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The rent is due!


“Wait, what day is it?” I said to myself as I walked towards the coffee maker.

The entire country was on lockdown and my employment as a waitress was not considered an essential job. After I got the coffee maker ready, I looked at the date on my phone and instantly my heart sank.

“The first!” I blurted out even though I lived alone. “How the hell am I going to make this month’s rent?”

When I was a waitress, I used to think that I was really smart. I received a ton of tips and they were almost always in cash. I never reported my official earnings to the government, thus I never had a very large tax bill. It was a beautiful system I had until I got laid off and had no other option but to collect unemployment. Unfortunately for me, I only received a fraction of the income that the government knew about, and it was barely enough for me to eat, let alone pay the rent on my comfy suburban apartment.

Even when I was working, I had a terrible habit of being late on the rent. It wasn’t because I was broke, it was just that I would forget to deposit cash into the bank so that I could write my landlord a check. Veronica, the owner of my apartment, was getting fed up with me always being late and had threatened to begin the eviction process if I did it again.

“Okay,” I said as I filled my coffee mug up. I left an inch at the top so that I could add my favorite peppermint creamer and a dash of cane sugar. “What do I do? Let’s be logical.”

The first thing I did was check my bank balance on my phone. I already knew there wasn’t enough, but I had to know if I was even close to being able to pay it.

“Eighty-four dollars! Fuck!” My rent was $800 a month, and I never even came close to earning that much in a single day, let alone while everyone was staying at home and not working.

It felt like the world was caving in on me. I didn’t know what to do. The eviction process wasn’t something that would just happen overnight, however, having that on my rental history would make it extraordinarily hard to rent the sort of places I preferred living in.

“Maybe I can sell my stuff,” I thought, “are the pawn shops open-” My train of thought was cut off by the sound of my buzzer. “Fuck! Really!”

I knew it was her. I knew it was her without even asking who it was on the intercom. Ever since I had become a habitual late payer, Veronica always stopped by my apartment to see what the deal was.

“Give me a minute please.” I said over the intercom. I buzzed her inside the apartment building. I always wondered why she buzzed instead of using her key and knocking.

I had to put on a pair of sweatpants and a tank top. The thing with Veronica was she always looked at me in a weird way. I wasn’t exactly sure why, but my leading theory was that she was a lesbian.

“Hmm,” I thought as I looked at myself in the mirror. “Maybe I can try turning on the charm. It works for men in the restaurant, why wouldn’t it work on a lesbian?”

I took off the pants I initially chose and opted for a much tighter pair that showed off my ass. I put on an old tank top when I was a size smaller, and my breasts looked like they were going to burst out of my shirt. It was my only shot, a hail Mary, my one shot to stay in Veronica’s good graces.

“Hi!” I said as I opened the door. She was standing right outside with a clipboard in her hand. She was writing something down, and she waited until she was finished before addressing me.

“Gwen. Hello.” She said seriously. Her demeanor was pure business, and she dressed the part. “May I come in?”

“Sure!” I stepped to the side and held out my hand as if to welcome her. “Please excuse the mess, I just woke up.”

“How are things?” She asked, “did you manage to get another job?”

“Do you want some coffee?” I was desperate to change the subject even though her facial expression told me that it was going to be ineffective.

“Sure,” she said much to my surprise. “Black.”

I had to hold back my laughter. Of course such a serious, business minded professional would drink the most bitter and boring coffee. I never understood it. There were so many wonderful flavors and sweet sugary goodness to be had.

I poured her cup and she took a seat at the kitchen table. She nodded her head and smiled at me as I placed the mug in front of her. I stopped myself from taking the seat opposite her as the table would hide my figure wrapped in tight clothing.

“Oops!” I said as I intentionally knocked a stack of mail off the table. I turned my back to her and bent over to pick it up.

“Mmm,” she said softly. I turned back and I saw her eyes studying my butt. “This coffee is fantastic.” She said with a sly wink.

“I’m in!” I thought to myself. “So, what brings you by?”

“The rent,” she said quickly. The mood shifted away from checking out my butt and back to business. “Do you have my check?”

“Listen, umm, about that. I, uhh,” I sat down and put my hands over my face. I sobbed, and though it was mostly an act, there was a hint of truth behind the facade.

“Again,” she said, “really? Do you think I’m going to just let you live on my property for free?” Through the cracks of my fingers I could see her angry eyes.

“What if,” I looked up at her after wiping my eyes, “there was another way to pay you?” I began to shake. I felt like I was gambling my bus money home on a scratch off lottery ticket.

