

“Um, yes! Yes, I’m listening!”

“Okay. Look, I’m sorry I raised my voice to you the other day. I’ll leave now. Just come to me if you have a problem. I’ll play the music quieter, okay?”

“Thank you.”

“Okay.”

He seemed to have calmed down. He turned to leave, passing through the doorway. He looked back, with a twinkle in his eye. “Nice pyjamas, by the way. They’re cute.”

He shut the door hard when he left, but I think that’s just how he moves. With power and authority. I cocked my head. I think I kinda found him a bit sexy. But also this whole thing was fucked up. I went and slumped on the sofa, and called my brother Tristram. He’s like 6’4”, a year older than me, and used to do rowing at uni. I got through to him on the second try.

“What’s up, Sis?”

“Heyyy… Um, is now a good time?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“So, um, I have a favour to ask…”

“Riiight…”

“I’ve got this, uh, neighbour.”

“Yeah?”

“And he just, kinda, like, came round and intimidated me?”

“What? Are you okay?”

“Yeah, yeah–”

“He didn’t do anything to you did he?”

“No, no, he just, like, knocked on my door really loudly and like he’s really tall and rough and like, just has bad energy, you know? He’s like, poor and covered in tattoos and stuff.”

“Right. Got you.”

“I was wondering if you could come over and we could, er, knock on his door and ask him not to speak to me like that again?”

“Fuck. Yeah. Okay…”

“Thank you.”

“I could do this afternoon? I’m just at brunch.”

“That would be great.”

KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK.

It felt good to know I was about to turn the tables. I watched from behind Tristram as he hammered his big fist on Carlos’ door. I couldn’t wait to see that lowlife get put in his place. A moment later, the door swung open. Carlos looked at my brother, looked at me peeking out from behind him, took in the situation, and laughed.

“Can I help you?” he said.

“Yeah, actually,” said my brother. He sounded very posh and sure of himself. He pointed a finger in Carlos’ face. “Don’t you ever talk to my sister like that again, or we’re going to have problems.”

Carlos looked at Tristram’s finger, then back in Tristram’s eyes.

“Firstly…” he said, very quietly, very controlled. “You’d better get your finger out of my face. And secondly… just what kind of problems are you talking about, brother?”

Tristram lowered his hand. “I think you know what I mean.”

“No, I really don’t, brother. You mean problems like getting both your arms broke? Or worse?”

Tristram looked a little unsure. “Look, man, she’s my little sister…”

“Hey, I understand that... Family’s important, and you’re just trying to stick up for her. But brother, you come round my place again and try and threaten me, oh boy, you are going to get really fucked up. Do you understand?”

Tristam gulped.

Carlos glanced at me, then back to my brother. “I will speak to your sister respectfully, okay? But she’d better not be a bitch. And no more complaining about me behind my back.”

Carlos looked at me with those intense, dark brown eyes. “If you have a problem. Like the music, or whatever, you come to me. I will be respectful if you are polite. Okay?”

I felt scared, and just– just the tiniest bit horny for some reason.

“Um, yes,” I said.

“Just be careful, or you will get your brother beaten up.”

He patted Tristam on the shoulder. “You got lucky today.”

He shut the door. Tristam just stared, open mouthed. He turned to me. “Fuck, Imogen, you need to stay away from that guy.”




Section II: Spicy




That night I lay in bed, trying to get some sleep as I heard the bass from Carlos’ music pulsing through my floor. Urgh, I was feeling desperate. Why wouldn’t he do what I asked?! He shouldn’t even be in this building!!!

Finally, I got out of bed, put on my slippers, and went downstairs, still in my pyjamas.

When I got to Carlos’ door I realised it was slightly ajar. Just by like an inch. I knocked, and waited. Nothing. I knocked again. Still nothing.

I tentatively pushed the door open and peered inside, feeling my heart pounding in my chest.

“Hello?” I said.

I could hear music coming from the living room.

“Hellooo?”

