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Stacy looked at the large, gaping hole in the drywall of her living room. 

It was one of several. She knew that she shouldn’t have hung those heavy prints, but they’d just gone so nicely with the furniture!

She had tried to take the first off the wall and it just fell, tearing out that big chunk as it went. When it hit the floor, the other two apparently decided to join it and fell as well.

“Why did it have to happen today of all days?” Stacy muttered, rubbing at her eyes with thumb and knuckle until little bursts of color appeared.

It was Murphy’s Law, was all. Those pictures had hung there for the last few months. But today was the day she’d scheduled with her landlord, Ashton, for him to come in and take a look around the place so that when she moved out she could get her security deposit back.

But judging by the damage to the walls and the floor, her security deposit wasn’t even going to cover all the work needed.

And it wasn’t like she could just bail out, either. Ashton knew where she worked.

Not only that, but he and her boss were friends. She needed that money to help pay tuition for next semester. She was screwed without that job.

“What the fuck am I supposed to do?” she said.

She went over to her purse, which sat on the couch, and rummaged through it until she found the cool rectangle of her phone.

But when she pulled it out she didn’t know who to call. 

Her parents wouldn’t lend her any money to fix it. Her friends were just as broke as she was.

Then she didn’t have any longer to think about it.

Someone knocked on the door. Instantly, her heart pattered hard against her ribs. 

She spun towards the door, her short skirt whirling around her thighs. There wasn’t anything she could do to stop him from coming in.

He knocked again. “Stacy?” The door muffled his voice.

Her throat locked up. She stood there, watching the door, hoping that he might just decide to go away and come back some other time.

“Fuck!” Stacy whispered, clutching nervously at her skirt. Ashton slid his key into the lock and the deadbolt shot back with a sharp clack.

He pushed the door open and saw her standing there. The next moment, he also saw the holes in the wall.

“What the hell happened here?” Ashton stormed into the apartment, fists balling at his sides.

He pushed past her and got a better look at the walls and the deep gouges in the floor. “Holy shit! Stacy, what the hell is this?”

She backed against the wall, cold pulses of fear assaulting her stomach. “I don’t know! It just sort of happened!”

“Right,” he said, rounding on her, “It just fucking happened. There’s no way your damage deposit is going to cover all this!”

“I… I don’t know…” Stacy squeezed her eyes shut and turned her head, “I used all my money for first and last at my new place!”

He stomped up to her, so close she felt the angry heat radiating from his body. “You mean the new place where I told the landlord you were a good tenant? That place?”

She couldn’t speak, so she nodded.

“I should give him a call and tell him I’ve changed my mind.”

“No! Please don’t!” Stacy threw herself at him, her palms landing flat against his chest. 

Then he grabbed her by the shoulders and held her back against the wall. His fingers dug into her flesh. “What the fuck am I supposed to do, Stacy? This is some serious work!”

She didn’t know what it was. The excitement of it, the terror. That feeling that he was so big and strong and had her locked hard against the wall.

Whatever it was, her body responded. Her pussy quivered, and her breath caught when she felt the wetness.

Heat flooded into her cheeks, and she glanced up at him and then back away.

“What am I supposed to do with you?” Ashton said, his voice rumbling. He let her go and backed away.

“Just please don’t call my boss or my new place. I really can’t afford it! What can I do to make this up to you?” Stacy clutched her hands together between her pert breasts.

She hadn’t noticed her nipples perk up. Ashton did.

“What are you willing to do?” Ashton’s eyes moved slowly down her body, then back up.

Heat climbed up from Stacy’s chest, flushing her slender neck with rouge. “What do you want me to do?”

His cock hardened, bulging against his slacks. She saw him looking at her legs. Then he went over and grabbed her phone from where she’d dropped it on the couch.

"No..." she said, realizing what he wanted. What she had to do. In spite of her answer, she felt her pussy throb again. Warmth as her slit got slick. She couldn't, she thought. Wouldn't. 

"Maybe I'll just call your boss now. Maybe you won't even get fired..." Ashton said, looking down at her phone with a smirk.

"No!" Stacy said, jumping up.

"Okay, then. Take off your clothes. I've always thought you had a sexy little body. Nice and petite."

