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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.


Chapter One – The New Lingerie

Chapter Two – Sunday Morning

Chapter Three – Monday Evening

Chapter Four – The Deal

Chapter Five – Over His Knee

Chapter Six – Marked

Chapter Seven – All Week Long

Chapter Eight – Dressing for Him

Chapter Nine – The Second Time

Chapter Ten – More Consequences

Chapter Eleven – On Her Knees

Chapter Twelve – Humiliated

Chapter Thirteen – The Day After

Chapter Fourteen – Preparing Herself

Chapter Fifteen – Monday’s Outfit

Chapter Sixteen – The Inspection

Chapter Seventeen – Show Me

Chapter Eighteen – Beg For It

Chapter Nineteen – Taken

Book Two Teaser – The Neighbour


Chapter One – The New Lingerie

Chloe Martin balanced her shopping bags on one hip as she climbed the narrow staircase up to her attic studio flat. She’d done it again, another Saturday afternoon swallowed by the boutiques of Cabot Circus, another dent in the money her parents had wired for rent. She told herself it wasn’t frivolous. She was twenty-two, fresh out of university, and starting her six-month internship at Harrington & Co. She needed to look the part. Sharp pencil skirts, silk blouses, heels that clicked smartly against marble floors. Clothes were an investment, weren’t they?

She tossed the bags onto her bed, stripped out of her jeans and jumper, and padded barefoot to the cramped bathroom. A steaming shower washed away the August heat clinging to her skin. She wrapped herself in a towel and wandered back into her one-room flat.

The towel fell carelessly onto the sofa. Naked, Chloe paused in front of the mirror propped against the wall.

Her breasts, perfect 34Cs, high and full, sat proudly on her chest. Her stomach was flat, the product of her parent-funded gym membership. Her hips curved wider than she liked, her thighs were tight from endless squats and lunges. And then there was her ass.

She twisted left and right, chewing her lip. To her, it always looked too big. Too round. Too much. She gave it a little slap, frowning at her reflection. Ugh. Fat ass.

Everyone else thought differently. Men stared openly when she walked by; even some women had cast lingering glances. Her backside was a perfect heart shape, high, round, and impossible to ignore.

With a sigh, she reached into one of her glossy new bags. Satin rustled as she pulled out her latest indulgence: a black lace lingerie set with delicate ribbons. She hooked the bra, adjusting her breasts into the cups, then slid the thong up her hips until it framed her curves.

She returned to the mirror, turning this way and that, arching her back to see how the lace hugged her figure. The straps cut high against her hips, the thong barely covering her, framing the swell of her ass like it had been designed for her alone.

Her mouth curved into a little smile. Maybe not so fat after all…

She posed, admiring herself, her eyes flicking over every angle in the mirror. The flat might have been small, her bank balance close to empty, but standing there in her new lingerie, Chloe felt unstoppable.

So lost in her own reflection, she didn’t notice the faint sound of footsteps echoing from the stairwell below.

Chloe lingered in front of the mirror, running her hands down her flat stomach, over her hips, and back to the lace that barely covered her ass. The lingerie was perfect. She was perfect. Only thing missing was someone to appreciate it.

She sighed. A boyfriend would be nice. Someone who actually noticed how much effort she put into her body. The boys in the office? Please. They were just that; boys. Twenty-somethings who still lived with flatmates, who thought cheap beer counted as a date.

No, Chloe wanted a man. A real man.

Her lips curled as her mind wandered to the senior partners. Her own boss, Mr. Latimer, tall, broad-shouldered, always in perfectly cut suits, with streaks of grey at his temples. Mmmm. Dishy. She loved older men. They had presence, power. She imagined standing in front of his desk, confessing some silly mistake, him rising from his chair with a look that made her knees weak.

Her cheeks warmed as she pictured herself bent over his knee, her pencil skirt pushed up, panties tugged down, while his large hand smacked her round bottom until it glowed.

The thought made her bite her lip. She gave her ass a playful slap. The sharp sting startled her, and sent a hot shiver up her spine. She did it again. Then again. Three smacks on each cheek, watching in the mirror as her flesh reddened into rosy marks.

Her ass looked even better now, plump and warm, glowing under the lace. She giggled, then brought her palm down one more time; hard.

The sound cracked through the room just as a firm knock rattled her door.

“Miss Martin?” The voice of her landlord, deep and unmistakable, carried up from the hall.

Chloe froze, hand still cupping her stinging cheek. Embarrassment surged hot in her chest. Had he heard? Surely, he must have.

She scrambled for her gown, snatching it from the back of a chair and fumbling with the belt. “Just a minute!” she called, her voice higher than usual. She cinched the robe tight around her body, her heart pounding.

It was so short, her long legs left fully bare, the hem barely skimming over the curve of her ass. She’d bought it as a cute, sexy robe for those mornings-after she imagined having with a boyfriend, not for facing her stern landlord at the door while three months behind on rent.

As she crossed to the door, she couldn’t stop wondering: Did Mr. Harrington know exactly what she’d been doing?

Chloe tightened the belt of her gown, drew in a shaky breath, and pulled the door open.

Mr. Harrington filled the doorway. Tall, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned, his mixed heritage giving him striking, almost sculpted features. He wore a tight pair of black jeans and a plain white t-shirt that clung to his chest and arms, showing just how solidly built he still was for a man of his age. His expression was stern; his dark eyes fixed on her.

“Evening,” he said, his eyes narrowing as they flicked over her. “You’ve been avoiding me.”

Chloe swallowed. “I….I’ve been busy. Work, you know, the internship….”

“Busy doesn’t pay rent,” he cut in smoothly. His gaze dropped down her body. The thin cotton of her gown clung to damp skin, almost transparent in the hallway light. She shifted uncomfortably under his stare, tugging the lapels tighter, but it was no use. She could feel the way his eyes roamed openly: her breasts pushing against the fabric, the line of her waist, the curve of her hips.

Her cheeks burned. Oh God. He heard. He heard me smacking myself like some pervert.

“I’ve been patient,” Harrington went on, his voice low. “Three months late. I gave you leeway, because you’re young, just starting out. But this is a business, Miss Martin, not charity.”

“I’ll have it next week,” she blurted. “I promise. My parents are sending more.”

His brow lifted. “They’ve already sent enough to cover your rent, three times over. Tell me, Chloe… where is it going?”

Her throat tightened. She couldn’t tell him it went on pencil skirts, heels, lingerie. That she’d spent two months’ rent on “looking the part.”

“I….I just…” she stammered.

“You just,” he repeated, eyes narrowing. “Next week. Or you’re out. No excuses.”

The words landed like a hammer. Chloe nodded quickly, eyes darting anywhere but his face. She was too aware of how she looked, fresh from the shower, skin glowing, nipples hard against thin cotton, her ass still tingling from where she’d spanked herself.

When she risked a glance up, his eyes were still on her. Not angry anymore. Assessing. Male.

“Good girl,” he said at last, then stepped back into the hallway. “One week. Don’t test me again.”

The door closed softly behind him.

Chloe sagged against it, her pulse racing. Her reflection in the hallway mirror across the room caught her eye: robe clinging to her curves, cheeks flushed, eyes wide with something dangerously close to arousal.

He heard. He saw. And he knows.

Chloe leaned back against the closed door, her chest rising and falling as if she’d run a mile. Her skin burned, her heart hammered.

What was wrong with her?

She should have been ashamed, scolded, threatened with eviction. Yet instead, her whole body buzzed, hot and restless. The weight of his authority had pressed on her in a way that made her melt inside. Why did she like that? Why did older men, real men, make her ache the way the boys at work never could?

Any one of those boys would kill for a date with her. She knew that. She saw the way they tripped over themselves to open doors or carry her files. But she didn’t want fumbling hands and nervous smiles. She wanted a man. Someone strong. Someone who could take control. Someone like her boss… or, maybe, even like Mr. Harrington.

Her breath caught as the thought bloomed. Mr. Harrington. God, yes. Older, forty, fifty, maybe fifty-five. Strong shoulders, muscles still clear under his tight t-shirt. Those big hands. Those deep, dark eyes that had raked over her body without apology.

A shiver ran down her spine. Her fingers loosened the belt of her robe, letting it fall open. Her new bra cupped her breasts perfectly, pushing them up, nipples stiff against the thin lace. She squeezed them, kneading the fullness, pinching her nipples until they stung. The bite of pain only sent another rush of heat straight between her thighs.

Her hand slid down over her stomach, into the delicate scrap of lace clinging to her. She slipped beneath it, finding herself slick, her folds already soaked with need. A soft moan escaped her lips as her fingers teased her clit, stroking, circling, faster.

Against the solid wood of the door she writhed, hips rolling, her mind flashing back to his voice, his command: Next week. Or you’re out.

The words alone pushed her over the edge. Her body clenched, her legs shook, and with a stifled cry Chloe came hard, fingers buried in her wet heat, her robe hanging open, her breasts rising and falling as she gasped for breath.

She sagged against the door, the aftershocks making her tremble. Her eyes flicked back to the mirror. Hair mussed, breasts heaving, cheeks flushed crimson, she barely recognised the girl staring back.

But one truth pulsed through her louder than her heartbeat:

She wanted him. Mr. Harrington. More than anything.


Chapter Two – Sunday Morning

Chloe groaned as sunlight knifed through the thin curtains of her attic flat. Her head pounded, her mouth was dry, and her stomach turned as she rolled over. Saturday night at The King’s Arms with her girlfriends had seemed like a good idea at the time. One margarita had turned into three, then four, and she’d staggered home at half past one, heels in hand, laughing too loudly in the empty streets.

Now it was nearly eleven.

She sat up slowly, her skimpy gown slipping off one shoulder, and pressed her palms to her temples. Her mind drifted back to last night’s humiliating encounter at the door; Mr. Harrington’s eyes on her, his voice sharp and unyielding. A shiver chased through her even now. She had to come up with a plan. He’d been clear: one week, or she was out.

