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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.”
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