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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

Disclaimer

This novel is a work of adult fantasy erotica. It contains explicit sexual content, including themes of:

	Humiliation, spanking, and corporal punishment 

	BDSM-style power dynamics and roleplay 

	Older man / younger woman relationships 

	Interracial sex 

	Consensual but extreme sexual acts 



⚠️ All sexual activity in this book is portrayed as consensual. Though characters may resist, protest, or appear reluctant within the story, these scenes are part of a consensual roleplay fantasy. No characters are underage, coerced, or harmed.

This book is intended for mature readers only (18+). Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One – The New Normal

Chloe wiped the last streak from the little mirror above her sink, stepping back to check her reflection. The outfit still made her cheeks burn, but now, she smiled.

The maid’s dress she’d bought online was ridiculous. The skirt was so short it barely covered her round ass, the frilly apron hanging crooked and doing nothing to hide the swell of her firm breasts. She wore no bra, and her breasts spilled against the satin sides, nipples pressing the fabric. Beneath it, only a tiny black thong clung to her hips, framing her freshly waxed pussy.

A month ago, she would’ve died of shame if anyone had seen her like this. Now, she wore it with a thrill buzzing through her body.

Her flat gleamed, every surface wiped, every corner dusted. She’d learned fast, Harrington didn’t tolerate laziness. She moved easily in the tiny space now, cleaning in nothing but this slutty little costume, humming to herself as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

When she bent to scrub the tiles, she knew exactly what she looked like, ass cheeks spilling out, thong vanishing between them. She’d caught her own reflection in the glass, blushed, then carried on anyway.

By the time she finished, Chloe was flushed and sweating but smiling. This was her life now: naked cleaning, weekly spankings, being made to strip and serve. And she wanted it.

She barely had time to straighten before the knock came.

Her stomach flipped, heat flooding instantly between her thighs. She smoothed her apron pointlessly, then hurried to the door.

Mr. Harrington filled the frame, tall, broad, his dark eyes sweeping over her with that familiar, unreadable calm. His lips curved in the faintest smirk.

“Well,” he drawled. “Don’t you look the part.”

Chloe flushed under his gaze, heart hammering.

He stepped inside without waiting, his presence filling the little flat. His eyes lingered on the sheen of her breasts, the perfect roundness of her ass barely hidden by lace.

“You’re getting quite comfortable, aren’t you?” he said softly, settling onto her sofa bed as though it were his own.

Chloe hesitated, then gave a small nod. “I just… I like it now.”

He chuckled low in his chest, his eyes glinting. “That’s the problem, Chloe. You like it a little too much.”

Her stomach dropped. “W-what do you mean?”

Harrington leaned back, arms stretched lazily along the sofa. “It means it’s time we pushed you a little further. Can’t have my little maid getting complacent.”

Chloe swallowed hard, her pulse racing. She didn’t know what he meant, but the way he looked at her, dark and certain, told her she was about to find out.

Harrington let his gaze sweep lazily around her flat, noting the gleam on the counters, the polished shelves, the spotless little bathroom. He nodded once, then looked back at her.

“I’ll give you credit, Chloe,” he said. “You’ve come a long way. This place is spotless.”

Her chest swelled with pride at the rare praise. She almost smiled.

But then his smirk returned. “So spotless, in fact… I think it’s time you tried your hand at mine.”

Her eyes widened. “Y-your flat?”

“Of course. If you can keep your little attic tidy, you can damn well keep my place shining. Once a week after work should do.” He leaned back in the sofa, stretching an arm lazily across the backrest. “Tomorrow will be perfect.”

Chloe’s lips parted, her stomach twisting. The thought of going into his home, dressed like this, cleaning under his eyes, made her pulse race.

Harrington let the silence stretch before adding, “And it’ll go toward paying off your rent arrears. Every hour you clean, you’re working it down. Fair trade, isn’t it?”

Her face burned. She swallowed, nodding faintly. “Yes, Mr. Harrington…”

“Good girl,” he said softly, his dark eyes glinting. “Wear the outfit. I like the way it shows off your round ass.”

Chloe’s pussy clenched at the words. Tomorrow. His flat. In this slutty little maid costume. She felt dizzy with dread, and aching, humiliating excitement.



Tuesday evening, Chloe burst into her attic flat, her heart already hammering. She tore off her work clothes, tossed them on the chair, and hurried into the shower. Hot water rushed over her skin, washing away the city and leaving her smooth, flushed, and trembling.

She stepped out dripping, towelling off quickly, then crossed to her bed where the little maid outfit waited.

The skimpy black satin clung indecently as she pulled it on. The tiny apron tied clumsily at the front, doing nothing to cover the swell of her breasts. No bra, Harrington never allowed that anymore, so her nipples stood sharp against the fabric. The skirt was laughably short, barely skimming the tops of her thighs, the lower curve of her ass already peeking below the hem.

She slipped on the thong, nothing more than a string of lace disappearing between her cheeks, and checked herself in the mirror.

Her heart thudded. I can’t believe I’m going down there like this.

The thought struck her cold: she’d have to walk through the whole building to get to Harrington’s flat. Anyone might see. Mr. Wilkes. The young couple on the second floor.

Her stomach twisted. But she couldn’t let him down.

With her heart in her mouth, she opened her door and stepped out into the stairwell.


Chapter Two – The Descent

She checked herself once more in the mirror, flushed and trembling. Every floor a chance of being seen.

With her heart in her mouth, she opened her door and stepped out into the stairwell.

Third floor; Mr. Wilkes’s landing. She crept past, holding her breath. His door was closed, but the thought of him opening it and seeing her like this, bald pussy under the apron, ass cheeks hanging out, made her thighs clench. She hurried on.

Second floor; voices. The young couple were coming up the stairs with their shopping. Chloe froze, pressing herself back against the wall of the landing to let them pass.

The young man looked up first. His eyes widened, lingering on her breasts, then dropping to her bare thighs and the hem of the skirt that barely covered her ass. His mouth twitched like he wanted to say something, but didn’t.

Then his wife appeared, expression twisting instantly into disgust. She didn’t even try to hide it, her eyes narrowed, her lips curled, a sharp mutter under her breath as she shouldered past. The young man glanced back once, hungry, before following her upstairs.

Chloe’s cheeks flamed. She wanted the floor to swallow her whole.

First floor; the professional gentleman’s door. She quickened her steps, but part of her prayed he wouldn’t open it. Polished, in his forties, always immaculate, what would he think if he saw her parading past in this outfit? Her skin prickled at the thought.

Finally, she reached the ground floor. Her breath came fast, her thighs trembling, but she forced her hand up and knocked on Mr. Harrington’s door.


Chapter Three – The Surprise

Chloe’s knuckles tapped lightly against Mr. Harrington’s door. Her stomach flipped as she stood in the hallway, the ridiculous maid outfit clinging to her. Every second she waited felt like torture.

What if someone comes in?

The thought made her thighs quake. If another tenant or visitor walked through the front door right now, they’d see her immediately, standing there like a maid-whore, braless tits spilling, skirt barely covering her round ass. And the young couple on the second floor already had.

She bit her lip, glancing nervously at the stairs, heart thundering.

At last, the door swung open. Harrington filled the frame, his broad shoulders blocking the light. For a moment he simply looked at her, eyes sweeping slowly over her outfit, the thong peeking beneath the tiny skirt, her nipples sharp against the satin. His lips curled into that smug smile she knew so well.

“Perfect,” he said softly.

Chloe flushed scarlet.

He stepped back, gesturing her inside. “Come on then.”

