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Lexi crossed the line. Hayes made sure the brat could never cross back again.
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  The Goth Next Door is a Brat

Twenty-one-year-old Lexi is a walking rebellion in combat boots and a spiked collar. While housesitting next door to Hayes—a wealthy, meticulously controlled corporate executive—she decides his pristine saltwater pool is hers for the taking.

When Hayes demands she leave, Lexi laughs in his face. She flicks her ashes on his patio. She splashes his expensive suit. She thinks he’s just a stiff who will back down.
She is terribly, wonderfully wrong.

Hayes doesn't call the police. He simply steps into the water, grabs her by her collar, and drags the trespassing brat straight into his kitchen for a harsh, unforgettable lesson in respect.

This is the ultimate brat-taming fantasy. It’s sharp, it’s vicious, and it's  beautifully controlled.







Molly Pike

April 2026


Hayes

The spreadsheet glowed blue on my retinas. 1:14 AM. The house sat like a tomb of perfect, climate-controlled silence. Exactly how I paid for it to be. My neighborhood was a fortress of six-foot privacy fences and manicured lawns. Order. Predictability.

Splash.

The sound bled through the double-paned glass of my office window. A sharp, heavy displacement of water.

I stopped typing. I stood up, the leather of my Herman Miller chair sighing under my weight. I walked to the glass.

Greg, my neighbor to the left, was in Munich for two weeks. His twenty-one-year-old sister was housesitting. Lexi. A walking, gum-smacking, eye-rolling disruption in combat boots and fishnets. I had spent the last four days watching her leave empty White Claw cans on Greg's patio and listening to the muffled thud of industrial metal bleeding through the property line.

Now, she was in my pool.

The underwater LEDs cast a glowing, ethereal blue light across the saltwater. She floated on her back right in the center of the shallow end. She skipped the swimsuit entirely, wearing a black, ribbed tank top that clung to her chest like a second skin, turning completely transparent in the water. Beneath it, a pair of heavy, pierced nipples stood at attention in the night air. A tiny strip of black fabric—a thong—cut across her pale hips. The thick leather collar with steel spikes was still strapped tight around her throat.

She brought a cigarette to her lips, the cherry glowing bright orange in the dark, took a drag, and blew a thick cloud of gray smoke up at my stars.

The rage in my chest clicked into place like a loaded magazine. Cold, heavy, mechanical. This was a boundary being pissed on.

I left the towels in the hall closet. I kept my charcoal slacks and my crisp, white button-down shirt exactly as they were. I unlatched the sliding glass door and stepped out onto the patio. The muggy July air hit me instantly.

My Oxford shoes clicked sharply against the stamped concrete.

Lexi turned her head lazily, treading water. She held her ground, her dark-painted lips pulling into a slow, arrogant, completely entitled smirk.

"Get out," I commanded. My voice rolled out flat and heavy, a baseline of absolute authority.

She kicked her legs, casually drifting closer to the edge where I stood. The water lapped against the tile. Slosh. Slosh.

"Or what?" Lexi challenged, her voice dripping with a bratty, grating sarcasm. She took another drag of the cigarette. "You're gonna call my brother? Tell on me? I'm just taking a swim, neighbor. Your pool is way nicer than Greg's."

She held the cigarette out over the lip of the pool and flicked her thumb. A cluster of gray ash dropped directly onto the immaculate, wet concrete right next to the toe of my shoe.

"I said, get out of my pool."

Lexi rolled her eyes, a massive, exaggerated sigh lifting her chest. The soaked black fabric of her tank top stretched tight over her tits. "Jesus, relax, suit. You're going to give yourself a heart attack. It's just water. You can bill me for the chlorine."

She brought her hand down flat against the surface of the water and shoved forward.

Splash.

A wave of chlorinated saltwater arced over the lip of the pool and slapped directly across my shins, soaking the bottom half of my expensive charcoal slacks and seeping instantly into the leather of my oxfords.

I looked down at my ruined shoes. The water darkened the leather to a muddy black.

I looked back up at her. She was chewing her gum, waiting for me to explode. She wanted a screaming match. She wanted the validation of making the older, wealthier, organized man lose his temper. She thought her spiked collar and her bratty mouth made her bulletproof.

