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I looked up at him, one eye closed so it didn’t sting. I could feel it dripping down my face. “Could you… maybe… please keep coming round, sir?”

He just looked at me

“Please, sir?” I said.

What a journey of exquisite pleasure I’d been on.

***

It had only been three months since I moved to London and I was already regretting it. Trapped in a tiny bedsit with creaky floorboards in Mile End, I was only just making ends meet. This was partly my fault – I spent too much at weekends going out with my friends. I thought of myself as a well behaved, sweet girl, but at the end of the week I partied hard. I’d always end up at a third venue somewhere, making some new friends, screaming with joy. It was great. And I had some really great new friends I’d made from people at work (for now I was at a temp events worker agency, which was perfect for my happy-go-lucky schedule/lifestyle). So that part of life was good, but dude, money was tight.

I had to buy only Tesco Basics and pre-plan my meals for the week quite carefully. It was keeping me slim which I know I should be feminist about but I’m secretly quite proud when I look in the mirror and see my flat stomach. I like to wear crop tops that show off a bit of my midriff, with loose jeans and trainers, no makeup, just sunscreen, and I wear my brown-blonde hair almost down to my waist – it’s my main look at the moment and I like that it’s low effort.

Anyway, I was just about breaking even when I got a visit from my landlord, Elias. He was Greek and must be in his late 30s. Old, basically. I’m only 21, and feel I haven’t even started living properly yet. I went to University in my hometown where my parents lived so was still used to Mum’s Sunday roast and getting my laundry done for me. London, with its dirty streets, jostling crowds, amazing nightlife and weird people, was pretty different.

Anyway, I never liked letting Elias in for his inspections. He was intimidating – 6’3”, muscular, olive skin, dark eyebrows, grey-green eyes, stubble, a big Adam's apple, surprisingly smooth skin, and a permanent frown. He ran some kind of real estate development company or something, and always wore what looked like a tailored black suit and a black shirt with an open collar, showing off his chest hair. And his voice was really deep, with a slight Greek accent. He was terrifying. He’d be weirdly sexy if I didn’t have to deal with him as my landlord. Urgh. He really acted like I was his to order about just because I was his tenant. And sometimes he’d just go quiet as he stalked around my flat like some huge predator.

To be fair, he did always give me 24 hours notice before he turned up, but it was getting to the point where I felt nervous when he came around. He was always so critical of the tiniest little issue, so stern and domineering. And craning my neck to look up at him while he told me off made me feel, I don’t know, just a bit like he was putting me in my place or something. Like he was the leader and was just in charge of me and I needed to apologise to him. Somehow it felt more embarrassing because he was so sexy. Like, looking bad in front of someone sexy is more embarrassing, and he always found a fault for which I had to apologise for. My friends met him once and after he left they all started joking and calling him ‘The Hot Landlord’ and making jokes about how I should sleep with him for free rent.

“Hell, I’d sleep with him to get you free rent!” joked Hannah one time, but I found it a kind of annoying and gross running joke. Like why would I sell myself out like that? I mean I know it’s only a joke but, I dunno, it was funny once maybe. Blurgh.

But that changed just slightly after this inspection. He checked the living room, the kitchenette, we went into the bathroom where he checked for mildew. Then we walked into my bedroom.

“Oh, shit!” I said.

A pair of my pink panties were hanging on the back of my chair.

Elias sort of sighed and I covered my mouth with both hands, my cheeks flushing red. I recovered, ran over to the chair, grabbed my panties and shoved them in my pocket as the quickest way of hiding them.

“You forgot I was coming around?” said Elias, sounding annoyed.

“Er, no, I– I just–”

“So have a bit of self-respect then and put them away if you know I’m coming.”

“Sorry, yes,” I said, wide-eyed and apologetic. God he was so sexy. This was so embarrassing.

I remember talking about it with my friends in a bar at the end of the week and they laughed so hard.

“Oh, the pink ones?” said Hannah. She wears black lipstick, pale makeup and has like a mullet haircut. “Oh those are cute,” she went on, “I think you might be in with a shout.”

“That’s not funny anymore.”

“But there’s no way a red blooded man looks at those pink frilly things, standing next to you, and you are beautiful, babe, and is able to get the image out of his head of you wearing them.”

