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1. Eviction

“Please, I need help. We’re friends. We’ve been friends for years. Just reply.”

Tightly curled, short-cropped brown hair with an androgenous cut clung tenaciously in place atop her head as Allie squinted through her octagonal wire-rimmed glasses at the cracked screen of her cell phone. The dingy yellow light overhead flickered slightly as the very building itself creaked under the brutal force of the harsh winds. Allie would have expected such brutal air closer to the shore of Lake Michigan but not here, on Dayton street, well within Chicago proper. She shuddered and looked up casting a glint of light from her silver septum piercing. She wrapped her left arm around her waist slightly crumpling her oversized dark green hoodie. Beneath her worn-out sneakers, cheap industrial carpet shifted uneasily feeling as if it, and the very world itself could fall out from beneath her at any moment due to the fresh padlock on the door of what had once been her apartment along with a plastered eviction notification framed at a hideously apathetic angle across the front of it. A few cheap pieces of furniture sat stacked in pieces neatly in the hallway as well as a couple of cardboard boxes and totes. Allie shivered at the thought of how easily her life had been compartmentalized into so small a package, something that could easily be tossed into a dumpster and forgotten about. It would be too, if she did not have the hallway cleared by the time the property manager checked tomorrow morning.

The wind howled again bringing her eyes up to the flickering bulb. Her lower lip hung trembling as the simple notification of “-45F” glowed innocuously on her cracked phone screen. Loitering would not be permitted, and the hallways were camera controlled. She had seen others dragged away begging and screaming while keeping her head low during the process that befalls people living in the so-called richest and most generous nation in the modern world when they can’t make rent.

Negative forty-five…

No coat could survive that.

Allie gritted her teeth and tried to push the image of her own frozen corpse being carelessly dumped onto a tray at a city morgue from her mind.

Surely, Sheila would come through for her.

Allie didn’t need much.

A couch, a corner, a basement… anything…

Anything indoors would do on a night in which death itself blew in from the Canadian icelands of the north to wake the ghosts of sailors past within the Great Lakes to spring shut the callously nicknamed death trap of ‘The Windy City.’ A city where the very air itself could cut shards of ice through even the toughest of overcoats to slash frost-bite and hypothermia deep through flesh, bone, and even into a person’s heart. Had it been June, she could fathom the humiliation and danger of a night on the street, but in January such a fate was a death sentence.

Three dots appeared on the text messenger…

Hope sprang up in Allie.

She had reached out to all her friends and received a surprising array of excuses as to why she couldn’t help her, which ranged from aggressive to dismissive. Begging and pleading had yielded nothing from those who once said she loved her. They had all turned to apathetic strangers at the drop of her income.

Three dots disappeared.

Allie waited…

Hope died within her soul at the sight of this and nothing more. She had two-percent battery remaining. The time for politeness had ran its course, so she dialed Sheila, her last contact available, and listened to the phone ring on the other end. It rang several times before an automated female voice cut in.

“The mailbox of the user you are contacting is full. Please hang up and try again.”

“Fuck!” Allie hissed as she hastily turned the phone away from her ear and typed in all capital letters like an angry boomer on a Facebook rant.

“I AM LITERALLY GOING TO DIE IF YOU DON’T SAVE ME!!!!”

Three dots from the messenger.

One percent battery…

“Come on Sheila. Come on. For fuck’s sake, Sheila. I need you!” Allie chanted worshipfully to her phone in ardent prayer of salvation.

“You clearly don’t remember the Charlie incident if you think I’m going to help you now.” Came the text reply.

Allie’s face fell in dismay. Before Allie could try and type a pleading retort, her screen went dead. She looked up at the security camera, which stared blankly back down at her as cold wind blew through Chicago churning terror within her very soul. Her eyes trailed along the handful of items cluttering up the hallway with their presence. She realized this included herself. She imagined her own corpse, with ice-cycles descending from the tears that had fallen from what had once been her eyes, tossed into the same dumpster as all her worldly possessions.

Would anyone even care that she ever existed?

The elevator dinged at the end of the hallway, and it opened revealing a large, fat man in a heavy black Carhart overalls. He wore a black ski mask and carried a plastic bag of groceries in one gloved hand. He had clearly just been outside, as the caked layer of ice and snow plastered about his mask and coat could attest. He seemed to stare through her as he walked, seemingly as apathetic to her presence as death itself would be to her life. She coiled in on herself and hugged arms around her own waist still clinging to her own dead phone in her right hand as he strode up to her. He didn’t acknowledge her existence as he placed the groceries down, pulled out a cell phone and took a picture of them next to a door before starting back down the hallways same as he had come.

“Uh, excuse me.” Allie called out not exactly sure whether this was a bad idea or not. He grunted and turned to face her. “Can you help me? I’ve been evicted.” He looked at her for less than a second and shook his head, not even dignifying her pleading for her life with a verbal response as he turned and stomped off down the hallway seemingly annoyed at her for having cluttered up a few seconds of his precious time with her existence.

Allie’s eyes went to the bag of food as she pondered if there was any way at all she could leverage this new development to aid her increasingly slim odds of survival. Stealing the food would be easy enough but… then what? She would freeze to death with a few pilfered boxes of instant pasta in her possession. The door opened and a young man with a thick shlock of black hair and a pale face leaned out to grab the bag. He wore jeans and a black t-shirt which bore some sketch of a knight in full plate mail armor beneath the words “Elden Ring.” Without giving her a glance, he grabbed the bag and began to retreat back into the room.

“Excuse me.” Allie called out as chipperly as she could trying to act like she wasn’t a woman about to die. He glanced up at her as he righted himself holding the bag in his hand. Allie stepped in close and purposefully placed her foot against the bottom of his door as she stuck out a hand saying “Hi, I’m Allie Freeman.”
 

“Do I… uh… know you?” The man grumbled back at her. He lowered a skeptical eyebrow at her. Allie forced a pleasant smile across her face as she continued, “I think we passed each other a few times in the hallway. I’m your next-door neighbor.” He glanced at her stuff piled in the hall and back to her as she continued “Well… I was… I just need a…”

“Nope.” He spouted out and began to close the door but found it stuck on Allie’s foot as she doubled down stepping in close letting the panic and horror of the situation pierce into her voice as she continued, “please… I just need a place to stay for like…”

“You got the wrong guy if you think…”

“I’ll cook for you. I’ll clean for you. I’ll…”

The man scoffed at her and said, “do I look like I’m hiring a butler?”

“Please… if you don’t let me in, I actually will die.” Allie retorted.

“And if I was the one being evicted, would you have let me stay with you?” He asked, coldly.

Silence hung in the air between two strangers.

“I’ll…” Allie gritted her teeth. Were the next words to come from her mouth an improvement over death? Perhaps she would do better to ask if he had a knife or gun they could use to finish her own life with? Before her mind could stop her from speaking the humiliating proposal, her lips prioritized survival over dignity and spat out the words.

“I’ll let you do stuff to me.”

“Huh?” He asked.

She hugged herself and shivered as she rubbed her arm and continued, “Please don’t make me say it out loud.”

“Make you say what?” he asked, in earnest confusion.

“I’ll let you have sex with me.”

“Sorry, man, I’m not gay.” The man said dismissively.