Relieved to finally be out of the hallway, she slipped past him into the kitchen, then froze.

“Oh my god…”

Another man sat at the table. Not handsome like Harrington, heavier set, with a soft belly pressing against his shirt, his cheeks ruddy, thinning hair combed back. He looked to be a similar age to Harrington, but carried himself without the same authority. Still, his eyes went wide the moment they landed on her.

Chloe’s whole body went cold.

“Chloe,” Harrington said casually, as if this were the most ordinary thing in the world, “this is my friend and accountant, Gerald. We were just having a chat about my figures and catching up.”

The overweight man’s lips parted slowly, his gaze sweeping her from head to toe in open astonishment.

Chloe wanted to die.

Here she was, dressed in her slutty little maid outfit, shaved and exposed, her tits and ass practically falling out, and now she was standing in front of a stranger, introduced like a plaything. She had dressed like this for Harrington, not for anyone else and here she was on total show for a complete stranger.

Chloe hovered awkwardly by the door, heat burning in her cheeks under Gerald’s lingering stare.

Harrington didn’t miss a beat. “First things first, Chloe. Be a good girl and make us both a tea. One sugar for me, two for Gerald.”

Her throat tightened. She nodded quickly. “Y-yes, Mr. Harrington.”

Turning toward the counter, Chloe busied herself with the kettle. The maid outfit tugged and clung as she reached for mugs, her breasts spilling each time she leaned forward. She felt Gerald’s eyes on her, the weight of his stare heavy on her ass as she bent to reach the lower cupboard.

The water boiled, steam hissing, and Chloe stirred the tea as quickly as she could. Carrying the mugs back, she set them down in front of the two men with trembling hands. Gerald’s smile widened, his eyes flicking straight down her cleavage as she leaned to place his cup.

“Thank you, luv,” Harrington said with a smirk, as if she were no more than a serving girl.

Chloe bit her lip, stepped back, and turned to the sink. She picked up a cloth, trying to busy herself with wiping down the counters.

It was useless. She could feel Gerald staring, his gaze sliding shamelessly over her legs, her ass, the flash of thong when she stretched too far. Her nipples pressed stiff against the satin, betraying her no matter how much she tried to focus on the cleaning.

Behind her, Harrington chuckled. “Chloe, you’re going to have to work faster than that if you want to distract him. Gerald’s supposed to be looking at numbers, not your tits.”

Chloe flushed crimson, her cloth faltering on the countertop. Harrington’s teasing made Gerald laugh, the sound thick and approving.

Humiliated, Chloe bent lower, the tiny skirt riding higher over her round ass, giving Gerald an eyeful she knew he was taking full advantage of.

Her skin burned, but her pussy throbbed. She hated how much she loved it.

Chloe bent over the counter, wiping slowly, the tiny apron straining across her breasts. Every movement made her more conscious of Gerald’s eyes crawling across her. She could feel him watching the sway of her hips, the flash of thong when she stretched too far. Her cheeks burned, but her thighs pressed together, betraying her need.

Behind her, Harrington’s voice cut through the silence, sharp and commanding.

“Chloe, you’re working too slow.”

She froze, her heart lurching.

“Let’s see if we can’t speed you up,” he went on, his tone darkening. “Take the maid’s outfit off.” A pause. Then, flatly: “Over my knee.”

Chloe gasped, whirling halfway to look at him. Gerald was right there, sitting at the kitchen table, teacup in hand, his ruddy cheeks flushed as his eyes devoured her.

Her stomach dropped. Here? In front of him?

Horrified, she opened her mouth, but nothing came out. She knew she couldn’t refuse Mr. Harrington. She never could. And, deep down, she didn’t want to. His hand on her ass, his voice ordering her, was what she craved most. Even if Gerald saw every second.

Her fingers shook as she reached behind, tugging at the ties of the apron. It slipped down, baring her braless breasts to the cool air. She let the frilly skirt fall, standing in nothing but the tiny thong, nipples stiff, her face burning scarlet.

Harrington pulled his chair back with a scrape of wood against tile, spreading his thighs wide. His smirk was cool, calm, in total control.

“Here,” he said, patting his lap. “Now.”

Chloe’s legs felt like jelly as she crossed the room. She lowered herself over his knee, her breasts hanging, her ass up high, the thong vanishing between the round cheeks.

She squeezed her eyes shut, trembling, aware of Gerald watching her every movement.

Then Harrington’s broad palm settled on her ass, heavy, possessive. He gave her a firm squeeze, spreading her cheeks so Gerald had a perfect view of her.

“That’s better,” Harrington said, his voice low with amusement. “Now let’s see if we can’t speed you up.”

And the first smack landed, sharp and echoing, making her cry out as Gerald sat frozen, staring at the naked tenant being spanked before his eyes.

Chloe’s breath caught as Harrington’s broad palm smoothed over her ass, squeezing the warm flesh, spreading her cheeks so that the tiny thong cut tight into her folds. She could feel Gerald’s stare, heavy and unblinking, drinking in every inch of her exposed body. Chloe could not have felt more exposed and on display, and therefore so humiliated. Yet it really turned her on.

“Nice view, eh Gerald?” Harrington drawled.

A low chuckle answered him. Chloe’s face burned.

Then;  SMACK!

The sound cracked through the kitchen, sharp as a whip. Chloe yelped, her body jolting over his knee, breasts bouncing as she grabbed at the chair leg to steady herself.

SMACK! SMACK!

The second and third came harder, deliberate, setting her round cheeks on fire. She wriggled helplessly, her ass clenching, the sting radiating deep.

“Harrington’s hand pressed firmly on her back, keeping her pinned. Then his fingers hooked suddenly into the lace at her hips. With one sharp tug, he peeled the thong down between her thighs and off her legs in a single movement.

Chloe gasped, mortified. “M-Mr. Harrington….”

“Quiet,” he said firmly, balling the thong in his fist before tossing it onto the table in front of Gerald. “No need for this. Let’s see the maid bare.”

Gerald’s lips parted, his eyes dropping straight to the freshly waxed folds now completely exposed, glistening with her arousal. His tongue flicked out to wet his lips, slow and deliberate.

Chloe buried her face in her hands, but Harrington only chuckled.

“Better. Now Gerald can see exactly how wet you get when I spank you.”

Then his hand came crashing down again; SMACK! SMACK! Each blow echoing in the kitchen, her bare ass and pussy now on full display for both men.

Chloe bit her lip, humiliated tears prickling her eyes. Gerald sat only a few feet away, sipping his tea, watching her naked ass redden with each slap.

SMACK! “Too slow.”
SMACK! “Too sloppy.”
SMACK! “Distracted, aren’t you?”

Each scolding punctuated by another heavy strike, the sting blending into a constant, throbbing ache. Her ass glowed crimson now, her thong lost between her bruising cheeks.

Harrington leaned down, his voice low and mocking near her ear. “You feel his eyes on you, don’t you, Chloe? You know Gerald’s watching your tits swing while I spank your ass raw.”

A mortified whimper escaped her throat. Her pussy clenched, dripping despite herself.

Harrington chuckled, delivering another volley of hard slaps; SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!  Each one making her squeal, her shame mounting higher with every blow.

Gerald shifted in his chair, clearing his throat, but his eyes never left her. She knew he was staring at everything, the way her cheeks rippled with each strike, the spread of her cheeks with every hard slap, the glisten of wetness between her thighs, her nipples scraping against Harrington’s trousers as she squirmed.

Finally, Harrington paused, his big hand resting on her burning flesh. He gave her ass a slow, deliberate squeeze, spreading her open shamelessly for Gerald’s view.