I felt fucking terrified, but something drew me further into the apartment. I checked over my shoulder that the door was still open. That made me feel a little safer.

I stepped further along the entrance hallway. “Er, hellooo?”

I could see the doorway to the living room on the left up ahead. I approached it and– jumped!

I let out a little scream. There was Carlos, slouched in an easy chair, resting his head against his fist, staring calmly at me.

“I thought you’d come down.”

“Oh my god,” I said, backing away, hoping my heart wasn’t going to explode.

“You just can’t face not getting what you want, can you, little girl?”

“But you’re playing it even louder!”

“I came to you, tried to reset things, and then you get your brother to try to threaten me?”

“Look, I…”

He stood up, towering over me. “So tonight, I feel like playing my music very loudly…”

“Look, I’m sorry if I seemed disrespectful. Please, please, please will you turn the music down? Please?”

“Mmm, I like it when you’re polite. But that doesn’t make us even.”

“Well… what could I do that could make us even?”

He stared at me for a moment. Moved a little closer, looking intensely down at me.

“You need to be disciplined, bitch.”

My eyes bulged in fear, and, at the same time, I felt an involuntary pulse in my pussy.

“Uh, I don’t… I’m sorry…”

“IT’S TOO LATE FOR THAT, BITCH!” he roared.

I jumped.

“BEND OVER MY FUCKING SOFA.”

“N– No…”

“DO IT!”

Somehow, I don’t know why, I can’t really explain it, I just bent over the arm of his sofa.

“Good girl,” he said, and stepped behind me.

SLAP!

“Aah…” I gasped, feeling my right butt cheek wobble.

SLAP!

“Oh!”

Carlos growled to himself. “Hmm, these pyjamas are getting in the way.”

He yanked them down, exposing my panties.

“Hey–”

SLAP!

“Aah!”

“Okay, one more, bitch.”

SLAP!!!

“Ohh!!!”

“Now get the fuck out of here.”

As I left, he turned off the music.

Why was my pussy so wet?!

I lay in bed that night, staring at the ceiling, confused and shocked and wired. What the fuck had just happened? How could he do that to me? Why the fuck had I just complied? What was I thinking?! And why did I feel so horny when I went over the memory? I squirmed in bed, rubbing my thighs together. Finally, I had to masturbate while imagining Carlos spanking me. I came really hard, then got to sleep.

Two days later, I saw Carlos in the lobby and he winked at me. I felt ashamed, blushed, and looked at the ground. And in that same moment I felt an involuntary pulse of blood to my pussy. What the hell was going on?

There was a knock at my door that afternoon, and, unthinkingly, I opened it. It was Carlos, and I yelped.

He stood there in silence, leaning against the doorframe, blocking out the light. He held a bunch of keys in one hand. Showed them to me.

“Wh… what?” I said.

“Spare keys to my apartment,” he said. He looked me in the eye. “You’re going to need them.”

He handed them to me, and left.

I stared, open mouthed.

I left the keys on my dining room table, almost too afraid to move them. Everytime I looked at them they reminded me of Carlos. And what he’d said to me. I’d think about it, the confident tone in his voice, the deep sense of authority, and that sexual intensity in his eyes, and I’d feel this throbbing in my pussy. Like a kind of ache. Like blood was rushing to that area and it was swelling. I’d shake my head and try to move on to other thoughts.

We’d walk past each other in the corridors and he’d look me in the eye. Sometimes I’d avoid eye contact, sometimes I’d stare like a rabbit in the headlights.

After about a week, as he walked past me, he said in a low, gravelly voice, “Come see me,” and I felt myself get wet.

I found myself staring at the keys one evening, just sitting there in silence. I realised I was prolonging the inevitable. I went and put on my sexiest, frilliest lingerie, put on clothes, and picked up the keys. I looked in the mirror. What the fuck was I doing?

I arrived at Carlos’ door, and stuck the key in the lock. I turned it, and pushed the door open.

“Hello?” I said. “Carlos?”

There was a beat.