She forgot she was in a walled garden, and she had just locked herself in with me.

I stared at her, maintaining dead silence. I reached over to my left wrist. I unclasped my heavy stainless steel Rolex. The metal snicked open. I set it carefully on the glass-topped patio table.

Lexi’s smirk faltered. Just a fraction of an inch. The chewing slowed down.

I stepped forward, marching straight past the edge of the coping.

My ruined leather shoe planted itself firmly on the top step of the shallow end. The water rushed over my ankle. I took another step. The water hit my knees, soaking the wool of my slacks, dragging heavy against my legs.

"Hey," Lexi said, her voice suddenly losing an octave of its arrogant pitch. She backpedaled, her hands sculling the water. "What the fuck are you doing?"

I kept walking. The water hit my waist, soaking the bottom of my white button-down.

"I told you to get out," I stated. The water resistance meant nothing. I moved with the relentless, terrifying momentum of a freight train.

Panic finally cracked her facade. Her eyes went wide, the heavy black eyeliner suddenly framing pure, instinctual fear. She turned, thrashing in the water, trying to kick toward the deep end.

She was too slow.

I lunged forward. My hand shot out and clamped brutally around the thick leather of her spiked choker.

“Ghk—!”

I twisted the collar into a makeshift dog leash, violently yanking her backward. Her body slammed against my wet chest. She thrashed, her bare fingernails clawing uselessly against the soaked wool of my slacks and the wet cotton of my shirt.

"Let me go!" Lexi shrieked, water splashing wildly around us. Splash! Thrash! "You psycho! Let me go!"

"You wanted to swim," I growled directly into her ear, my free hand grabbing a fistful of the soaking wet tank top at the small of her back. "Now you're coming inside."

I hauled her out of the water. She weighed nothing against the adrenaline and the pure, uncut dominance surging through my veins. I dragged her kicking, screaming, and dripping wet body right up the pool steps.

"I'll scream! I'll call the fucking cops!" she shrieked, her bare feet slipping and scrambling against the wet concrete.

"Scream," I challenged, dragging her toward the sliding glass door. "Let Greg’s neighbors see you half-naked trespassing on my property. Let's see who the cops arrest, you little brat."

That shut her up for exactly three seconds. The realization hit her. She had zero leverage.

I shoved the heavy glass door open with my shoulder, hauled her struggling body over the threshold, and threw her directly onto the cold hardwood floor of my kitchen.

She hit the planks with a wet, heavy thud, sliding a few inches in her own puddle.

I stepped inside. The icy blast of the central air conditioning hit our soaked bodies. I grabbed the handle of the sliding door and slammed it shut. The heavy clack of the deadbolt locking echoed like a gunshot in the pristine, quiet house.

Lexi scrambled backward, her knees slipping on the wet floor, her chest heaving. The sheer black tank top was plastered to her skin. Her dark lipstick was smudged. The arrogant little goth punk was gone, replaced by a cornered animal realizing she had just pushed the wrong man entirely too far.

I looked down at her, water dripping from my ruined shirt cuffs onto the floor.

"You like making a mess," I said, my voice dropping into a cold, lethal register. "Stand up. We're going to fix your attitude right now."

Lexi stayed frozen on the wet hardwood floor. Her chest heaved, her breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps. She looked up at me, water dripping from her matted black hair, searching my face for a bluff.

She found absolute, terrifying conviction.

I closed the distance between us in two strides. I reached down, grabbed her bare upper arms, and hauled her violently to her feet. She stumbled, her bare soles slipping on the puddles we had dragged in.

"Get your fucking hands off me!" Lexi shrieked. The fear in her eyes instantly morphed back into that bratty, venomous defiance. She thrashed wildly, twisting her torso, trying to dig her fingernails into my forearms.

I spun her around. I grabbed her by the hips and shoved her forward. Her stomach slammed against the edge of the massive, white marble kitchen island. The stone was freezing cold from the air conditioning. She let out a sharp, shocked gasp as her upper body folded over the flat surface.

I stepped into her back, pressing my soaked slacks firmly against the backs of her thighs, pinning her in place.

"You want to act like a loudmouthed little brat," I growled right next to her ear, grabbing a fistful of her soaking wet black tank top right between her shoulder blades. "We treat you like one."

