
  
  
      
        
          Stretching The Lease

          A Forbidden Age Gap Size Difference Erotic Short

		      
          SJ Rowe

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Crow & Compass Publishing

        

      

    


  
  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 
Copyright © 2026 by SJ Rowe 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by an electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.
Published by Crow & Compass Publishing
Tucson, Arizona
Originally published in 2025 under author name Stella Rowe
www.stellarowe.com






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        New Tenant
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Bottomed Out
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Ruined
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Take It
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Spin Her Like A Toy
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Clean Up
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Note from SJ Rowe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About SJ Rowe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Want more by Stella?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  New Tenant

[image: image-placeholder]

The wrench slipped. I caught it before it hit the floor, but the clang still echoed through the kitchen. I muttered under my breath and reached back under the cabinet. The leak was minor, just a slow drip, but the sound had been driving me nuts all night. 
I didn’t hear her come in.
“Is that pipe still acting up?”
I bumped my head on the wood above and cursed, then slid out from under the sink and wiped my hands on a towel.
Callie stood by the fridge. Tiny sleep shorts. Tank top, no bra. Bare feet. Red hair down, still messy from sleep. She looked like something between a fantasy and a disaster.
I’d decided to rent out the basement apartment for the extra income. Callie and Mandy had moved into the finished basement three weeks ago, fresh out of college. Callie had been flirting with her eyes and body since day one. I’d never had a thing for younger women before, but since she walked in, I hadn’t stopped fantasizing.
She opened the fridge. “I thought you fixed it last week.”
I tried not to look. I really did. But when she bent over to grab the orange juice, her ass hung out the bottom of those shorts like she was begging me to notice. She didn’t even glance back.
“It’s fine,” I said, tighter than I meant to. “Just needed to tighten the fittings.”
Callie turned, leaned against the counter, and drank straight from the carton. She was shorter than me by a lot. Her head barely reached my shoulder—and I’m six foot four. She looked like she’d fit in my hands.
She looked at me over the rim of the carton, eyes clear and amused. “You always fix things with that scowl?”
I rubbed the back of my neck with the towel. “It’s early. I’m allowed a scowl.”
She grinned. “It’s almost noon.”
She set the juice down, didn’t bother with a glass, and stretched like she hadn’t decided whether to wake up yet. Her arms lifted, tank top rising with them, bare stomach catching the light. Her ribs were narrow, skin dusted in freckles. She dropped her arms with a sigh and looked right at me.
“Do I make you uncomfortable?”
I grabbed the wrench again. “What?”
“You always get real busy when I come in. All that fixing. Tightening. Avoiding eye contact.” She tilted her head and stepped closer. “Like right now.”
I kept my eyes on the pipe. “I’m just trying to help around the house.”
“Sure.” Her voice dipped lower. “You’re just a really helpful guy.”
She was close enough now that I could feel her heat through my shirt. I was crouched under the sink, and she stood just behind me. I could smell her light, sugary lotion and hear the soft shift of her weight on the tile.
“Gavin.”
I looked up.
“You’ve been staring at me since I moved in.”
My stomach tightened. “I haven’t.”
She raised both eyebrows. “You literally were, thirty seconds ago, while I drank juice in my pajamas.”
I stood too fast, smacked my head again. She stepped back, but the smile stayed on her face.
“Relax. I don’t mind,” she said. “But you’re really bad at hiding it.”
I stepped back and reached for the towel again. Missed the counter.
She stayed right in front of me, arms crossed beneath her chest. Her tank clung in all the wrong ways. The shorts were worse. I looked away, but not fast enough. She noticed.
She always noticed.
“You’re really going to keep pretending?” she asked.
“You don’t know what you’re saying.”
“I know exactly what I’m saying.”
She was close enough that I could feel the shift of air between us. She tilted her head to one side and smiled like this wasn’t dangerous. Like she wasn’t standing there in sleep clothes, bold as hell.
“You’re not exactly subtle,” she said.
I clenched my jaw. “You’re young enough to be my—.”
“But I’m not.” She didn’t blink.
I didn’t have an answer. Just stood there, frozen, while she stepped closer.
Her frame was small enough to tuck under one arm, and somehow she still took up all the space in the room. She didn’t touch me, not really, but I felt every inch of her presence.
“You ever been with someone so much shorter than you?” she asked, quiet now.
My heart thudded. I told myself to shut it down. To be the adult.
Her hand brushed mine. Her fingers barely spanned my palm.
“Come on,” she said, voice low. “We both know you’ve thought about it.”
She looked up at me, mouth parted, eyes steady.
I knew I should walk away. Tell her no. Be the guy with self-control.
Instead, I just stood there, waiting for her to say one more thing.
She did.
“Stop thinking and do it.”
I bent down, hands on her waist before I even realized I’d moved.
She felt even smaller than she looked. I could press my thumbs together across the small of her back and still have room. Her breath hitched, but she didn’t pull away. She just looked up at me, steady, like she’d been waiting for this exact moment.
I slid my hand up, slow, along her side. Her tank top shifted under my palm. She was warm and soft, all freckles and skin and confidence I didn’t know what to do with.
“You sure about this?” I asked.
She nodded once. “Are you?”
Not even close.
But I bent down anyway, close enough to feel her breath against my neck. She tilted her face up, and I kissed her. Careful at first. Testing.
She made a small sound in the back of her throat and leaned into it. Her fingers curled in the front of my shirt, pulling me down farther. I wrapped one arm around her and lifted her easily, just enough to take her off her feet.
She dangled in my hands, weightless. Her lips chased mine like she’d been holding back for weeks. I backed her against the wall and felt her gasp when her shoulders hit it. She grinned like she liked that.
My chest pressed into hers. Her head tipped back, lips parted, red hair sliding across her shoulders. Her tank had shifted, hanging lower on one side. I traced the line of her spine with my fingers and felt her arch toward me.
“Bedroom?” I said, voice rough.
She shook her head. “Right here.”
I didn’t argue.
I kissed her again, harder this time, and everything after that stopped being careful.