“Come in,” said a deep voice from somewhere in the apartment. I entered, leaving the door open behind me as my way out. I padded down the hallway, feeling nervous and horny. Carlos was in the living room, working out with iron dumbbells, shirtless. Christ he looked so strong. His biceps moved and bulged as he lifted the weights. Sweat was pouring down his body. I took in all his tattoos. The light trail of hair from his belly button to his… waistband…

He looked at me, and put down the weights.

“Come here,” he said.

I stepped closer to him, trembling.

“Good girl,” he said, stepping right up to me. I craned my neck, looking up at him with wide eyes.

He slowly moved his big hand to the side of my face while I tried not to have a panic attack. Then he moved his hand to the back of my head, grabbed my hair, pulled me into him and kissed me. I instinctively struggled for a second and then gave in to him. I was surprised to discover he was a good kisser. He consumed me like that for maybe half a minute, and I found myself kissing him back as his full lips caressed mine and his tongue probed my mouth.

He pulled away from me. “Bend over the couch.”

“Uh–”

“Do it!”

I bent over the couch, looking worriedly over my shoulder at him.

“You look good in that dress,” he grunted.

He stepped towards me and lifted up the hem of my dress, revealing my lingerie knickers. Now he knew I’d dressed for him.

“Good bitch,” he said, and spanked me, hard.

“Oww!”

“You spoiled brat.”

SLAP!

“Ah!”

SLAP!

“Ohh!”

“You like this, huh? You fucking whore!”

SLAP!

“Ah!”

He stopped, and caressed my sore ass cheek. “Good girl. You take it well.”

He sank to his knees, and kissed both of my ass cheeks. Then he grabbed my ass with both hands, and licked at my knickers, right on my sensitive vulva.

“Ooh!!” I moaned, closing my eyes.

“Mmm, you slut.”

He kissed me through my underwear, kissing my pussy lips through the material and I arched my neck, keeping my eyes tightly shut. “Oh, God!” I rasped, in a strangled voice.

“What are you?!” he barked.

“Umm…”

He slapped my ass. “Say it!”

“I’m a slut.”

“Good bitch.”

He pulled my knickers aside and lapped at my pussy, thrusting his tongue inside me. I squealed – I’d never felt so good.

Carlos moaned to himself in a deep, low voice, devouring my pussy. It felt fucking gorgeous, but from that angle he wasn’t getting my clit much. Suddenly he stood up.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered.

I hurriedly got up and took off my dress, then stood there in my lingerie, feeling uncertain. He gazed at my body intently, looking me up and down.

“You are beautiful,” he said at last, and I felt another of those treacherous throbs in my pussy.

And then – I can’t believe this fucking asshole – he bent down and picked me up, throwing me over his shoulder.

“H– hey–” I stuttered, upside down, as he marched out of the room. “I–”

“Sshh…” he said.

I experimented with resisting but his powerful arm was wrapped tightly around the back of my thighs and I could barely move my legs. He took me into his bedroom – surprisingly neat and clean, lit by the soft glow of a couple of lamps – and he threw me down on the double bed, climbing on top of me. He kissed me passionately and once again I found myself eagerly kissing him back. Sloppy, wet kisses as we moved our heads about and breathed deeply through our noses.

He pulled away, and gripped the bottom of my face forcefully with his powerful hand. “You’re going to behave now, understand?”

I gave him a frightened little nod.

“Good bitch,” he whispered, and kissed my neck.

He moved from the side of my neck to my throat, then the other side of my neck, stroking my hair as he did so. I felt his hot, muscular torso press against me. The skin to skin contact was electric. He smelt of sports deodorant, male sweat, and hot skin. He kissed his way down to my collar bone, then my sternum, then around my breasts. He embraced me with his muscular arms and felt for the clasp on my bra. I arched my back to make it easier for him and he pulled it off. Then he pulled back and just looked at me for a second, taking in my tits. He nodded to himself, then brushed my right nipple with the back of his fingers. I felt it hardening at his touch, little goosebumps rising up around it as my body responded to him. Then he leaned down and licked at my nipple.