Dragging herself upright, she shuffled to the little counter that served as her kitchen. The coffee machine gurgled, filling the flat with the smell of roasted beans. She dropped two slices of bread into the toaster and leaned against the counter, tugging the thin gown tighter around her body. It was barely decent, but she was alone, and the material brushed over her skin like a whisper, reminding her of how exposed she’d felt under his gaze.

She carried her mug and plate of toast to the tiny table in the corner, barely big enough for one. The surface was already crowded with unopened letters and shopping receipts, but she pushed them aside and flipped open her laptop.

Her bank account balance glared back at her, pitiful and accusatory. She chewed her lip, sipping coffee as she did the maths. If she transferred the last of her savings and begged her parents for another top-up, she could scrape together just over one month’s rent. It wasn’t enough, not really, but maybe… maybe it would buy her time.

She drummed her nails against the mug, thinking. Harrington had said one week. He’d sounded deadly serious. Good girl, he’d told her at the door, but she hadn’t felt like one. Not with her robe clinging to her, her ass still stinging from the spanking she’d given herself.

If one month’s rent wasn’t enough, she needed to sweeten the deal.

Her mind whirled with possibilities, none of them sensible. She knew her strengths, her body, her charm, the way men’s eyes followed her. She could use that. Just a little. She’d go to him after work on Monday, hand him what she had, and… offer something more. A smile, some flirting, flash some flesh, that might just tip the odds.

She bit into her toast, staring at the spreadsheet on her screen, heart racing with both fear and excitement.

Yes. That was the plan. Monday evening, she’d face Mr. Harrington.


Chapter Three – Monday Evening

By the time the bus pulled into her stop, Chloe had gone over her plan a dozen times. She’d been distracted all afternoon at the office, hardly paying attention to the endless emails and filing. All she could think about was six o’clock, walking back into the boarding house, and facing Mr. Harrington with her “solution.”

She let herself into her attic flat, heels clicking on the narrow steps. Dropping her bag on the bed, she peeled off her blouse and pencil skirt and padded naked to the shower. The hot water washed away the city grime but did nothing to slow her racing heart.

Afterwards, she towelled off briskly and crossed back into her room, skin still damp. This was about strategy, she reminded herself, not desperation. If she looked good enough, if she made him notice her, she’d be safe.

She opened her lingerie drawer and pulled out a skimpy little thong, black lace with barely a triangle of fabric in front and a thin strap that disappeared between her ass cheeks. She stepped into it and turned to face the mirror, twisting her hips from side to side. The thong clung to her, framing the perfect heart-shape of her ass. She gave it a playful smack, watching the ripple in the mirror.

Next came the skirt, tiny, white, scandalously short. It barely covered her, the hem skimming low enough to be legal but high enough that a single wrong step would flash everything. She tugged it down and checked her reflection, smirking at the sight.

Then the top: a crisp white shirt. But instead of buttoning it, she knotted the tails beneath her breasts, leaving her cleavage on full display. She skipped a bra, letting the swell of her full, firm breasts strain against the thin cotton. Every breath drew attention to the deep line of her cleavage.

Chloe planted her hands on her hips, studying her reflection. The thong was invisible under the skirt, but she knew it was there. The shirt barely qualified as decent. Altogether, she looked… dangerous. Tempting. Exactly what she wanted.

She flicked her damp hair back over her shoulders and leaned closer to the mirror, licking a little gloss over her lips. Her stomach fluttered nervously.

He won’t be able to say no to this.

At half past six, she squared her shoulders, smoothed her skirt over her hips, and padded barefoot down the creaking stairs to the ground floor.

Her knuckles rapped lightly on Mr. Harrington’s door.

The door swung open, and there he was. Mr. Harrington filled the frame, wearing tight blue jeans and a fitted black T-shirt that clung to his chest and arms, showing the muscle beneath. His presence was immediate, commanding, and Chloe’s carefully rehearsed plan felt suddenly flimsy.

He didn’t smile.
“You’ve got the money?”

Chloe tilted her head, trying to soften her expression, playing innocent. “Can I… come in? Just for a minute?”

He studied her for a long moment, dark eyes sweeping over the tiny skirt, the tied shirt, the bare stretch of cleavage she was practically offering him. The corner of his mouth twitched, but he stepped aside.

“Fine. Come in.”

She slipped past him, heart hammering. It was her first time inside his flat, and it was nothing like her cramped attic room. The ground floor opened into a vast kitchen, all gleaming counters and polished wood. Through a wide archway she glimpsed a sitting room with two huge leather sofas and a rug so plush it looked like you could sink into it.

He gestured to a chair at the kitchen table. “Sit.”

Chloe crossed her legs carefully, tugging her skirt just enough to keep from flashing him too soon. He sat opposite, leaning back in his chair, arms folded.

“Well?”

Her throat went dry, but she leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table so her breasts pressed together beneath the knotted shirt. “I’ve managed to put together a little over one month’s rent,” she said softly. “I can give that to you today… and maybe we could work something out for the rest?”

His eyes flicked down, unabashedly taking in the view of her cleavage. She held his gaze, pretending not to notice, letting her lips curve in a careful little smile.

“Something else,” she added, her voice dropping. “Something that might… sweeten the deal.”

His laugh startled her. Deep, rich, amused. He shook his head slowly.

“Babe,” he said, eyes locking onto hers. “Do you know how many times I’ve had some pretty little thing try that? Flashing me her tits, thinking it’ll cover two months’ rent?”

Chloe blinked, her cheeks heating.

He leaned forward now, closing the space between them, his voice low and deliberate.
“You’re going to have to do better than just show me your tits.”


Chapter Four – The Deal

Chloe looked up at him, her breath shallow. He sat there like a wall of authority, strong, immovable, terrifyingly handsome. Those broad shoulders, that tight shirt stretched over muscle, those big hands resting calmly on the table.

Her eyes lingered on them. What would it feel like to have one of those hands crashing down onto her round ass? The thought made her little pussy twitch, wetness seeping into the thin lace of her thong. She pressed her thighs together, face flushing as heat rolled through her.

She didn’t care about the rent anymore. Not really. What she wanted, what she craved, was for him to spank her.

Her lips parted, but the words caught in her throat. Was she really going to do this? Go over this man’s knee, a man she barely knew, and let him see her bare ass? Let him touch her, punish her, redden her flesh?

Her pussy throbbed.

His stare didn’t waver. Dark, commanding. He knew. He knew exactly what was going through her mind. Maybe she wanted it. Maybe she needed it. A little tart who played at being grown up but secretly longed for a strong man to set her straight.

His jaw tightened as he studied her. Fuck, she was hot. He’d love nothing more than to see that perfect round ass bare over his knee, squirming under his palm.

Her lips trembled before she found the courage to speak. “I… I know I’ve failed, Mr. Harrington,” she whispered, her cheeks burning. “I deserve to be punished for missing the rent.”

His dark eyes narrowed, studying her. “Punished, eh? And how exactly do you think I should punish you?”

Chloe swallowed hard, her throat dry. The words stuck, her body trembling, her mind screaming at her not to say them. But her pussy throbbed with the heat of it, her shame and arousal twisting together.

“Y-you could…” she faltered, her voice breaking, “…you could spank me. On my… bare bottom.”

The last words came out as barely more than a whisper. Her heart hammered in her chest. She couldn’t believe she’d said it. She couldn’t believe she wanted it.

The corner of his mouth curved into a smirk. “So that’s what you’re offering, eh? A spanking. Bare.” His eyes roamed over her, making her cheeks flush hotter.

“Alright, girl. I’ll give you one hard spanking over my knee. That’ll cover one month’s rent.”

Her stomach flipped, her lips parting, but no sound came out.

“And if you don’t have the second month by next Monday,” he went on, his voice low and steady, “then you’ll be right back down here. Same time. Same place. Another bare-assed spanking across my knee.”

Chloe swallowed, her pussy throbbing with heat at his words. She’d offered it, and he’d accepted, and now there was no way back.

Her chest rose and fell, heart hammering. She knew she didn’t have a choice. And truthfully… she wanted this. She wanted to know what it was like to be spanked, properly spanked, by a man who knew how to do it.

Then he leaned closer, voice dropping low, words striking like a whip.
“On Saturday afternoon,” he said, “I heard you. Spanking yourself in your room. I know you want this.”

Chloe gasped, colour flooding her cheeks. He had heard. Her face burned with shame, but between her thighs she was dripping.

Her answer came out barely louder than a whisper. “Yes…”

“Good girl,” he said, his eyes darkening. “But one last thing.”

She swallowed, waiting.

“Each time I do this,” he continued, slow and deliberate, “As you said, it’s bare-assed. No clothes.”

Her eyes widened. “What… nothing?”

“Nothing.” He nodded once, certain, knowing she’d already stepped too far to back out now. “Naked. Over my knee. A hard spanking.”

Her thighs clenched, her breath caught, and she nodded.

“Okay.”


Chapter Five – Over His Knee

Silence hung heavy in the kitchen. Chloe’s heart thudded against her ribs, her thighs pressed tight together under the table. She felt caught, caged by his stare, pinned by the weight of his authority.

“Well?” His voice was deep, steady, cutting through her hesitation. “Stand up, little tart. Strip. I’m going to watch.”

He pushed his chair back, the scrape of wood on tile loud in the stillness. Folding his arms across his chest, he leaned back, eyes fixed on her. Those big, dark, unreadable eyes.

Chloe froze. Her mouth went dry. Never, not once, had she undressed like this. With boys, it had been mutual, fumbling kisses, clothes tugged off in a rush, half-drunk gropes in student rooms. With boyfriends, it had been clumsy, giggling, a shared act.

This was different.

