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Paying the Landlord 

 

Callie knew that she owed the rent.

She also knew that this wasn’t the first time she’d owed it. By her count, it was the fourth.

The first three times, she’d managed to get to money to her landlord, Gerry, within a week or so. He’d been pretty upset.

But she also knew that he wanted her. Being a good looking girl in this day and age came with its problems, but also its benefits.

And Callie had used those benefits as much as she could. A little flirty smile here. A touch on the arm there.

A little bit of that and Gerry backed off, telling her she could get the money to him within a week.

The second and third time she’d been behind, he’d come with an eviction notice in one hand.

But he’d backed off.  

It had been almost three weeks since her rent came due. Before long, she’d owe him not one month but two.

This was a great apartment, too. Close to campus for her classes. Close to the mall where she worked. She really couldn’t give it up.

But she also couldn’t pay.

So this time she kept a close eye on the walkway outside her unit. Gerry lived in the last one on the row, within easy view.

Because she knew this was going to take more than just a little flirting and light touching, she prepared.

Kept her lower lips nice and bare. Wore a nice thong. That sort of thing.

It won’t go any farther than a lap dance, she told herself. That would keep Gerry busy for a while, probably going back to his unit to jerk off.

He wasn’t a bad looking guy or anything. Handsome, even. The type of guy who was handy and kept himself in shape. He was just too old for her. Not quite her dad’s age, she thought. But close enough that he just wasn’t her type.

But what if he wants it to go farther? She wondered.

It won’t come to that.

Then the day came. She caught him walking towards her door, a piece of paper in one hand flapping with the swinging of his arm.

He looked pissed.

Callie’s breath caught in her throat. Her stomach tightened up and her heart throbbed against her ribs.

And she was wet. Something about using her body to pay her bills turned her on.

He knocked hard knuckles against her door. She opened it and stared up into his stormy face.

“Here,” he said, thrusting the paper out at her.

She opened her door wider and stepped aside, not looking at the eviction notice. “Don’t you want to come in?”

He shook his head, “Not really. Just take this. I’m doing fucking around, Callie.”

“I’ll take it,” she said,” If you come inside so we can talk about this.”

Then he saw what she was wearing. Saw the way it hugged at her hips. He swallowed hard. Then he nodded.

Callie let him in. She couldn’t believe how wet she was. How much this turned her on. 

But I won’t fuck him, she told herself.

“I don’t want to hear any of your bullshit anymore. I’ve got a waiting list of people who will pay their rent on time,” Gerry said. They stood in the small living room of the one-bed, one-bath apartment.

Cassie went up to him and put her hands on his chest. “Can’t we come up with some other… arrangement?”

He looked down at her. She saw the way his nostrils flared. The way he caught the scent of her young, clean body.

He swallowed hard again. “The only arrangement I’m interested in is getting your ass out of this unit.”

She smiled at him devilishly. “My ass? This ass right here?”

Then she turned around and rubbed her ass against the front of his jeans. He groaned and she felt his cock swell against her.

“No, Callie…” he said, managing to push her away. But she knew she had him.

“I know you want me,” she told him.

Then she turned around and gave him a shove. He sat down heavily on the couch, his shaft bulging against his jeans.

“Just let me take care of,” she said, crawling up onto his lap, “And then you can take care of our little problem…”

She rubbed the flushed mound of her pussy against his straining shaft and he groaned. Then she put her hands on his shoulders, wanting a better grip. 

It was so hot. She thought she might come, too. Gerry was a big guy, down there. Part of her wondered what it might feel like to stretch out around that girth…

“I love how hard you get for me, Gerry,” she said, looking him in the eye, “Don’t you want to come? I want you to come for me…”

Then snarled. Her pushed her off him, standing up.

She stood up, too, confused, “Gerry!”

Then he grabbed her by the throat with one hand. His fingers tightened until she could take a breath. She grabbed on his forearm, but couldn’t do anything.

And her pussy was absolutely sopping wet.

“You think a lap dance is going to cover what you owe? No, that’s not good enough. Not good enough by a long shot. I think you know what I want. And what you want, too. So what’s it going to be, sweetcheeks?”

