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About This Book

When fire-cracker tenant, Tori, can’t make rent, her husband-and-wife landlords decide to take an entirely different form of payment.  She’s up for anything and so is Mrs. Hendricks, who happens to find the idea of a younger woman pleasing her husband the most delightful way of making rent she can think of!


Table of Contents

Disclaimer

Read An Excerpt

Making Rent : Couples Threesomes 24

Join The Mailing List

More Titles From The Publisher

About the Author

Kobo Edition, License Notes

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Read An Excerpt

[image: image]


Her husband watched as his Mrs. Hendricks sauntered over to her younger tenant.  The two couldn’t have been more at odds.  Tori stood almost a foot taller.  She was younger, more attractive and decidedly less clothed.

Mrs. Hendricks looked over her spectacles, studying Tori as though she were up for purchase.  “I think my husband would enjoy himself,” she said.

“I’d make sure he did,” replied Tori.  She looked to David now.  “He can do whatever he wants to me.”

Mr. Hendricks dropped his shtick.  He stared at Tori as he smoldered in his sharp suit.  Even at forty-five he was suave and handsome.  He’d felt ill-at-ease outside, but a woman’s body was something Mr. Hendricks was well versed in.  He’d had his fair share before Marie.

“You remind me of a guy I dance for,” Tori said.

“Oh yeah?”

“Almost.  You have a nicer smile.”

Mr. Hendricks beamed as if to show it off.

“Don’t get too cocky, dear,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“So how do we do this?” Tori said.

“Fairly simply,” said Mrs. Hendricks.  “You get on your hands and knees, crawl over there and start sucking my husband’s cock.”

Mr. Hendricks shot his wife an impressed look.  She was clearly in the mood.

“And the rent issue just goes away?” Tori asked.

“After he comes,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“In my mouth?  On my face?” Tori asked, nonchalant.

“Inside you,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “And I’m going to tongue it out.”

Tori laughed in shock.  Finally Mrs. Hendricks had said something that had shocked her.

“I’ve never done that before,” Tori said.

“It’s quite the experience,” Mrs. Hendricks said sagely, and Tori looked at her in a new light, realizing that the tidy, light-blue suit-jacket and pencil skirt were merely a façade.  Mrs. Hendricks could be as dirty as they come and it seemed she had something to prove.

Tori stared, amazed and silent.

“On your knees,” Mrs. Hendricks ordered.

Tori bit her lip again and quickly dropped to the floor, steeling her eyes on Mr. Hendricks’ crotch and stalking slowly towards him.

Mrs. Hendricks watched proudly.  The silken gown rode up over Tori’s ass and the mature landlady eyed at her pale, juicy flesh.  Her ass bounced and flexed with each stride forward.

She moved slowly, watching as Mr. Hendricks’ crotch started to swell.  She gave him ample time to get hard, but he didn’t need it.  The second his wife had even started to hint at what was to come, David’s cock had started to twitch.

“Ready for her, honey?” Mrs. Hendricks asked.

“Oh, I’m ready, Marie,” David said.

“He looks ready,” Tori laughed.

“Take him out of his pants,” Mrs. Hendricks said coolly, and she walked across to get a better view.

Mr. Hendricks kept his hands by his side and stared down as Tori tackled his belt.  She slipped it through his pant-loops and went straight for the button, opening it quickly and pulling down his zipper.

“She’s ravenous,” Mrs. Hendricks said, watching close.

The couple stared down as Tori fished excitedly inside her landlord’s pants, producing something that Mrs. Hendricks had seen countless times, but that still made her wet with excitement.

“My, oh my,” Tori said, holding the thick appendage.
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The apartment-complex wasn’t the most savory of places, and the well-dressed Mr. & Mrs. Hendricks looked somewhat out-of-place as they walked through the disheveled courtyard.

The empty pool told you everything you needed to know, but if you hadn’t quite made up your mind then the empty beer cans and bent spoons were on hand to help you out.

“It’s all just such a mess,” Mrs. Hendricks said, “but it intrigues me.”

“Intrigues you?” her husband scoffed.

“Their way of life, David.  I find it ... mysterious.”

“People do what they need to do to survive.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“And part of surviving sometimes involves missing rent.”

“I do wish you’d let our agents take care of this,” his well-to-do wife said.  “Then we wouldn’t have to get all mixed up down here.”

“I thought you’d appreciate the day out.”

Mrs. Hendricks let out a laugh as the pair of them rounded the metal staircase and walked sheepishly up it to the second floor.  It groaned beneath them.

“Is this the first problem we’ve had with”—Mrs. Hendricks checked her clipboard—“Tori?”

“Second,” her husband replied.  “There was a slight issue after she installed a stripper’s pole in our living-room.”

Mrs. Hendricks gasped.  “You didn’t tell me about that.”

“I thought it best to keep quiet.”

“So she’s a stripper?”

“She certainly looks like she could be, Marie” Mr. Hendricks said.

“Honey!”

The pair of them walked to the door of the condo.  They’d bought it as an investment several years ago, but so far it was proving more costly than lucrative.

“I hope she has some clothes on,” Mrs. Hendricks said out the corner of her mouth.