After pausing, Stacy started taking off her clothes. She stepped out of her shoes. Her skirt fell down around her ankles when she unzipped it. Her blouse joined it on the floor. Soon, she stood in nothing but her socks, bra, and panties. Ashton's cock throbbed against his pants. 

She couldn’t remember a time she’d been so sopping wet, so turned on. Her whole body buzzed with desire.

He nodded at her, pointing at her remaining clothing. Swallowing again, Stacy reached behind herself and unhooked her bra. It fell down when she straightened her arms. Her nipples hardened as if to spite her as Ashton looked at them.

"Turn around," Ashton said.

She did. Then she pulled off her socks. Finally, only her panties remained. Trembling, she bent over as she stripped them off. Ashton unbuttoned his slacks and pulled his cock out. He started stroking it as he looked at her round, firm ass.

Again, as if to spite her, Stacy's body responded to seeing his long, rock hard shaft. Some of her wetness leaked out of her, glistening between the bare lips of her slit.

"Now get down on your knees and soak my cock with your spit," Ashton said.

Turning, Stacy went down on her knees in front of him. Her body shook every few moments as she watched his cock throb a few inches from her face. It was so big. She bit her bottom lip, then let it slowly slide out between her teeth.

She couldn't believe the urge she felt to swallow up as much of him as she could. Her pussy tingled with the thought.

So she leaned forward. Ashton groaned as her lips parted around the head of his shaft, stretching out with his girth. 

Her eyes widened. She could feel his pulse in his cock. It throbbed with each heartbeat, seeming to get harder the farther down she forced her mouth. And it was so hot against her tongue. One of her hands started to stray down between her thighs, about to satisfy her craving to touch herself and find out just how wet she'd gotten.

Then a light flashed just as she got more than half of him into her. She looked up.

He'd taken a picture! With her own phone.

"No better proof than a picture of a hard cock jammed down your throat, is there? Now suck, unless you want me to forward this to your boss," Ashton said.

Her jaw strained around him. He was so big. She could feel the tears starting in the corners of her eyes. And the desire to touch her wet pussy was overwhelming. She had to clench her hands into fists and concentrate on sucking on her landlord's stiff shaft. She sucked the precum out of him as fast as she could, swallowing it. 

Her pussy throbbed, she wanted so badly to tease her engorged clit.

Her mouth moved up and down his length. She worked up more spit with each stroke. Clear strings of her saliva hung from the bottom of his member, dripping down his cock toward his balls.

"Yes, that's good. Your mouth is so hot and wet..." Ashton said, groaning.

Her heart fluttered at his praise, and she stamped down on the feelings of gratitude and arousal viciously.

This isn’t right, she thought. 

It wasn’t right, but that didn’t mean that she didn’t like it. Didn’t mean that she wanted it to stop.

When he pulled himself out of her mouth, she had coated his entire cock in a glistening layer of her saliva. She wiped at her chin, getting rid of the strings of it that hung between her mouth and his shaft. She gulped down air as her skin prickled with gooseflesh.

He held out his free hand. Stacy looked at it like it was the head of a venomous snake. He waggled his fingers at her impatiently. Finally, she reached up and took it.

"Up you go, onto the couch," Ashton said, helping her to her feet.

She started sitting down on the couch, but he stopped her. Instead, he made her get down on her knees on it, holding the back rest for support. Her heart started hammering in her chest. Her young, smooth flesh glistened with sweat. Her pussy trembled. He's going to fuck me now, she thought.

"Wait!" she said, looking back at him "I'm not on anything. What if you get me pregnant?"

He frowned as he looked down at her sopping pussy, so inviting. For a moment, she wanted him to just thrust it in. Her mouth went dry at the thought of his hard cock spurting its load of hot, thick cum inside her tight little unprotected cunt.

Then he smiled.

"Don't you worry, Stacy. I have the answer. It's a good thing you got my cock so wet with your mouth."

"What do you mean?"

Ashton didn't answer. Instead, he just brought one hand up to his mouth. His jaw muscles flexed as he worked up a lot of spit. He let it all drip down onto his open palm.

"What are you doing?" Stacy asked.