“Y… yes…” she gasped out, her vision fading at the edges. He was so strong.

"That's better," he said, "Shh."

His fingers loosened so that she could breathe, but she didn't let go of his forearm.

His free hand caressed her. One finger ran along her jaw, then down her shoulder, pushing the strap of her dress off. Her breathing quickened as he pushed the dress down, letting her perky breasts spill out. Her nipples had already puckered. 

Gerry's breathing became ragged as he gently squeezed first one breast, then the other. He toyed with her nipples, pinching them lightly and then rubbing his thumb over them. It hurt and left her pussy sopping with need all at once.

Then he let go of her throat. She gasped as he took one of her nipples in his mouth. His tongue teased around the puckered fresh, and she cried out when he sucked on her. Her legs parted as he slid his hand between her thighs to find how wet and excited she'd become. He groaned.

That was it, she knew. She could resist him no longer. Her body was clay in his powerful hands, ready to be molded to whatever form he desired. He pushed his middle finger between the lips of her sex, and she soaked him with her need as he rubbed up and down her slit.

"Gerry," she said, grabbing the back of his head and pulling his face between her breasts. He licked the delicate flesh there, sending little electric shocks through her that she could feel in her fingers and toes. 

"Touch me," she said, "Take me."

She'd never wanted a man to fuck her so badly in her entire life. 

Her pussy yielded to his finger, letting it slip all the way to the knuckle. Her toes curled when he stroked her walls. And she cried out even louder when he put a second finger in.

"I knew you wanted it," he said, managing to pull his head from between her breasts before he suffocated.

Then he bit down on her nipple again, hard this time. She gasped at the pain, grabbing at his head, squeezing his black hair between her fingers, but unable to pull him away.

He started sucking on her at the same time as he stroked her on the inside. Her back arched up, her hips bucking as he excited her with an incredible mixture of pain and pleasure.

Finally, she managed to pull his lips off her. The nipple throbbed and, had there been enough light, she knew it would be red. 

"You like it rough," Gerry said, pulling her hands off him, "I know your type. You're so good looking that guys don't know how to handle you. So you end up handling them, when all you really want is for someone to come in, rip your panties down, and fuck you as hard as he wants..."

He put a third finger into her, and she groaned as her walls stretched out around the added girth. Weakness left her panting for breath, and it felt like the interior of the van had heated up to boiling. Her lips parted as he pushed his fingers deeper into her, guided by her slick, trembling walls.

"God, it's even warmer than I thought..." he said as he tried to undo the button on his jeans one-handed.

Callie lunged forward, grabbing his face again. His eyes widened for a moment before their teeth clashed together. His fingers jerked inside her at the sudden pain, and she moaned for him.

He tried to pull back, but she bit down on his bottom lip. His eyes squeezed shut in pain, and his fingers pushed harder and faster in and out of her sopping pussy.

She bit down until she tasted his blood. He made a shocked noise and pushed back away from her, moving so quickly that he nearly fell over. He knelt in front of her, a few feet away. In his hurry, he'd kicked back one corner of the sleeping blanket and the bare metal floor of the van reflected the moonlight.

After wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand, he looked at the blood. It looked black in the shadows.

Callie could still taste it, sharp and coppery. She ran her tongue around her lips and shivered as her pussy throbbed.

"You bitch!" Gerry said.

She screamed as he grabbed her ankles and yanked her towards him. He fell down on her, his manly weight pinning her to the couch. Roughly grabbing her hair, he yanked her head back. He sounded like an animal as he licked, sucked, and bit at her tender throat. Callie held onto his broad shoulders as her slick cunt bumped against the hard shape his cock made in the front of his jeans. 

When he finished with her throat, he did the same to her breasts. She screamed, digging her nails into his back as he nipped at the smooth, flat skin between her breasts.

By the time he leaned back, panting, she'd soaked the front of his jeans with her desire.

Gerry's lust glinted in his eyes as he looked down on his handiwork. Callie panted on the floor, her neck and chest covered in bite marks and hickies. Her body stung with need, and she still couldn't seem to get enough air into her lungs. 