“There we go,” Harrington said, voice calm and satisfied. “A good hard spanking to keep my little maid in line.”

Chloe gasped for breath, her cheeks flaming, her pussy slick, her ass throbbing and glowing red. She dared not look at Gerald, couldn’t bear to see the hunger in his eyes.

But she knew he’d seen everything.

And worst of all, she loved it.

At last, Harrington gave her ass a final squeeze, spreading her cheeks so her pussy glistened openly for Gerald’s view.

“Look at her,” Harrington murmured with quiet amusement. “A perfect little maid. Stripped, spanked, and dripping.”

Chloe buried her face in her hands, her whole body shaking. She could feel the air cooling her swollen lips, her arousal slicking her thighs, and she knew Gerald had seen it all.

Harrington gave her a light tap, signalling her to rise. She scrambled up awkwardly, covering herself for half a second before his voice snapped sharp:

“Hands down. No covering.”

Her arms dropped at once, exposing her flushed breasts and shaven pussy, her body trembling in full view.

“Good girl,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “Now… get back to work.”

Her stomach dropped. “L-like this? Naked?”

Harrington smirked. “Of course. You’ve wasted enough time. Clean properly, or you’ll be back over my knee again before Gerald finishes his tea. Next time I’ll use the wooden spoon.”

Her cheeks flamed scarlet. But she obeyed.

Turning back to the sink, Chloe bent to scrub, her breasts swaying freely, her ass still glowing red. She wiped furiously at the tiles, stretching high, reaching low, every movement exposing her completely.

Behind her, she could feel Gerald’s stare like a physical weight, sliding over her bare flesh. Harrington sipped his tea, smug and unhurried, enjoying both his friend’s silent fascination and Chloe’s desperate humiliation.

The little maid worked on, naked, sore, and dripping wet, her every bend, stretch, and twist a performance for the two men behind her.


Chapter Four – The Naked Maid

By the time Chloe had scrubbed the last tiles in Harrington’s bathroom, her body gleamed with a thin sheen of sweat. Her ass still burned from the spanking, each movement a reminder of how exposed she was. She had been pleased to be in the bathroom, out of the view of Gerald.

“Right,” Harrington’s voice carried from the kitchen, deep and commanding. “That’ll do. Get back in here, Chloe. Make us another tea.”

Chloe’s throat tightened. She set her cloth down and padded back, breasts swaying, pussy still glistening faintly as she moved.

Gerald’s eyes widened again as she walked past the table, utterly bare. His teacup sat empty in front of him, and Chloe’s cheeks burned as she picked it up, heading to the counter.

The kettle hissed. Her hands shook as she poured. The absurdity of it, naked, sweaty, sore, making tea for two men as if she were a housewife, made her pulse race. She set the mugs carefully in front of them, nipples stiff, her ass glowing crimson.

Harrington’s smirk deepened.

“Gerald, see how her pussy’s wet, yeah? Go on, have a feel, she loves it.”

Chloe froze, her whole body stiffening. Her breath caught as Gerald pushed his chair back with a scrape and rose slowly, his eyes fixed hungrily on her bare flesh.

“No, please….” she whispered, shame flooding her, but Harrington’s sharp tone cut her short.

“Stand still, Chloe. Hands behind your back.”

Her pulse thundered. Obediently, she clasped her hands behind her, baring herself, her pussy slick and glistening between her thighs.

Gerald licked his lips, his hand trembling slightly as he reached out. His fingers brushed her hip first, clumsy and greedy, before sliding lower. Then his hand cupped her mound, thick fingers pressing into her folds.

Chloe whimpered, her knees almost buckling.

“God almighty,” Gerald muttered, his voice thick with awe. “She’s dripping.”

Harrington chuckled. “Told you. Proper little slut, aren’t you, Chloe?”

Tears pricked her eyes, humiliation scorching her cheeks. Gerald’s fingers slid along her slit, spreading her lips, smearing her wetness. One thick finger even pressed lightly against her opening, making her gasp.

“Feel that?” Harrington said, his voice calm, amused. “Tight. Hungry. She’ll take what she’s given.”

Chloe’s body betrayed her, hips jerking against Gerald’s hand, a needy whimper escaping her lips.

After a long, humiliating moment, Harrington’s voice cut through again. “That’s enough, Gerald. Don’t spoil her. She’s mine to use properly.”

Reluctantly, Gerald’s hand withdrew, glistening faintly with her arousal. He sat back down, eyes still glued to her body, licking his lips again.

Chloe stood trembling, her thighs slick, her pussy still aching from the touch. She wanted to cover herself, to hide, but Harrington’s gaze pinned her in place.

“Good girl,” Harrington said softly. He leaned back, took a sip, then waved his hand. “That’ll be all. You can go home now.”

Relief flooded her. She turned quickly, reaching for the little maid’s outfit where it lay crumpled on a chair.

“Leave it,” Harrington said flatly.

Chloe froze. “W-what?”

“I don’t like it,” he went on, eyes locked on hers. “Covers too much of your slutty tits and ass. Buy a skimpier one for next week. Something that leaves nothing to the imagination.”

Her stomach lurched. That means…

Harrington smirked at her hesitation. “Now home.”

Her eyes widened. “Like this? But….someone might…..”

She stood frozen, naked, glowing from her spanking, her pussy still wet from Gerald’s greedy fingers. Harrington smirked.
“Run fast and no one will see.”

Chloe’s face burned. Naked. In the stairwell. Anyone could step out of a door, anyone could come in the front. Gerald sat there watching, a smug grin tugging his lips as she stood trembling.

But Harrington’s gaze pinned her. There was no arguing Her stomach lurched. She glanced at Gerald, who sat back in his chair, eyes fixed hungrily on her bare breasts.

With her heart in her mouth, Chloe turned and walked to the door. She pulled it open, the cool air of the stairwell washing over her bare skin.

She glanced back once, cheeks scarlet, breasts rising and falling. Harrington just smiled.

“Go on, tart. Up you go.”

Chloe swallowed hard, and stepped out, naked, into the building.

The stairwell air was cool on her flushed skin. Every step creaked beneath her bare feet. She moved quickly, breasts bouncing, ass still glowing red, terrified that at any moment a door would open, Mr. Wilkes on the third floor, the couple on the second, the gentleman on the first.

If any of them stepped out, they’d see everything. Her sore ass, her bald wet little pussy, her breasts jiggling as she ran.

Her pulse thundered as she climbed, every step a rush of fear and shame. But no doors opened, no voices called. Somehow, breathless and trembling, she made it to the attic.

Chloe slammed her door behind her, chest heaving. She collapsed onto the bed, her whole body buzzing, her thighs slick. Her hand went straight between her legs, fingers sliding through her folds.

“Oh god….” she gasped, rolling onto her stomach, pressing her face into the pillow. She raised her ass high, offering herself to the memory of Harrington’s heavy palm.

Her mind replayed it all: his broad hand spanking her bare cheeks raw, his voice mocking her as Gerald stared, Gerald’s thick fingers spreading her lips. Chloe didn’t think she had ever been so aroused. Why? Why? Does this humiliation turn me on so much. Why am I such a freak?

Humiliation burned her cheeks, but her pussy clenched tight around her fingers, her body shuddering.

“Y-yes….please….” she whimpered into the pillow, her hips grinding as she fingered herself harder, the wet sounds filling the small room.

The orgasm tore through her, violent and unstoppable. Her whole body shook, thighs trembling, ass quivering in the air as she came with a muffled cry, juices spilling over her fingers.