“I’m not asking you to be.” Allie replied.

“Huh?”

She swallowed and continued, “I… I technically identify as partial-non-binary, though I have kept my preferred pronouns as feminine.”

“Okay.” He said this slowly, clearly unsure of where her description was going.

She continued, “more importantly, I have fully-functional female parts. Biologically, I am a woman. If you let me stay in your place… I’ll let you…” She trailed off as the wind howled outside, and the lights flickered again. A pant of terror caught in her throat and her voice cracked as she said “…use those parts.”

“Sounds dangerous. Letting a stranger lurk around my apartment while I sleep is a good way to wake up dead with all my stuff stolen.”

“And how dangerous do you think it is for me to sleep in a strange man’s apartment?” Allie asked, pointedly.

The man reviewed her carefully for a moment before she continued, “I promise, just let me bring my stuff inside your apartment and let me stay here for a little bit until I can sort some things out. I will do everything that I can to make sure you don’t regret this decision. I will work as your maid and serve as your… entertainment.” Allie cringed at her own words.

“You’re serious?” He asked, incredulously.

Allie nodded trying to hide the fact that she was sniffing back a tear.

He glanced across her seeming to size her up. “You don’t look… well… how do I say this? You’re not very… uh…”

“Sexy?” Allie said quietly ending his sentence.

The man nodded and said “I guess you kind of look like a woman, but also like a short dude.”

She said, “I can change that. I have some clothing and makeup my mom sent me when I came to Chicago. She was desperately trying to make me more of a girl. I kept planning to throw it away, but… well… now I can use it. I can… look more like a girl. I can… be… more of a girl for you.”

The man sighed and said, “this is the weirdest fucking shit I’ve ever heard in my life.” He started to push the door closed again, but Allie pressed out a hand to brace it as she said, “just let me try. If you’re not satisfied, you can…just… throw me out. Just…” She gritted her teeth and continued, “think of it as like a date or something. But, you know you’re going to get laid. If you let me stay in your apartment tonight, I am absolutely going to have sex with you as much and as many times as you want.”

Allie tried to quell the vomit churning in her belly at her words. She would have liked the situation better if it really had been a trick to just rob him. The cruel joke that had been her life now dragged her to such despairing depths as to leave her working as a prostitute for the mere privilege of a place to sleep. She carefully reviewed the man who would decide if keeping her around to serve as his cock-sleeve was worth letting her enjoy the sound of her own heart beating in her chest. She tried to find some kind of inkling for how she, herself, felt about him. Far from the dog-eared pages of smutty romance novels of the heroine having her virginity purchased by the billionaire rocket surgeon with a jaw so chiseled it could cut glass, this man looked rather plain. He stood a few inches taller than her, which likely put him a few inches shy of the ideal six-foot. His shadowy stubble did not glisten in the sunlight rather protruded darkly under the yellow haze of the hallway lights. His face bore a few old acne scars about his cheeks and his shirt didn’t exactly bulge around his biceps. Given that he lived in the same, shitty, Kass-managed studio apartment complex as she did, his finances did not likely involve six figures. Assuming she would have to do what she feared she would have to do to survive, it was only a matter of time before she discovered whether he also fell short of the mythically desired six-inches in cock length as well. If anything, that last point would be fine. If he had a short cock and she could finish him off in a short amount of time, that would be better.

The man stuck out a hand saying “Kyle Griffith.” Allie shook it saying, “nice to meet you.” He nodded in the doorway saying “come on in. Let’s talk business.”


2. The Agreement.

Allie noticed that the layout of the apartment was similar to her own, but the furnishings were almost non-existent. Cold, fluorescent lights glared down silently overhead while the large bay window at the far end bore nothing to see save for the blackness of night and about two feet of fresh powdered snow clumped around its base on the outside. The tiny kitchenette bore a stack of dirty dishes in the sink and Kyle unceremoniously dropped the bag of groceries onto the counter next to it. Allie glanced around behind her seeing a large, colorful, gaming-styled computer on a cheap metal stand in front of a fold-out camping chair. Off to one side a mattress sat on the floor with a navy blue fitted sheet stretched across it and a cheap comforter crumpled up on top. Next to it sat a cardboard box holding up the unconnected end of a phone charger.

“Men live like this and think it’s okay.” Allie muttered under her breath.

“What did you say?” Kyle asked.

“oh, nothing.”

He stepped into the kitchenette where the counter-top formed into a short drink-bar between them. Two stools sat at this bar and Kyle gestured towards one saying, “take a seat.” As she did so, he grabbed the other stool and dragged it around to the other side of the bar sitting on it himself. He reached into a nearby drawer pulling out a piece of clean, unlined computer paper and a black pen.

“I realize that tomorrow you’ll probably tell the cops that I raped you. Is that the plan?”

Allie shook her head and held onto her arm as she balanced uncomfortably on the stool feeling rather like a schoolgirl being chastised for something she did wrong. Kyle gestured towards the paper saying, “still, as weird as this whole thing is, I want something in writing to protect me if you do decide to go to the cops. I want to be clear that whatever happened was something you consented to.”

“You plan to have me sign some disgusting BDSM consent form like that creepy guy in the old fifty-shades movie?” Allie asked with a scoff.

Kyle crinkled his nose and looked at the blank piece of paper in his hand and replied “No, no, nothing like that. Let’s say it’s more like a…” He gestured towards her saying, “…a lease agreement.” He held up a finger and continued, “but one you can exit anytime. That’s rule number one. I won’t be going to jail for criminal confinement, got it? Anytime you want to leave, you just walk out the door.”

Kyle started a number list on the paper with rule number one being “Term of stay: Any. Allie Freeman is free to leave anytime she wants. She is not being held against her will.”

“Shouldn’t it say, ‘will be?’”

“Well, I’m writing it as if you went to the cops and then they read and…” Kyle started sputtering before shaking his head saying, “whatever, as long as it’s clear I’m not holding you against your will we’ll be okay. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, also, I can break the lease and kick you out if you fail your side of the deal.” Allie shivered and nodded with her lips pursed but Kyle put out a hand to her saying, “I already agreed, in principle, to the arrangement you proposed. I won’t just kick you out willy-nilly.”

“I understand.” Allie said quietly.

“Rent normally is fifteen-hundred if we split it up half-way it would be seven-hundred-fifty a piece.”

“Yeah, I don’t have seven-fifty.”

“I know, but I’m listing it so it’s clear you had the option. Got it?”

Allie nodded.

Kyle blew out a sigh and said, “If you can’t pay seven-fifty then, in lieu of rent, you will provide the following” He started a subdivided list writing as he spoke, “services including cleaning, cooking, and other housework.”

“And sex.” Allie said.

Kyle tapped the pen to his lips as he said, “the best way to phrase that?”

“You can have full access to use my body however you like.” Allie said quietly hanging her head in a dejected manner. Kyle wrote it down saying, “that’s pretty open-ended. Do you want some provisions in here for your protection?”