“Haa!” I gasped, jolting.

He moaned to himself in that low voice of his, and sucked on my nipple. His right hand roamed smoothly around my body, stroking my stomach, my other breast, my throat, my shoulder, the side of my arm. He continued passionately sucking my nipple, and inhaled deeply through his nose like he was savouring the scent of me. Then he moved to my left nipple, and licked at it. He brought his big left hand up and grasped my right breast at the same time, squeezing it too hard, and I yelped. But he didn’t care. He was devouring me. He seemed intoxicated with my body.

He kissed his way down my stomach, and then pulled off my knickers in one smooth motion, making me gasp. He leaned down, sucked his two big fingers, and thrust them into me.

“Ohhh!” I cried.

“Good bitch…”

He licked at my clit while thrusting his fingers in and out of me and within less than a minute I felt an orgasm building.

“Oh… God…” I gasped. “Oh… Fuck… Ohh… Ohh…”

“That’s it, you cum for me, bitch.”

“Ohhhh…”

“Cum for me.”

He thrust his fingers in and out of me at such speed, blitzing my clit with his tongue.

“Oh God!!! Oh fuck! Aaaaaaaaahh!!!”

My body convulsed as I orgasmed, one of my legs spasming as I clenched my eyes shut and squealed.

I lay there, panting, trying to recover, but Carlos stuck his two fingers in my mouth. “Clean me, bitch.”

My eyes shot open in shock.

“Gll– Gllck– Gll” was all I managed as he thrust his fingers in and out of my mouth. Then he kissed me again, pulled away, and held me by the chin, looking intensely into my eyes.

“Good girl,” he said.

He stood up – as I admired his sculpted body – and pulled off his sweatpants. He was wearing black briefs with a white waistband and his bulge looked enormous. Something about this view was terrifying, but it was too late now. He slid off his briefs, and I could see he was already absolutely rock hard. I think he was circumcised but I’m no good at judging that when a man’s hard.

He got on the bed and knelt over me, a knee either side of my shoulders. His hard cock bounced up and down as he maneuvered into place, and I could see there was a little precum on the large head.

“Suck my cock, bitch,” he ordered, and I obeyed, opening my mouth as he thrust it into me.

“Gllgh!” I spluttered as he grabbed hold of my hair to keep me in place.

He roughly thrust his rock hard organ in and out of my mouth, fucking my face as his dick became wet with my saliva. He didn’t seem to care when I gagged, he just kept going.

“Yesss,” he growled. “That’s it. Good girl, good girl…”

He was fucking my face really hard now, completely using me. I was shocked and appalled and outraged and… so turned on.

I started playing with my clit as he continued to thrust his pure masculinity into me. But before I could cum he pulled out of me and slapped his saliva-covered cock against my face.

“Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue.”

I did both, and he rubbed his cock passionately against my splayed tongue as I looked him in the eye.

“That’s a good bitch,” he whispered. “A good bitch.”

My pussy was absolutely throbbing at this point.

As if reading my mind, Carlos looked at me. “I’m going to fuck you now, bitch.”

I gulped. He positioned himself between my legs, then leaned down and supported himself on his elbows, his intimidating face close to mine. He had a fierce, commanding expression. His dark, intense eyes were maybe ten inches from my wide, nervous blue eyes.

“Give yourself to me, bitch.”

I nodded, and he thrust his big cock into me.

“OHHH!” I cried.

“Good girl, that’s it.”

His cock got maybe halfway in before my pussy got too tight. He pulled out a little then thrust again. I took more of him and whimpered.

“Good girl,” he whispered again, and stroked the side of my face. “It’s my pussy now, understand?”

“Y– yes.”

He half pulled out, then fully thrust his whole cock all the way into me.

“Aaargh!” I cried, gripping the bedsheets, my knuckles going white.

“Okay. Good bitch, good bitch. Relax. Okay.”

I was almost hyperventilating. I was wildly aroused but it was also painful.