She collapsed, trembling, soaked in sweat and arousal, her ass still tingling from his spanking.

Humiliated. Used. Exposed.

And happier than she’d ever been.


Chapter Five – The New Uniform

Tuesday evening, Chloe let herself into her attic flat, tossing her workbag aside. Her pulse was already quickening. She stripped out of her office clothes and stepped into the shower, hot water rushing down over her skin.

Steam filled the tiny bathroom as she ran her hands over herself, over her firm breasts, her flat stomach, the curve of her wide hips, the perfect round cheeks of her ass. She lingered in front of the mirror afterwards, droplets sliding down her smooth, waxed pussy.

God, I look like a slut.

Her eyes shifted to the bed, where the parcel had arrived that morning. The new maid’s outfit. Harrington had told her the last one covered too much. So, she had ordered this: skimpier, sluttier, designed for nothing but display.

The “skirt” was hardly a skirt at all, just a frilly scrap that clung to her hips and left the full swell of her ass exposed. The matching pinny was even worse, a strip of satin that dipped between her breasts, leaving them spilling freely out on either side, nipples stiff and exposed.

And beneath it, she had bought a thong, a micro-string of red mesh so tiny that it barely counted as fabric. Her bald lips showed clearly through, every movement a reminder of her obscene exposure.

To complete it, she slid her feet into a new pair of 5-inch black heels. The moment she stood, her calves flexed tight, her back arched, and her round ass lifted higher, cheeks tensing with every tiny shift of weight. Just standing in them made her feel more exposed, her breasts jutting forward, her ass rounder and fuller.

Chloe checked herself in the mirror, trembling. Her round ass jutted out bare, cheeks glowing pink, her tits bouncing freely with every breath. The thong left nothing to the imagination. The heels made her body look even more obscene, every step certain to send her ass quivering.

This is what he wants. This is what I am now.

She padded to the door, her heels clicking on the floorboards, her heart in her mouth.

Her stomach lurched. She wasn’t just going to stand in Harrington’s kitchen like this. She had to walk down the stairs. Past Mr. Wilkes’s landing. Past the young couple on the second. Past the professional gent on the first.

Anyone could open a door. Anyone could see her, bare tits, bare ass, bald pussy framed in red mesh, teetering on 5-inch heels like a whore. Every part of her on display.

Her hand shook on the handle. Then she pulled the door open.

The cool stairwell air rushed over her exposed skin.

With her breasts spilling, her ass bare and tensing with every step, and her pussy visible through the thin strip of mesh, Chloe began her descent in the tall heels, the sharp click-click echoing through the building.

The click of her heels echoed through the stairwell as Chloe descended, each step making her ass flex and bounce, every nerve in her body burning with fear. She passed Mr. Wilkes’s closed door on the third floor, her breath held tight. No sound, no movement. Relief rushed through her.

Down to the second. No sign of the young couple.

Then the first floor. The professional gentleman’s door was closed, the hallway silent.

She swallowed hard, heart pounding, and continued down the last flight. At last, she reached the ground floor landing. Harrington’s door was just a few feet away.

She exhaled shakily, stretching a trembling hand toward the handle….

And the main front door opened.

The rush of cool night air made her freeze, her blood turning to ice.

A tall man in a dark suit stepped inside, carrying a slim briefcase. His tie loosened, his coat folded neatly over his arm. Mid-forties, polished, immaculate, the professional from the first floor.

His footsteps slowed at once. His eyes slid over her, from the pinny that had her tits spilling out either side, to the strip of red mesh showing her bald lips, to her bare ass tensing in the heels.

His brows arched, his lips curling into a dry, knowing smirk.

“Well,” he said smoothly as he walked past her. “So Mr. Harrington has another free slut for his use.”

Chloe’s cheeks flamed crimson, her mouth opening but no words coming. The man didn’t even break stride, just brushed past, the faint scent of cologne clinging to him as he ascended the stairs with unhurried confidence.

She stood frozen, trembling, her nipples stiff, pussy pulsing, the humiliation burning deep in her stomach.

Then Harrington’s voice called lightly from inside, as if nothing had happened:
“Come in, Chloe.”


Chapter Six – The Display

Harrington filled the frame, broad shoulders relaxed, dark eyes sweeping over her with cool authority. He didn’t say a word at first, just looked her up and down, taking in the outfit. His lips curled slowly into a smug smile.

“Better,” he said at last.

Chloe flushed scarlet, her thighs trembling.

“Turn.”

Her breath caught. “H-here? In the hall….”

“Now.”

She swallowed hard and obeyed, pivoting slowly in her heels, giving him the full view. Her ass cheeks tensed and bounced as she turned, the tiny skirt lifting uselessly, her pussy lips visible through the mesh thong. Her breasts jiggled freely, the satin strip of the pinny doing nothing to hide them.

“Slower,” Harrington murmured.

She spun again, every nerve burning, her body completely on show while he assessed her like a purchase. The thought of the main door opening made her dizzy with dread, and unbearable arousal.

Finally, he stepped back. “That’ll do. Inside.”

Chloe scurried in, her heart still racing.

“Tea,” Harrington said, dropping into a chair at the kitchen table as though nothing were amiss.

She obeyed instantly, padding to the counter, breasts swaying, ass glowing pink from the memory of last week’s spanking. She busied herself with the kettle, her hands shaking as she poured, all too aware of his dark eyes following her every move.

She brought the mug to him, setting it down carefully.

“Good girl,” he said softly. “Now, kitchen, bathroom. Properly. Don’t miss a spot.”

And so, she worked. Naked but for her ridiculous “uniform,” her heels clicking on the tiles as she scrubbed, polished, wiped. Harrington strolled after her, inspecting as she bent into the shower, reached high into the cupboards, bent low over the loo, her breasts and ass exposed to him with every movement.

By the time she’d finished, her skin glowed with sweat, her thighs trembling.

“Now the sitting room,” Harrington said, his tone almost bored.

He settled into a vast armchair, spreading himself comfortably, one ankle propped over his knee. His eyes never left her.

Chloe fetched the vacuum, her pulse fluttering, and began to clean. She bent low to reach the skirting boards, her ass cheeks flexing and bouncing. She stretched high to dust the shelves, her breasts jiggling, nipples sharp, her pussy flashing whenever she leaned too far.

Every move was a performance, every twist and bend exaggerated by the heels and the obscene outfit.

And Harrington sat there in silence, sipping his tea, watching her with calm, unreadable eyes, as if she were nothing more than his entertainment.

Chloe’s skin prickled under the weight of his gaze. The humiliation burned, but her pussy was dripping, desperate, aching, needing.

Chloe switched off the vacuum, her chest heaving, her skin glistening with sweat. The sitting room gleamed. She turned nervously, her breasts still rising and falling, her ass on show as she stood trembling in the ridiculous heels.

Harrington sat back in his armchair, sipping the last of his tea. His dark eyes swept over her once more, slow and deliberate, and then he spoke.

“Well done,” he said. “Much better this week. With that outfit, you look like a total slut.”

Chloe’s cheeks flamed.

“And the cleaning, not perfect, but better. Improvement needed. Better next week, eh?”

She nodded quickly, her pulse racing. “Y-yes, Mr. Harrington.”

He set the mug aside, leaning forward slightly. His smirk deepened.

“But today,” he said softly, “you get a reward. If you want it.”

Chloe’s breath caught.

“You can bend over the sofa,” Harrington went on, his tone slow, deliberate. “Reach back. Pull your ass cheeks apart. And I’ll fuck your needy pussy until you scream.”

Her pussy clenched, slick and throbbing.