He sat fully dressed, jeans taut over his thighs, the muscles of his arms straining under the fabric of his T-shirt. And she… she was expected to strip. Slowly. Deliberately. Like she was nothing more than a girl for his viewing.

Her cheeks flamed, but her body moved before her mind could catch up. She stood, legs shaky, and reached for the knot at her shirt. Her fingers fumbled, tugging it loose. The fabric parted, slipping off her shoulders to reveal her bare breasts.

Her nipples were already hard, betraying her. She swallowed and forced herself to keep going, letting the shirt slide down her arms and fall to the floor.

He didn’t move. Just watched.

Harrington’s dark eyes fixed on her naked chest, drinking her in. Her breasts were gorgeous, full and firm, high and proud, tipped with nipples that stood erect and swollen. The cool air of the flat made them harder still, tight little peaks begging for attention. His gaze lingered on them openly, no shame in the way he admired her, as if they already belonged to him.

Her skirt came next. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and eased it down her hips, feeling the hem drag over the curve of her ass. When it hit the floor, she stepped out, leaving only the tiny thong clinging between her thighs.

The room seemed hotter now. Her skin prickled under his stare.

Her hands hovered at her hips, trembling. “I… I don’t need to take this off,” she whispered, her voice small. She turned slowly, presenting her backside, her heart-shaped ass flexing as she twisted. The thin thong clung tight between her cheeks, leaving almost everything bare.

“See?” she said, cheeks blazing. “It hardly covers anything anyway.”

The flimsy scrap of fabric rode high, her round ass fully exposed but for the string vanishing between her cheeks, the swollen lips of her pussy just barely veiled at the front.

Harrington’s eyes lingered for a long, silent moment. Then his voice cut through, firm and uncompromising.

“We agreed…. bare.”

Chloe’s breath caught.

“Thong off,” he said, his tone brooking no argument. “Or get dressed and pack your stuff. Your choice.”

Her stomach dropped. She knew there was no choice at all. With trembling fingers, she hooked the waistband and began to peel the thin strip down over her hips.

She hesitated, then slid her fingers into the straps, pulling them down slowly, exposing herself inch by inch until the lace dropped to the ground. She kicked it aside, naked for the first time in front of a man who hadn’t touched her, hadn’t kissed her, just sat there, making her bare herself like cheap whore.

Chloe’s arms hovered, unsure whether to cover her breasts or her mound. She wanted to hide, but his eyes were heavy on her, commanding, forbidding her to move.

Finally, he spoke.
“Good. Now come here.”

Her legs carried her forward as if under spell, until she stood between his knees. He reached up, and for the first time, his hand touched her, not gentle, not caressing, but firm, gripping her wrist. He tugged her down, easily tipping her over his lap.

Her breasts pressed against his thigh, her bare ass lifted, round and perfect in the air.

And then his palm came down.

The first smack echoed through the kitchen. Sharp. Hot. Stinging. Chloe gasped, her whole body jolting.

Another landed, harder. The flesh of her ass burned where his big hand connected. She whimpered, legs kicking slightly, but he held her firmly in place.

Each smack blended pain with something else, a heat that sank deeper, a rush that made her heart race and her pussy throb against his jeans. Humiliation twisted with arousal until she couldn’t separate them.

He spanked her again, and again, each strike ringing out, her cheeks reddening under his hand, her body arching helplessly.

Harrington’s eyes drank in the sight below him, the gorgeous firmness of her ass rippling with every hard smack. Round, full, heart-shaped and perfect, her reddening flesh seemed to bloom under his palm, heat and colour spreading with each blow. He tightened his grip around her waist, admiring how she quivered, how her body betrayed both pain and a shameful, undeniable arousal.

Chloe bit her lip, her eyes squeezed shut. She was naked, over his knee, punished like a naughty schoolgirl, and God help her, she loved it.

Her skin was on fire. Each cheek throbbed where his big hand had landed again and again, the sting radiating deep into the flesh of her round ass. Chloe’s breathing was ragged, her face pressed against his thigh, her body squirming helplessly.

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, it stopped.

His hand gripped her waist and he shoved her off his lap, not roughly, but firmly, setting her on her feet in front of him. She wobbled, cheeks flaming, both sets, as she tried to cover herself, still naked, still trembling.

“Now,” Harrington said, voice steady, calm, in control. “I’m going to make my tea.”

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me.” He stood, towering over her, then pointed to the far corner of the kitchen. “You’ll stand there,” he pointed to the corner of the kitchen by the fridge. “Facing the wall. Hands at your sides. While I admire the nice, very red, round ass I’ve just given you.”

But her pussy pulsed, dripping, betraying her. Slowly, without meeting his eyes, she padded across the tiled floor and turned to face the wall. Her breasts rose and fell as she tried to catch her breath, her ass sticking out, glowing crimson under the kitchen light.

Harrington leaned back in his chair, his arms folded, his dark eyes fixed on her. “Stay still. I want that ass on display while I make my tea.”

Chloe flushed scarlet, her whole body prickling under the weight of his gaze. She knew she was meant to be humiliated like this, bare, spanked, and displayed like a naughty child, yet the wetness between her thighs betrayed how much it excited her.

Chloe’s mouth opened, closed, her cheeks burning hotter. Humiliation surged in her chest. Naked. Spanked. Ordered into the corner like a child.

Behind her, she heard the clink of a kettle, the scrape of a chair. Harrington moved about casually, like she wasn’t even there, except she knew he was watching. Watching her stand there, bare, punished, displayed.

The minutes dragged. Each second stretched, her body aching with the sting, her shame, her arousal.

Finally, his voice came again, casual, like nothing had happened.
“When my tea is ready, you can get dressed and go back upstairs.”

Chloe closed her eyes, her face hot with shame, her body trembling with something darker, deeper. She’d never felt so humiliated.

And she’d never been so wet.

Steam curled from the kettle as Mr. Harrington stirred his mug, then sat back down at the kitchen table with the easy calm of a man in full control. Chloe stayed in the corner until the sound of his spoon against the cup stopped. Her thighs ached from standing, her ass burned, her chest was tight with nerves.

“Get dressed,” he said finally, not even looking at her.

Relief washed over her. She padded across the tiles to where her clothes lay scattered, still naked, still trembling. Kneeling quickly, she scooped up her tiny thong and slid one leg through.

“Stop.” His voice cut across the room, sharp, commanding.

Chloe froze, bent half over, thong in her hands. Slowly she looked back. He was watching her now, eyes dark, a smirk tugging at his lips.

“Bring that here.”

Her heart hammered as she obeyed, crossing the kitchen barefoot, holding out the scrap of lace. He took it from her fingers, twirling it once around his hand before slipping it into the pocket of his jeans.

“I’ll keep that,” he said, smirk widening. “A memento.”

Chloe’s cheeks flamed. She fumbled into her skirt and shirt, tying the knot under her breasts with clumsy fingers. Dressed again, though still flushed and rattled, she moved toward the hall.

Behind her, he ate his tea as if nothing had happened, not sparing her a glance. She hesitated at the door, nerves jangling.

“See you next Monday,” he called suddenly, voice calm, matter of fact. Then, with deliberate bite: “Same time. Same thing.”

The words sent a chill shivering down Chloe’s spine. Her hand trembled as she opened the door, and when she stepped into the hall, her knees were weak, her pussy damp, her heart hammering.

She closed the door behind her, but his voice lingered in her mind.

Next Monday. Same thing.


Chapter Six – Marked

The door clicked shut behind her. Chloe stumbled up the narrow stairs to her attic flat, her heart still racing, her skin still burning. The second the latch caught, she tore at her clothes, kicking her skirt aside, ripping open the knot of her shirt until she stood naked once more.

She was desperate.

Her pussy ached, dripping, her thighs sticky with need. She’d never been more aroused in her life. All she could think of was him, those big hands, the sting of his palm, the power in his voice. God, why hadn’t he just bent her over the table after the spanking, thrust into her, taken her completely? The ache inside her was unbearable.

With a strangled moan she collapsed onto her bed, legs falling apart. Her fingers dove between her thighs, slipping through the slick folds, rubbing her clit in fast, needy circles. Her other hand pawed at her breasts, twisting her nipples hard, chasing the pain like he’d taught her to.

Her back arched, her lips parted in a cry, and she came hard, shuddering, her body jolting against the sheets.

Breathless, she pushed herself up on shaky elbows. She couldn’t stop herself, she staggered to the mirror, turning sideways to look over her shoulder.

Her breath caught.
“Oh. My. God…”

Her ass blazed crimson, heat still radiating from the spanked flesh. But deeper, in the centre of each cheek, the colour had darkened, purpling where his heavy palm had struck hardest. The marks stood out stark against her smooth skin, proof of what he’d done.

She traced a fingertip lightly over one bruise, hissing at the sting, and shivered all over again.

Marked. Punished. Owned.

And God help her… she wanted more.


Chapter Seven – All Week Long

Monday night blurred into Tuesday morning, but Chloe barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes she felt it again, the sting of his hand, the weight of his lap beneath her, the humiliating command in his voice.

At work she was useless. While the other interns bustled about with filing and spreadsheets, Chloe sat at her desk, staring blankly at her screen. In her mind she was back in his kitchen, bent over, her ass bare, her cheeks aflame. She crossed her legs under the desk, biting her lip to hide the heat pooling between her thighs.

Each evening was the same. She came home, dropped her bag, stripped off her clothes, and stood naked in front of her mirror. She’d twist to look over her shoulder, admiring the marks fading slowly day by day.

Tuesday, the bruises were still raw, angry reds and deep purples across the plump curve of her cheeks. She gasped when she touched them, half in pain, half in longing.

Wednesday, the redness softened, the bruising spreading out into a mottled blush. She turned this way and that, missing the heat, missing the sting.

By Thursday evening, her heart sank. The bruises were fading fast, the sting gone. She stood in front of the mirror, naked, her round ass smooth again. It was too soon, far too soon to lose it.