“I break you in now, slut,” he said, and started very slowly fucking me. The end of each slow thrust really hurt, and I’d whimper while he stroked my face. After one very loud whimper he kissed my forehead.

“Good girl. Relax. It’s okay.”

After maybe five minutes it stopped hurting so much and Carlos started fucking me harder.

“That’s it. Take it, bitch.”

“Aah! Yes!”

“Fuck. So good. You pretty fucking thing.”

“Ohhh…”

He reached down and put a big hand around my throat. I felt terror pulse through my body.

“No! What are you–”

“It’s okay, Beautiful. Relax. You’re mine now. Relax.”

He squeezed my throat and pounded me. I felt more blood in my head, my cheeks felt a little flushed and somehow my pussy felt even more sensitive. My sexual feelings became more intense as my cheeks flushed red and he HAMMERED into my pussy.

“Oh! God! Ah! God! Fuck! Ah! Ah! Aaaaaaaaaaah!”

I had a deep, hot vaginal orgasm. Like my body was swelling with intense orgasmic energy as his slick cock pistoned in and out of me while he pinned me to the bed.

“Hnnnnnrrrghhh!!!” I growled, high pitched, as my face went red and my body spasmed. Carlos let go of my neck and stroked my face as he continued to pound me.

Then he pulled out of me, his hard cock bobbing up and down. He lay on his back. “Get on top, slut. Make my dick feel good.”

I immediately did as I was told, and straddled him. I reached between my legs and positioned his big cock so that the head was pushing at my pussy lips. Then I slid down on him and sighed. Beads of sweat had formed on my forehead and on my neck. My hair was plastered against my face, and my cheeks were flushed. I’d never been fucked so well in my life. I slid myself up and down on his ultra masculine cock, enjoying the pressure, feeling him stretch me. I ground my pelvis down and forwards, feeling his thick cock rub hard against my G-spot.

“Mmmm…” I sighed.

Carlos grabbed my waist and started thrusting his cock up into me.

“Ah, you beautiful bitch,” he moaned, staring intently at me.

Then he put one big hand around my hip while the other gripped my ass, and he started bouncing me up and down like a plaything. Using me, using my pussy. And it felt so good.

I started yelping and mewling, feeling another orgasm building in me.

“Ah you beautiful fucking slut. You beautiful fucking slut,” murmured Carlos.

I shuddered and came again, my pussy clenching, my knees feeling weak, like they were aching. I felt like jelly, and collapsed forward onto Carlos’ muscular chest.

He stroked my hair for a minute, as I caught my breath. Then he pushed me off, and got off the bed, his cock bobbing up and down obscenely.

“Lie on your back,” he commanded. “With your head over the side.”

I did as he said, leaning my head back over the edge of the bed, my face upside. He stood over my face, and I found myself staring at his large balls and the underside of his dick. Then he grabbed the base of his shaft, and pointed his dick at my open mouth.

“I fuck your face now, bitch.”

And before I could say anything he thrust his powerful cock into my mouth. I felt his dick thrust into my throat – it’s a weird sensation and I had to concentrate to keep my throat muscles relaxed as he pounded me. He was using my face and throat like a pussy, his slick cock pistoning in and out of me. I felt his big hand on my pussy and a second later he started playing with my clit. He was such a strong, powerful man, yet he knew to be gentle with my clit. Fuck it felt so good, being taken by this big, masculine, ferocious alpha male who nonetheless was skilful and careful not to break me. The area around my clit started pulsing. I realised I loved what he was doing. I reached up and placed my hands on his ass cheeks, pulling his cock deeper into my throat as he thrust into me, his balls bouncing off my nose. Fuck it was so degrading, so submissive, so hot, so– Fuuuuuuck!!! I started cumming again as he fingered my clit, my hips bucking uncontrollably, and I nearly choked on his cock. An orgasmic scream welled up from deep within me, and with his gorgeous cock buried deep in my mouth and throat I let out a gargled: “Hmmmnnnnnngggrrrrrrh!!!”