She jumped up as Ashton spread her ass cheeks apart with one hand while he used the other to massage his saliva into her tender, puckered asshole.

"Oh!" Stacy said. His spit felt warm. His fingertips rubbed at her rosebud, slathering it with wetness.

"No! You can't! Wait!" Stacy said. Her fingers dug into the couch cushion. 

She said those things, but she found herself wanting him. She wanted the feeling of her tight asshole stretching out around his girth. She wanted to know what it would feel like to have every inch of him throbbing inside of her.

Holding her cheeks apart with one hand, he grabbed the base of his shaft with the other. Stacy threw her head back, moaning as she felt her asshole stretching around the large, firm head of her landlord's cock.

The pain of it was sharp enough to take her breath away. But her pussy had never felt wetter. It throbbed as he eased the head all the way in.

"It's too big!" Stacy said. She wanted more of it. She wanted all of it.

One of her hands slipped between her legs. She sank two fingers into herself and started curling them against the front wall of her cunt.

"You like it," was all Ashton said.

He seemed to like it, too. He'd gritted his teeth. Her asshole felt so tight around him that he had hold onto the base of his shaft to keep himself from slipping out. Groaning, he shoved forward. The skin on his cock wrinkled as her tightness pushed back against it.

Stacy sank her fingers deeper into her wet pussy. Her hungry walls closed around them, clenching up.

Ashton worked up more spit, then rubbed it onto his shaft. They both groaned as he went deeper and deeper into her. She could feel every ridge and bulge on his shaft as her asshole wrapped around him.

"God!" Stacy yelled as she felt his balls slap against her pussy. 

He'd buried himself all the way into her tightest little hole. Her mouth fell open and her eyes squeezed shut as he flexed himself inside her. Her fingers curled madly, finding that most sensitive spot in her pussy. The one that sent lances of electricity and pleasure directly to her mind.

Slowly, so he could watch her tightness trying to hold onto him, Ashton pulled back. Stacy gritted her teeth at the friction.

"Fuck me hard, Mr Ashton," she said through her teeth, looking up into his contorted face.

Ashton grabbed her by the hips and did that just. Her asshole got used to his girth after a few thrusts, leaving most of the pain behind. What remained only seemed to make her want his cock even more. He drove it into her again and again. His balls slapped against her pussy each time he buried himself all the way into her.

"Tell me you like it up the ass," Ashton said.

"I do," Stacy replied.

Ashton stopped for a moment, his cock halfway out of her. Stacy turned to see what was up. She looked in time for the flash on her phone to go off. She gasped. He'd just taken a picture of her tight little asshole stretched out around his thick cock.

"More proof," he said. He silenced her reply by thrusting back into her.

Her fingers started working around in her pussy again as he continued. 

"Ashton!" Stacy screamed as her pussy clenched up around her fingers. Her body shook as every muscle went rigid. Her asshole tightened up around his driving shaft as pleasure and ecstasy exploded inside her.

"So tight!" Ashton said, burying his cock balls-deep inside her. She felt his shaft jump. Then warmth. Her own climax reached new heights as she felt his cock spurt more and more of his steamy load right into her ass.

They both finished at the same time. Stacy leaned her head against the couch cushion as her muscles relaxed and an incredible relief suffused every fiber of her body.

Her tight asshole pushed Ashton's softening cock out of her, locking his hot seed deep in her body.

She caught her breath as her body shuddered. She could hear the little clicks as Ashton typed something on her phone. Then the whooshing sound that meant he'd just sent an email. Her phone landed beside her on the couch.

"I just emailed myself those pictures, in case you thought you could just delete them," Ashton said, zipping up his slacks and buttoning them.

"So... You're not going to tell anyone?" Stacy said. Her ass started going numb.

Ashton picked her pile of clothes up off the floor and set them down on top of her phone.

"I won't tell anyone unless you do. In which case you can expect copies of those pictures to be available freely all over."

Stacy wiped at her face, getting rid of the streaks of makeup. She put her clothes back on, her body trembling.

“And all… this is taken care of?” Stacy indicated the damage to the apartment with one upturned hand.

“Yep. You’re still not getting your damage deposit back, though.”
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