Her breath quickened. She raised her hand, then brought it down hard across her right cheek. The smack echoed in the little flat. She gasped, her skin tingling. Again, harder. Then the left cheek, three times in quick succession.

Her round ass reddened under her own palm, but it wasn’t the same. She needed him. His strength, his authority, his hand that left her gasping and wet.

She stood panting, her ass burning faintly, her nipples stiff, her pussy dripping. The reflection staring back at her was flushed, needy, desperate.

She wanted Saturday. She wanted Monday. She wanted to be over his knee again, punished hard until she cried.

And she knew she wouldn’t rest until it happened.


Chapter Eight – Dressing for Him

By Monday evening Chloe’s whole body hummed with restless energy. She’d barely made it through the day at work, staring at spreadsheets while her mind replayed the sting of his hand, the humiliating way he’d made her stand in the corner, the deep timbre of his voice as he pocketed her thong.

She let herself into her flat, tossed her bag on the bed, and went straight to the shower. Hot water pounded over her skin, washing away the city but doing nothing to cool the heat that had been building all weekend.

When she stepped out, dripping and flushed, she already knew what she was going to do. Tonight wasn’t about excuses. Tonight was about dressing for him.

She pulled open her underwear drawer, digging until she found the skimpiest pair she owned, Brazilian-cut panties in soft pink lace. They framed her ass perfectly, the thin back slipping between the curves, baring more than they covered. She tugged them up over her hips and turned to the mirror. Her round ass looked incredible, the lace clinging tight, teasing.

Next, she wriggled into a pair of low-rise hipster jeans. Skin-tight denim hugged every contour of her thighs and ass, clinging so close she had to do a little shimmy to pull the zip up. She turned left, then right, biting her lip. Men loved her in these, she knew. And she imagined, no, fantasised, the moment she’d stand in front of Mr. Harrington and slowly peel them down over her round ass, exposing herself inch by inch.

Her stomach fluttered.

Finally, she reached for the little white crop top. The fabric was soft and thin, clinging to her chest, stopping just below her ribs to leave her flat stomach bare. Braless, her nipples pressed visibly against the tight cotton, straining with every breath.

She stepped back, admiring herself in the mirror. The jeans, the crop top, the lace beneath, it was a lover’s outfit, carefully chosen for seduction. Except this wasn’t for a lover. This was for her landlord. For her punishment.

Her pussy throbbed at the thought.

At 6:30, Chloe slipped into her heels, tossed her hair over her shoulders, and headed down the stairs, heart hammering with anticipation.

When she knocked softly on Mr. Harrington’s door, she wasn’t just paying rent. She was presenting herself.


Chapter Nine – The Second Time

The door swung open, and Mr. Harrington filled the frame, broad-shouldered and calm, his dark eyes instantly sweeping over her.

He took in everything, the painted lips, the tight crop top clinging to her breasts, the way her nipples stood sharp against the thin cotton, the skin of her flat stomach bare, the denim hugging her hips and thighs like a second skin.

His gaze lingered on her ass a moment longer than decent before rising back to her face. The corner of his mouth curled into a knowing smirk.

“Well then,” he drawled. “Do you have the rent?”

Chloe’s bravado vanished under his stare. She dropped her eyes, her cheeks flushing hot. “No…” she whispered.

The silence stretched.

Then Harrington chuckled, low and deep, shaking his head. “Thought so.” He stepped back, opening the door wider. “You’d better come in.”

Her pulse leapt. She stepped inside, heels clicking softly against the wooden floor, the familiar scent of strong tea and aftershave wrapping around her. He closed the door behind her with a quiet click that sounded far too final.

This time, there would be no excuses.

He led her through the hallway into the big kitchen, the same place it had all happened before. Chloe’s breath quickened as her heels clicked against the tiles, her eyes darting once to the gleaming counters, then to the sturdy wooden chair he’d used last week.

Harrington stopped by the table, turned, and looked her over again.

“You know what comes next.” His voice was steady, unhurried, certain. “Strip.”

Her stomach flipped.

There it was again, that word, that command. A week ago, she’d hesitated, fumbling, her face burning as she undressed for the first time in front of a man. Now, standing in front of him in her chosen outfit, it felt different. Expected. Ritual.

She reached for the hem of her crop top. With trembling fingers, she peeled it up over her breasts, nipples stiff in the cool air, then tugged it off completely. The fabric dropped to the floor with a soft whisper.

Harrington’s eyes didn’t leave her.

Chloe undid the button of her jeans slowly, easing the zipper down. She wriggled her hips, sliding the denim over the swell of her ass, her breath catching as she thought of how he was watching. Inch by inch she peeled them down until they pooled at her ankles. She stepped free, now in only her skimpy Brazilian panties.

She paused, cheeks flushed, fingers hooked into the lace.

“Off,” he said simply.

Her heart raced. She tugged them down, the fabric slipping from her hips and falling to the floor. Naked once again in his kitchen, she stood straight, arms at her sides, letting him look.

Harrington leaned back against the table, arms folded, his gaze roaming leisurely over her body. He took his time, his eyes on her breasts, her stomach, the perfect curve of her round ass, before meeting her eyes again.

“Good girl,” he said at last. His lips curved in that knowing smirk. “Now we’ll see if you’ve learned your lesson.”

Harrington tilted his head toward the table. “Here. Stand between my legs.”

Chloe obeyed, stepping closer until her bare thighs brushed the denim stretched across his lap. Her breath caught as his big hands rose, not hesitant this time but sure, claiming.

They slid up her sides, firm and warm, before cupping her breasts. He squeezed them hard, kneading the soft flesh, thumbs brushing over her already stiff nipples. She gasped, her lips parting, her body arching into his touch.

His hands roamed lower, down her flat stomach, over the dip of her waist, settling on her hips. Then, with his eyes fixed on hers, he slid one hand between her thighs.

Chloe froze. His finger traced the slick seam of her folds, gliding along the wet heat that betrayed her. Her mouth fell open in shock, a sharp breath escaping.

“Mr. Harrington…”

He smirked, eyes dark, and pushed a thick finger into her. Slowly, deliberately, he slid in and out, coating himself in her arousal.

She bit her lip, body trembling, but she didn’t move. She let him. She let him do whatever he wanted.

The obscene sound of his finger moving in her filled the quiet kitchen. His other hand gripped her hip, holding her still. His gaze never left her face.

“Now…” his voice was low, steady, dangerous. “…tell me how much you want me to spank your round ass.”

Her mind spun. OMG. The bastard. He wants me to beg.

“No…” she thought fiercely. But her pussy throbbed, clenching around his finger. Her lips betrayed her, opening with a desperate whisper:

“Please, Mr. Harrington… please spank me.”

He arched a brow, pulling his finger almost all the way out, circling her swollen clit once before thrusting back in hard.

“Louder.”

Chloe whimpered, her knees shaking. She squeezed her eyes shut, the words tearing from her throat in a cry she couldn’t stop.

“Please! Please spank me, Mr. Harrington, spank my round ass!”

His smirk deepened, satisfied. He slid his finger free, lifted it to her lips. She opened instinctively, taking him into her mouth. Like she was giving his finger a blowjob, her tongue curled around him as she tasted herself, licking him clean.

Then he leaned back in his chair, spreading his thighs.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now get over my knee.”

Chloe swallowed hard and obeyed, easing herself down across his lap. His thighs were broad, solid under her stomach, the scent of him filling her nose. She braced her palms on the floor, her round ass lifted, completely bare and exposed.

Mr. Harrington let out a low hum, running his hands over her perfect flesh. He cupped each cheek in turn, squeezing, spreading, admiring. His palms skimmed up her thighs, over the curve of her hips, back down again, as if memorising every inch.

Then, with deliberate pressure, he pulled her cheeks apart, exposing her completely. Her little wet pussy glistened under his gaze, her folds flushed and slick, and just above it her light brown puckered star winked obscenely in the kitchen light.

Chloe’s face burned scarlet. She clenched instinctively, but Harrington only chuckled low in his throat, holding her open as if inspecting his property.

The shame was unbearable. No one had ever seen her like this before, spread so wide, her most intimate and private parts laid bare. And yet here she was, bent over in her landlord’s kitchen, his big hands holding her open as if she belonged to him. The humiliation made her stomach twist… but low in her belly, the heat only grew, her pussy slickening under his stare.

“God,” he murmured. “What a beauty this is.”

Her skin prickled. She felt like a display, his to touch, his to use.

Then, CRACK!

His palm came down hard across the back of her thigh. She gasped, the sting sharp.

“Open them,” he said firmly.

Chloe hesitated, trembling.

Another slap, this time on the other thigh, harder. “I said open them. Nothing hidden.”

Her breath caught, but she slowly parted her legs, cheeks burning as her pussy was bared completely. The cool air teased her folds, already slick and glistening. She was on display.

“Good girl,” he said softly, his hand caressing her ass once more. “Now let’s see what kind of tart you really are.”

The first smack landed square on her right cheek. The sound cracked in the kitchen, the sting exploding across her skin. Chloe gasped, clutching at the chair leg.

Another, on the left. Harder. Her body jolted.

He chuckled low in his chest. “Listen to you. Gasping already. You like this, don’t you?”

Her cheeks flamed. She shook her head weakly.

Smack! Smack! Two sharp blows in quick succession, her flesh bouncing under his palm.

“Don’t lie to me. A good little girl from the suburbs doesn’t strip naked for her landlord unless she’s a kinky little tart, begging for it.”

Her pussy throbbed; her face pressed into her arm to hide her moans.

Smack! Harder. Her body jolted, her ass burning red.

“You let a man old enough to be your father grope you, finger you, spank you. What does that make you, hm?”

She whimpered.

“What does that make you?” he pressed, delivering another hard strike that made her squeal.

Her lips parted, shame and arousal twisting in her gut. “…A tart…”

Smack!

