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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.




Freebies For You!

 

Enjoy the story? Want more? How about 27 more erotic stories, all free? Sign up for the Jillian Cumming Erotica newsletter for a free bundle brimming with steamy sex. 

 

As a VIP newsletter member you’ll receive updates for stories by Jillian Cumming, Terry Innis, Maggie Fields, Brenda Moon, and more!

 

Interested? Click Here or copy this URL (http://eepurl.com/dsHLIP) into your browser to get onto the list. I promise you’ll receive no spam, and your information will be protected.

 



cover.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