“Or,” he added with a shrug, leaning back lazily in the chair, “you can go back up to your attic.”

The silence stretched. Chloe’s heart pounded in her ears. She knew she should leave, that she should run upstairs before one of the neighbours saw her again. But her body was on fire, desperate for his cock, desperate to be taken and used.

Her lips parted, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Please… Mr. Harrington…”


Chapter Seven – Bent and Taken

Chloe’s heart thundered as Harrington’s words echoed through her.
Bend over the sofa. Pull your ass cheeks apart. Let me fuck you.

Her thighs trembled, but her body obeyed before her mind could argue. Slowly, she crossed the room on her heels, her breasts swaying, her ass jiggling with each step. The sofa loomed, broad and low against the wide bay windows that looked out over the street below.

She glanced back once. Harrington was still seated, watching her with that dark, unreadable smirk.

Her breath came fast as she bent at the waist, placing her hands on the backrest. The heels arched her calves, forcing her ass up high, round and perfect, the frilly skirt useless as it rode above her hips. She reached back with trembling hands, spreading her cheeks wide, baring her bald, dripping pussy to him.

“Good girl,” Harrington murmured, rising from his chair.

Chloe’s cheeks burned, humiliation flooding her. Anyone walking past outside could look up and see her silhouetted in the window, her ass spread, her pussy exposed, waiting to be fucked.

Behind her, Harrington’s jeans unzipped. A moment later, his thick cock pressed against her folds.

“Dripping already,” he growled, dragging the head slowly along her slit. “You’ve been waiting all week for this, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mr. Harrington,” she whispered, shuddering. “Please….”

“Please?” He questioned, “Tell me, what is it you want.”


Please….. Mr. Harrington…. Please…. Fuck me!” 

He thrust forward hard, burying himself deep inside her. Chloe cried out, her pussy stretching wide to take him, the sensation overwhelming.

“God, yes,” Harrington snarled, gripping her hips. “This cunt was made for me.”

He slammed into her again, and again, the sofa jolting against the wooden floorboards with every thrust. Chloe gasped, her breasts bouncing, her fingers slipping on her own ass cheeks as she tried to hold herself open for him.

The bay windows rattled as he drove harder, his cock pounding her soaked pussy. The thought of Mr. Wilkes downstairs, the couple on the second floor, the professional on the first, all of them able to hear the rhythm of her cries and the bang, bang, bang of the sofa, made her pussy clench tighter.

Harrington leaned low, his voice hot against her ear. “Look at you, spread wide, getting fucked like a whore in front of the windows. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Chloe sobbed, her body quaking. “Yes, Mr. Harrington!”

His cock hammered into her, deep and brutal, the slap of flesh echoing through the sitting room. Her legs shook, her pussy gushed, her whole body burning with shame and desperate need.

And still he drove her harder, fucking her against the sofa until the glass rattled, her cries rising louder and louder, certain the whole block knew exactly what was happening.

Harrington’s pace grew brutal, his thick cock hammering into her with each thrust. Chloe’s nails dug into the back of the sofa, her ass quivering as she held herself wide open for him. Her breasts swung with every impact, her nipples hard, her pussy clenching helplessly around him.

“Oh god….Mr. Harrington….” she cried, her body convulsing as a climax tore through her. Her pussy squeezed tight, soaking him, her thighs trembling as the orgasm wracked her body.

Harrington growled, his grip bruising her hips as he thrust harder, deeper, until his cock twitched violently inside her. Then it came, thick, hot spurts pumping deep, filling her until she gasped at the flood.

“Yes,” he snarled, grinding himself to the hilt. “Take it, slut. Take my cum. Your pussy’s mine.”

Chloe sobbed with relief, shuddering around him, her body shaking as she felt herself claimed again. His seed filled her completely, spilling back as he pulled free with a wet sound.

She stayed bent over, panting, the slick mess already sliding down her thighs.

Harrington zipped up, adjusting himself calmly, as if nothing had happened. He gave her ass a sharp slap that made her squeal.

“That’ll do. Back upstairs with you.”

Her head jerked up. “W-what? Just—like this?”

“Of course,” he said flatly, smirking at her. “No cleaning up. Walk. Let them hear your heels. Let them see the little thong soaked with my cum, dripping down your thighs.”

Her cheeks burned scarlet. She tugged the scrap of mesh back into place, but it was pointless, the fabric darkened instantly, sodden with his spend, strands of white already sliding down her thighs.

She turned toward the door, trembling, but his voice stopped her cold.

“Oh! One more thing.”

She looked back, wide-eyed.

“Tomorrow evening,” Harrington said smoothly, “you’re to clean for Mr. Wilkes. Same outfit. Knock on his door by seven.”

Her stomach lurched, her pussy clenched. “M-Mr. Wilkes?”

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” He smirked. “Now off you go.”

Chloe’s heart pounded as she stepped into the stairwell, Harrington’s cum dripping freely down her thighs. She knew every step up to her attic would be a torment, she couldn’t run int these heels, it was a slow painful climb. But worse still was the thought of tomorrow night, knocking on Mr. Wilkes’s door dressed like this.

Every step she took, she was certain: if a door opened now, they’d see it all. The thong, soaked through. The trails glistening down her thighs. The maid-whore, freshly fucked and sent home messy.

And the shame of it made her pussy throb all over again.




Chapter Eight – Alone Upstairs

Chloe slammed her attic door shut behind her, her chest heaving, her legs shaking in the tall heels. She staggered to the bed, the soaked strip of mesh between her thighs clinging obscenely, Harrington’s cum still hot as it trickled down her legs.

She collapsed face-first onto the sheets, moaning, her breasts crushed against the mattress. She spread her thighs, feeling the wetness seep further, the thin thong doing nothing to hold it back.

“Oh god…”

Her fingers shot between her legs, sliding through the slick mess of his seed and her own juices. She was soaked, filthy, dripping, and the thought of it made her cunt pulse wildly.

In her head, she replayed it all.

The moment in the hallway when Harrington had made her spin, turning slow circles in full view of the building’s front door. The polished gentleman walking past her, smirking, calling her a “free slut.” Gerald’s thick fingers spreading her lips, feeling how wet she was.

And finally, bent over the sofa in front of the windows, Harrington’s big hands on her hips, his cock slamming into her, his voice low and cruel as he filled her with his cum.

Her body convulsed, her ass lifting off the bed as she ground her pussy against her fingers.

She imagined the neighbours hearing her, Mr. Wilkes below, the couple on the second floor, the professional on the first. All of them hearing her cries, the sofa banging against the floorboards, Harrington’s growl as he came inside her.

They must know. They must all know what she was now.

His slut.

The shame scorched her skin, but it made her hotter, wetter, desperate. She rolled onto her stomach, her face buried in the pillow, her ass in the air, the red mesh thong stretched taut over her sopping shaved little pussy. Her fingers plunged deep into her cunt, slick with his seed, her other hand slapping her own ass in rhythm, imagining Harrington’s palm cracking down.

“Oh fuck….yes….yes….” she sobbed, her whole body shaking as the orgasm ripped through her. Her thighs trembled, her ass quivered in the air, her cunt spasmed around her fingers, cum spilling out over her hand and onto the sheets.

She collapsed, panting, dripping, humiliated; and utterly satisfied.

And in the quiet after, one truth burned through her:

She couldn’t wait for next Tomorrow evening.


Chapter Nine – Mr. Wilkes’s Turn

Wednesday evening came around all too quickly.

Chloe had spent the whole day distracted, her mind circling back again and again to Harrington’s order: “Tomorrow evening, you’re to clean for Mr. Wilkes. Same outfit. Knock on his door by 7.”