“A kinky tart.”

“…A kinky tart…” she whispered, tears prickling at her eyes, her pussy dripping onto his jeans.

He laughed softly, running his hand over her burning cheeks, squeezing them, feeling the heat. Then he raised his hand again, bringing it down harder, making her cry out.

“Beg me for more,” he ordered.

Chloe sobbed, hips writhing helplessly across his lap. “Please… please spank me, Mr. Harrington. Spank me harder. I’m a kinky tart, I want it!”

Smack! Smack! Smack! Each blow rained down heavier, her round ass glowing crimson, trembling under his hand.

By the time he slowed, her skin was blazing, her thighs quivering, her body a desperate mess of pain and need.

And all she could think was she never wanted it to end.

Her ass still burned, cheeks raw and glowing, when Harrington finally pulled her up off his lap and set her on shaky legs. She stood before him, naked, flushed, trembling.

He let his eyes drift leisurely down her body, then reached out, tugging at the fine wisps of hair covering her mound. His fingers pinched lightly, making her gasp.

“Make sure by next week,” he said, voice low and firm, “this is off. I want your little slutty pussy bald and on show.”

Her eyes widened. “Next week? But… I’ve paid my debt now.”

He laughed, rich and deep, leaning back in his chair. “You mean next week you won’t be back for more?” He chuckled, shaking his head. “Don’t fool yourself, Chloe. You’ll be here. On time. Naked. Waiting for me to put you over my knee again.”

Her gaze fell to the floor. She wanted to protest, but the truth knotted in her belly. He was right. Now that it had started, she’d crave it every week.

“Good girl,” he murmured, watching her blush deepen. Then he leaned back, stretching out casually as if nothing unusual had happened. “Now… make my tea. I’ll direct you. Everything you need is here.”

She blinked at him. “What? Like this?”

“Of course.” He smirked, eyes drinking her in. “Naked. On display.”

Her heart pounded. Humiliation crashed over her. Standing in the corner last time had been bad enough, but this; this was worse. Moving around his kitchen, fetching and pouring, bending over, reaching high, every inch of her bare body on show for him to enjoy; her breasts, her ass, her pussy!

“Bastard,” she muttered under her breath.

But she did it.

She filled the kettle, her round ass flexing as she bent over. She reached for cups, her breasts swaying. She poured boiling water, her nipples hard, her skin flushed. Every movement was another humiliation, every second a reminder that she wasn’t just punished anymore, she was his entertainment.

Harrington leaned back, sipping his tea when she set it before him, his eyes never leaving her naked body. He loved every minute of it, and she knew it.

And the worst part?

So did she.


Chapter Ten – More Consequences

The sound of his spoon against the mug stopped. Harrington set it aside, then crooked a finger.

“Come here.”

Chloe padded across the kitchen, still naked, still flushed, the sting of her spanking throbbing deep in her round cheeks. He leaned back in his chair, spreading his muscular thighs.

“Stand here,” he ordered.

She obeyed, sliding between his legs, her bare skin prickling under his stare. His big hands rose again, roaming over her body as if it belonged to him. He cupped her breasts, squeezed them hard, thumbs rolling her nipples until she whimpered. Then his hand slid lower, over her stomach, down between her thighs.

His fingers found her wetness instantly.

“Look at you,” he said softly, sliding along her slick folds. “Soaking. Dripping. You naughty little tart, you need more punishment.”

Chloe’s lips parted in shock. “More? But I’ve already….”

He cut her off with a firm stroke of his finger against her clit, making her gasp. “You came down here teasing me with those big tits, that round ass, those long legs. You don’t do that to a real man without consequences.”

Her body trembled. His words hit deep, because he was right, she had dressed to tease him. And now she was paying for it.

Harrington’s hand dropped away. He leaned back in his chair, his eyes dropping to the bulge thick and heavy in the front of his jeans. His voice came low, dark, certain.

“On your knees.”

Her heart jumped into her throat. But her body moved before her mind could catch up, lowering slowly to the floor until she knelt between his thighs.

She looked up at him, wide-eyed, lips parted.

Chloe knelt before him, thighs parted, her breasts rising and falling as she looked up. Harrington’s gaze lingered on her face, those big, wide blue eyes shimmering with shame and heat, her full, pouty lips parted in anticipation, the soft blonde curls spilling around her flushed cheeks.

Beautiful, he thought. Beautiful, and on her knees for him, about to suck his cock like the slut she was becoming.

He smirked, resting a heavy hand on the back of her head. “Now… you naughty tart. Do you want to suck a man’s cock?”


Chapter Eleven – On Her Knees

Chloe’s breath came shallow as she knelt between his thighs, his hand heavy on the back of her head. She’d never done this before with a man like him, an older man, powerful, fully clothed while she knelt naked at his feet.

Harrington shifted in his chair, unbuckling his belt, dragging the zip down. The thick bulge pressed forward, freed from the denim. Her eyes widened as he gripped himself, long, heavy, already hard for her.

“Open,” he said simply.

Her lips parted. His hand guided her, pressing the blunt head against her mouth. She hesitated, then let him slide past her lips, filling her, hot and solid on her tongue.

She felt every detail, the broad, bulbous crown stretching her mouth, the thick rubbery ridge at the base of the head dragging across her tongue, the raised ridges and veins along his shaft pulsing as he pushed deeper. The salty slickness of his pre-cum spread over her tastebuds, raw and undeniable, the taste of the man now inside her mouth. “Good girl,” he growled, his fingers tightening in her hair.

He set the pace, slow at first, then deeper, pushing into her throat until she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. Chloe clutched his thighs, whimpering, letting him use her mouth. Her humiliation was complete: naked, on her knees, servicing her landlord like a whore.

And yet she loved it. She loved the feel of him filling her mouth, stretching her lips wide, the thick weight of him hot against her tongue. She could feel him swell even more as she stroked along his shaft, the twitch of his cock each time her tongue flicked over a ridge or vein. The shame burned in her chest, but her pussy throbbed at the thought of giving herself up like this.

“That’s it,” Harrington murmured, watching her lips stretch around him. “Look at you, little tart. You love this, don’t you? Serving a real man’s cock.”

She moaned around him, drool spilling down her chin, his thickness filling her completely. Her pussy throbbed, wetter than ever, her humiliation feeding her arousal.

He pulled her head back, then thrust forward again, harder, making her gag. Again and again, he used her mouth, controlling every movement, until his breath grew ragged, his thighs tense beneath her hands.

Suddenly he yanked free, his cock slick with her spit. Chloe gasped for breath, lips swollen, eyes wet, just as the first hot spurt of cum hit her cheek.

“Ahhh, fuck…”

He stroked himself, pumping thick ropes of his spunk across her face, her hair, her bare breasts. Sticky warmth splattered her skin, globs clinging to her lashes, dripping down between her tits.

When he was spent, he leaned back with a satisfied sigh, tucking himself away. “Dress,” he ordered flatly.

Chloe wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, but he didn’t offer a towel, not even a tissue. Desperately, she grabbed her panties, her jeans, her crop top, dragging them back on over her sticky, glistening skin. Her hair clung to her cheeks in strands, her face glazed with his cum.

“Turn around,” Harrington said casually.

She did, shame burning through her. Dressed, but a mess, her skin shining with streaks of his spend, globs matting her hair.

He lifted his phone, the flash bright in the kitchen. Click. Click. Two sharp snaps.

“Just to prove to my friends,” he said with a smirk, “I’ve got my own little tart offering herself to me.”

Her stomach twisted with humiliation.

“Now go,” he said, dismissing her with a wave.

She turned, fumbling for the door, her heart hammering with dread. She desperately prayed she wouldn’t meet another tenant on the stairs. She was a wreck, hair plastered with cum, face glistening, clothes clinging damply to her sticky skin.

And yet, as she hurried back up to her attic, one undeniable truth pulsed through her body.

She wanted more.


Chapter Twelve – Humiliated

Chloe stumbled into her attic flat, slamming the door shut behind her. Her heart was still racing, her cheeks burning hotter than the marks on her ass. She pressed her back to the door, panting, trembling, her clothes clinging damply to her sticky skin.

She didn’t dare look in the mirror. She already knew what she’d see: hair matted with globs of his cum, streaks drying on her cheeks, the shine across her breasts seeping through her crop top. God. What if she’d met another tenant on the stairs? What if they’d seen her like this?

Humiliation burned her from the inside out.

And yet… her pussy throbbed.

Her thighs were slick, her body aching with need. She squeezed her legs together, but it wasn’t enough. Her shame was suffocating, overwhelming, but it only made her wetter.

With a strangled moan, she tore her jeans and panties off, peeling the cum-smeared crop top over her head. She collapsed naked onto her bed, hair sticky against the pillow, her skin still smelling of him.

Her fingers went straight between her thighs. She was drenched, wetter than she’d ever been. She circled her clit desperately, the image of herself flashing in her mind: on her knees, sucking his cock, his spend coating her face while he smirked, phone in hand.

“Oh… god…”

Her hips bucked, her breasts jiggled with each thrust of her hand. She tugged her nipples with her free hand, twisting them until they hurt, chasing the sharpness like he’d taught her to.

The orgasm hit hard, tearing through her, her body shuddering violently on the bed. She gasped his name into the pillow, muffled, ashamed, but desperate for more.

When the waves subsided, she dragged herself upright and finally dared to look in the mirror.

Her reflection took her breath away: hair plastered, cheeks streaked, skin bruised and glowing.

She touched her ass gently, wincing at the soreness, at the dark purple blooming at the centre of each cheek. Then she touched her lips, still swollen from sucking him, and her chest heaved.

She should feel filthy. Used. Degraded.

Instead, all she could think was: Next week can’t come fast enough.