“Please don’t hurt me so badly that I require medical treatment. I can’t afford it.” She pursed her lips and said, “wait… can we add that you’re financially liable for any medical treatment that I need as a result of your use of my body. I mean, if you break any of my bones during sex, it’s only fair that you pay my medical bills for…”

“Break your bones? What kind of sex do you think we’re going to have?” Kyle said with an incredulous chuckle, but Allie’s face was absolutely serious. Kyle swallowed hard and said, “okay, dude, I’m not going to hospitalize you, okay.” As he added her provision before sticking a finger out at her saying, “wait? Medical treatment? What if I get you pregnant?” Kyle squinted at her and asked, “or are you already pregnant and looking to baby-trap some schmuck.”

“No, not pregnant. Here…” Allie stood up and grabbed the door handle, but turned back to Kyle and gestured towards the hallway saying, “Just know that I’m not breaking the lease. I just need to grab something from my stuff.”

“Okay.”

A few seconds later, Allie came back in with a small, circular blister pack of pills marked “Opill” She put it on the counter saying, “I never liked having periods. I still have the better part of a three-month pack remaining. Go ahead and check it over. You can watch me take one, if you like.”

Kyle opened the pack revealing the pills and he said, “okay, take one.”

“Can I have some water?”

Kyle poured her a glass and she popped the next days pill into her mouth swallowing it down before showing him she had taken it. “Well, I’m satisfied. Uh… Do you have any sexual diseases?”

“No. Oh, wait… do you?” Allie asked with a grimace.

Kyle shook his head grumbling, “can’t get an STD if you never had the ‘S.’”
 

“You’ve never had sex before?”

Kyle looked at her firmly with a crestfallen and bitter face that made her swallow hard.

“How…um… how many people have you had sex with?” he asked slowly.

“Do you count oral?” Allie asked gritting her teeth.

“Terrifying question… but… yes. Oral counts too.”

“Two women, one man.”

“So, you’re… like… two-thirds lesbian?”

“Non-binary. Look… can we not discuss my um… preferences and…” Allie blushed as she dropped her head saying “…history. I don’t have any sexual disease.” She looked up at him sheepishly saying “As for preferences, don’t… just… I can still hold up my side of the agreement.” She swallowed hard and continued, “that’s all you need to know. I’m clean of disease. I am capable of sex as a woman. That’s all a boy wants anyhow, right?” She frowned and grumbled under her breath, “a girl who can spread her legs.” 

Kyle shook his head and said “God, I can’t imagine that I’m doing this.”

“Same here.”

They both looked at each other across the chasm of desire and desperation for a while before Allie cleared her throat and said, “maybe this can work, though. Keep going.”

“Water, Trash, Electric, and Wi-fi are included.” Kyle offered up sheepishly.

“Oh, thank you.” Allie breathed out a sigh of relief.

Kyle flashed her a smug smile and said, “that was easy enough, right?”

“So far you’re the nicest landlord that I’ve ever had.”

“Yeah, I suppose Kass fucks both of us harder than this.” Kyle chuckled.

Allie tried not to smile at the joke. He continued, “This arrangement is for you only. No friends, no sleep-overs, no family members, no boyfriends, no pets, only you are allowed to stay here.”

“That’s fine. Apparently, all my friends are pieces of shit anyhow.” Allie muttered before raising her finger in counterpoint saying, “wait… add that to mine as well. The sex offer is only for you. You can’t force me to have sex with your friends, relatives, or anyone else.”

“Sounds fair.”

“Also, you can’t sell sexual access to me to anyone else. I’m not a prostitute.” Kyle cocked his head at her and she continued, “I know that I’m kind of doing that right now, but this is a one-time thing, okay? Can we add that to the contract? This is exclusive-rights… that are… uh… non-transferable. Yes, that’s it. Your rights to my body are non-transferable.”

“Sure.”
 

“No video?” Allie asked gritting her teeth.

“Video?” Kyle pondered.

“You can’t take video or pictures of me having sex with you and share them on Pornhub or any creepy shit like that. My present is fucked up enough as is. I may be desperate, but please don’t destroy any hope I might have for the future as well by making me some unwitting porn star.”

Kyle nodded and added the provision to the contract as he said “Understood. Though, you can’t take or use any of my stuff without explicit permission. This isn’t a ‘my house is your house’ situation. You have access to the space and utilities. That’s all.”

“Okay.” Allie said looking out the window. Her stomach growled softly, but she had to focus on one emergency at a time.

“All set?” Allie asked as Kyle finished writing out the contract between them.

“Yes, you ready to sign?” He asked turning it towards her. She read it over and took the pen he held out to her saying, “yeah.” She bowed her head and scribbled her name at the bottom hearing a ‘click’ as she did so.

She snapped her head up to see Kyle holding up his phone taking a picture of her.

“I said no photography.” She hissed.

“I’m not getting a picture of you having sex. I’m getting one of you signing it so you can’t say I forged your name or something afterwards. Here, if you want, you can get a picture of me signing it as well then we’ll share a scan of it to each other so we both have a copy.”

He took the document and pen as well and readied to sign it, but Allie said, “hold on.”

“Yes?”
 

She held up her dead phone gritting her teeth as she said, “electric is included, right?”

“I can’t believe that I’m doing all of this just to get laid.” Kyle snorted as he helped Allie drag her stuff down the hallway and into his barren living room.

“I swear. I will make this worth your while.”

“I’ll do all this, and you’ll reject me anyhow.”

“I’m not going to reject you. Okay?” Allie said as she shoved a box into place alongside his wall while he leaned her bedframe against the wall as well.

“Is your phone charged yet?”

“Yeah, surely.” Allie said as she checked it seeing it had ten percent charge. Enough for the photos and messaging, “you ready to sign?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks for helping me move in.”

“A good-faith action on a contract.” Kyle said as he signed the document under the watchful eye of Allie’s phone camera. Afterwards with a scan from Kyle’s phone and a text message later including the document as an attachment, Allie had just officially sold her body to him in exchange for a place to live. Allie marveled at how easily she had made the transition from being a single, independent, empowered woman to an indentured sex-slave while Kyle shivered with anticipation at his new purchase.

They stood there awkwardly for a moment before Allie offered, “so uh… do you want to just like… take me now as I am or should I go…get girly-looking for you.”

“Yeah, I should let you prepare” Kyle stammered nervously as he looked down at himself saying “should I change or something? I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“No one has ever done anything like this before.” Allie muttered before frowning. She felt pretty sure people had done something like this before. Probably in the darker parts of the history books most teachers ignore.

“I’ll get ready, then. You can do… whatever. I guess.” She said, grabbing some items from the boxes and heading towards his bathroom. She held out a hand from which dangled a blue lace bra that still had the tag on it as she said, “just don’t break the lease on me before I get a chance to show you what I can do.”

She swallowed hard and continued softly, “…please.”

Kyle flashed her a wry smile and said, “I just hope you’re better than my right hand.”

“’I just hope you’re better than my right hand’” Allie muttered to herself in mock falsetto as she stepped into the bathroom and set her stuff on the counter. She eyed the shower.

One razor…

One bar of soap…

One life-sized, laminated naked anime waifu poster on the shower wall.

Allie clutched a hand over her mouth as she beheld the disturbingly mis-proportioned features of a female caricature that somehow supported a pair of F-cup breasts aloft a fifteen-inch waist. Surely any real woman would break her back, but the anime waifu didn’t seem to mind as she stared longingly, yet lifelessly, at Allie through massive, shining blue eyes. Whether she wanted to laugh or vomit, Allie could not decide, but whatever the result, she needed to hold it in. After a few seconds, a knock came at the door as Kyle shouted through it, “wait, I should take down the…”

He barged in and gritted his teeth as he saw Allie staring at the poster in shock.
 