Her legs lay splayed open on his lap, her bare pussy and her inner thighs glistening in the moonlight with the wetness of her need.

Gerry put the ball of his thumb on her clit and moved it in slow circles, sending shivering shocks through her every time her completed a revolution. He rubbed at his cock through his jeans with his other hand, devouring her with his eyes.

"I bet you're the kind of girl that makes the guy wear a condom, too," he said, freeing his stiff shaft from his pants.

His cock trembled, and Callie let her hot breath hiss out between her teeth at the sight of it. She ran her fingers through her hair, making fists and pulling at it.

She bit her lower lip, sucking on it as she watched him stroke himself to the sight of her. She cried out when he pushed down suddenly on her clit, rubbing his thumb harder and faster against her little love button.

It was true, though. She always made whatever guy she was with wear a condom. She longed to know what it was like to feel a man's bare length sliding and rubbing against her slick walls with nothing between them, but she was afraid.

Gerry didn't care about her fear, though. All he wanted to do was feel her wrapped around him, surrounding his cock with the warmth and wetness she'd teased him with earlier.

Pushing his jeans and boxers down as far as they would go while he knelt there, Gerry continued punishing her clit. She screamed for him, feeling her orgasm building as a sort of tightness just below her navel. Her fingers tightened in her hair.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream even as her eyes clenched shut. Gerry mounted her then, the head of his shaft bumping against her tight opening. 

He forced himself inside of her as she came. Her back arched up until her stomach touched his. Gerry hissed as her pussy clung to him. He rammed his shaft deeper and deeper into her as Callie's climax intensified.

He's not wearing a condom! she found herself thinking, followed quickly by, God, he's so warm and hard! 

Her toes curled up as he pushed his cock all the way into her, his balls bumping against her body. Gerry grimaced as he used her body to pleasure himself. Her slick walls massaged every inch of his member, making it swell and flex inside of her.

"I knew you wanted it. You wanted it bad," he whispered, his light breaths puffing against her cheek.

"Yes!" she said.

Gerry's cock was the tool of all their pleasure as he pulled out and thrust into her again and again. The couch provided barely any padding as she found her body slammed against the floor. Already her back and shoulders ached. Her breasts and neck still stung from his earlier biting.

But she relished the feeling of their bare flesh fitting together, sliding against each other. She felt so aware of every part of his cock, every throb of his pleasure as he swelled inside her, every pulse of his heart.

The windows of the van steamed as she called his name over and over. Her long nails scratched his back through his shirt, leaving him hissing. He swore at her.

"You slut!" he said, burying his shaft inside of her and flexing it to make her moan for him before yanking it most of the way out. She'd gotten so slick that her juices ran down his length. She'd soaked the sleeping back beneath her bottom, and their bodies slapped together wetly with each thrust. 

"Yes," she moaned to him. She wanted to be his slut. She liked being his slut. She liked everything he did to her, and loved the way she felt being with him. 

But most of all, she wanted to make him cum.

He kissed her again, and she tasted the copper tang of blood from her earlier love bite.

The taste of it sent her body trembling with desire. She'd never felt a man's cum inside her, either. Just the thought of Gerry filling her body with a load of his hot seed left her shaking, left her grasping at him like his body was a life preserve and her lust a sea that she was drowning in.

But Gerry was in charge. Her body was his plaything, not the other way around. What if he wanted to cum all over her chest, or wanted her to swallow it?

She grabbed him by the ass, her fingers squeezing against his taut muscles as they flexed with each thrust. She wouldn't let him out of her. She couldn't.

Perhaps it was from the way she tightened around him, or the look on her face. But Gerry moaned through clenched teeth. His feet scrabbled against the sleeping bag for purchase as he tried to push himself even deeper into her.

Her grip on his member tightened as the walls of her sex urged him towards his climax.

"Fuck me!" she said, staring up into his face, glistening with the sweat of his efforts.

Callie thrust her hips up against him, keeping rhythm with his movements. She smiled. His cock just kept getting harder and harder inside of her, and he'd squeezed his eyes shut like he was in agony.