Chapter Thirteen – The Day After

The bus jolted over a pothole, and Chloe winced. Her whole body tensed as the seat pressed into her tender flesh. She shifted, trying to find relief, but there was none. Every position reminded her of the spanking. The sting, the ache, the deep soreness that seemed to radiate right through her round ass.

She tugged at the hem of her skirt, cheeks heating as she realised the truth: she couldn’t sit anywhere without being reminded of last night. Harrington had marked her, not just with bruises but with sensation. Every bump in the road, every shift of her hips, every brush of fabric against her skin kept her aroused, restless, needy.

By the time she arrived at the office she was already wet.

It only got worse. At her desk, the swivel chair was unyielding. She squirmed, biting her lip, her eyes glazing as her mind replayed everything, kneeling between his legs, his cock filling her mouth, his cum streaking her face. The humiliation, the degradation, the way he’d made her beg to be spanked.

She couldn’t concentrate on emails. Couldn’t take notes in meetings. Every time she tried, the throbbing heat between her thighs distracted her.

Her boss droned on about projections, and Chloe’s mind spiralled somewhere else entirely. She imagined him catching her mistake, pulling her into his office, bending her over his desk, spanking her until she cried. Or Harrington, waiting at home, making her strip in his kitchen again, laughing as she blushed, putting her on her knees to service him until she gagged.

She squeezed her thighs together under the conference table, her nipples hard under her blouse, her pussy slick.

And worse, the cravings were growing. Not just spanking. Not just stripping. Not just sucking his cock.

She wanted more.

She wanted him to bend her over and fuck her pussy raw. She wanted him to spread her ass and take her there too, hard, merciless, using her until she sobbed.

She wanted to be his. Completely.

Chloe sat frozen in the meeting, heart pounding, breath shallow, while the rest of the office took notes. They had no idea the thoughts running through her head, the ache between her legs, the soreness in her ass that kept her on edge all day long.

One thing she knew for certain: come Monday night, she’d be back on his doorstep.

And she’d beg him for more.


Chapter Fourteen – Preparing Herself

By Friday evening Chloe couldn’t take it anymore. Every time she sat down, the faint ache in her ass reminded her of Harrington’s hand. Every quiet moment at work filled with fantasies of being bent over his knee, naked and helpless.

She knew what she had to do.

When she got home, she went straight into the bathroom. The order had been clear: Make sure by next week this is off. I want your little slutty pussy bald and on show.

Her hands trembled as she undressed. Standing naked before the mirror, she looked herself in the eye, flushed cheeks, firm breasts, that perfect round ass still faintly mottled with bruises. Slowly, carefully, she shaved. Every trace of hair gone until her mound was bare, smooth, glistening. She ran her fingertips over the tender skin and shivered. She looked more exposed than ever before, and she knew that’s exactly how he wanted her.

Saturday afternoon, she took it further.

She laid out her nicest lingerie, a lacy black bra she knew he’d never let her keep on, a matching thong that barely clung between her cheeks. She slid them on, then posed in front of the mirror, practicing. Twisting, bending, pulling the straps aside to show herself off. Practicing how she’d present herself to him, like a lover rehearsing seduction.

Her bed soon became a stage. She bent over the edge, imagining his hand crashing down. She knelt on the floor, lips parted, miming the weight of him in her mouth. She sprawled on her back, legs spread wide, picturing him looming over her, using her as he pleased.

By the time she collapsed back on the sheets, breathless and slick, she knew she’d crossed a line. This wasn’t just about paying rent anymore.

This was ritual.

She was preparing herself, body and mind, for Monday. For him.

And when the night finally came, she’d be ready, smooth, eager, and desperate for whatever punishment he decided she deserved.

Chloe stood in front of the mirror, biting her lip as she ran her palm slowly over her mound. Smooth. Completely bare. No hiding now. Exactly as he’d ordered.

The sight alone made her flush scarlet. Her pussy looked so much more exposed like this, every curve on display, her lips glistening faintly under the bathroom light.

Her finger traced down between her folds and a whimper caught in her throat. The skin was so tender, so sensitive, every touch sharper now. She spread herself with one hand, staring at the reflection of her own swollen pussy, then slid her finger lower.

“God…” she whispered, her knees buckling.

She circled her clit slowly, the sensation making her whole body twitch. Smoothness made it unbearable, every flick of her fingertip sent sparks racing through her belly.

Her thoughts flooded with him. Harrington’s dark eyes. His big hands spreading her. His voice growling, I want your little slutty pussy bald and on show.

Her hips rolled against her hand, her breasts bouncing, nipples hard. She leaned one hand on the sink, the other working desperately between her thighs.

She imagined walking into his kitchen Monday night, standing between his thighs, showing him her shaved pussy. Imagined his smirk, his hands gripping her hips, his voice teasing: good girl. You did as you were told.

“Oh fuck… yes…”

The orgasm tore through her before she could stop it, her body jerking, her pussy clenching hard around her finger. She sagged against the sink, trembling, gasping, her reflection a mess of flushed skin, sweaty hair, and swollen lips.

When the waves faded, she forced herself upright, still shaking. She looked at herself again — bare, smooth, wet. Ready.

More ready than she’d ever been.


Chapter Fifteen – Monday’s Outfit

By Monday evening Chloe didn’t even pretend she was dressing for herself. She stood in front of the mirror, body smooth and bare just as he’d ordered, laying out what little she planned to wear.

A short, tight crop top, white cotton, clinging, stopping just beneath her breasts. No bra. Her nipples pressed visibly through the thin fabric, hard and shameless.

Then the shorts. If they could even be called that. Tiny, denim cut-offs that clung indecently low on her hips, cut so high at the back that half her round ass cheeks hung bare. When she bent even slightly, her ass spilled free. No underwear beneath, nothing between her and him.

She slipped on a pair of white pop socks, tugging them up her calves, then slid into clean white trainers. The look made her blush. Not sexy in the elegant, office way. This was trashy. Exposed. The kind of thing you wore if you wanted every eye on your ass.

And that’s exactly why she chose it.

She turned to the mirror, twisting left, then right. Her bare thighs gleamed, her ass cheeks already peeking out from the hem of her shorts. Her crop top clung, riding higher with every breath. She looked like a girl who’d come to be used.

And that was the truth, wasn’t it?

Her pussy throbbed at the thought of him opening the door, taking one look at her, and knowing she’d come dressed like this for him.

By half six, her heart was hammering, her nipples straining, her ass bare beneath the tiny shorts. She pulled her hair into a loose ponytail, grabbed her keys, and headed down the stairs.

When her knuckles tapped on Mr. Harrington’s door, she already felt like she’d presented herself to him naked.

Chloe’s trainers squeaked softly on the stairs as she made her way down. Her heart was pounding already, nerves fluttering as she rehearsed how she’d look when Harrington opened the door.

But halfway down, she froze.

Old Mr. Wilkes, the recluse who lived on the floor below, was coming up the opposite way with his shopping bag. Sixty-five at least, wiry, hair thinning, eyes behind thick glasses. He never said more than a grunt on good days.

Until now.

He stopped dead, staring up the narrow staircase as Chloe descended. His mouth fell open.

Her crop top barely covered her breasts, her nipples hard and visible through the thin cotton. Her shorts, tiny, frayed, indecent, left half her round ass cheeks hanging bare. Each step down the stairs made them jiggle and bounce.

Mr. Wilkes just stood frozen, clutching his shopping bag, unable to look away. Chloe flushed scarlet, clutching the railing, her pulse hammering. She hurried past him, but his head turned, eyes glued to the sway of her ass as she went by.

She wanted to die of shame. She’d dressed this way for Harrington, the tiny shorts to flaunt her round ass, the thin cotton top to tease him with her stiff nipples showing clear through. It wasn’t meant for some old recluse on the stairs. And yet here she was, giving him an eyeful of everything. Her body betrayed her, her breasts straining, her ass swaying with every step, as if she were putting on a show.

Humiliation burned her skin. She couldn’t believe she’d just given the old man such a show.

By the time she reached the bottom and knocked on Harrington’s door, her cheeks were crimson, and not just the ones he usually spanked.

The door opened. Harrington leaned casually on the frame, his dark eyes sweeping over her from head to toe. Crop top, nipples sharp. Shorts, ass cheeks spilling. Trainers and socks. He smirked.

“Christ, look at you,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Dressed like that to come and see me? You’re a shameless little tart, Chloe.”

She bit her lip, heat flooding her belly.

But instead of stepping back to let her in, he jerked his chin toward the stairs.

“No. We’re going back up. Time we did an inspection. See if you’re keeping your little place nice and clean.”

Her stomach dropped. “An… inspection?”

“That’s right,” he said, already stepping out, towering over her. “Lead the way.”

Chloe turned, climbing back up the narrow staircase. She could feel his eyes locked on her ass as she climbed, those tiny shorts riding up higher with each step, her bare cheeks flexing, jiggling with every movement.

He followed slowly, deliberately, admiring every bounce.

By the time she reached her attic door, Chloe’s whole body was burning. From humiliation. From arousal. From knowing exactly what this “inspection” was going to turn into.


Chapter Sixteen – The Inspection

Chloe’s cheeks burned as she climbed the final stairs. On the floor below hers, Mr. Wilkes was just unlocking his door, shopping bag dangling from one hand. He turned, staring openly as she passed, crop top stretched tight across her breasts, tiny shorts riding so high that the curve of her bare ass bounced with every step.

He froze in the doorway, gawking.

“Good evening,” Harrington called cheerily as he followed Chloe up, his tone mocking in its warmth.

Mr. Wilkes blinked, startled, muttered something inaudible, and disappeared inside, though not before stealing one last eyeful of Chloe’s jiggling cheeks as she climbed.

By the time she reached her attic flat, Chloe’s heart was thundering. She opened the door, stepping aside as Harrington walked in like he owned the place.

“Stand there.” He pointed to the middle of the small studio.