I yanked the thin, sheer fabric upward. I pulled it completely over her head, ignoring the way her arms tangled in the armholes. The material tore slightly at the seam. I tossed the ruined scrap of wet clothing onto the floor. Her bare, shivering breasts smashed flat against the icy marble.

"Stop! Are you fucking crazy?!" she screamed, her voice cracking, her heels kicking backward against my shins.

I hooked my fingers into the sides of her tiny black thong. I snapped the elastic down over her hips, dragging the wet fabric down her thighs to her knees, effectively hobbling her.

Her pale, bare ass was completely exposed under the harsh, bright LED lights of the kitchen.

She twisted her neck, looking back at me over her shoulder. Her heavy eyeliner was running down her cheeks in dark, messy streaks. The reality of her total vulnerability finally hit her. She was trapped, half-naked, bent over a counter in a stranger's house.

I raised my right hand high into the air.

CRACK.

My heavy, flat palm collided directly with the center of her right ass cheek. The sound was a deafening gunshot in the quiet house. The force of the blow lifted her hips a fraction of an inch off the marble.

"AAAAHHH!" Lexi shrieked, a genuine, piercing scream of pure shock and blinding pain.

A bright, angry red handprint bloomed instantly across her pale skin.

CRACK.

I brought my hand down on her left cheek, mirroring the brand. Her entire body spasmed. She kicked her legs frantically, her fingernails scrabbling uselessly against the smooth, slippery marble.

"Fuck you! Fuck you, let me go!" she wailed, her voice thick with hot, angry tears.

I maintained a ruthless, mechanical rhythm. I raised my arm, holding the tension for a fraction of a second, letting the anticipation twist the knife in her gut, before bringing it down with devastating force.

CRACK.

"You disrespect my property," I stated, my voice completely level over her sobbing.

CRACK.

"You disrespect me."

CRACK.

"You think the rules stop applying to you just because you put on a spiked collar and act like a bitch."

CRACK.

Her ass was glowing a fierce, blistering crimson. The heat radiating off her abused skin warmed my palm. The sharp, stinging slaps echoed off the stainless steel appliances. Lexi’s curses dissolved into breathless, high-pitched whimpers. Her tough-girl armor was shattering into a million pieces right there on the kitchen island.

"Keep your ass still," I commanded, pressing my left forearm down onto the small of her back to completely flatten her against the marble.

CRACK.

"Please!" Lexi sobbed, her face buried against the cold stone, snot and tears smearing across the counter. "Please, stop, it hurts! It hurts so much!"

CRACK.

"Start counting," I ordered, my hand hovering right above her raw flesh.

She just wept, a pathetic, broken sound, completely ignoring my command.

I brought my hand down twice as hard.

CRACK.

"ONE! ONE!" she shrieked hysterically, her hips buckling under the force.

CRACK.

"Two! Oh god, two, please!"

CRACK.

"Three! I'm sorry! I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" The words tumbled out of her mouth in a desperate, ragged rush. The sarcasm was entirely gone. The eye-rolling brat was dead. She was just a trembling, weeping girl begging for mercy from the man she had mocked ten minutes ago.

I left my hand resting heavily on her burning, welted skin. Her muscles twitched involuntarily underneath my palm.

"You're sorry for what, Lexi?" I asked softly, leaning my weight into her back.

"For... for the pool!" she gasped, struggling to catch her breath. "For splashing you! For being a bitch! I'm a stupid little bitch, please, Mr. Hayes, I'm sorry!"

The sound of her using my formal name, completely broken and desperate, sent a heavy rush of blood straight to my groin. My cock thickened and hardened against the wet zipper of my slacks.

I slid my hand slowly down the curve of her glowing red ass. My fingertips brushed past her swollen cheeks and slipped directly between her thighs.

Her breath hitched sharply.

Despite the brutal spanking, despite the tears and the terrified sobbing, my fingers met a slick, slippery mess of hot arousal. Her pussy was absolutely soaked. She was leaking thick, clear fluid straight down her inner thighs. The sheer, overwhelming dominance of the situation had completely bypassed her brain and wired itself directly to her cunt.

I pressed my middle finger firmly against her swollen clit.

Lexi let out a pathetic, breathy whine, her hips instinctively pushing backward against my hand, chasing the pressure.