She imagined his balls tightening, imagined the purple flesh on the head of his cock becoming taut as he came closer and closer to the peak of his sexual pain.

"God! I'm coming!" Callie screamed. 

Her hips bucked up and down against him as she lost control. Stars exploded in her vision as her whole body went rigid.

"Ah!" Gerry moaned, pushing himself balls-deep into her body.

The first spurt of his cum had Callie screaming. As more and more of it erupted from his body into hers, she slid her pussy up and down his length, trying to squeeze every last drop of it out of him. 

"Gerry... It's so warm... You're so big and hard..." she whispered, pulling his face down next to hers so she could feel his hot breaths washing over her flesh.

With one final gasp, Callie recovered from her orgasm. Her arched back went flat against the sleeping bag, letting most of Gerry's shaft slide out of her. In the moonlight, his member glistened with the mixed juices of their efforts. He grabbed his cock with his thumb and forefinger and milked the last of his seed into her with them as she watched. 

Callie's body flushed and grew warm as the blood flowed back into her extremities. She felt so relaxed, so light and loose that she nearly fell asleep. She almost forgot about the stinging pain from his bites and hickies on her breasts, neck, and shoulders. She almost forgot that he'd kidnapped her and used her body for his own lusty desires. 

Gerry sat leaned against the couch. He'd pulled his pants back up, and had one knee in the air while the other leg rested against the floor. He put one arm on his raised knee as he looked at her.

Callie knew that he was contemplating what to do with her now. And she almost didn't care. Every fiber in her body screamed at her to just close her eyes and sleep away the exhaustion that lay like a thick blanket over her, and damn the consequences.

"What now?" she asked. 

Even though his eyes and face were drenched in shadow, she could feel his gaze on her high, bare breasts. They still had his red teeth marks in them. Her nipples perked up at his attention, one still stinging.

"What are you going to do to me now?" she said, trying to be more specific.

He got quiet for a time again, just letting his eyes feast on her flesh. Her inner thighs were still sticky and wet from their fucking, and she felt a dull ache deep inside her that grew sharp as a tingle of renewed desire ran up her spine. 

"What do you want me to do to you?" Gerry said, his deep voice breaking through the silence that had fallen over them.

With a Herculean effort, Callie pushed herself up onto her haunches. Then, like a cat, she stretched towards him. She pushed his high knee down to the floor, and let her hands run up the coarse denim covering his thighs. She found his hardness there, waiting for her, and she smiled.

She stopped moving forward when their faces were only a few inches apart. The coppery tang of his still-bleeding lip filled the air, heating her fires. He looked into her eyes and swallowed loudly.

"Anything you want, so long as my rent is covered this month… And next," she said, kissing him.

His big hands moved down her back to grasp the firm cheeks of her bottom as he pulled her into his lap.

“Consider this your deposit,” he told her.




Owing Her Landlord 

 

I couldn’t afford rent this month. I’d like to say it was because I did something good, like giving a wad of cash to a homeless guy or donating it all to charity, but I didn’t.

No, I’d spent the last two weekends out on the town with the girls. Celebrating finishing my second year of college.

I’d been banking on picking up a job by this point, since my last student loan payment had dwindled down to single digits in my bank account.

Usually I dropped the rent check off every month at my landlord’s place right on the last day of the month.

It was now two weeks past the rent due date, and he still hadn’t come knocking.

Some part of me hoped that I had fallen through the cracks. My landlord owned a bunch of student housing in the area, and it had to be a real pain to keep track of everything owed to him.

Also, I thought he might have a bit of a soft spot for me. 

I’d caught him checking me out a few times, and we flirted a little every time he came over to unclog the sink drain or put batteries into the smoke alarms or whatever.

I thought he was pretty hot, too. Just too old for me. I was 19 and I wanted to get with guys my own age, and he was in his late 30s or something at least.

Still, sometimes I found myself playing out one of those landlord/tenant fantasies. Oh yes, strong Mr. Landlord, my plumbing is in desperate need of a long snaking!