By the time she got home from work, her stomach was a knot of nerves and shame. She dropped her bag, peeled off her clothes, and stepped into the shower. The hot water steamed around her, but it did nothing to wash away the thought of what was waiting below.

In the mirror afterwards, she caught her reflection: tits high and firm, waist slim, hips full, her ass perfectly round and smooth, her pussy bare and glistening from the wax.

She couldn’t believe she was going to be flaunting her young hot body in front of the old pervy Mr. Wilkes. He was just a dirty old man.

She turned to the bed where the ridiculous maid’s outfit lay waiting.

The micro-skirt that wasn’t really a skirt, leaving her ass fully exposed.
The narrow satin pinny, dipping between her tits but showing them off to either side.
The red mesh thong, freshly washed after being soaked yesterday with Mr. Harrington’s cum. Her bald lips fully visible through the fabric.
And, of course, the 5-inch heels that lifted her ass and forced her into an obscene sway with every step.

Chloe dressed slowly, trembling, her nipples hard before the outfit was even tied in place. She looked herself over in the mirror, flushed scarlet.

One small mercy ,Wilkes’s flat was directly below hers on the third floor. She didn’t have to risk the whole gauntlet of neighbours like she did on Mondays and Tuesdays. No chance of the professional gent’s smirk, or the wife’s disgust on the second floor. Just one short descent… straight to Mr. Wilkes.

Her heart thundered as she opened her attic door, the heels clicking on the narrow stairwell.

Down one flight.

There it was: his door. Plain wood, old brass handle, the number a little tarnished with age.

She stood trembling for a long moment, her ass bare under the hem of the skirt, her pussy dampening the mesh thong already.

Then she raised her hand.

Three soft knocks.

The pause was agonising, then the door creaked open.

Mr. Wilkes stood there, a cardigan over his shirt, his glasses perched low on his nose. His eyes blinked once, twice, then widened in sheer astonishment.

Chloe flushed, lowering her gaze, wishing the floor would swallow her whole.

But she heard it, the sharp intake of breath, the low, greedy sound as his gaze swept down her body, over her tits spilling from the pinny, her bare thighs, her ass jutting behind the frills, the mesh thong already damp between her lips.

“Oh my…” Wilkes muttered, licking his lips. “Mr. Harrington… he wasn’t exaggerating.”

Chloe’s cheeks burned hotter.

“Well then, girl,” he said, stepping back into the flat. “You’d best come in.”

Chloe stepped across the threshold, her heels clicking on the worn carpet. Wilkes’s flat smelled faintly of old books and stale tea.

“Kitchen first,” Wilkes said quickly, his voice almost trembling. “Just had me tea. Clear up for me, eh, girl?”

Chloe nodded stiffly and crossed into the small kitchen. The table was cluttered with his used plate, mug, and cutlery. She gathered them up silently, her breasts jiggling with each step, the ridiculous pinny framing her exposed nipples.

At the sink, she ran the hot tap and began to wash. Her heels clicked on the tiles as she shifted, her hips swaying unconsciously, her round ass jutting behind her. The micro-skirt rode uselessly high, leaving the full swell of her cheeks bare, the red mesh thong glistening between them.

Wilkes sat down at the table behind her. For a moment, there was only the clink of dishes and the rush of water. Then she heard it; a low, shaky exhale.

“OMG…” he muttered.

Her face burned scarlet. She focused on the dishes, her hands trembling slightly as she scrubbed.

“Jesus Christ…” he whispered again, louder this time, as if he couldn’t help himself.

Chloe bent forward slightly, reaching deeper into the sink, her breasts pressing against the edge, her ass flexing. She knew exactly what he was staring at, and her cheeks burned hotter.

“OMG…” Wilkes sighed once more, long and drawn out, his voice thick with disbelief and hunger.

She dried the plate with a tea towel, her arms lifting high, breasts spilling as she stretched up to place it in the cupboard. Then another. And another. Each reach made her tits sway, each stretch arched her ass higher, and behind her Wilkes groaned softly, muttering again and again under his breath.

Chloe’s stomach twisted. God, he’s just a dirty old man and Harrington’s really making me do this.

But her pussy clenched at the thought all the same.

Chloe had just dried the last mug when Wilkes cleared his throat behind her.

“Floor next, girl. I’m too old to get down there myself. Be a great help if you scrubbed it for me.”

Chloe turned, blinking. “Do you have a mop and bucket?”

He pointed toward the corner. A bucket sat there, half-filled with cloudy water. “Sorry, my dear,” he said with a faint, sheepish smile. “Had to throw out the old mop. You’ll have to do it on your hands and knees. Cloth’s in the bucket.”

Her cheeks flamed. “On… my hands and knees?”

“Don’t worry,” Wilkes said, his voice thick with anticipation. “You’ll manage.”

Chloe’s stomach lurched, but Harrington’s voice echoed in her head: ‘Seven o’clock. Same outfit. Clean for him.’ She had no choice.

She knelt slowly, the heels forcing her ass high as she bent over the bucket. The skirt rode instantly above her hips, her bare cheeks flexing, the red mesh thong glistening obscenely. She wrung out the cloth and pressed it to the floor, beginning to scrub.

Wilkes let out a low groan behind her. “Oh… my god…”

Chloe flushed deeper. Each stroke made her breasts sway beneath her, hanging and bouncing freely, nipples brushing the pinny’s satin edge. Her ass jiggled with every motion, cheeks tensing and parting as she crawled forward.

For the next twenty minutes, she worked in silence, but Wilkes’s heavy breathing filled the kitchen. She knew what he could see. Every time she rocked forward, her breasts swung, her nipples brushing the tiles. Every time she pushed back, her ass flexed, the thong vanishing between her cheeks.

Halfway through, Wilkes cleared his throat again.

“There, girl. That stain in the middle. Try a little harder on that one.”

Chloe’s eyes flicked to the dark patch on the tiles. She pressed harder with the cloth, scrubbing, but it didn’t shift.

“There’s a scrubbing brush on the windowsill,” Wilkes added, his voice hoarse.

She pushed herself up, breasts swaying, reaching high for the brush. Wilkes groaned again at the sight, his eyes glued to her tits as they spilled free of the narrow pinny.

Chloe swallowed her shame and dropped back down on all fours, her ass raised high as she attacked the stain with the brush. Her breasts swung low, almost grazing the floor, while her round cheeks tensed and spread with every vigorous motion.

And she was only too aware of how much she was showing. The thin red string between her ass cheeks didn’t even fully hide her little puckered star. Below, the stretched mesh barely clung over the swollen lips of her bald pussy. She knew the old pervert behind her could see everything, literally, every flex, every quiver, every obscene detail.

Her stomach knotted with shame, but the heat low in her belly only grew. The friction, the exposure, the humiliation, it all made her wetter. So wet, in fact, that the thin scrap of mesh darkened visibly, a damp patch spreading where it pressed tight to her lips.

Behind her, Wilkes groaned softly. “Oh my god…” he muttered again, his voice breaking with raw disbelief.

Chloe clenched her eyes shut, scrubbing harder at the tiles, her face burning red. She couldn’t deny it. The filthy old man was watching her — and she was dripping for him.

Chloe scrubbed furiously at the dark patch, her breasts swinging wildly beneath her, her ass flexing high in the air. Her thighs parted wider with each motion, the mesh thong tugging tight, her slick lips pressed against the fabric. She could feel Wilkes’s eyes burning into her, every movement making her body bounce and sway for his hungry gaze.