“Oh… uh…shit.” Kyle muttered as he cringed.

“Uh… yeah…” Allie said trying to keep her voice level as she shook slightly.

Kyle sheepishly said, “I guess you met Akami. Do you want me to take her down or…”

“No. no. It’s your place, your stuff, right?” Allie muttered out trying to keep her voice from breaking. She swallowed hard and continued to him saying, “no… um… no… uh judgement on my part. Okay?”

“You’re thinking of breaking the lease already, aren’t you?”

“No.” Allie almost shouted before levelling her voice off and saying, “just a poster of a naked girl in your shower. You know… it’s no big deal. Actually, it’s good.”

“Good?”

Allie forced a pleasant smile as she continued trying to quell her nausea as she said, “it means you have a…uh… strong, sexual drive. That’s what I’m here for, right? Maybe… you can do with me what you dreamed of doing to her?” She shrugged and continued, “that maybe a good place to start for sex, you know? Kind of… break the ice, such as it is.”

“Uh… yeah. I’ll… um… just let you get ready.” He quietly closed the door and Allie heard him muttering cusses at himself saying, “Kyle, you fucking moron! What the hell were you thinking leaving that poster up and letting a girl in your bathroom?”

She waited until he got out of ear shot and she blew out a sigh, “maybe I won’t be better than his right hand. Clearly it gets plenty of practice.” She stared into the mirror at her own tired, stressed eyes. “Jesus fucking Christ, Allie. What did you get yourself into? Did you really just sell your body to this creepy fucking incel pervert? What the hell were you thinking?”

As if in answer, the wind howled viciously once more outside. Allie shivered as she looked up to the unseen world beyond the walls and she said, “Get yourself together Allie. Whatever that sick fuck does to your body in here will be infinitely better than what the snow will do to you out there. So, what if he’s a fucking weeb. Probably just means he named his cock named his favorite Pokémon or some shit. It doesn’t matter. You’re not here as his girlfriend. You’re here to survive. Girl up, spread your legs, close your eyes, and pray he doesn’t break the lease.”


3. Sex and lots of it

Kyle paced back and forth in the kitchen chewing vigorously at the piece of mint gum in his mouth. His heart pounded loud in his chest as scenarios from a wide berth of horror movies played out in his mind…

Lonely man thinking with his cock…

Tempting seductress…

Death.

The worst part was it always depicted the horny soul as having deserved his fate for trying to complete the simple task of sex with a woman. He pictured the cruel smile on Allie’s face, if that was even her real name, as she slit his throat and stole his every worldly possession. Hell, she could tie him up and torture him for days just like those two crazy chicks in ‘knock, knock’ did to Keanu Reeves. He squinted and thought of the ways this could be a horrible trap. Did she have accomplices? He had checked the peephole expecting to see half-a-dozen men coming down the hallway to jump him any second now multiple times. She sure was taking a long time in the bathroom. Setting up a hidden camera perhaps? The only thing he had to steal in there was his waifu but that just seemed childish and pointless.

The bathroom door opened, and he nearly leapt in terror as he spun around. His jaw dropped. True to her promise, Allie really had made herself girly. Gone were the thick glasses and septum piercing. Her previously tightly curled, androgenous-looking hair now lay slicked down against her head stretching to its full, natural length of just past her ears. Her eyes bore dark eye shadow chiseled out to points which gave her a mysterious, alluring appearance while her lips appeared thick and voluptuous with the blood-red lipstick that she had spread across them. She wore a white blouse so thin that he could see her blue bra through the cotton fabric. The top several buttons sat undone revealing an impressive cleavage of her breasts hiked up high between the too-tight bra. Underneath, she wore a black miniskirt that hugged her hips and barely stretched past her crotch. She padded her bare feet across the floor to him, walking a bit awkwardly as she was clearly not accustomed to wearing such a sensual, yet slightly ridiculous outfit.

Lucky for Allie, Kyle had been tragically born without a sense of fashion. Whereas anyone else would have pointed and laughed at her borderline drag-show clown-costume, he gaped and muttered, “you’re beautiful.”

She smiled broadly and sashayed her hips as she walked towards him saying, “…and I’m all mine.”

“Huh?” Kyle asked.

“Shit.” She hissed. She quickly turned and trotted back a few feet towards the bathroom as he watched in pure confusion. She said to him in her normal voice, “let me try that again.” She broke into a fake smile and walked a few steps towards him with wide hips sashaying broadly as she gave a breathy exclamation saying, “…and I’m all yours.”

Kyle couldn’t help but smile as a chuckle escaped his lips.

She came up to him and said, “I promise that I’ll get better at this as we go. I’m just a little rusty at having sex with a man.”

“Fair enough. I was half afraid you were setting me up to get murdered, like a femme fatale or something.”

Allie’s face turned serious as she stepped in close and grabbed his hands saying, “I wouldn’t do that to you.”

“Oh.”
 

“That’s important, Kyle. Please don’t break the lease because you’re afraid of me. I get it if I came on too strong, but this is all just make up and stuff, okay. I would never…” She pursed her lips and continued “…you know the old saying about biting the hand that feeds you and stuff, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay.” She said with a more earnest smile spreading across her face.

“Well, as promised, I’m ready to fulfill my part of the lease agreement. What do you want to do to my body first? I put on one of my prettiest bras and I put on none of my panties. I’ll let you decide where you want to start on me.”

Kyle looked down at her hands holding his own. He rubbed the back of her knuckles with his thumb feeling their smooth, small lithe texture. She looked down as well and pouted slightly.

“This is my first time holding a girl’s hand.” He said quietly.

“Oh. Okay. That’s fine.” Allie said supportively pressing her hands further into his own feeling the warmth of his fingers wrapped around hers. “Can I kiss you?” He asked. She blinked and took this in thoughtfully. “I mean, I knew we talked about just sex, and sometimes women who work sex jobs don’t let the men kiss them because…”

“No. No. It’s okay. You can kiss me.” Allie countered. She looked up into his face as he stared deep into her with surprising intimacy. She crinkled her nose slightly in disgust as she said, “I’m not… you know… like a street-walker holding out on one of her clients.” She nodded towards him saying “we talked about sex, but the lease agreement is for my whole body, including my lips. So… yes… you can kiss me if you like.”

“Thanks. This will be my first time kissing a girl as well.” He said as he leaned in. Allie closed her eyes and puckered her lips waiting to feel his lips press against them but instead she felt his hands shift out from her own quickly and panic set into her heart as the familiar sensation of terror touched her soul. She instinctively braced to receive the brutal blow but instead of a slap she heard him say, “I should spit out my gum first.” She opened her eyes to see him turn quickly away from her and spit a wad of gum into a nearby trash can before turning back to her and putting his hands in hers.

“You okay?” He asked as her mouth hung open and her eyes lay plastered wide.