“STOP IT!”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I just wanna live this fantasy vicariously through you so badly! Why couldn’t he be my landlord?”

We all laughed.

I didn’t see Elias for a while, although I did sometimes find myself remembering the moment he saw my panties and just cringing with embarrassment. It was almost an intrusive thought. A thought I couldn’t get away from. And there was something else. Just, like a part of me that was motivated to keep thinking about it. There was fear in there, yes, but, also… a tiny thread of arousal that I couldn’t admit to that ran through the memory.

Elias popped round unexpectedly one day.

“Um, you’re supposed to give me twenty four hours notice,” I said, opening the door.

He looked at me with his smouldering dark eyes, and just stalked in, daring me to say anything. I moved out of his way.

“The kitchen is barely acceptable,” he said, in his deep voice, glowering around the kitchen. “You should keep work surfaces cleaner. This will attract mice eventually.”

“Um, sorry.”

The main thing I wanted to talk to you about is the rent. It’s going up in two months.”

“What? I really can’t afford more,” I said.

“I’m sorry, sweetie. I’ve been charging below market rent on this place for two years.”

“How much is it going up?”

“Seventy five a month.”

“I can’t afford that!” I whined.

“That’s the new number.”

“I mean, I’ll probably have to move out, or something.”

“It’s not negotiable, I’m afraid.”

“I’m not trying to negotiate, I really mean it. Like, I’m actually going to have to move out, and then you’ll have to deal with the hassle of finding someone new.”

“Look, sweetie. It is what it is. I’m sorry.”

He turned to leave. Urgh I was so fucked! This had been the cheapest place in the whole area. How was I gonna find another place?! Like, just move out of the city and away from my job and friends?!

I fell to my knees. “I’ll do anything! Please!”

All those endless jokes by my friends and Hannah were running through my head.

“I’ll suck your cock!” I blurted out.

My jaw dropped. Why the fuck had I said that?

Elias just stared at me. His nostrils flared, his jaw clenched. He looked angry.

“You… slut,” he rasped.

I felt completely humiliated. Like this deep sense of shame.

“Um, I was just kidding,” I said, starting to get up.

“STAY ON YOUR KNEES!”

It was just a fierce, deep roar from such a big man that I just gulped and obeyed.

He stroked the side of my face with his big hand. Oh my God, was he into this? Was I? No fucking way!

“You are beautiful,” he whispered. He kept his hand against my face and rubbed his thumb against my lips. Fuck, I should really stop this. This was such a bad idea.

“Once a month,” growled Elias. “You suck my cock, and the rent stays the same.”

I looked up at him, wide eyed and completely unsure of what to do or say.

“What’s it going to be, little slut?”

“Umm… Uh… Maybe, er, just this one time?”

“We’ll see how it goes, sweetheart.”

He grabbed me by the hair and forced my face into his groin.

“Hmpph-hhhg!” was the muffled sound I made as he rubbed my face against his suit trousers. I realised I could feel his horrifyingly big, hard cock pressing against me, and his big balls against my chin through the fabric.

I wasn’t sure I wanted this. Not like this. There was no build up. No flirting. No foreplay. Elias let me go and reached into his trousers. Oh shit, this was happening. Fuck, should I say stop? Oh I wasn’t sure. Fuck. Was that the moment to have said something? Shit. Did I want this? Did I not want this? Was I feeling just a little bit aroused?

My heart pounded in my chest as at least three different emotions intertwined in my mind: fear, a vague sense I was doing something wrong, and actually quite a bit of arousal, now I thought about it.

Elias pulled out his big Greek God dick and I gasped. Like he must have loved it because my jaw literally fell open. His dick was like nothing I’d seen before. I think it must have been at least eight inches. And the head was quite big. The skin was so taut and firm. It was so rigid. Frightening. I couldn’t handle a dick like this. I’d had three boyfriends and they were all just harmless normal young goofy guys, you know? They were nothing like him.

I looked up at him, feeling unsure. “Ummm…”

“It’s ok, beautiful,” he said.

He grasped his big, smooth dick at the base, and lightly rubbed it against my face while I looked nervously up at him. It was warm and firm. I caught the scent of shower gel. Fuck, I couldn’t believe how big he was, and honestly it was a turn off. Like, that’s not something I wanted to have to deal with, you know. I’m not some well-practiced porn star. How was I even going to suck him off, I couldn’t deepthroat that.