“Interesting,” she said after taking a sip from her mug. She slammed it down on the table and stood up. “And what exactly does that mean.”

“Well, uhh,” I began to shake as she walked behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Y-you know. An-anything you want!” I blurted out. It was obvious that she was interested, but it was one thing to say that I was up for anything, and another thing to actually do it.

“You’re very beautiful,” she said as she lowered her head over my shoulder.

I could smell her perfume and the warmth of her cheek against mine made me breath heavy. The idea of having sex with a woman had never really been seriously entertained by me. I figured, at the time, that she was as good as any. Though a bit older than I, Veronica was objectively attractive. Her wavy blonde hair and cherry lipstick looked good on her.

“You want me to fuck you?” She asked.

“Fuck me?” I thought to myself, “how can she fuck me? Maybe a dildo?” I took a deep breath and answered the only way that I knew how. “Does it mean I’m okay on this month’s rent?”

“Hmm,” Veronica smacked her lips, “it depends, really. Are you going to say yes to my question?”

“Yes,” I said. There was no turning back. I was going to have my first lesbian experience, and it was with my landlord, Veronica. “I want you to fuck me!” I turned towards her and stared deeply into her eyes. “I’ll do anything for you.”

“Excellent,” she said with a smirk. “Show me your bedroom.”

“Okay,” I said as I stood up.

“Hold on,” she said, “I can’t allow a delinquent tenant to speak to me in such a manner. How about, ‘yes, Mistress Veronica.’ I think that’s more appropriate given the situation.”

“Y-yes, Mis-mistress Veronica.” I felt chills down my spine. The only time I heard people talking like that was when a friend showed me a femdom porn video. “Is she a dominatrix?” I thought to myself as I led us to my humble bedroom.
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Whoa! What?


“Couldn’t you keep the place a bit more clean?” Veronica walked by and stood in the center of my bedroom with her back to me.

“Oh, umm, sorry?” If she wasn’t my landlord I would have told her off. It wasn’t that bad, and her “precious investment” wasn’t at any risk.

I could see her unbuttoning her blouse. Not sure of what to do, I closed the door behind me and waited patiently for instruction. She seemed to be the one that was going to take charge, and besides, I had no idea how to have sex with a woman.

“She’ll want me to lick it,” I thought to myself. “That’s the only thing that makes sense.” I didn’t own any dildos or strap-ons, and she didn’t even have a purse with her. There was no way she was going to request anything else out of me.

“I think you’ll be quite surprised,” she said as if she were able to read my thoughts.

I heard the sound of her pants unzipping followed by the sound of them falling to the floor. She wore black panties that were tight enough to form a slight wedgie. I took a deep breath as she pulled them down, exposing her bare ass to me. I could tell right away that she took care of herself and was someone that went into tanning salons.

“Why don’t I hear clothes coming off?” She asked as she put her hands on her hips.

“Oh, sorry.” I began fumbling with my shirt. “Mistress Veronica!” I quickly added much to her delight.

“On your knees. Crawl to me.” She ran her fingers through her long blonde hair as she kept her back to me.

I swallowed my pride and obeyed her command, dropping to all fours, only wearing my bra and panties as I crawled to the feet of my landlord. With every foot I crawled my anxiety increased. At any point I could get up and leave, and deal with the fact that I couldn’t make the rent, but I wanted to settle it this way. As nervous as I was, I couldn’t help but feel aroused by someone taking such a dominant position in the bedroom.

“Kiss. My. Ass.” She said while laughing. “And don’t stop, not until I tell you to.”

For a brief second, I debated whether or not to reply to her, but it seemed safer to simply do as I was told. Never in my life had my lips gone anywhere near a person’s ass. In fact, I was usually the one that got their butt kissed.

“Oh my,” she said as she slowly swayed back and forth. Her butt was rubbing against my face, and she knew that it was a humiliating thing to do. “I never thought that I’d have one of my tenants kissing my butt!”

I felt so low as I kissed my landlord’s ass from my position on the floor, yet I couldn’t deny my attraction for her. There was something about being humiliated that was turning me on, but I couldn’t quite figure out if it was because she was a woman or if it was because she had a higher status as my landlord.

“I have a confession to make,” she said as she reached around and pushed my face away from her perky ass. “I’m not what you think I am.”

I went silent. She was talking in such an obscure way that it would be impossible to guess what she was talking about. I heard her sigh deeply followed by a menacing laugh.

“I’m a futa,” she said as she turned around.

“Whoa!” I said as my jaw dropped, “what?”

Veronica had turned around to face me. Between her legs was not the pussy I imagined, but a massive cock. I had never seen such a dick that large before, and it only looked like it was half erect.