“Yeah, I’m…” Allie swallowed hard and continued with a forced smile “…fine.” She leaned in again and felt the warmth of his body draw near to her own. The faint musky odor of manhood, a mix of corn chips and cheap body spray, wafted to her nose. She forced herself to ignore the scent knowing full well that the first step to having sex with a man for any woman is to sacrifice her olfactory senses.  Faint gratitude fluttered in her heart at the scent of the body spray and subtle minty freshness from the gum, which indicated that he had at least tried to not stink as horribly as men often do. This was quite hospitable on his part considering that Allie literally could not refuse.  She felt his warm lips touch her own in a timid, little peck. As they leaned back out, she saw that he wore a bit of her lipstick, but opted not to point this out especially given the rather disappointed look on his face. “Like kissing your aunt or something.” He muttered starting to drop her hands “maybe this was a mist-”

Before he could finish, Allie wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pulled him in close, and planted a deep, passionate kiss across his lips. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw his shocked expression as she began swirling her lips slightly along his before parting her mouth and pressing her tongue against his lips. His eyes widened but she nodded encouragingly, and he hesitantly opened his mouth letting her swirl her tongue around inside as his body flexed in an uncomfortable manner and he pushed her tongue out from his mouth with her own.

“Bet that wasn’t like kissing your aunt.” Allie smirked before seeing he was legitimately horrified as he gave a bit of a gagging sound.

“I didn’t know you were going to put your tongue inside my mouth.”

“Was it too much? I just assumed you would like it.”

“I… I… aren’t you concerned about getting sick or… I don’t know… it’s kind of disgusting though, right?”

“You’re going to put your penis inside my body. How is this any different?”

“I can’t taste with my penis.”

Allie pouted and Kyle looked across her face saying, “your lipstick’s all smeared.”

“Yeah, that’s what kissing does.”

Kyle gritted his teeth slightly and said “yeah, of course. That makes sense.” He panted slightly as she held him tight. His eyes descended onto her breasts pressed against his chest. Allie trailed his gaze and said “where we go next is up to you. If you want to play with my breasts, that’s fine. If you want to try for a better kiss, that’s okay too. Sorry if I came on too strong. When you said it was like kissing your aunt, I was afraid you would break the lease. I… really am trying my best to fulfill my end of the deal.”

“I understand that. It’s just, you ever have an idea of what something will be like and then you actually get it and it’s not nearly like that at all. Like when you go to a restaurant, and you see an awesome menu items but then you order it and it’s just normal food… because… of course it is. Right?”

“Is that what I’m like to you?”

“not you, specifically. I always assumed my first kiss would feel magical and electrifying or something. Maybe I just had it too built up in my own head.” Kyle shuddered and said “what if sex is like that too? I always thought of it as being so magical and amazing and it turns out it’s just awkward and disgusting.”

Allie took this in thoughtfully before saying “it… can… feel magical and amazing.” Kyle looked into her eyes carefully as she clung onto him feeling his warm firm chest pressed against her own in a somewhat uncomfortable manner given the only time they had ever touched before this was to shake hands. She continued “what you actually do is… well… disgusting. You are pressing up against and going inside of a naked person. Normally, well, when I’ve done this before, it’s obviously been someone I’m in love with, at least at the time. When that’s the case, it’s exciting to share the experience with them.” Allie stared off far away remembering her nights with Sheila as she continued “it’s as much joy giving them pleasure as it is to receive it and you can spend long nights staying up giggling about how your legs twitch in the aftershocks of orgasm before sending ‘I love you’ texts to them the next day while you’re at work. When that person makes you feel special, and important. Then sex feels magical.” Allie’s eyes dimmed a little as she remembered the last text she had received from Sheila…

Allie sighed and continued, “I… I don’t think a man would understand any of this, so don’t worry about it.”

“A man wouldn’t understand?”

“It’s different for men. They just… pump until they cum. Same as if it was their hand. That’s all. Not a whole lot to it emotionally speaking.” Kyle furrowed his brow, but Allie continued “but you can pump until you cum inside of me. It will be fun. I promise, you’ll like it once you get going. Okay?”

Kyle sighed and said “I suppose that I’ll take what I can get. The whole ‘love you’ texts during work and stuff sounds amazing. That would take a real girlfriend, though. There’s no way I’ll ever be able to afford one, though.”

“Yeah. Having a girlfriend was pretty fantastic.” Allie replied, sadly.

“Okay, this has got to be the saddest sex I know of. My first time pressed up against a girl’s body and my erection is already gone.” Kyle said.

“That’s because I’m messing this all up. Same way I screw everything up in my life.” Allie sighed as she contemplated whether she really should just go sit out in the snow and let the city of Chicago kill her. Perhaps a frozen corpse lying in a dumpster next to her belongings really was where a nobody like her belonged. She leaned her head against Kyle’s shoulder and closed her eyes. It was only a matter of time now before he kicked her out. She made up her mind that she wouldn’t even resist if he chose to simply let her die.

“I still want to try, though.” He whispered warmly into her ear.

A small smile spread across Allie’s lips.

“Thank you.” She replied before lifting her head and looking into his eyes saying, “would it be okay if you just tell me what to do? I’m afraid I’ll screw up again.”

“I would like to kiss you again.”
 

“Do you want a closed mouth or an open-mouthed kiss?”

Kyle thought about this for a second and replied, “what if, I put my tongue in your mouth?”

“Okay. We can do that.” Allie said leaning in and opening up. She felt his lips caress her own and his tongue slide slowly across her own. She took small relief in the fact that he had been chewing mint gum before their kiss and greater relief in letting him take the driver’s seat for where they were going on this awkwardly arranged sexual exploration. He just held his tongue there for a bit as she waited patiently. After a few seconds, she broke the kiss and bit her lower lip saying, “do you mind if I make a suggestion?”

“A suggestion?”

“Yeah, for when you kiss a girl for real. Like a girlfriend or something. If you don’t want it, I’ll keep quiet, but if you’re open to hearing it, maybe I can offer some advice.”

“Go ahead.”

“When you put your tongue in someone else’s mouth, it’s best to do something with it. Like…” She stuck her tongue out and waggled it about a bit to demonstrate before she continued “caress their tongue with your own or rub the inside of their cheek with it or lick their lips. These things can feel kind of sexy if you do them right.”

Kyle tilted his head to the side saying, “it does feel a little bit sexy. Actually, makes me want to put something else in your mouth.” Allie shrugged casually and said “sure. Do you want me to get on my knees or would you like to lay down while I suck your cock?”

Kyle shivered slightly and blew out a surprised breath as he said “I still can’t believe this is really happening. Like you always dream of what things would be like if you had a girl, but never actually believe that it could happen to you.”

Allie chuckled as an honest smile spread across her face “well, believe it. I’m here. I’m a girl. Just let me know what you want, and I will do my best to provide.”

“Go ahead and give me another kiss. I’ll try caressing your tongue this time.” Allie leaned in and opened her mouth feeling Kyle’s tongue penetrate her once more this time with a bit livelier as he swirled it about inside her mouth before running it over her tongue. She lowered her hands instinctively as he did so, feeling her trepidations and inhibitions starting to slowly melt. She grasped her hands around his thighs hooking her thumbs into the belt loops of his pants before she felt him shift a bit and something hard press against her belly from between his legs. Weird, primal urges started toying with her mind causing her to daydream fantasies about the man she was kissing taking care of her and comforting her in her times of need, rather than simply using her as a convenient fuck-toy too impoverished and desperate to deny him. He broke the kiss and Allie released a sigh. “Was that better?”