As if reading my mind, Elias looked down at me.

“Lick it,” he said, in that deep voice.

Okay, that I could do. I stuck out my tongue and leaned forward. My tongue touched halfway along his shaft and Elias sighed quietly as he felt the warm wetness against him. I stroked my tongue upwards, at a medium pace, slowing down as I reached the head.

“Oh God…” rasped Elias. “Now lick from the base, you slut.”

“Um, I don’t really like being called a slut.”

“Mmm, and yet here you are,” he said in his deep voice, gesturing at me. I went back to licking his cock, starting at the base, and sliding my splayed tongue up his shaft, leaving a wide trail of saliva.

“Oh, good girl,” said Elias, and I felt my pussy ache a little.

“And again,” he commanded.

So once again I slowly licked from the base to the tip. This wasn’t so bad. Yeah, he was, like, deeply problematic for accepting my offer, but this was kind of a little bit hot and if all I had to do was lick his big dick and jerk him off or something that would at least give me a month to find a new place or something. I looked up at his stern dark eyes. God he was hot. So experienced. So manly and authoritative. A man who naturally took charge. I let out just a tiny little involuntary soft moan, and felt my cheeks blush.

“Ah, that’s it,” said Elias. “Good girl.”

And I felt another little pulse in my pussy as he stroked my hair. Ok I guess this was actually hot. Oh my god! Would I tell my friends? No, better not.

His dick was starting to glisten with my saliva now.

“Open your mouth.”

“Um, I… can only take you in a bit…”

“That’s ok, sweetheart. Open your mouth.”

I did as he said, still looking up at him. He slid the end of his big cock into my mouth, pressing the head and the underneath of the last couple of inches firmly against my tongue.

“Goood girl…” Elias whispered.

I felt so filthy. This was the most taboo thing I’d ever done by far – and it was incredibly hot. Just so wrong and gross and sexy.

Elias stroked the side of my face with his strong hand, and I did my best to close my lips around his shaft. He threw his head back and sighed in ecstasy. That was hot, knowing I was doing that to him. I realised I was doing a really good job and felt a burst of pride and arousal swell up inside me.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, my lips still around his big cock.

“Oh yes…” said Elias, in a hoarse voice.

He held my head in his big hands, and started thrusting maybe three inches of his cock in and out of my mouth. I nearly gagged a couple of times:

“Gllgh… gll…”

“It’s okay, sweetheart. You beautiful slut. I will break you in today.”

What?! The arrogance of the man! What, he thought he’d “break me in” for regular meet ups or something?! This was obviously a one time thing while I got my shit together and found a flat that charged a reasonable fucking rent.

He shoved his cock further into my mouth and I gagged a little.

“It’s okay, slut, it’s okay. Just relax. Breath through your nose. That’s it.”

I was doing what he said and I realised I had like four inches of him in my mouth now. Pretty good going, I thought.

“Good girl,” rasped Elias and I felt kind of proud and just had this building sense of horniness. This was delicious. And so fucking wrong. What an amazing story to tell one day! If I wanted to, maybe.

Elias began to thrust in and out of my mouth – four inches in, then almost all the way out, then back, rubbing his cock against my tongue with each thrust. I realised he was fucking my face. I was on my knees while my landlord fucked my face! Oh Christ, if my parents knew! Fuck, it was so undignified. And I was loving it. I let out another moan.

“Good fucking girl,” said Elias, stroking my hair. “My God…”

He kept fucking my mouth, bathing his dick in my saliva.

“Take off your top,” he ordered. I immediately grabbed the bottom of my top, moved my mouth off his dick for a moment and pulled my top off over my head.

“Oh you beautiful thing,” he said, taking in my body. I smiled.

“Take off your bra–” but I was already doing so, reaching round behind me and undoing the clasp. I shrugged off my bra and threw it aside, looking up at him almost proudly. I knew he was going to compliment me.

“You gorgeous fucking thing. You beautiful fucking girl.”

He reached down and squeezed one of my tits.

“Mmm…” he growled.

Then:

“Open your mouth again.”

I did so.

“Stick out your tongue.”

“Bluuh…” I said as I stuck it out nice and flat for him.