“Is that a-” Veronica cut me off.

“Yes it is,” she said, “now kiss it, Worship it.” She bit down on her lip and took a step towards me. I could feel the warmth of her crotch on my face.

“Yes, Mistress Veronica.” My chest was pounding. I realized the type of sex we were going to have and my pussy began to gush with excitement.

“I promise you that my futa-cock is going to rock your world,” she spoke with nothing but pure confidence, and I believed her one-hundred percent.

The tip of her cock slid past my lips and rested on my tongue. I applied every blow job trick in the book that I had learned over the years. Initially, I found it easy to take her size in my mouth, but that quickly changed when it suddenly ballooned in size.

“Big, huh?” She said as she looked down at me. “Do the best you can.”

It was impossible for me to answer her question, so instead I opened my mouth wider as I pushed towards the base of her futa-cock. She gasped as she looked straight into my eyes. I sensed that I was doing a good job when she smiled at me.

There was a moment when I began to wonder how it was even possible for Veronica to have a cock. Right as the thought crept into my mind, she began to thrust in and out of my mouth. She held my face still as she used my mouth like a fuck hole. Over time, I began to adjust to her size and it almost felt like I had been sucking her futa-cock for weeks.

“On your feet!” She demanded as she grabbed my hair and pulled me up. Her cock was dripping with my saliva as it poked my belly. “You need to be punished,” she said as she reached around and undid my bra. I put my arms at my side and let it fall to the floor. “Panties. Off. Now.”

“How is she going to punish me?” I thought as I stepped out of my underwear. Her eyes were fixed on my tits as they began to harden. It was almost like she was touching me with her eyes.

Veronica sat down on my bed and put her hand out. Saying nothing, I grabbed her hand and let out a surprised squeak as she pulled me over her lap without warning. My body began to shake as I felt her nails gently scratching my back and slowly heading towards my ass. She stopped once her hand was on my ass and I shivered with anticipation.

“Why didn’t you pay your rent?” She asked.

“Uhh, umm, because I don’t have any money?” She smacked my ass hard once I finished answering. “Oh, uhh, because I lost my job!” I tried again, but was once again met with her hard spank. “Mistress Veronica?” I added in the hopes of that being the solution.

“You’re irresponsible,” she said as her hand came down on my ass. “You’ve always been. It’s about time you’ve received some discipline!” She was relentless as she spanked me, and with every cry of pain, I began to crave her futa-cock more and more.

Some of the guys in my past tried to spank me over the years, but I never allowed it. For some strange reason it felt more natural to be bent over Veronica’s knee. She deserved my respect and submission. Though she was a woman, she represented the true meaning of the word “alpha.”

“Are you going to pay your rent on time next month?” She asked with her hand raised high above her head.

“Yes, Mistress Veronica!” I cried out. I shut my eyes when I realized that I was going to take a smack to the ass regardless of my answer. “Fuck!” I shouted, “I need your cock!”

“As you wish,” she said calmly. “I intend to get my money’s worth!”
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Never the same


“Iknow you’ve already agreed to this,” she said as she stood by the side of the bed, “but I have a feeling that you’ll regret this.”

“Huh? Why?” To me it was a win-win. I’d get forgiveness on my rent payment and pummeled by the biggest cock I had ever seen.

“Men won’t ever do it for you,” she said with arrogance. “Once you feel my futa-cock inside of you, you’ll only want more.”

“Try me,” I said in a seductive tone. My challenge made her eyes twinkle before she grabbed me and threw me down on all fours.

Veronica wasted zero time shutting me up. In an instant, she had hooked her arms around my thighs and slammed herself inside of me. My body went into shock as I absorbed the pleasure from her diamond-hard futa-cock. The idea of something so hard filling my inner walls seemed impossible, but I couldn’t argue with the reality I was living.

My pussy took on a life of its own, aggressively clamping down and fighting against her massive size, but she continued to push deeper. She broke through my attempts at clenching it and proceeded to fuck me hard and fast.

“You’re very tight,” she said as she switched from hard and fast to slow and long, “but not for much longer!” She laughed as if to taunt me, but I knew she wasn’t bluffing.

“Holy fuck!” I yelled out, unable to control the volume of my voice. “It feels so good!”

She had only been inside of me for a couple of minutes and I could already tell that I was going to cum. The feeling of her humongous futa-cock brought feelings of both pain and pleasure. It was a cocktail of sensation that I never knew existed, and I was instantly hooked. “I want your cum inside of me!”