“Yeah. That was a good kiss.”

“Felt like it. I could feel your body relaxing.”

“I’m kind of nervous, as you can probably tell.”

“That makes two of us.”

She felt him shift a bit and his hands slide up her abdomen to her breasts cupping them through her shirt. She looked down to see him holding her breasts and looked back up into his face saying, “would you like to see them?”

“Yeah.”

Allie hastily unbuttoned her shirt as she felt Kyle’s fingers begin massaging her breasts fondling her gently. She took a step back and stripped her shirt off revealing the blue bra more fully. Removing her shirt also displayed her symbol of the divine feminine tattoo on her abdomen, her vaginal-rose flower tattoo on her left shoulder blade, and a barbed-wire stylized image of the mirror Venus on her right shoulder. He ignored the hundreds of dollars of ink she had spent on her body and stared intently at her breasts in a creepy manner that would otherwise make her incredibly uncomfortable. She knew what he wanted to do to her breasts but, on that same token, her life depended on letting him do whatever he wanted to with her breasts.

“They’re beautiful.” He murmured, appreciatively.

Allie glanced down at her chest giving a soft snort of disappointment. Why were men always so obsessed with these things? Men had them too, just smaller and hairier. They really weren’t anything special. They were just something to goon at and objectify. Allie continued stripping as she reached behind her back to unsnap her bra and let her breasts swing out. She didn’t have a particularly exciting pair, B-cup in size, but from the look on Kyle’s face one could have imagined she just showed him a stack of gold bars. She twisted up her lips and fought the urge to shimmy while enjoying the undeserved attention for merely having such simple body parts. She wasn’t supposed to be enjoying this, but still she couldn’t help but smile as Kyle slowly approached her hands outstretched. “May I?” He asked.

“Sure.” She said shrugging and putting one hand on her hip while casually leaning against one thigh. She waited patiently as he worshipfully caressed her breasts. Her breath caught in her throat again as an old memory threatened to send shivers of terror across her spine. Any moment now, she knew he would grab her sensitive nipples between his thumb and forefinger before squeezing them hard sending waves of pain emanating from her chest until she danced and squealed in agony while he laughed at her sadistically. She turned her head away and grimaced expecting pain at any moment but instead of pain she felt something warm and wet against her left nipple. She looked down to see him gently suckling at her with his head bowed. The hand she had on her hip shook uncontrollably as she whispered internally, “he’s a different man, Allie. He won’t do the same things to you Charlie did.”

He cupped her breasts reverently in his hands as he continued suckling more urgently at her nipple moaning in appreciation as he did so. Allie breathed out a sigh of relief and whispered, “At least stupid animals are easy to please.” Kyle let go of his suckling and righted himself “what did you say?”

Allie’s face turned crimson as she realized her big fucking mouth was about to get her killed. “I said they are easy to please. I like it when you play with my breasts.”

“Oh. Glad to hear it. They looked bigger and perkier in your bra. You are kind of…” He put his hands over her breasts palm against her chest as she felt his fingers wrap gently around her chest as a whole making her breasts flatten out against her body. She saw him twist up his lips for a second before saying “…small.”

“This is the size they are.” Allie whimpered with a cringe as she suddenly felt incredibly self-conscious about her body. “oh, no… no complaints.” Kyle replied quickly as he transitioned his hands to cupping her from below letting the heft of her breasts fill the palm of his hands. “Sorry for being a choosy beggar. They are a very nice pair of breasts. Thanks for sharing them with me.”

Allie hung her head, but Kyle spoke to her encouragingly saying, “I’m sorry. How about this? When you see my cock, I’ll let you make a joke about how small it is.” He held up a finger as he held onto her left breast with his other hand fondling it as he said, “only one joke though, okay? No more than that. Then we’ll be even.”

Allie chuckled and said, “you are an incredibly fair man.”

“We still have more to explore.” He continued.

Allie nodded.

She watched as the finger descended across her belly and across her skirt. Before long, she felt his hand snake its way down across her thighs before coming to her leg. Freshly shaved in preparation for sex, the sensation of his touch felt slightly cold with icy pain from the subtle razor burn she bore on her legs. He righted himself and stood in front of her holding her left breast cupped in his hand while sliding his right hand up her thigh dangerously close to the hem of her mini-skirt.

“You said you weren’t wearing any panties?”

Allie whispered breathily “that’s right.”

She felt his finger begin to curl across the hem of her skirt as he said, “can I touch your pussy?”

Allie nodded again saying “go ahead… just…”

“Just what?”

Allie shook her head and said “nothing. You can touch me.”

“If there’s something I should know, go ahead and say it.”
 

“Please be gentle with my womanhood. It’s really sensitive.”

“Like a man’s balls type sensitive?”

“Kind of, I guess, but… more like you can hurt me by rubbing too hard or penetrating too quickly rather than hitting it like with a man. If it’s okay with you, I would prefer it if you went slowly. I’ll understand if you want to go fast. My body is your plaything after all, you can do whatever you like to me.”

“Well, I don’t want to hurt you. Here…” She felt his hand raise along her inner thigh and his fingers stroke her pubic hair “…oh, you’re… hairy?”

“Well… yeah. Girls have hair.”

“Well, yeah, but I thought all women shave it off.”

“Uh… no. Only women like porn stars do that. I can shave if you want me too. It will take a while and it itches like hell when it grows back in but, I probably should comply with the terms of our lease.”

“You don’t have to this time.” He said as she felt his hands start to fondle the outer lips of her labia. She instinctively spread her legs and jutted her hips forward to give him better access to her womanhood. Awkwardly, he slipped his middle finger deep between her lips saying, “holy shit you’re so… gooey?”

A sensation like that of an electric buzzer flooded through Allie’s crotch emanating out through her body causing her to throw her head back as she gasped, and her knees buckled beneath her. The world spun around her, and she started to collapse before Kyle wrapped an arm around her back catching her saying “Shit! So sorry, dude. I didn’t mean to hurt you.” Allie caught her breath as she felt his hand fly away from her crotch “No… no you didn’t hurt me.”

“Huh?”

She looked into his eyes as he held onto her. No trace of sarcasm or irony in his eyes, only concern. “God, you really are a virgin.” Allie muttered.

“Yeah, I know. I already told you that.”

“You inflicted the opposite of pain in me. You… uh… found my clitoris. It’s very, very sensitive to touch.”

“What? Seriously? Your clitoris is right there?” He asked in surprise. He shook his head and started to reach down between her legs again curiously saying, “I thought it was supposed to be hard to find or something. That was so easy. If I rub it more will you orgasm?”

Allie reached down and grabbed his wrist holding his hand still before he could touch her again. “Hey, uh, whoa…” He looked at her with a squint as she swallowed hard and continued, “can we just focus on your pleasure tonight?" He pursed his lips and Allie felt the icy wind of Chicago biting into her flesh as she pleaded “I know that I promised full access, but I’m not in a good head-space to receive pleasure right now. I would be happy to give pleasure to you though.”

Kyle took this in thoughtfully and said, “not in a good headspace?”