Chloe obeyed, folding her arms across her chest as he moved around the room with slow, deliberate purpose.

He ran a finger along the edge of her bookcase, then held it up, frowning. “Dust. Sloppy.”

Her cheeks flamed hotter.

In the little kitchenette, he opened a cupboard, tapped the counter, and scowled at the smudge by the sink. “This isn’t good enough either. You need to keep this cleaner.”

He moved on to the bathroom, Chloe trailing nervously behind. He leaned into the shower cubicle, running his finger along the tile grout. “Soap scum. You’re not keeping on top of this.”

Then he turned to the sink. “Water marks. Lazy.”

Finally, he flipped up the toilet seat, clicked his tongue, and shook his head. “Not good enough at all.”

Chloe swallowed hard, her face crimson with shame. She’d never felt so small, so inspected, so completely owned in her own home.

Back in the studio, Harrington pulled out one of her little chairs and sat down heavily. His dark eyes locked on hers, a smirk curling his lips.

“Chloe,” he said, voice low and calm, “lose the slutty outfit.”

Her stomach flipped.

“Time you were naked,” he went on. “Time I check how smooth your pussy is.”

Chloe froze, her mouth dry. Her own room. Her bed just feet away. This was different, stripping in his kitchen had felt humiliating, yes, but it was his domain, his rules. Here… this was her place.

“Mr. Harrington…” she whispered, arms folding over her chest. “Here? Really?”

He leaned back in the chair, broad shoulders filling the tiny space, his dark eyes fixed on her. His smirk deepened.

“Yes. Right here. Right now. Lose the crop top, slut. Then the shorts.”

Chloe’s lips parted, her breath catching. She glanced toward the closed door, her neighbours just steps away. The humiliation made her skin prickle.

But the heat between her thighs pulsed harder. He was testing her, pushing her deeper, stripping her of even the illusion of control. And God help her… she wanted it.

Her fingers trembled as she grabbed the hem of her tiny crop top. Slowly, she pulled it over her head, breasts spilling free, nipples stiff in the cool air. She dropped it to the floor, standing breasted bare to his stare.

Harrington’s gaze swept over her, lingering shamelessly on her tits before sliding down to the shorts. “The rest,” he said simply.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, her cheeks burning as she shimmied the cut-offs down. The denim clung tight, dragging over the swell of her round ass before falling to her ankles.

Harrington chuckled darkly, eyes locked between her thighs.
“No underwear anymore,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Just begging for it.”

Chloe swallowed hard, stepping out of the shorts, now naked in the middle of her tiny studio flat.

Harrington’s smirk widened. His eyes roamed over her smooth mound, her long legs, the faint bruises still visible on her glowing ass from last week.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice thick with amusement. He reached forward, gesturing her closer. “Now… let’s see how smooth you are.”

Harrington beckoned her closer. Chloe shuffled forward, naked, her hands twitching nervously at her sides. He placed his broad palms on her hips, steadying her, then leaned in to inspect what he’d demanded.

His eyes fixed on her smooth mound, his thumb brushing lightly over the bare skin, then parting her folds.

“Nice,” he said, voice low and satisfied. “Very nice.”

Chloe shivered, her breath catching.

He gave a slow nod, smirk curling. “But in future, I think you should go for a full wax. Keep it smooth all the time. At least once a month. Understand?”

Her lips parted, her cheeks burning. She nodded. “Y-yes, Mr. Harrington.”

“Good girl.” His dark eyes flicked up to meet hers. “Now… about your flat.”

Her stomach tightened.

“You’ve been lazy,” he went on. “Dust. Stains. That bathroom? Not good enough. That earns you a good, hard spanking.” His voice dropped, deliberate. “But… since you shaved your slutty little pussy for me, ”his thumb brushed over her mound again, making her whimper, “you’ll get a few less.”

Chloe’s heart pounded. Relief flickered across her face, until, “Over my knee.”

She obeyed, lowering herself across his lap, her breasts swaying free, her bare ass lifting high into the air. His big hand roamed over her cheeks, squeezing, spreading, admiring.

Then it came.

Smack!

The first blow made her cry out, sharper and heavier than last week. Her whole body jolted.

Smack! Smack!

Each strike landed harder, echoing through the tiny studio, setting her round ass ablaze. She twisted, squealing, gripping the bedframe for support.

“You thought you’d get it easier?” Harrington said between blows, his voice calm, almost amused. Smack! “You shaved for me, didn’t you?” Smack! “Say it.”

Her face pressed into the covers, muffled moans breaking between her words. “I….I shaved for you, Mr. Harrington!”

Smack!

“Good girl,” he growled, bringing his palm down harder. “And this pretty little pussy will always be shaved for me.”

The spanking went on, heavier than before, her ass glowing crimson, bruises deepening under his relentless hand. Chloe sobbed, moaned, her body writhing helplessly, but her pussy dripped down her thighs, proof of how much she wanted it.

At last, Harrington’s heavy hand stilled. Chloe lay trembling across his lap, her ass glowing, hot and throbbing, the bruises blooming deeper under the fiery red. Her breath came ragged, her nipples grazing hard, her pussy dripping between her thighs.

He pushed her off his knee, letting her stumble to her feet. She stood naked before him, flushed, sore, humiliated, and more aroused than ever.

Harrington stood too, stretching casually, as though nothing had happened. He moved across the room and settled himself comfortably on her little sofa bed, leaning back, one arm thrown along the backrest. His eyes never left her.

“Right then,” he said, his tone almost conversational. “Time to get your place properly clean.”

Chloe blinked, stunned. “W-what?”

His lips curled into that familiar smirk. “You heard me. Dusting. Wiping. The bathroom. All of it.” His eyes roamed over her naked body, from her flushed cheeks to her shaved pussy and down her long legs. “Let’s see if you can manage to do a proper job this time.”

She hesitated, cheeks flaming. He wants me to clean… like this; naked?

Harrington leaned forward slightly, his gaze fixed on hers. “But first, make me a tea, tart.”

Chloe’s stomach dropped, the humiliation spiking even sharper. Naked, sore, breasts bouncing with each step, she padded to her kitchenette. The sound of the kettle filled the silence, every movement reminding her she was bare, displayed, his.

When she brought the mug to him, he took it with a casual nod, not even thanking her, sipping as though this were the most ordinary thing in the world.

“Now,” he said, settling back with his tea, eyes glinting. “Start with the shelves.”

Her legs felt weak, but she obeyed. She grabbed a cloth, her breasts swaying, her freshly spanked ass glowing as she reached. She wiped slowly, skin prickling under his gaze.

From the sofa, Harrington watched every bare millimetre of her hot, naked body. The curve of her ass as she bent. The sway of her tits as she stretched. The glisten of her pussy when she leaned too far.

Her humiliation was complete. And he loved every second.

An hour later, Chloe stood in front of him, her skin shining with sweat, her hair sticking to her temples. She was still naked, her breasts flushed, her ass tender and hot from her spanking. Every part of her body ached, but between her thighs, the ache was unbearable.

Her chest rose and fell as she spoke. “I’ve finished, Mr. Harrington.”

He took a slow sip of his tea, his eyes scanning lazily around the room. His lips curled in a half-smile, half-smirk.

“It’ll do for now,” he said at last. His tone was dismissive, almost bored. “But next time I’m up here, it had better be better. You’re going to keep this place spotless.”

Chloe’s cheeks burned with humiliation. Naked. Sweaty. Ordered to be his maid as well as his slut.

Then his tone changed, low and deliberate. “Come here.”

She shuffled forward, her heart racing. He caught her by the hips, pulling her close between his thighs. His fingers slipped between her legs, spreading her folds shamelessly. She gasped as his thick finger slid inside her dripping pussy.

“So wet,” he murmured, his dark eyes fixed on hers. He pushed deeper, curling inside her, his smirk widening as her knees trembled.

He held her there, his finger pumping slowly, deliberately, humiliatingly. “Tell me, Chloe. The last two weeks… each time you’ve come back here after I’ve spanked you… you’ve masturbated, haven’t you?”

Her breath caught, her face flaming. Oh my god. What a question.

For a split second she considered lying. But the thick finger inside her, the burning truth of her body, left her no escape. She nodded weakly, shame choking her.

“Yes…”

His smirk deepened. He pulled his finger out, glistening, then immediately pressed it back into her, harder this time.

“Show me,” he ordered.

Chloe froze, trembling, her lips parting. He wanted her to do it here, in front of him, on command. To touch herself the way she had alone in this very room, but this time under his watchful eyes.

Her pussy clenched around his finger. Her body was on fire.

Slowly, weakly, she whispered: “Yes, Mr. Harrington.”


Chapter Seventeen – Show Me

Chloe’s whole body trembled, his thick finger still glistening from where it had been inside her. Her cheeks burned, humiliation scorching through her as his command rang in her ears.

Show me.

She took a shaky step back, her eyes never leaving his. Harrington leaned back on her little sofa bed, broad arms folded, dark eyes fixed on her like a predator watching prey.

Chloe dropped to her knees in front of him. The position itself was humiliating, naked, flushed, kneeling like a supplicant. Slowly, she spread her thighs wide apart, baring her smooth, wet pussy fully to his gaze.

Her hand hovered uncertainly at first. Then, with a whimper, she pressed her fingers to her folds.

“Good girl,” Harrington said softly, his smirk deepening. “Now rub that pretty little clit. Let me see how you play with yourself when you think you’re alone.”

Her fingers circled, sliding easily through her wetness. Her head fell back, a moan escaping her lips. She’d done this every night since he’d spanked her, but never like this, never kneeling, never on display.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low, steady. “Faster. Show me how desperate you are for it.”

Chloe’s hips rolled against her hand, her breath coming faster. She pinched her clit between two fingers, gasping, her pussy dripping down her thighs.

His eyes never left her. “Now those tits. I want to see you use them too.”