I’ll also admit to letting that fantasy run its course once or twice in the middle of the night when I couldn’t get to sleep and just needed something to relax.

I’d lick my index fingers so that it got good and wet with my spit and then move in in slow circles around my little clit. My love button would get all swollen and I could feel it throb with need.

Then I’d torture it until my whole body clenched up and I came good and hard.

That usually did the trick. Lights out, no problem.

That evening, my doorbell rang. My heart jumped up into my throat right away, since I knew it could only be one person.

I opened the door, smiling and pretending to have no idea why he might come to my place. “Hey!”

He crossed his arms over his chest and looked at me with humorless eyes and I just knew that I wasn’t going to get away with this.

His car, a perfectly restored classic Trans Am, sat down at the curb behind him.

“It’s been two weeks,” he said. He didn’t say since what. We both knew since what.

I couldn’t pretend any longer. I bit down on my bottom lip and let it slide out between my teeth, biding time so I could think of something, anything, to say that might keep him from kicking me out.

Because I really didn’t want to have to move back in with my parents. Not at 19!

“I know. I’m sorry… I don’t have the money,” I said.

“No rent, no apartment,” he said. I don’t think he’d blinked since I opened the door.

“I know. But I’ll have the money, like, two weeks after I get my summer job!” I said.

“Do you have this job yet?” he rolled his eyes at me. 

I could see what he was thinking. Stupid Millennial doesn’t know the first thing about paying her bills. 

I pouted a little, “Not yet. But soon!”

His lips tightened before he spoke, “So that means you’ll owe me two months’ rent.”

I did the math quickly. Yeah, if I got a job tomorrow it’d be at least two weeks until I got paid, putting me over two months. My heart sank even more.

“So,” he said, “What are we going to do about this?”

I hugged myself then. I couldn’t stop thinking about what a big guy he was. And how I was pretty petite. 

I mean, if he wanted to he could probably pick me up and break me in half.

That thought got me wet, my inner walls quivering. A wave of heat rose up from between my thighs, leaving my skin prickled with goosebumps all up my back and stomach.

He saw me tremble a little. And there was no way he could miss the spots of blush that appeared on my cheeks. 

I swallowed hard, my eyes taking in his broad shoulders and deep chest, “What do you want to do about it?”

He took a step closer, almost erasing the gap between us. He smelled manly, somehow. Those mingled scents of the garage with some woody cologne. I wondered if he was getting hard for me.

Because I was already so wet for him.

“There is something,” he said, searching my eyes for confirmation of what he thought I was offering him.

I was offering him me. My body. That slick, wet heat between my legs that I knew he wanted to feel so much running up and down his hard, thick shaft.

I wanted it, wanted him. But I still felt so nervous. And more than a little sleazy, trading my body for rent.

But something about that made it even hotter.

Slowly, he reached out. My eyes went wide and my heart went into overdrive. He put his hands on my hips and drew them forward.

My stomach met the hard bulge in the front of his pants. His breath was hot when he lowered his mouth next to my ear. “Are you offering me what I think you’re offering me?”

He had a big cock. His bulge sent little pleasurable shocks up and down my spine when I thought about how it might feel to have that inside me, filling me up, stretching me out.

My lips parted and a slow, hot sigh escaped between them. “Yes. Do we have a deal?”

My nipples perked up, so stiff that they ached. I started wondering then how he might do it. Me, I mean.

Would he take me inside my apartment? Make me lead him to the bedroom, throw me down on my messy, unmade bed, peel off my pants and pull my sopping panties from my swollen, wanton mound?

He smiled, “I think we can work something out. Come with me.”

“What? What do you mean? Don’t you want to come in?”

He took my hand and led me down the stoop, then opened the passenger door to his Trans Am and waved for me to sit inside.

I did. 

Holy fuck, I was so nervous, so turned on.

He climbed inside and gunned the engine and we peeled out away from the curb.

We raced out of town, the back end of the Trans Am swinging out as he took a left turn without slowing. My stomach lagged a few moments behind. 

Finally, the car screeched to a halt, hidden in the shadows of a large, abandoned warehouse. The broken windows glinted in the moonlight.