Allie gritted her teeth and nodded saying “yes, I can’t explain it better than that. Please understand that I’m not saying ‘no’ to you. I would be happy to suck your cock or let you put it inside my body any way you want. Okay?”

“Can I still explore you?”

Allie nodded and let go of his hand saying, “yes.”  She felt his hand press against her skirt and pinch the zipper tugging it down part way before getting caught on the curve of her hip. “Oh, here.” She said reaching around behind her to help him unzip it. He grabbed the hem, and she wiggled her hips helping him strip her clothing off as best she could “damn your skirt is tight. How do you get this thing off?”

“Just pull harder.” She said trying her best to just her hips and flatten her rounded buttocks so as to help him. It took a little bit but eventually he managed to slide her skirt over her buttocks and let it fall to the ground in a crumpled heap against her ankles. She felt his hands slide across her buttocks as he beheld her lower half. Allie tipped one foot out and rolled her hips forward slightly to pose as sensually as she could “So smooth.” He whispered. “Thank you.” She replied.

He shifted his hand back to her crotch and once again pressed against her womanhood as his finger pierced her labia once more this time penetrating into her vagina slowly as his eyes widened “Holy shit.” He muttered.

Allie gave a small smile as the weird image of a kid in a candy shop flitted through her mind. She felt him curl his finger curiously inside her body and tried to quell the disgusting, vulnerable, humiliating sensation that this brought to her. She trembled and leaned against him.

“You doing okay, dude?” Kyle asked her.

Allie snorted slightly at being called ‘dude’ even with her womanhood penetrated by his finger demonstrating how she was most definitely not a ‘dude.’ Still, something in the way Kyle said it felt oddly comforting and friendly, like she was just ‘one of the boys’ and he would treat her as such other than the casual sex.

At least he wasn’t calling her ‘bitch’ like Charlie did.

By comparison, ‘dude’ was quite an improvement.

“Yeah. I’m okay. Just… it’s been a while.”

She felt him pull his finger out from her leaving a ripped feeling of icy hollowness which made her tense up in discomfort. She clenched her jaw though. She had already been doing too much complaining and pretty soon she could be complaining to the flakes of snow as they fell on the eyelids of her frozen corpse if she kept bitching the way she had been. She did, however, let out a scream as he hoisted her up into his arms unexpectedly. He almost dropped her as she quickly wrapped her arms around his neck as he staggered about groaning.

“oh… shit!” He grunted out before toppling forward as Allie caught herself on her feet as he flopped forward. “God, you’re heavy.” He gasped.

“I’m only one-hundred and twenty pounds.” Allie protested as he side eyed her “Okay, maybe more like one-twenty-five but, still…”
 

“I’m not saying you’re fat. Just…” Kyle leaned up and rubbed his back as Allie wrapped her hands around her waist feeling uncomfortably bare, with her breasts exposed and her weight being criticized. “I… I thought you would weigh less.” Kyle panted “I thought that would be easier. You know, like you see in movies and stuff where the guy just picks the girl up easily. It really looks cool, and I thought it would be sexy to do that to you.” He shook his head and said, “guess I’m in worse shape than I thought I was.”

“Maybe we shouldn’t try anything fancy.” Allie offered up. She gestured and said, “just tell me where you want me to go, and I’ll walk there.” Kyle placed a hand on her shoulder and said, “thank god you’re a renter. If you had been a girlfriend you would have broken up with me by now. I was going to take you to my bed and lay you out romantically across it.”

“Okay.” She started to step off, but then reached back behind her giving him her hand and letting her eyes trail along his body for a moment before she said, “we will eventually need to take your clothes off too.”

Kyle gave her a crooked smile as he took her hand saying, “you know that meme where the girl is walking into paradise and reaching behind her to take your hand.”

“Uh… yeah.” Allie replied, not sure where this was going.

“You’re doing it now.” He said grabbing onto her hand.

Allie chuckled and said, “no offense to your place, but I don’t think ‘paradise’ is exactly the word to describe a downtown studio apartment.”

They took the short walk to his mattress and Allie looked down at it sadly. Something about a mattress on the floor just felt impoverished and apathetic, even by her standards. She felt Kyle step in behind her and run his fingers across her buttocks before caressing her thighs. “I think paradise is exactly the word to describe this location.”

“God, I hope so.” Allie said as she turned to face him saying “I honestly can’t wait for you get your cock inside me.”

“Wow! Really? You’re that horny?”

“No, no... not at all. Once you get inside me I won’t have to worry about any more screw ups.” She stepped in close to him and said “from that point on, it’s straightforward. I just let you thrust until you cum. I don’t really have to do much more. Can I take off your belt?”

“You are the strangest girl I’ve ever met.”

“But you’re still okay with me being here, right?” Allie asked nervously fiddling about with Kyle’s belt.

“Of course, and yes.” Kyle said as he started lifting his shirt revealing his hairy tummy and chest as Allie opened his pants and pushed them down over his non-existent buttocks easily along with his underwear springing forth his purple tipped cock. A faint tremor of fear passed through Allie, and she whispered “different man, he’s a different man. Someone completely different.” As she stared at his cock with her eyes widening in terror.

“I would ask if you’re impressed but I did promise you one small-cock joke.” Kyle chuckled. Allie looked up at him like a caged animal and his face fell “is something wrong with it?” He said looking down between his legs.

“No, no… your cock is fine. It looks… normal.” Allie said with a tremor. She slowly backed away and lay her body down across his mattress pushing the comforter off to the side to make some space as she kept her eyes on him. It too had the familiar, musky smell of an apathetic bachelor and Allie felt a sense of disgust as she lay across it. She took the attitude that it was rather like jumping into lake water, sure you knew it was disgusting but now that you were in it then it simply became what you were in. She looked up at him and he gave her a small smile whispering, “beautiful.” She drew in a deep breath to steel her nerves and then opened her legs invitingly saying “come on in.”

Kyle couldn’t believe his incredible luck as the most beautiful sight any man could behold, a woman legs spread open and inviting him in, lay out before him. Sure, her tits were smaller than Akami’s and her pussy was covered with a coarse mat of dark hair but he would finally get to make his every childhood, teenhood, and adulthood dream come true. He gently crawled up on top of her not sure whether she could hold his weight or not. He didn’t feel sure about a lot of things as his heart raced with anticipation and terror at the thought of coming so close to finally discovering the true experience of sex. Like an explorer wandering an alien planet for the first time, Kyle marvelled at every sensation. The incredible smoothness of her skin as he passed over her, the feel of her hot, inner thighs sliding into place around his own legs as he slid in between them. “I can’t believe I’m going to actually get to do this.” He muttered. She smirked saying “I can’t believe I’m doing this either.” With a hint of disappointment in her voice.

This brought him to a stop as he came face to face with her. His cock pressed eagerly against her inner thigh as his face fell.

“What?”

“Nothing. It’s just, sad that…” He trailed off looking down.

“Hey.” She said in a strangely empathetic tone.

He looked up at her and she asked with concern in her voice “is something wrong?”

“I dreamed my entire life about what sex would be like and it’s sad that my first time is with a homeless woman making her rent payment.”

He cringed but he felt her reach up and caress his cheek with her fingers saying “hey, Kyle.”

“Yeah?”

“I am grateful you gave me this opportunity. Just come on inside, we’ll both feel better once you’re in me.”