"Look at this," I whispered, my voice rough, dragging my slick fingers through her soaking wet slit. "You talk a big game. But all it takes is a red ass and a heavy hand, and you melt like a cheap little whore."

I hooked my fingers under her arms and hauled her backward off the marble island. Her wet, trembling legs gave out instantly. She collapsed onto the cold hardwood floor, her ruined thong still tangled around her knees. She knelt there, shivering, her chest heaving, the harsh kitchen lights illuminating the angry, blistering red handprints covering her bare ass.

I reached for the buckle of my belt. The wet zipper of my slacks parted with a sharp, metallic rasp. My cock sprang free, thick, heavy, and throbbing with a dark, violent ache. It jutted out toward her face, smelling of damp wool and raw, dominant heat.

"Look at it," I commanded, my voice echoing off the stainless steel appliances.

Lexi raised her head. Her heavy black eyeliner was completely ruined, running down her pale cheeks in messy, pathetic streaks. The spiked leather choker still circled her throat, a hilarious, ironic contrast to the absolute terror and submission shining in her wide eyes. She stared at my thick, jutting shaft. She swallowed hard.

"Open your mouth and clean the pool water off," I ordered. I stepped forward, closing the distance. "Show me what a good, obedient little brat you can be."

Her dark-painted lips parted instantly. She leaned her upper body forward, her hands bracing against the wet hardwood. She took the blunt, heavy head of my cock past her teeth.

Her mouth was wet and warm, and welcoming. I groaned, reached down and gripped the thick leather of her spiked collar, treating it exactly like a leash again. I pulled her head forward as I snapped my hips into her face.

Lexi gagged when my cock hit the back of her throat. Tears spilled over her lower lashes, dropping onto my pubic bone.

I established a brutal, unforgiving rhythm. I fucked her mouth, using the heavy leather collar to steer her head, slamming her face into my groin. Her lips stretched wide around the girth of my cock. She struggled to breathe, her hands coming up to grip my wet, ruined slacks to keep her balance. She was desperate. She worked her tongue frantically over my slit, swallowing her pride, swallowing her defiance, trying to appease the man who just spanked her into oblivion.

"Yeah, take it," I hissed, my grip on her collar tightening. " You thought you were untouchable? You need to think again."

She whined through her nose, a pathetic, breathy sound of agreement, sucking harder, pulling a tight vacuum against my skin. The arrogant twenty-one-year-old was dead. I had taught the little bitch her place. She was a mindless, desperate toy now.

I pulled my cock free from her mouth. A thick string of saliva connected her dark lips to my tip.

I yanked upward on the collar, hauling her dripping, naked body off the floor. She stumbled, gasping for air. I spun her around and shoved her forward. Her bare breasts slammed back down onto the icy marble of the kitchen island.

I gripped her hips and dragged her backward until her waist was positioned right at the edge of the stone. I stepped between her trembling legs, spreading her thighs wide open.

Her pussy was a weeping, swollen mess. The fear and the pain had bypassed her brain entirely, triggering a massive autonomic flood of slick, hot arousal. Clear juice dripped steadily from her clit, coating her inner lips in a thick, shiny glaze.

I lined the blunt head of my cock up against her soaked slit.

I drove my hips forward with absolute force.

My pelvis collided with her red raw ass cheeks. The sound cracked through the room. My thick shaft tore into her, stretching her tight walls to their absolute limit, burying myself to the hilt in one single, ruthless shove.

"AAAAHHH!" Lexi shrieked, her spine bowing violently. Her fingernails scrabbled uselessly against the smooth marble surface.

She was incredibly, painfully tight, her internal muscles spasming frantically around my cock. I gripped her hips, my fingers digging directly into the soft flesh of her waist, and pulled myself almost entirely out before slamming back in.

"Fuck!" I groaned, the sheer, crushing pleasure of her tight cunt sending a white-hot jolt up my spine.

I hammered her. Brutal, piston-like thrusts that shook the massive marble island. Smack-smack-smack-smack! Every time my pelvis hit her glowing red ass, she let out a sharp, high-pitched squeal. The physical punishment of the impact blended seamlessly with the deep, stretching fullness inside her belly.

"Oh my god! Oh my god, please!" Lexi sobbed, her voice a ragged, breathless mess.