“Just because she’s a stripper, it doesn’t mean—”

The door of the condo opened and the leggy frame of an attractive brunette appeared.  Her hair was down, flowing and lustrous, and her silk-looking dressing-gown was open far enough to draw the eye.  Her glamorous appearance didn’t seem to fit with the look of the place.

“Mr. Hendricks,” she beamed, rolling her tongue along her pristine, white teeth.

Mrs. Hendricks looked to her husband who wore a dreamy smile.  She nudged him gently with her elbow.

“And Mrs. Hendricks,” Tori said, trying to keep the same affectionate tone.  “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Well ...” Mr. Hendricks began.

“I’m afraid it’s the rent,” his wife interjected.  “You’re late.  Quite late.”

“Oh,” Tori said.  “How late?”

Mrs. Hendricks looked down at her clipboard, even though she knew the answer.  “Uhm, four months.”

“Gosh,” Tori said, covering a hand to her mouth and looking forlornly at Mr. Hendricks.  “I didn’t know you needed that every month.”

Mrs. Hendricks stood speechless.

“Come in,” Tori said.  “I’m sure we can figure something out.”

“There’s really nothing to figure out,” Mrs. Hendricks said, but Tori had already retreated back into her apartment.

Mr. Hendricks breathed a sigh and then nodded to his wife to cross the threshold.  She strode forwards and he followed dutifully, looking at her tight dress as it stretched across her big ass.  Mrs. Hendricks was no spring chicken—being almost twice Tori’s age—but she definitely hadn’t lost it.  Her husband knew all too well that she could be a little fire-cracker herself if she wanted to.

“So you’re a stripper,” Mrs. Hendricks said, jumping in with both feet.

Tori looked to Mr. Hendricks as though he’d betrayed her trust.  “I am, yes.”

“And that’s not paying very well?” Marie continued to probe.

“I do okay,” Tori said.

“And yet here we are,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

Her husband pulled out the collar of his shirt and cleared his throat.

“I just don’t have the money right now,” Tori said.  “But I’ve made some good investments and I’ve got some returns coming my way soon, I promise.”

“Promises don’t count for rent,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“What does?”

“Money, mainly,” Mr. Hendricks said.

Tori sauntered over to the smooth, shining pole in the middle of her lounge.  It shot up from the floor and hit the ceiling.  She took a grip of it and swung around it, tossing her hair.  She faced away from the pair of them and arched back until she was looking at the pair of them upside-down.  “You don’t take any other form of payment?”

Mr. Hendricks stared to her open, inviting cleavage, his eyes wide.  Mrs. Hendricks looked from her husband to Tori and back again.

“What did you have in mind?” Mrs. Hendricks asked, curious.

Tori stood up and leant against the pole, looking back to the pair of them.  “I wouldn’t like to say ... ”

“If you don’t say then how can we negotiate?” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Just remember that this condo is owned by my husband and me.”

Tori narrowed her eyes and stared a sultry stare at Mrs. Hendricks.  She was well versed in the ways of subtext.

“Something for both of you?” Tori said.

Now it was Mr. Hendricks’ turn to double-take at his wife.

“That might work,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Depending on what was on offer of course.”

“How should I know what to offer?” Tori asked.

Mrs. Hendricks made a show of drinking her tenant in.  She ran her brown eyes up over Tori’s little feet and up her long, smooth legs, settling finally on her dazzling, blue eyes.

“If it was me making an offer,” Mrs. Hendricks said, “then I’d bear in mind that I owed four month’s rent.  I would want to make a fitting offer.”

Tori bit her lip.

“But that’s just me,” Mrs. Hendricks said, knowing that she’d planted the seed.

Mr. Hendricks grabbed his wife by the elbow and turned away from Tori for a moment.  He spoke in a hushed growl.  “Honey.  What are you doing?”

“Having some fun,” his wife replied.  “We’re not getting the rent, so we might as well get something.”

“What did you have in mind?” Mr. Hendricks hushed back.

“You can fuck me,” came Tori’s voice, having overheard the exchange.

The pair of them turned to her.  She was stood with her legs astride, looking as confident as ever.  With a body like that it was easy to be.

“I’m sorry?” Mr. Hendricks began.

“I think what my husband meant to say was: ‘That sounds good.’”

Tori smirked and Mr. Hendricks shot a look of shock to his wife.  “Marie!”

Mrs. Hendricks shrugged.  “I should very much like to watch,” she said.  “Perhaps there’s a thing or two I can learn.”

“Marie!” Mr. Hendricks cried again.

“Come on, honey.  You’re about to fuck a damn model.  Most guys would be chomping at the bit.  This whole ‘pretend to be appalled’ thing isn’t washing.”

“A model?” Tori said, looking hopefully at Mrs. Hendricks.

“You need to look in the mirror more,” she replied.

Her husband watched as his Mrs. Hendricks sauntered over to her younger tenant.  The two couldn’t have been more at odds.  Tori stood almost a foot taller.  She was younger, more attractive and decidedly less clothed.

Mrs. Hendricks looked over her spectacles, studying Tori as though she were up for purchase.  “I think my husband would enjoy himself,” she said.

“I’d make sure he did,” replied Tori.  She looked to David now.  “He can do whatever
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