But no matter how hard she worked, the stain didn’t shift.

Her stomach twisted. This is no fresh mark. This thing’s been here for years… Realisation washed over her. It was a ruse, a filthy trick to keep her on her hands and knees, her ass spread, her tits swaying.

Still, she scrubbed, shame prickling her skin, arousal tightening low in her belly. The wet patch on the thin red mesh had grown, spreading visibly.

Finally, Wilkes cleared his throat, his voice thick and trembling.

“You’re no good at that, are you?”

Chloe froze, her arm mid-scrub.

“Mr. Harrington told me,” Wilkes went on, “that if you failed at your job, I was to spank you.”

Her breath caught. “S-spank me?”

“But,” Wilkes sighed, his tone full of false frailty, “I’m an old man. I think I’m too old to give you a proper spanking. Not one that’ll remind you of your failure this evening.”

Chloe’s stomach dropped. She turned, glancing back at him. His eyes were locked on her ass, the wet patch, the string vanishing between her cheeks.

“So,” he said, his lips curling into a sly smile, “we’ll have to use something else. Something that’ll leave the right impression.”

His hand lifted, pointing toward the kitchen drawer.

“Fetch me the wooden spoon from in there, girl.”

Chloe’s mouth went dry. The wooden spoon. He meant to spank her with it.

Her legs trembled, her pussy clenched. She knew she had no choice. Slowly, shame burning hot in her chest, she rose onto shaky heels, her breasts bare, her ass glowing, and crossed to the drawer.

Chloe’s fingers closed around the wooden spoon, her reflection glinting in the metal of the drawer handle. She pulled it out slowly, the smooth handle trembling in her grip.

When she turned, Wilkes was already dragging a chair out from the table, his eyes fixed hungrily on her bare breasts and the soaked mesh between her thighs. He sat heavily, his knees spread, patting his lap.

“Over you go, girl. Let’s not waste time.”

Chloe froze, her heart pounding. Harrington’s voice echoed in her head: “Do as you’re told.” Her legs carried her forward, weak and trembling. She handed him the spoon, then bent awkwardly across his lap, her breasts hanging down, her ass high and bare but for the useless thong. She had never felt so humiliated, bent over this old perv’s lap, her ass fully on show. The soaked little thong soaked with her juices visible to the old man.

Wilkes shifted beneath her, adjusting her weight. His hand stroked across her cheeks, clumsy but greedy, squeezing and spreading, his breathing growing rougher with each touch.

“Never thought I’d live to see a girl like you bent over my knee,” he muttered hoarsely. “And with your arse bare for me.”

Chloe flushed crimson, her face buried in her arms.

Then the first blow landed.

CRACK!

She yelped, her whole body jolting. The wooden spoon was sharper than Harrington’s broad hand, the sting biting deep, blooming hot across her cheek.

CRACK! CRACK!

Wilkes struck again, unpractised but heavy, each smack landing unevenly, some low on the swell of her ass, others high near the curve of her back. The sting was fierce, sharper than she’d ever felt, and tears pricked her eyes immediately.

She squirmed helplessly, her breasts swinging, her legs kicking slightly in her tall heels. The thong cut tighter between her cheeks, leaving her pussy and star completely exposed.

“Hold still, girl,” Wilkes wheezed, landing another clumsy strike. “You’ll learn to do a job properly next time.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Chloe whimpered, her ass burning, the sting sharper with every blow. Harrington’s spankings had been hard but measured, almost… controlled. Wilkes’s spoon was harsh, uneven, clumsy; but no less humiliating.

Her body betrayed her, her pussy slickening further with every sting, the dark patch spreading on the mesh. She clenched her eyes shut, sobbing softly into her arms, praying for it to end, even as heat and need coiled low in her belly.

At last, Wilkes stopped, panting from the effort. He dropped the spoon onto the table with a clatter, his hand lingering greedily on her flaming cheeks, squeezing the hot flesh.

“There now,” he muttered, his voice trembling. “That’ll remind you.”

Chloe lay trembling across his lap, her ass throbbing, her pussy dripping. Humiliated. Exposed. Burning with shame.

And desperate for more.

Chloe’s ass still throbbed, her cheeks hot and glowing crimson under Wilkes’s greedy hand. She shifted awkwardly across his lap, desperate to slip away.

Then; a sharp knock at the door.

Wilkes looked down at her, smirking. “Go on, girl. Answer it.”

Chloe’s blood turned to ice. Oh my god. He’s going to make me open the door like this…

She pushed herself up slowly, her legs trembling in the tall heels. Her breasts jiggled freely as she crossed the sitting room, every step making her swollen ass flex. The tiny skirt did nothing, the bruised round cheeks and the sodden mesh thong were completely on show.

Her heart thundered as she reached the door. What if it was the couple from the second floor? Or the professional gent? Or worse, a stranger?

With trepidation, she pulled it open.

Relief flooded her.

It was Harrington.

He stepped inside with casual authority, his eyes immediately dropping to her ass as she turned to lead him back toward the kitchen. The bruises were obvious, deep crimson and purple marks across the luscious curve of her cheeks. His lips curled into a knowing smirk.

She’s been spanked. Hard.

In the kitchen, Wilkes gestured toward the centre of the floor where Chloe’s knees and breasts had worked for so long. “The girl failed to clean that stain,” he said, his voice full of false disappointment.

Harrington crouched slightly, looking at it. He knew immediately what Chloe had already realised: it was no fresh mark. It had been there for years, ground into the tiles. No amount of scrubbing would ever shift it.

But he said nothing. Instead, he straightened slowly, smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. What a crafty old bugger, he thought to himself.

He clapped Wilkes lightly on the shoulder. “Don’t worry about it, Gerald. I’ll take her upstairs and have a word. I’m sure she’ll do better for you next week.”

Chloe’s eyes widened, her stomach dropping at his words. Next week?

Harrington gave her a slow, deliberate look, one that made her pussy clench despite her shame, and gestured toward the door. “Come along, girl.”

Her heels clicked nervously as she obeyed, her ass still burning, her thighs slick, her humiliation complete.


Chapter Ten – The Reward

Harrington followed her up the narrow stairs, his dark eyes fixed on the sway of her ass. The marks Wilkes had left still glowed deep red and purple, her bare cheeks flexing as she climbed in her heels. The sight made his cock swell heavy in his jeans.

In the attic, Chloe turned to face him. Her head dipped, eyes lowered in submission.

“Sir… may I speak?”

Harrington leaned against the doorframe, folding his arms. “Go on.”

Her voice was soft, trembling. “I… I don’t think it’s possible to clean that stain. I tried. I really did. But it won’t come out.”

Harrington chuckled, his teeth flashing in a dark grin. “No, I don’t think so either.” He let the silence hang for a beat, then added, “And for that honesty, I think you deserve a reward… if you’d like it.”

Chloe’s thighs clenched. Her breath caught. She turned without hesitation, moving to her sofa bed. She bent at the waist, placing her palms on the cushion, her back arched, her heels forcing her ass high. Slowly, she stepped her legs wide, offering herself, her pussy glistening through the wet mesh.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

The sound of his belt buckle filled the small room, clink, slide, snap. Harrington’s zipper rasped down, his cock springing free, thick and heavy, the head already swollen.

He moved behind her, his hand brushing her ass, his fingers flicking the sodden thong aside. Her lips parted, wet and ready, her bald pussy exposed completely for him.

Then the broad, bulbous head pressed between her folds. Chloe moaned, her nails digging into the cushions.

And with one hard thrust, Harrington drove forward, burying himself balls-deep inside her.