“Oh you fucking slut,” he whispered in ecstacy, and rubbed his cock against my tongue. He exhaled in pleasure as I looked excitedly up at him. I realised… I fucking was a slut. And I was really good at it. I loved it. Was this my sexual awakening?!

Elias drove his cock into me and then fucked my face some more:

“Gll–gllck–gluck-glack-glack–”

He grabbed my hair and picked up the pace:

“Glack-gluck-gluck-gluck-gluck–

Now he was hammering my mouth with his big fucking dick, my body shaking like a ragdoll as he held me in place by my hair:

“Gllck-gllck-gllckgllckgllck–”

Finally he released me and pulled his big sexy dick out of me.

“Glaaaah…” I gasped, as I noticed a string of saliva hanging between my mouth and his glistening cock. It splattered down onto my breasts.

“You really are a fucking slut, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “Uh, I think so.”

“Good,” he said, stroking my face.

We looked at each other for a moment as I caught my breath.

“I will give you half the rent off this month to eat your pussy.”

“Oh… I don’t know… That’s, kind of…”

“Take off your jeans.”

“Ummm…”

He knelt down, not breaking eye contact with me, this stern authoritative look in his brown eyes, and reached for the buttons on my jeans. I just looked back at him, my pussy absolutely THROBBING. He really was taking charge of me. And I loved it.

Still keeping eye contact, he unbuttoned the jeans, and started yanking them down. I lifted my ass off the floor to help him get them off. They’re super loose fit so they slid off easily.

I realised I was sitting there in nothing but my panties and socks on the floor, in front of my suited landlord. I felt so vulnerable, like such a slut, and so turned on.

Elias leaned over and kissed me on the front of my panties, over my vulva.

“Mmmm…” I moaned, closing my eyes and throwing my head back.

“Good girl,” breathed Elias. “Give that pussy to me.”

“Yes,” I whispered, my eyes still closed.

Elias knelt up. “You say ‘yes, sir,’”

My eyes opened. “Sorry?”

“You say ‘yes, sir’, understand?”

“Ummm–”

He grabbed me around the chin. “Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, frantically nodding my head.

“Good girl.”

He leant back down to my panties, planting big kisses all over the front of them, all above the waistline, and then my inner thighs.

“Oh, that feels so good. Er, sir,” I said.

Elias quietly growled to himself. Then he looped his big hands around the sides of my panties and pulled them down, kneeling back up as he did so and pulling them completely off my legs in one smooth motion.

I felt so startled and horny sitting there completely exposed as he gazed at my pussy.

“Every part of you is beautiful,” he rasped, and leaned back down.

“Ohh!” I threw my head back once again as my hair tumbled down my back.

Elias lapped deeply at my pussy, pushing his big, wet tongue past my pussy lips. He licked upwards, firmly, skillfully pushing up my clitoral hood as he did so, and stroked his whole tongue firmly upwards against my clit. I gasped, my body jolted, and my eyes clenched shut of their own accord.

“Mmm,” murmured Elias. I was starting to realise how experienced he must be, what a stud he must be, how many women a man like him must have fucked. Sex was his natural language.

He licked firmly at my clitoris again, with just the right amount of pressure. And again. And again. Savouring the experience, his eyes closed. He moaned to himself in a deep, masculine rumble.

He pulled away from me for a second just to mumble, “Fuuuck,” then buried his face in my pussy again. I felt the stubble of his big masculine jaw against my soft inner thighs. This was such a sensory experience. Of raw, skilful, masterful, sexy masculinity taking charge of me and doing it right. Oh fuck, it was glorious.

He sped up the pace and firmness of the strokes of his tongue against my clit as I stroked his hair. Then he put a big hand on my thigh, pulled away slightly and, like, kissed (?) my pussy. With tenderness and passion as though he were kissing my mouth. His jaw moved up and down as his full lips smooshed sensually against my pussy lips and he moaned to himself.

He pulled away again. “You beautiful fucking thing.”

Then he stuck two big fingers from his powerful hand into my pussy, and I whimpered. He started fucking me with his fingers and I gasped, breathing deeply as he worked over my pussy like the experienced master he was. He bent his head down and started licking my clit again.

“Oh, God!” I cried, clenching my eyes again. My cheeks were flushed, not with embarrassment this time but sheer bodily arousal.