“Ah, you fucking slut! You fucking slut!” moaned Carlos in ecstasy.

He pulled his cock out of me, a thick strand of saliva hanging between my lips and the head.

“Get on your knees,” he said.

I quickly scrambled off the bed and knelt in front of him.

“Good bitch.”

He started jerking off his big cock.

“Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue.”

I did so, looking into his eyes.

“Good girl. Good fucking girl. Good– Aaaargggh!”

Thick ropes of hot cum started spurting from his cock, lashing me in the face and on my sternum and tits.

“Ah, fuck!” Carlos roared.

I had to close one eye, there was so much cum on my face. Carlos bellowed like an animal, and kept cumming. “Jesus! God! Fuck! You beautiful thing! Good bitch! Good bitch!”

Finally, he sighed, exhausted. I looked up at him, my face covered in cum. Some of it dripped down my chin and onto my breasts.

“Holy shit,” said Carlos. “Fuck. Wow. Okay… I keep my music down.”

***
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Sample Excerpt below from Dominated by my Younger Boss :-O – a story about a curvy, 44-year-old single mother of three, and the 26-year-old 6’3” founder of the company she works at.
NOTE: This is closely based on a real experience that happened to one of us. Details have been changed to preserve anonymity.
We ended up going down to London together for a bunch of meetings about potential Series D funding. I was asked to come at the last minute because my boss Lynn had just started maternity leave and they hadn’t found cover yet. I didn’t say too much in the meetings as it’s not really my area but obviously I’m quite experienced in financial dealings more generally so I did ask a couple of worthwhile questions to make sure I didn’t look like a complete idiot.
The meetings overran as they always do, and once we’d finished for the day it was 6:45pm.
“Drink?” said Stewart.
“Uh, sure,” I said, a thrill of excitement running through me. I knew deep down that I was just imagining things. But it’s sort of fun to indulge these unrealistic fantasies. There was no way he was actually into me. Still, a drink would be nice.
We went to our hotel, checked in, and I dropped off my overnight bag in my room. Stewart and I met in the bar downstairs. We sat on uncomfortable stools at the bar, facing each other. We both had our legs crossed, and at some point in the evening Stewart let the side of his calf press against mine. It felt electric. Was it deliberate? I thought maybe it was. I felt… I’ll be honest, I felt horny. This was so ridiculous though. He was half my age, a good looking, rugged self-made millionaire, and I was an average mum. And I didn’t want a guy that young, obviously. Although… he was very mature for his age. Very commanding. Really had his shit together. And very manly. But, no! Anyway, there’s no way he fancied me. He could have a thousand 21-year-old Instagram models.
We had a good evening. He teased me a lot. I made fun of him drinking whiskey and insisted he was just doing it to look cool and manly. This made him laugh and he swore he really liked the taste.
“Ok, well maybe you do now,” I said. “But that’s only because you’ve forced yourself to drink it so much that your taste buds have got Stockholm Syndrome!”
He chuckled again. “I’ve liked whiskey since I was twenty,” he insisted.
“Oh fuck off! What kind of twenty year old likes the taste of neat whiskey?”
“Some men have mature tastes,” he growled.
There was a twinkle in his dark brown eyes. Maybe he did have just the slightest beginning of tiny wrinkles at the corner of each eye? If you looked very closely.
I gulped, a deer in the headlights. Stewart leaned in slightly. “How’s the dating going?”
“Oh, uh, I’m on the apps but not really seen anyone…”
“Did you ever try Tinder?”
“Uh, yes.”
“Are you still on it?”
“No.”
“Mmm,” he said, looking me intently in the eye.
I stared back at him, a fawn-eyed mum. This was it. He let the silence hang there. He wanted me to admit it had been me. Oh fuck. My heart pounded in my chest. I chickened out.
“So anyway, do you think we’ll go for Series D funding?”
He paused for a moment, still holding my gaze.
“Yeah,” he said eventually, his tone shifting. “I think we probably will. If we want our mobile presence to match up with everything else, we have to.”