Before I could reach for the door handle, he grabbed both my wrists. I yelled out as he pinned them with one hand behind my seat. I arched my body, my feet scrabbling against the floor as I fought to get free again.

He pulled our faces together. His lips and mouth felt so hot on mine. His stubble prickled at my sensitive skin.

A delicious pain shot through my lower lip as he bit into it and let it slowly slide out from between his teeth. My body responded to his touch, even if my mind didn't. I got wet, the sudden feeling of slick heat between my legs making me gasp.

He clutched his fingers around my throat for a moment, making me look right into his eyes as he slid his hand down. He pushed his fingers under my halter top, grinning as my nipple perked up beneath his pinches.

When he pulled my skirt up my thighs, I struggled again, but he tightened his grip around my wrists until I cried out from the pain of my bones grinding together.

He felt my bare thighs, making the skin prickle with gooseflesh beneath his rough hands.

"Please..." I said as he slowly worked his fingers between my clenched legs. I couldn't let him find that heat, I just couldn't.

My body was betraying me. My lips and cheeks still stung from his stubble, and I wanted more of it. Heat flushed up into my chest.

But he was too strong. He pushed his fingers between my thighs and wriggled them up to my secret wetness. He smiled as he felt my damp panties, pushing them aside with one finger.

"Oh!" I said, "Ah, God!"

His fingers made a wet schlicking noise as he pushed my lips apart and massaged my sopping slit.

"Yeah, I knew you wanted it..." he said.

I did want it. I wanted him. Badly. My pussy throbbed.

I kissed him, lurching forward in my seat to smack out lips together. Our tongues wriggled against each other as his fingers sent lances of bliss up my body. 

I couldn't stop it. I couldn't help myself. My juices ran out onto his fingers and wrist as he forced them into me. I needed it so badly. I hadn't felt the touch of a man in so long. It was like his fingers were electrified. 

I didn't resist when he pushed my legs apart, or when he shifted me down to the edge of the seat for a better angle. My own hands kept clenching into tight fists behind the seat, held in place by his unyielding grip.

My hips started gyrating, grinding to ease him ever deeper into me.

I cried out for him when he pulled them out of me. We kissed again as he unzipped his jeans and pulled his hardening shaft out. It was thick and heavy, and my mouth watered as I looked down at it. My body ached, and I needed to know what it felt like to have it in me, stretching me out with its girth.

He started stroking himself, my juices on his fingers leaving his shaft glistening.

"This is what you really want, isn't it?" he said.

He stopped touching himself to pull my top up over my breasts. My nipples stung as they perked up even more. He pinched them again, giving the firm flesh approving squeezes. The pain made me moan, made my juices flow.

"Yeah," I said, glancing between his cock and his eyes.

"Show me how much you want it," he said.

He let go of my hands and I felt a momentary sting as the blood rushed back into my fingers.

Then he grabbed the back of my head and forced my face down into his lap. I could taste my juices on his cock as my lips slid down his length. 

Holding my head with both hands, he fucked my mouth. My spit ran down him as the tight seal of my lips pulled his skin up and down. The head kept hitting the back of my throat. As his pleasure mounted, he pulled hard at my hair and my body stiffened from the sting.

I'd never been with a man like that before. One who knew what he wanted, and made me do it to him. His cock was so hot and hard against my tongue, and my jaw ached with the strain.

He groaned as he used my body for his pleasure. The sound sent a tingle down my back, and made the walls of my pussy tremble with anticipation. It was the hottest thing I'd ever done. His pleasure was mine.

There was no fear left in me anymore. Only a craving, a hunger remained. I buried his cock in my mouth until my nose touched his body, resisting my gag reflex as he slipped into my throat.

For that night, that moment, I just wanted to be a dirty slut. I wanted to get fucked so hard I couldn't walk straight the next morning. 

If there was a next morning. I had no idea what this guy was going to do with me when he was finished using me. The fear and the pleasure mingled, leaving my entire body tingling.

He jerked in my lips.

"Fuck!" he said, pulling my mouth off him before he spurted his hot load down my throat. I spat down onto him and watched the gob of saliva leave a shiny trail down his member.