I always made my previous partners either wear a condom or pull out when we had sex, but Veronica’s cock was too good to disrespect like that. She deserved to shoot her hot cum inside of me, in fact, I was ready to beg for it if she refused.

Veronica’s futa-cock began to rumble inside of me. It felt like it had transformed into a vibrator. I scrunched my feet and grabbed the bedsheets roughly as I begged for her semen.

“You fuckin’ love my cock!” She growled as she grabbed my ankles and pulled up.

“Yes! Yes! YES!” I said into the bedsheets. She was holding me like a wheelbarrow and fucking me like a toy.

Veronica stopped fucking me, and without warning, she pulled her long cock out of me. My mouth opened wide at the sudden emptiness I felt inside.

“If you want my cum so bad, you’re going to have to earn it.” She grabbed my left shoulder and began to turn me on my back.

“I’ll do whatever it takes,” I said truthfully. I didn’t matter what she wanted to do with me; I’d do anything.

“Good,” she began crawling up my body, her futa-cock smeared my face with my cum, “then lick my asshole!”

Veronica planted her feet above my head and angled her ass towards my face. She maintained direct eye contact with me as she shoved her spread-open ass in my face. Her asshole had the slightest bit of sweat covering the exterior. My tongue made quick work of it, effectively cleaning her. She laughed as she looked down at me. Veronica knew that I was pathetic and desperate, not only to pay my rent, but to have her cum inside of me.

“Oh, come on!” She said, “don’t be shy now. I want you to really get in there. Lick it like you mean it. Lick it like you NEED my cum!” Her smirk made me feel so weak, yet I obeyed her orders and began licking her asshole like a hungry fiend.

The fact that I started to get even hotter from the taste of her butt surprised me. Aside from when she had me kiss her ass, I never had my mouth anywhere near someone’s backside. She grunted and groaned as she slowly pulled on her futa-cock.

Veronica didn’t say anything as she lifted herself from my face. I watched silently as she stepped back and got down on her knees between my legs. She lifted my legs and continued to push until my toes were above my head.

“You’re such a good butt licker,” she said in a cocky tone as she stuffed my pussy with her futa-cock. “I think you’ve earned my cum!”

I was unable to speak as her cock filled me. When she was sitting on my face, my pussy had tried to repair itself only for her to stretch it once more. My legs and arms shook uncontrollably as she began smashing my hole with all of her power. The sound of her hips crashing into mine echoed in my bedroom. Luckily, my landlord was in on the noise so any complaint would be unheard.

“Shh,” she said calmly as her cock began to burst.

She put her hand over my mouth as she closed her eyes and pumped hot cum into my pussy. I let my body do what was natural as I began to tremble. I could feel her cock twitching inside of me like a bell ringing. My wetness mixed with her cum and became one as the two of us climaxed at the same time.

“You almost got evicted,” she joked as she leaned down to kiss me on the lips. I felt warm and fuzzy as she put her lips on mine.

I was thankful that she accepted my pussy as payment for the rent because it felt as if she were the one doing me a favor. The way her futa-cock made me feel was enough for me to immediately begin planning my excuse for being late on the following month’s rent.

“T-thank you, Mistress Veronica.” I said softly. She appeared less set on humiliating me and more interested in cuddling.

“You’re welcome,” she said as she slowly pulled her cock from my pussy. “Wh-what are you doing?” She asked.

When she pulled her cock out of me, I had planted my feet into the bed and pushed up. My hand covered my pussy in an effort to keep her cum inside of me. I wanted her semen to marinade in my pussy.

“I want it,” I said while licking my lips.

“You’re bad,” she said as she stood up, “very, very bad.” She walked towards her clothes as I kept my eyes on the ass that used me as a chair. “I take it you’re going to be late next month as well.” I was shocked, it felt like an open invitation.

“Y-yes, Mistress Veronica.” I said with hope as she put her clothes on.

“Good,” she said, “I look forward to it.”

“You were wrong,” I said with my finger on my lips. “You know that right?”

“Wrong about what?” She put her hands on her hips, her futa-cock no longer visible.

“I don’t regret it,” I smiled at her with a wink. She didn’t have to say anything back for me to know that the following month was going to be even more intense.

“Make sure you clean up this mess for next time,” she said as she walked towards the door, “I hate filth.”

“Yes, Mistress Veronica.” I said as I grabbed my breast, “but if it’s dirty will you punish me again?”

She turned back and paused. I could see the gears in her brain working as she thought of a clever retort. “How about this: I won’t punish you if this room is dirty next month.” She smirked at me, knowing that she won, and left.

“Touché,” I said as I let my body go limp, “touché.”
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