Whimpering, Chloe slid her free hand up to her breasts, squeezing the full flesh, tugging her nipples until they stung. She twisted them hard, just as she had alone in bed, her moans filling the tiny flat.

Harrington chuckled, watching her squirm. “Look at you. A naked little tart, kneeling in front of me, touching herself like a cheap whore. This is what you’ve been doing every night, isn’t it? Thinking of me while you finger that slutty pussy.”

Chloe’s face burned, but her body betrayed her, shuddering as she nodded. “Y-yes, Mr. Harrington…”

Her hand moved faster, rubbing her clit furiously now, her breasts bouncing as she pulled at her nipples. The pressure coiled tighter, higher, unbearable.

“Cum for me,” Harrington ordered, his voice firm, commanding. “Cum, Chloe. Let me watch you.”

The words broke her. With a cry, Chloe’s body convulsed, her pussy clenching around nothing, her thighs trembling. She came hard, shuddering in front of him, her juices slicking her hand, her breasts heaving, her nipples red from her own rough fingers.

When the waves finally ebbed, she collapsed forward, breathless, her forehead resting against his knee, her whole body trembling with shame and relief.

Harrington laid a heavy hand on the back of her head, stroking once. “Good girl,” he said simply.

And Chloe knew she’d do it again, as many times as he asked.


Chapter Eighteen – Beg For It

Chloe was still kneeling, her breath ragged, her thighs slick from the orgasm he’d just made her perform for him. She thought maybe he’d dismiss her now, let her crawl into bed, humiliated but satisfied.

But his next question cut through her haze like a knife.

“When was the last time you got fucked?” Harrington asked, his voice calm, deliberate. “Don’t lie. I’ll know.”

Chloe’s lips parted, panic flashing across her face. She stared at the floor, voice barely audible.

“About… seven months ago. Back at uni. I was fucking one of my professors. We… we had one last time before I left.”

Harrington snorted, his tone sharp. “You’re lying. I told you not to lie. Your ass isn’t sore enough?”

Her head snapped up, shocked. How does he know? Her stomach twisted as the shame surged hot. She lowered her eyes again.

“It… it was just over six weeks ago,” she whispered. “Drinks after work. I got drunk. Went back with one of the guys. Same age as me. It was… crap. He didn’t even make me cum. Just stupid, drunken sex with someone I didn’t even fancy.”

The silence stretched, heavy.

“So, you’re a slut then,” Harrington said finally. His tone wasn’t raised, just cool, certain.

Chloe’s face burned. Mortified, she could only nod faintly, eyes locked on the floor.

Then his voice hardened. “Your choice. You can suck me again… or I can fuck your slutty shaved little pussy.”

Her heart leapt into her throat. She gasped, her body instantly betraying her, her pussy clenching at the words. He wants to fuck me.

Oh god yes.

She’d dreamed of it since the first night. Every fantasy, every orgasm since had been about this moment, him pushing inside her, taking her, using her. But to admit it? To say it out loud? Her shame was unbearable.

Still, her lips moved. “I… I want you to fuck me.”

Harrington leaned forward, his eyes glinting dark. “Not good enough. You’ll have to ask really nicely.”

Her stomach flipped. How humiliating. But the need clawed at her, worse than any humiliation. She raised her eyes to his, her voice trembling but clear.

“Please, Mr. Harrington… please, I want you to fuck me. Here on my sofa bed. Fuck me hard with your big cock.”

His smirk widened slowly, satisfaction etched into every line of his face.

“That’s more like it.”


Chapter Nineteen – Taken

“On your back,” Harrington ordered, jerking his chin toward the sofa bed.

Chloe scrambled up, her heart hammering, her body quaking with both fear and desperate anticipation. She lay down, legs spread wide, breasts rising and falling, her shaved pussy glistening in the dim light.

Harrington unbuckled his belt slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. The sound of the leather sliding free made her shiver. He shoved his jeans down, his cock springing thick and hard, heavier than she’d even imagined.

Her lips parted in shock. Oh god.

He moved over her, one knee pressing the cushions down, one hand gripping her thigh as he lined himself up. His other hand caught her jaw, forcing her to look at him.

“You begged for this, Chloe,” he growled. “Now take it like the slut you are.”

Then he thrust inside her.

She cried out, her body arching, her pussy stretched wide around his cock. It was so much, harder, thicker, deeper than the pathetic boy she’d drunkenly fucked six weeks ago. Harrington filled her completely, bottoming out with a rough grind of his hips.

“Fuck, so tight,” he snarled, holding her down.

He pulled back, then slammed into her again. Hard. The sofa bed creaked beneath them. Again, harder, the back of the frame banged against the wall with a dull thud.

Chloe’s eyes flew wide. Her stomach dropped. Mr. Wilkes.

He’d seen her earlier in her slutty little outfit, watched her climb the stairs with Harrington right behind. And now… now he’d hear it. The rhythmic banging of her sofa bed against the wall, her helpless cries, the sound of Harrington’s cock pounding her wet pussy.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, face burning with humiliation as Harrington pistoned into her, rough and relentless.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Harrington snarled, sweat glistening on his forehead. “Let the whole building hear what a little slut you are. Let that old man downstairs know exactly what’s happening to his pretty neighbour.”

Chloe moaned, her shame mixing with white-hot arousal. Every thrust drove the humiliation deeper, and the pleasure higher.

Her breasts bounced wildly under his thrusts, her thighs quivered as he fucked her hard, the headboard slamming against the wall in time with her gasps. Harrington’s dirty words filled her ears, every one making her wetter.

“You love it, don’t you? My big cock stretching your shaved little pussy. Begging me to fuck you like this. Begging to be used.”

“Yes!” she cried, nails digging into his shoulders. “Yes, Mr. Harrington….please don’t stop!”

The banging grew louder, faster, her orgasm building with every punishing thrust. Her humiliation burned, knowing Mr. Wilkes must be listening, but she couldn’t stop, couldn’t hold back. Her pussy clenched tighter, her whole body tensing.

“Cum for me, slut,” Harrington growled, pounding her so hard the sofa rattled under them. “Cum loud so the old bastard downstairs knows exactly what I’m doing to you.”

Her cry split the air as her orgasm hit, her back arching off the cushions, her pussy clenching violently around him. She came hard, her body shuddering, juices coating his cock as he drove through her climax without mercy.

And above the sound of her cries, the dull bang, bang, bang of the sofa bed against the wall told her one thing for certain: Mr. Wilkes knew.

Harrington’s thrusts grew faster, harder, the sofa bed slamming relentlessly against the wall. Chloe clung to him, nails raking his shoulders, her cries echoing through the tiny flat.

Her orgasm still rippled through her, but he didn’t slow. If anything, he fucked her harder, driving her body into the cushions, pounding her bald pussy raw.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned against her ear. “This slutty little hole was made for me.”

Chloe’s pussy clenched, squeezing him greedily. She gasped, humiliation flooding her as the thought struck her, Mr. Wilkes can hear everything. Every slap of flesh, every squeal, every filthy word. And still, her body begged for more.

“Yes!” she cried, arching under him. “Yes, Mr. Harrington, fuck me! Please, don’t stop!”

His grip on her thighs tightened, his pace turning brutal, desperate. His jaw clenched, sweat dripping down his temple as he hammered into her.

“You want my cum, don’t you?” he growled, slamming her down onto his cock.

Chloe’s eyes widened, her breath hitching. “Oh god….”

“Say it.” His voice was gravel, rough and commanding. “Beg for it. Beg me to fill your slutty bald pussy with my cum.”

Her cheeks flamed, humiliation and lust tangling in her belly. But she couldn’t stop herself. She gasped the words, broken and desperate:

“Please, Mr. Harrington… please cum inside me. Fill me up, I want you CUM!”

His roar shook her. His hips drove deep, burying himself to the hilt. Then the hot rush came, thick, pulsing spurts flooding her, filling her pussy until it overflowed, spilling down her thighs.

Chloe cried out, her own body convulsing again, a second orgasm tearing through her as she felt him flood her, as if every jet branded her from the inside.

Harrington ground himself deep, holding her down, making sure not a drop escaped until he was finished. His cock twitched inside her, his chest heaving, his growl vibrating against her ear.

“Mine,” he muttered, voice low and certain. “This pussy is mine now.”

The words broke her completely. Her head fell back, tears pricking her eyes, her pussy throbbing as she lay pinned beneath him, stuffed full of his cum.

And all she could think was that Mr. Wilkes below had heard it all, the banging, her begging, her climax, the moment Harrington claimed her for himself.


Book Two Teaser – The Neighbour

Chloe thought she had settled into her new life. Her flat spotless, her body always smooth and ready, her silly little maid outfit waiting each week for Mr. Harrington’s knock. She knew what she was now; his slut, his maid, his toy.

But Harrington had other ideas.

One evening, as she knelt at his feet, he stroked her hair thoughtfully and said, “You know, Chloe… old Mr. Wilkes downstairs could use a bit of help keeping his place tidy. Might even help you pay off your rent arrears.”

Her stomach lurched. “M-Mr. Wilkes?”

Harrington chuckled darkly. “Don’t play shy. He’s already had an eyeful of you, tart. Those shorts you wore the other week, you must’ve seen the way he stared. And when you squealed as you came hard, while I fucked you on the sofa bed? Believe me, he heard every sound.”

Her cheeks burned hot with shame.

Harrington leaned closer, his voice a purr of authority. “So, here’s how it’ll be. You’ll put on your little maid outfit, trot downstairs, and clean for him too. And if he doesn’t think you’ve done a good enough job…” He smirked, squeezing her ass hard. “…then he’ll spank you, same as I do.”

Chloe’s breath caught, her pussy pulsing with fear and arousal. She wanted to protest, but deep down she knew the truth. Harrington owned her now. And if he said she was to serve the neighbour too… then she would.

Her life as his slut was only just beginning.
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