  
  Bottomed Out
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I kissed her again, harder this time. 
She responded like she’d been waiting for it: mouth open, hands gripping my shirt. I pressed her into the wall, my body pressed to hers. Her head barely reached the center of my chest. I had to tilt my chin down to keep kissing her.
I slid one hand behind her thighs and lifted.
She gasped, breath catching as her body left the floor. Her arms rested on my shoulders; her legs locked behind me. I shifted her higher, one hand under her ass, the other braced on the wall.
She fit against me like something custom-built. Small, warm, trembling against my chest. Her stomach was tight against my ribs. Her breath came fast, cheek brushing the base of my throat.
“Okay?” I asked.
She nodded against my neck, her lips brushing skin. “You?”
Not even close. But I held her tighter, grounding us both.
I felt the way she rocked forward, like her body was already trying to pull me in.
“We can stop,” I said.
She shook her head. “We’re not stopping.”
Her hand slid between us. I felt her fingers tug at my belt.
I backed away from the wall, still holding her, and carried her across the room. Her legs bounced with each step. She didn’t weigh anything. She leaned her head against mine as I turned, then whispered something I couldn’t hear.
Didn’t matter. I already knew what she wanted.
The counter was behind me. I set her down on the counter, and her legs opened without hesitation. She wasn’t dangling now, but perched, her heels hooked against my hips, knees wide and bent.
She looked up at me like I was already inside her.
“Take it off,” she said, tugging at the hem of her tank.
I pulled it up slow, letting my hands skim the sides of her ribs. Her arms lifted and the shirt slipped over her head and dropped behind her.
She was bare underneath. Small, full breasts with light pink nipples and freckles scattered down her chest. My hands itched to touch her, but she reached for the waistband of her shorts before I could.
Her smile was wicked.
She leaned back on her palms and lifted her hips in one smooth motion. I slid her shorts all the way down and off, watching the way her legs shifted as I did. Her thighs were thin but muscled. I dropped the fabric on the floor and stepped between her knees. She was already wet.
I unbuckled my belt and pushed my jeans low enough to free myself. Her eyes dropped, and her breath caught.
“You’re serious,” she whispered. “That’s going to fit?”
I wrapped a hand around my thick cock and stepped closer. Her legs flexed outward, thighs trembling slightly, not in fear. Her toes curled against my back.
“You tell me,” I said, voice low.
She reached forward and touched me. Her hand looked impossibly small around the base.
She dragged her palm up once, then again, slower. Her thumb brushed the tip.
“You’re going to have to go slow,” she said.
I nodded. “I will.”
I took another second to look at her like this—open, ready, grinning like I was the one being devoured. I ran my hands up her thighs, slow. Her skin was soft, warm, dotted with faint freckles. She looked so small like this, spread open on the counter, waiting for me.
I lined myself up and pressed forward, just enough to feel her body react.
She gasped, hands gripping the edge of the counter. “Oh my God.”
I paused. “Too much?”
“No,” she said quickly. “Just—slow.”
I moved again, inch by inch, watching her face the whole time. Her mouth opened, eyebrows drawn tight. I could see the way her breath caught with every push. Her body was stretching around me, tight and perfect, taking more than I thought she could.
She looked up, eyes glassy. “You feel huge.”
I gritted my teeth. “You’re just so damn small.”
She laughed once, breathless, then moaned as I pushed deeper. Her hands slid from the counter to my arms, her fingers curling over my biceps like she needed something to hold.
Her thighs twitched against my sides. Her legs wrapped tight around me, trembling with every inch. I pressed forward again. She was snug and wet, pulsing around me like her body was still adjusting.
“Move,” she whispered. “Please.”
I pulled back and pushed in again, slower this time. She threw her head back with a soft cry, mouth open, chest rising fast.
I watched the way she took me. The way her body gripped and gave and asked for more.
I found a rhythm, shallow at first. Her hips rocked toward me, desperate and shaky.
“Just like that,” she said.
I drove in again, slow and steady, feeling everything. Her body clenched around me like it was trying to stop me, hold me there. Every inch deeper made her gasp harder.
Each time I pushed forward, I felt the resistance shift. Her body was tight and slick, then suddenly firmer, higher up. The tip of my cock kissed something solid, and she shuddered beneath me.
Her arms shook as she held on. “God, I can feel you everywhere.”
I braced her hips with both hands, palms covering most of her sides. Her whole frame rocked with each thrust, and I had to keep my rhythm slow just to keep control.
“Is that...?” I paused mid-thrust, barely inside her. “Am I hitting the top?”
Callie blinked up at me, dazed and glowing. “Yeah. You are.”
I pushed in again, not fast, just deep. Her mouth fell open as I bottomed out.
The pressure was unreal. I could feel the way her body curved around me, like she didn’t have space left. Like one more inch and I’d be in her belly. Every thrust made her
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