She pushed backward. She actually pushed her bruised, burning ass back against my thrusts, chasing the depth, completely surrendering to the fucking. Her body was a slave to the friction. The slick, squelching sounds of my cock destroying her pussy filled the kitchen.

"You like that, you little brat?" I grunted. I grabbed the spiked collar again, yanking her head up so she was forced to look straight ahead at the dark windows. "You like getting fucked raw in my kitchen?"

"Yes! Yes, fuck me! Fuck my pussy!" she screamed.

And that was the ultimate trigger. The brat was begging for it. She was crying, her ass was on fire, and she was begging me to pound her tighter, harder, deeper.

My balls tightened. The pressure in my groin coiled into a frantic, unbearable knot.

I abandoned all restraint. The measured, disciplinary rhythm vanished, replaced by the need to completely hollow her out. I drove my hips home in short, brutal, rapid-fire strikes. The wet, heavy sound of my thighs colliding with her blistering red ass echoed sharply off the high ceilings.

Lexi couldn't handle the escalation. Her fingernails screeched against the marble, her hands slipping blindly in the puddles of pool water.

"Mr. Hayes! Please! I'm coming! I'm coming for you!" she shrieked, her voice cracking into a ragged, hysterical sob.

Her spine locked rigid. Her toes curled so hard her calves cramped, her bare feet lifting entirely off the hardwood floor. The pink, swollen lips of her pussy clamped down around my thick shaft with a terrifying, vice-like grip. She seized in rapid, crushing spasms, contracting so hard it felt like she was trying to wring the blood right out of my cock. A torrential flood of her hot cunt juices gushed out of her hole, soaking me and splashing audibly onto the floorboards beneath her.

She babbled mindlessly, her head thrashing from side to side against the icy stone. She was totally annihilated, her tough-girl persona crushed into dust by a blinding, agonizing pleasure.

The feeling of her ruined cunt, spasming on my dick snapped the last thread of my own control.

I grabbed the heavy leather of her spiked collar with both hands, yanking her torso up and back against my chest. I slammed home one final, bone-jarring time, burying myself to the absolute hilt. I ground brutally against her wet, swollen slit.

The first jet of my boiling hot cum blasted into her and Lexi wailed, her entire body jerking violently.

I emptied my balls deep into her. Heavy, thick ropes of semen, a massive, pressurized load that instantly flooded her tight, pulsing cunt. I pumped my hips in tiny, rapid twitches, driving the cum deeper, stuffing her to the absolute brim. I held her pinned backward against my chest, my lungs burning, my thighs trembling, letting my cock throb and pulse out the last sticky, stinging drops of my orgasm directly into her deepest depths.

Slowly, the adrenaline drained from my muscles. I released my two-handed grip on her spiked collar. I took a step back and my softening dick slid out of her ruined pussy with a loud, sloppy wet sound. The seal broke. A thick, heavy glob of my white cum immediately spilled out of her gaping slit, running down the back of her thigh and dripping heavily onto the hardwood floor.

Lexi’s arms gave out. She collapsed sideways, sliding off the marble island and landing in a pathetic heap on the floor. She curled into a fetal position, her knees pulled up to her chest, her bare ass glowing a fierce crimson under the harsh kitchen lights. She was a trembling, weeping, cum-filled mess. Her heavy eyeliner was completely washed away by her tears, leaving just a terrified, broken twenty-one-year-old girl.

I zipped up my wet slacks. The metallic zzzzp sounded final, decisive.

I stood over her, looking down at the absolute ruin I had made of the arrogant neighbor.

"For the rest of the two weeks you're housesitting for Greg," I stated, my voice cold and perfectly calm, adjusting my cuffs. "You report to my back patio at 10 PM sharp. You leave your fucking attitude next door. If you are even one minute late, I call your brother and tell him exactly what kind of cheap, trespassing little slut you are."

Lexi looked up at me. Her eyes were wide, bloodshot, and completely subjugated. A thick string of my cum stretched between her shivering thighs.

"Yes, Mr. Hayes," she whispered, her voice a broken, obedient croak. "I understand."

I turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving her shivering in a puddle of pool water and semen, fully aware that she had just become my personal, private little goth fucktoy.