Chloe gasped, her whole body jolting, the stretch overwhelming, the heat of him filling her to the core.

“Good girl,” Harrington growled, gripping her hips tightly. “That’s my reward, and yours.”

He pulled back and slammed into her again, harder, his cock stretching her wide, his balls slapping against her clit. The sofa bed creaked beneath them as Chloe moaned helplessly, every thrust pushing her deeper into submission.

Harrington gripped her hips like iron, dragging her back onto his cock as he pounded forward. There was no gentleness, no slow easing, just a hard, brutal rhythm that made the sofa bed bang against the wall.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

His balls smacked against her clit, her ass rippling with every thrust, the bruises Wilkes had left jolting under the force of his body. Chloe cried out, her voice raw, but her pussy clamped down around him, wet and desperate.

“Take it,” Harrington snarled, driving into her. “Take my cock, slut.”

“Yes, Sir!” Chloe gasped, her breasts bouncing beneath her, her nails clawing at the cushion. “Harder….please….”

His response was another vicious thrust, his cock slamming her open, stretching her tight, filling her to the hilt. Her ass quivered from the impact, her thighs trembling as the pleasure and pain fused into one unbearable need.

The sofa bed squealed against the floor, rattling under the violence of it. Every thrust shoved her forward, her cheek pressed to the fabric, her cries muffled.

“You love it,” Harrington growled. “Coming up here, spread out, waiting to be fucked like a whore. Say it.”

“I love it!” Chloe sobbed. “I love your cock! I’m your slut….oh god….”

His hand cracked across her bruised cheek, the sting sending her pussy into spasms. The rough rhythm never faltered, brutal, claiming, relentless.

Her orgasm tore through her without warning. Her body convulsed, her cunt clamping hard around him, juices spilling down her thighs as she wailed into the cushion.

Harrington groaned, driving faster, harder, chasing his own peak. He slammed into her again and again, until with a guttural snarl he buried himself deep, balls pressed tight to her, cock twitching violently.

Hot spurts of cum flooded her pussy, pumping into her, filling her until she gasped at the flood.

He ground himself against her, holding her wide and open as his seed spilled inside. “Mine,” he growled into her ear. “Your pussy’s mine.”

Chloe collapsed forward, shaking, cum dripping from her lips even as his cock slipped free. She was a mess, bruised, soaked, claimed, but her body still trembled with satisfaction.

Harrington pulled free with a wet sound, his cock glistening with her juices and his seed. Chloe slumped forward, her thighs shaking, her pussy dripping, the smell of sex thick in the tiny attic flat.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his tone rough but steady.

Chloe obeyed instantly, sliding down off the sofa bed onto the worn carpet, her ass still glowing, her breasts jiggling as she lowered herself. She looked up at him with wide, submissive eyes as his heavy cock hung before her face, slick and messy.

“Clean me,” Harrington said flatly.

Her lips parted, her tongue darting out. She licked along his shaft, tasting herself and his cum, her humiliation deepening as she sucked the swollen head into her mouth. She worked slowly, carefully, swallowing down every drop, her tongue circling, her throat bobbing as she drew him clean.

“Good girl,” Harrington murmured when at last she pulled back, gasping softly.

His tone softened, shifting, and his lips curved into something that almost resembled a smile. “Now you can make me a tea.”

Chloe’s chest heaved as she scrambled to her feet, the command hitting her like another lash of authority. She hurried to the kitchenette, still naked but for the sodden mesh thong hanging askew on her hips and busied herself with the kettle. Her breasts swayed with each movement, her thighs still sticky, the ache between her legs a constant reminder of her use.

Behind her, Harrington sat on the edge of her sofa bed, relaxed, utterly at ease in her space. His dark eyes followed every move she made, the reach for the mugs, the way her ass flexed when she bent for the tea tin, the slight wobble of her legs in the heels.

It was surreal, obscene: the powerful man who had just fucked her raw now sitting calmly in her little attic flat, watching as she made him tea like a dutiful wife.

When she finally set the steaming mug before him, her cheeks flushed crimson, Harrington smirked and patted the cushion beside him.

“Next week,” he said softly, “you’ll do better for Wilkes.”

Chloe’s heart lurched. She bowed her head, whispered, “Yes, Sir,” and waited, trembling, for his next command.


Epilogue – The Night Together

That evening, Chloe made up the sofa bed with trembling hands. Harrington stripped down without hurry, his dark eyes never leaving her as she smoothed the sheets. When she climbed beneath the covers, he followed, his heavy body beside hers for the first time.

This time, when he rolled her onto her back and spread her thighs, it was different. The urgency, the brutality of earlier gave way to something slower, steadier. His cock slid into her inch by inch, stretching her, filling her completely.

Chloe gasped, arching beneath him, her hands clutching his shoulders. Harrington moved with patience, his thrusts deep and measured, his gaze locked on hers as he fucked her in a rhythm that was less punishment and more possession.

She moaned softly, her body shivering around him, her heart racing at the intimacy. When he groaned low in her ear, spilling inside her once again, she came undone with him, clinging to his shoulders as her climax shook her whole body.

Afterwards, they lay together in the dim attic room, his arm heavy around her waist, his breathing slow and steady as he drifted to sleep. Chloe pressed her cheek to his chest, listening to the strong beat of his heart, her mind whirling with confusion, fear… and a strange warmth she couldn’t deny.

She woke before dawn, sore but content, and slid carefully from beneath his arm. Naked, marked, her thighs still sticky, she padded to the kitchenette and brewed coffee, the smell filling the room. She laid out toast on a plate, her nipples stiff in the cool air.

When Harrington stirred, opening his eyes, she was there at his side with a steaming mug.

“Coffee, Sir,” she whispered.

He smirked, taking it from her hand. “Good girl.”

She watched him drink, her body still aching from his use, her heart fluttering at the sound of those words.

By the time he left, adjusting his belt at the attic door, Chloe knew one thing with certainty: she wasn’t just his tenant anymore.

She was his.


Teaser – Book Three

Chloe thought she’d found something new with Harrington that night: the gentler fuck, the warmth of his arm around her, the comfort of waking early to make him coffee and toast like a devoted lover.

But Harrington had no intention of keeping her to himself.

The next week, the knock came again, not on Harrington’s door, but on Mr. Wilkes’s. Chloe stood trembling in her heels, her skimpy maid’s outfit baring her tits and ass, her lips parted as the door creaked open. The old man’s greedy eyes lit up as he saw her, and Harrington’s voice echoed in her mind: “Do as you’re told, girl. You’re his to use as well.”

Humiliation, exposure, and degradation would only deepen. Harrington had shared her, and Chloe was about to learn that once a slut is passed around, there’s no going back.

Chloe thought she’d adjusted to her new life: the spankings, the humiliating chores, even the slow realisation that Harrington was never going to let her go. She belonged to him now, his maid, his slut, his toy.

But Harrington had bigger plans.

One Friday evening, Chloe will find herself in Harrington’s sitting room again, only this time she won’t be alone with him. Gerald will be there. And two more of Harrington’s friends. Four older men, gathered for poker, drinks, and a night of amusement.

Her role? To serve them. Drinks. Snacks. And herself.

The skimpy maid’s outfit won’t last long. They’ll want her tits, her ass, her pussy on full display as she bends to pour, fetch, and clean, her humiliation entertainment for the whole table.

And when the game gets heated, Harrington has already made one promise: “If you misbehave, Chloe, you’ll be bent over the table and spanked in front of my friends. Or maybe… I’ll let them have a hand.”

What started as a tenant’s punishment is about to become a slut’s initiation.
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