The thrusts of his fingers got faster, and more firmly pressed against the roof of my pussy. The licks got faster – not too firm – almost teasing.

“Oh my god!” I wailed, feeling something crazy begin to build inside of me. I was going to have the biggest orgasm I’d ever had – I could feel it. It was actually scary, like, would I faint or cry or have a seizure or something. Oh my God, here it came, here it came, it was coming, it was–

“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!” I roared in like a really unfeminine and undignified way. “OH….. GODDDD!!!”

It hurt my vocal chords, but I wasn’t thinking about that as my whole body convulsed and my cheeks flushed even redder, my pussy feeling beautiful and alive and throbbing with pleasure that spread throughout my body and made my heart feel funny for a moment.

I opened my eyes and gasped for breath as it subsided.

“Oh… Oh, wow…”

Elias threw off his jacket and started unbuttoning his shirt.

“Um, what are you?

“I have to have you.”

“What?! No way dude! That’s like a whole other thing.”

He looked at me with those smouldering eyes.. “I know you want to give that pussy to me.”

I felt my pussy ache when he said that. My nipples got even harder and my neck and upper chest flushed pink. I did want to. I did want him to take it. To make it his. To feel the hot skin of his pulsing cock rubbing against the walls of my pussy. I looked at his big, tanned muscular torso. His hairy chest. But there was no way we could do this. This was so fucked up. I’d only had sex with four guys before. This wasn’t me. And it wasn’t safe. Maybe some other time.

“Um… not… today…” I said.

“My beautiful slut…” he said, pulling down his trousers, his big hard cock bobbing up and down obscenely.

“I’m really not…”

He yanked his trousers off in a lust-mad scramble and I began to feel worried.

He saw the look in my eye. “Hey, of course I won’t make you. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

He leaned forward and hugged me, reassuringly. God he was so big, so strong and muscular. He smelt faintly of cologne. Cedarwood, pine, and something deeper and muskier.

He pulled back and looked me in the eye. “But you want to give up that pussy to me. I know it. You know it. You are a slut, and I can give you the best fuck of your life.”

“Umm, but…”

“You’re on birthcontrol, yes?”

“Yes.”

He leaned into me and kissed my neck. I closed my eyes and moaned..

“Um, I think you’re too big for me…” I mumbled, still unsure.

“I’ll go gentle, sweetie,” he said, kissing my collarbone. Then down to my nipple. My eyes shot open and I gasped.

Elias pushed me gently backwards until I was lying on my back. He knelt between my legs, towering over me, his big cock bobbing in the air.

He looked down at me. “I am taking this pussy now, slut.”

I nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl”

He bent over, simultaneously kissing me and using one hand to guide his cock to the entrance of my pussy. I felt his big head pushing against my pussy lips.

“Oh my God,” I sounded worried. “You’re so big!”

“It’s ok, darling, I will go slow.”

He kissed me on the lips and forced a couple inches of his thick cock into me.

“Owww…” I moaned.

“It’s okay. Just relax. Wait a moment.”

We stayed in that position for a minute, with him knelt over me, his cock buried halfway in me, while I looked anxiously up at him for reassurance.

“It’s ok darling,” he said, stroking my face. “You ready for more?”

“Um, yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He slid his dick a little way out of me, then slowly thrust it back in.

“Oooh,” I said, a mixture of pain and maximum stimulation. I felt his well lubricated cock pressed hard against my pussy walls, rubbing against me, tugging the lining of my pussy backwards as his big cock slid past.

“Oh Goddd,” I whined.

I’m not gonna lie, this did hurt. But it also felt amazing at the same time. I felt every nerve in my pussy sparking. Like some massive power surge or something. So tight. So intense. So sexual. Such a feeling of stretching and friction.

“Ohhhh…” I rasped.

“There’s a good slut,” said Elias. “You like my cock in you?”

“Yes, sir, I do. Please be gentle.”

“I will be. For now.”

I felt a little jolt of fear, but if anything that just made me wetter.

Elias started thrusting into me, getting slightly deeper and slightly faster with each thrust. It took a good ten minutes of him making me his bitch and me whimpering, until finally the pain went away and all I could feel was my pussy overwhelmed with stimulation. His big dick was rubbing every part of me, including really hitting my G-spot.