Lexi

His heavy footsteps faded down the hallway, swallowed by the pristine silence of his massive house.

I was alone.

I peeled my cheek off the cold hardwood floor. My ass felt like it had been held flat against a hot stove. Every tiny twitch of my muscles sent a fresh, sharp wave of blinding sting across the welted skin.

I pushed myself up onto my hands and knees. My arms shook so violently my elbows kept buckling.

I stared down at the puddle I’d made. My stomach dropped into a sick, dizzying free-fall. Twenty minutes ago, I was blowing smoke at him, calling him a suit, acting like I was the hardest, most untouchable girl in the world.

Now, I was a naked, dripping mess on his kitchen floor, completely hollowed out and filled with his cum.

I forced myself to stand. My legs felt like wet cement. I swayed, grabbing the edge of the freezing marble island to catch my balance. The stone dug into my hip.

I looked down at the floor. My sheer black tank top was a torn, ruined rag. My tiny black thong was snapped, the elastic broken where he had violently yanked it down my thighs. I bent over to pick them up, and a sharp, hissing breath tore through my teeth as the skin of my ass stretched. “Fuuuck,” I whimpered, a fresh tear sliding down my cheek, cutting through the thick, messy smear of my ruined eyeliner.

I clutched the useless scraps of wet fabric to my bare chest. The heavy leather collar with the steel spikes was still buckled tight around my throat. The ultimate, humiliating joke. I wasn't any kind of goth punk now. I was a fucking pet.

I turned toward the sliding glass door, unlocked the deadbolt, slid the heavy glass open and stepped out onto the patio. The muggy, humid July air hit me like a wet towel. The crickets were chirping. The underwater LEDs in the saltwater pool were still glowing that serene, ethereal blue. It looked exactly the same as it had when I hopped the fence. But everything was different. I was different.

I scurried across the stamped concrete, my bare feet slapping softly against the stone. I felt completely, terrifyingly exposed. The privacy fence blocked the street, but the massive, dark windows of his house loomed over me. I knew he could be standing in any of them, watching me scurry away like a beaten dog.

With every step I took, my pussy throbbed and leaked. It was weeping clear, slick trails of arousal mixed with his heavy, sticky cum. The mixture trickled down the inside of my thigh, tracking all the way down to my knee.

I reached the six-foot wooden privacy fence that separated his flawless property from my brother's yard.

Getting over it the first time had been easy. An athletic jump, a swing of the leg. Now, I was staring at a mountain.

I reached up, grabbing the flat top of the wooden planks. I pulled my body weight up. The rough wood scraped against my bare stomach. I swung my right leg over the top. The motion pulled the skin of my blistering ass taut, and a spike of pain shot straight up my spine.

“Fuck—god!” I sobbed, biting my lip to keep from screaming.

I dragged my body over the top and dropped onto the grass in Greg’s backyard. I collapsed onto the lawn, the damp, itchy grass pressing against my bare skin. I lay there in the dark for a long minute, clutching my ruined clothes, gasping for air, the taste of my own salty tears in my mouth.

I finally pushed myself up and limped across the yard to the back door. I unlocked it, slipped inside, and locked it behind me.

I walked straight to the guest bathroom and flipped the harsh fluorescent light switch.

I stopped dead.

My black hair was a matted, wet rat's nest. My heavy eyeliner was smeared completely down my cheeks, settling into the dark circles under my terrified, bloodshot eyes. My chest was heaving.

I turned around slowly, looking over my shoulder at my reflection.

My ass was a horrific, beautiful mess glowing a fierce, dark crimson. Overlapping, perfectly defined handprints covered almost every inch of my pale skin, the edges already swelling into angry, purple welts.

I looked lower. Between my thighs, my pink, swollen cunt was gaping open. Another drop of thick white semen was leaking out of my slit.

I dropped the torn tank top and the broken thong into the trash can.

I stood there in the glaring bathroom light, wearing nothing but the spiked collar, staring at the evidence of my total defeat. My ego was completely shattered. I had been dragged, beaten, and hate-fucked raw over a kitchen counter.

And I’d fucking loved it.

I looked at the clock on the wall. It was 2:15 AM.

I was already counting down the hours until tomorrow night, completely desperate to go back to Hayes’ patio and do exactly what I was told to do.
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