“Yeah, I think so.”
Stewart ordered way too much whiskey after that, and eventually I excused myself and went up to bed.
Or, rather, I would have, if our keycards hadn’t got mixed up. When I opened the door to the room, something felt slightly off and when I was inside I felt disoriented for a moment before seeing Stewart’s bag on a chair. I’d had a couple of glasses of wine but quickly realised I’d come to the wrong room and had the wrong keycard.
I staggered around the hotel looking for my room. I couldn’t remember the number, and I hadn’t made the booking. I couldn’t find Stewart in the bar and in the end I had to go down to reception and explain what had happened. Finally, I made it to my room clutching a spare key card.
I pushed the door open and made my way into the short narrow hallway, the bathroom on my left, the bed up ahead. The main lights were off, with just the bedside light on, and there, still in his clothes, was Stewart, sprawled across my bed.
“Um, Stewart,” I said.
He stirred.
“Hey, um Stewart!”
He opened his eyes as I came a little further down the room’s stubby entrance hallway. “Er, we got our keycards mixed up or something,” I said.
Stewart slowly levered himself up and got off the bed.
“Really?”
“Yes, here’s yours. You’re in 111. Look, that’s my bag over there.”
“Right, right,” he rasped in a deep, low voice.
He approached me and took the key card, looming over me. He tried to squeeze past me in the little hallway. Then he stopped, looking down at me. I craned my neck and smiled nervously up at him.
“Hey,” he croaked.
“Yes?”
He leaned down, and whispered into my ear. “I know it was you.”
His breath smelt of whiskey. My heart was racing.
Stewart straightened up.
“Looking to ‘explore some light and respectful kink’, weren’t you?” he said, with just a hint of a sardonic tone.
“Um…”
“Hmm?”
“Uh… yes.”
He gazed intently at me for a moment. “I could… help you explore...”
My eyes were as wide as they could go as I stared up at him.
“If you want,” he added.
I just stared, my lips parted. Feeling stunned and overwhelmed by the situation. Then I found myself saying something. My voice was quiet and hoarse. “I… think I’d like to explore…”
I couldn’t believe what I’d just said. Wasn’t sure what part of me that had just–
Stewart leaned down and kissed me, firmly. I felt his strong jaw and scratchy stubble press against my face.
He pulled away. “Listen, Fran. I don’t do light kink. You’re either in or you’re out.”
“Ummm…”
He leaned down again, cupping one side of my neck with his hand while he kissed the otherside, near my jugular. They were strong, hot, sloppy kisses. I sighed involuntarily.
He stopped again, his face close to mine, looking into my eyes questioningly.
“Uh… okay…” I said, weakly.
Stewart kissed my neck again, then up to my ear. I shivered – my ears are one of my erogenous zones. He stroked the other side of my face while he kissed my ear, then he pressed his huge body against me, gently pinning me against the wall of the room's stubby little hallway. He moved his thigh in between my legs and pressed it against my pussy. I felt such a rush, like blood shooting to my vagina, my heart banging inside my chest. I hadn’t been touched in three years. God. But gosh he was moving fast, I wasn’t so sure about this.
Stewart kissed me on the cheeks, on the forehead, then passionately on my lips again. He thrust his big hot tongue into my mouth and swirled it against mine. I let myself go for a second, hungrily kissing him back and swirling my tongue with his. Then he grabbed my hair – it hurt.
“Hey! What are you?”
“You’re either in or you're out.”
I nodded meekly. I guess this was the kind of thing I wanted to explore. I felt so fucking aroused right now. And afraid.
Stewart pulled me by the hair over to the bed, and I nearly stumbled as he did so. Then he gently but firmly pushed me onto the bed. I lay there, my legs dangling over the edge, looking up at him as he stood over me. I felt absolutely terrified. And exhilarated.
“You gorgeous fucking thing,” Stewart sneered, and there was something animal about him.
To read the rest of the story click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FG88WJR6
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