"You dirty little whore," he said.

"Yeah," I said. I could see the little smears of lipstick I'd left on his shaft, too. It was so hot. I knew my makeup had to be streaked, but I didn't care.

"Let's see how tight you are," he said.

Then he grabbed me again, lifting me up as he shifted over into my seat. He pressed me against the ceiling as he found a comfortable position. My hot breath left steam all over the windshield as I thought about his stiff cock, just a few inches below, ready for me to lower down onto it.

I sucked in a breath as he let me slide down his body. The head of his cock bumped against my slit, sliding up through it. He grabbed it and guided it back down so that it pushed against my opening.

"Fuck!" I said as he forced me down.

He didn't care about waiting for me to loosen up for him. He just wanted to feel me around him, clutching at him with my soft, slick walls. And he was so hot inside me. The heat of it shocked me, and I couldn't breathe at first.

He let me fall until I had every last inch of him inside me. His shaft pulsed with warmth.

I wanted to take a few moments just to sit there on him and catch my breath, to let myself get used to him.

But he put his hands under my ass and lifted me back up so that the tight ring of my opening strained around the taut head of his cock.

"Fuck, it's so tight," he said.

He dropped me back down and I screamed. My whole body went tense, and he growled behind me as my pussy clenched around him.

He gave me no time to recover, lifting me up and dropping me down as fast as he could. The Trans Am's suspension groaned in complaint as he rammed my body down his stiff shaft again and again, using me as the tool of his pleasure.

He sank his teeth into my shoulder as it got more intense. I could feel him stiffening, swelling inside me.

If I hadn't been so wet, I knew we'd barely be able to move. My tightness fought against his girth, but each thrust just seemed to make me soak him again.

"Is it too much?" I said, unable to suppress my grin. I could feel him losing control. I bore down on him, trying to squeeze my pussy up as tightly as I could. It made him feel even bigger inside me, made each of his thrusts force me apart around him in a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

He ran a hand over my thigh and started toying my clit with his fingers. My little love button had become perky and stiff. I practically convulsed on him, screaming as the sensation overwhelmed me. My fingernails left scratch marks in the roof.

When he finished teaching me my lesson, he lifted me up again. He slammed his cock up into me over and over, moaning all the while behind me.

God, I was so close. My stomach was hot and tight, and little tendrils of ecstasy seemed to reach out through my body from my sex.

When he came, he thrust his cock up into me as deeply as he could, his feet pressed against the floor lifting us both up from the seat.

Again, my body responded to his. My cunt squeezed around him, holding him in place and milking him as hot jets of his cum spurted out into my body. 

He bit me again, the sharp pain of it forcing my climax higher, making my toes curl up.

Both of us trembled for a few moments, caught in that web of pure sexual bliss and agony. I could feel the hot ball of his cum inside me, slowly moving down his shaft, trapped within me by his cock.

He fell back against the seat, sweating and trembling. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I felt completely helpless. His cock pulsed inside me, still rock hard. Every little twitch of it sent me moaning again.

We'd completely fogged the windows, and I couldn't see outside at all. 

I found myself wanting to kiss him and to scratch his eyes out at the same time. He'd taken me against my will and fucked me into submission. A man wasn't supposed to be like that with women.

But I found myself resting my head on his shoulder, savoring the feeling of his hardness buried deep inside me.

"Up," he said.

I climbed off him into the driver's seat, feeling his hot cum make its way down my walls. He made me clean him off with my tongue, his cock covered in a mixture of his load and my juices. I liked the taste of it.

I felt dirty. I felt used.

I felt satisfied. My pussy ached from getting stretched out around his long, thick cock. My lips felt numb from sucking on him. And I loved it.

I almost wanted to ask him if he would fuck me again, but I wasn’t sure I could take him for a second go around so quickly.

Besides, I needed to know something else. “So is the rent all settled up? For this month and next?”

He looked at me, “For now, but if you’re late again I don’t care how hot your tight little ass is, I’m kicking it to the curb.”




Landlord Backdoor 

 

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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