“I’m going to fuck you like a bitch, now.”

“What?”

“Take it!”

He thrust into me hard.

“Oh my God!”

“That’s it! Take it like a slut!”

“Ohh!”

He got faster and faster.

“Oh. My. Goddddddd.”

“You like that, slut, don’t you?” said Elias as my body jostled back and forth on the floor, my head ragdolling around as my eyes bulged.

“Uggh! Yes, sir! Yes, sir! Yeeeeees, sir!” I warbled as he pummeled me. Oh, my pussy was like a centre of brutal sexual pleasure, pulsing bigger with each hammering thrust. Expanding more with each stroke. I was looking at him with this kind of flushed cheek, eyes narrowed, nostrils flared look of just complete and utter arousal. Like I was sexually and passionately besotted with him.

The sound of my wet pussy made an embarrassing "cllgh" sound with each powerful thrust and for a moment all I could hear were my own increasingly out of control moans, Elias’ grunts, and my dripping pussy getting pounded: cllgh-cllgh-cllgh-cllgh-cllgh-cllgh-cllgh-cllgh–

“Oh, I’m going to cum again, sir! I’m going to cum, sir, I’m going to– AAAAAAAAAAAGHHHH!!! OHHH!

“You fucking slut! You fucking slut!” barked Elias as my limbs trembled. It felt so good I almost needed to cry.

“Oh… God…” I sighed as my orgasm subsided.

Elias pulled out of me.

“Get on top,” he said, sitting down. “Show me what you can do, slut.”

He lay on his back, holding his dick upright with one hand. It was so big and throbbing, slick with my pussy juice and saliva. It was a lewd and outrageous sight and it drove me wild.

I climbed on top of him, admiring his tanned, hairy, muscular long legs. I placed my knees either side of his waist, determined to show him that I was a great lay. I was going to make his dick feel amazing. Holding the end of his sticky cock with one hand, I lowered myself on to him.

“Ah!” I gasped as his thick head pushed my pussy wide apart. “Oh, fuck…”

His dick really was so thick. I slid further down on him. Oh God, not too much. He was so deep in me. It was on the verge of hurting me. And it was stretching me so wide too. I needed to be careful.

I started cautiously stroking my pussy up and down. Big strokes, because his dick was so big. I ground my pussy backwards and up, backwards and up, backwards and up.

“That’s goood, slut,” Elias growled.

I smiled, pleased.

“Harder now,” he instructed, and I did as he said, speeding up, contracting my pussy muscles at the right moment, faster–

“Ahhh…” sighed Elias

And faster–

“Aaaahhhh…”

I started hammering my little pussy down onto his big dick. I didn’t care that it hurt at the end of each thrust. Good, in fact! Good! It should fucking hurt! I wanted to Take. That. Fucking. Dick. Properly.

“Oh, yes!” I wailed, pounding myself up and down on his powerful organ.

“Oh good girl, good fucking girl. You incredible fucking slut! Oh that’s perfect pussy.”

I had a little mini orgasm – all that was left in me – and shrieked as I clenched my eyes and trembled. I felt Elias’ cock swell inside me.

“Get on your knees!” he yelled, pushing me off him.

My limbs still trembling, my orgasm still subsiding, I shakily got to my knees as he stood up and loomed over me. I looked up at him, widening my eyes and sticking out my tongue. I knew what was coming. Knew what he wanted. And knew I loved being a man’s ultimate fantasy. An incredible slut. The best sex he’d ever had. This was how I was going to be spending a lot of my free time.

“Give me your cum, sir! Give me your cum! Please?”

“Arrrgh!” roared Elias as he furiously jerked off. His cock swelled and–

Splurt

A thick rope of cum exploded out of his big cock and landed across my face.

Splurt

Another.

Splurt

And another.

Elias roared like an animal, still jerking off. Another jet of cum landed across my face and tongue and I had to close one eye. Finally he stopped cumming and shoved his big cock back in my mouth. I sucked on it lovingly.

Finally, I took his cock out of my mouth and looked up at him.

“You can have all the rent off, slut” said Elian.

And my pussy pulsed.

***
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Sample Excerpt below from Conquered by my Thug Neighbor – a sexually intense story about an entitled rich girl and her tall, muscular, tattoo-covered neighbor:

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.”

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.
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