“okay.” He pressed forward but felt his cock ram up against her inner thigh as she said “no, more center.” He backed up and tried again but only jammed the tip of his cock against the other side of her thigh as she said “no, you’re other center.”

“Fuck I can’t even have sex properly because my cock bends to the left.”

“No, you can do this, here. I’ll help you.” She said as she reached down between their legs and adjusted his cock so that the tip rested directly on her pussy lips. She said “okay, just push forward.” as she reached around behind him and wrapped her hands around either side of his buttocks guiding his thighs as he plunged deep inside her.

Warmth…

Wetness…

Muscles, flesh soft beyond his wildest imagination engulfed Kyle’s cock as he penetrated her. He gasped with a shudder as he felt his cock slide through a tight, angular squeeze of firm, wet flesh and slide into a soft, stretchy fleshy sack deep inside her body. Unable to keep his elbows locked as his arms responded to the sensation, he slowly collapsed across her chest feeling her warm, soft breasts compress against him and her smooth, deliciously gentle skin catch his fall. He lay his head on her left shoulder feeling his pillow behind her head as he collapsed for a second there panting in exhilaration. For her part, Allie grunted with a guttural sound which could neither be easily categorized as pain or pleasure.

Kyle shuddered. In all the porn he had ever seen, a woman would start screaming in pleasure the moment a man entered her. Of course, in porn, men had way bigger cocks than he did and were muscular beasts who tossed the submissive little girls around on their dicks while the woman would squeal and giggle like they were on an amusement park ride.

This was nothing like that at all.

He felt like he was in a museum, or someone else’s house and he only existed there with explicit permission and under strict rules. His mind raced with the unbelievable knowledge that he was inside of another person. He was actually doing it. He was having the mythical, magical sex he had dreamed about all of his life. He shifted slightly feeling his cock slip around inside of her soft, slippery inside and Allie shivered with a low growl as her body tensed.

“Are you okay, dude?” Kyle whispered into her ear. She turned to look as he lifted his head and they stared at each other. “Yeah, I’m okay.” She said quietly.  Kyle licked his lips and pondered if she was simply lying to him. There could be no way one person could be penetrated this deeply and groaning in agony while being ‘okay.’ Sure, the lease agreement gave him permission to do whatever he wanted to her but he wasn’t a sadistic monster. She sure as hell didn’t seem to be having a good time and concern mounted in his heart for her well-being.

“It’s just I’m very deep inside you. I… I don’t want to hurt you.” A faint hint of a smile crossed Allie’s face as she replied quietly “you’re not hurting me.” She patted his buttocks with her hand which brought a strange, sensual quiver to his body that translated its way all through to his cock which twitched deep inside her pussy.

“Women are built to do this. It’s just been a while since I’ve been with a man. But it’s kind of like riding a bicycle… with no seat attached.” She said flashing a smile at her own joke which carried over to Kyle’s face.

“Okay, as long as I’m not hurting you.”

“No, you’re not hurting me. Hey, what’s it feel like to you though.”

“Incredibly hot and surprisingly wet. I guess I didn’t know what to expect but I had no idea it would feel like this.”

“Does it feel good?” She asked, apprehensively.

Her voice dropped as her eyes widened and she asked in a quiet yet ominous voice “does it feel good enough to let me stay? Is it worth…” She stopped as wind howled against the glass of his bay window. She continued in a whisper, as if fearing the powers of the universe hearing her words “…keeping me inside?”

“Yes.” Kyle replied. Indeed he figured it worth a great deal more than that but he sure as hell wasn’t going to tell her that or else she would be demanding expensive jewelry and shrimp dinners in exchange for her mere presence like every other girl.

“It’s like your tongue, you got to move if its going to do anything.” Allie said quietly. Kyle came out from his own thoughts as she continued “I can feel you twitching inside me already. You’re like a steam-kettle that’s about to explode. It’s okay, you can explode inside me. You saw me take the pill earlier.”

“Does it feel good for you?” Kyle asked inquisitively but Allie shook her head saying “don’t worry about me. You just enjoy.”

She felt Kyle withdraw slightly and then thrust deeper inside her bringing an involuntary, soft moan to her lips. Despite what she had said, the warmth and pressure of his body against her as well as his cock inside her felt kind of nice. Of course, she sure as hell wouldn’t tell him that she enjoyed sex or else he would start demanding she do it for even less recompense than she currently received or start doing horrible things to her under the guise of ‘the slut likes it’ just like every other man. Instead, she lifted her hands over her head trying to avoid stroking and caressing his ass the way she wanted to as this may give him the wrong idea. Rather, she lay still and submissive with her legs splayed open and her arms up over her head giving him a nice view of her breasts flexed upwards in response to the movement of her arms.

She did this all for his benefit as she wasn’t really interested in trying to reach an orgasm tonight for herself in any way, it had been a hard day and it just wasn’t that kind of night for her. She felt him thrust again and heard him moan out, “oh, my god.” She smiled softly and watched him continue thrusting against her moving at an ever-increasing tempo as he went. “At least I’m good for something.” She whispered bitterly to herself as she felt his overzealous desire bubble over within the space of a few minutes of thrusting inside her. He howled in delight and pleasure as she felt his cock swell and begin pulsating deep inside her. Her mind wandered slightly as she thought about taking her birth control pill. Surely, it would keep her from getting pregnant…right? The inkling of fear played about in the back of her mind as she felt his hot, pulsating sperm fill her womanhood deep and desirous. It was too late now. His swimmers, laden with DNA, were already injected deep inside her uterus. It was a battle between a small progesterone pill and millions of years of evolutionary procreation forces that she had no control over but would live with the consequences of for the rest of her life. A small frown crossed her lips as she remembered one of the many reasons she hated having sex with men.

Kyle shivered and clung to the delicious, smooth, powerfully effeminate flesh as his body jerked and spasmed in aftershocks of pleasure. He lay his head against her shoulder, feeling his ear press against her arm-pit as she held her hands up over her head. “Oh my god.”

“Good?” she asked, calmly and quietly.

“Incredible.” He murmured softly as he slowly lifted himself back up on sex-weakened arms to look back down at her.  She stared at him in blank apathy as if she was waiting on a bus. “Did… you feel anything at all?” He asked her. She blinked at him and said, “I felt you inside me.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t feel any pleasure.”

“Why do you care?”

“I came to fast, didn’t I?”

“No. you came in a normal time.”

Kyle slid out from inside her and rolled off to the side laying on the mattress next to her panting “Fuck. Am I bad at sex?”

“Kyle, it’s your first time and, I already told you, I’m not in a head-space to experience pleasure anyhow.”

“Is it because my cock is small? Real-talk, not the boob-for-cock joke time.”

Allie leaned up on her elbow and rolled to face Kyle. Of all the things she expected to deal with, insecurity on behalf of the misogynistic pervert that she had just sold her body to was not one of them. She pondered if normal prostitutes had to deal with this kind of crap and she figured they likely did.

“Kyle, your cock is normal size and… well… if you’re asking me to compare, that was actually the best sex I’ve ever had with a man.”

“Or woman?”

“Don’t ask to be compared to sex with a woman. There is no comparison between sex with a man and sex with a woman. It’s like comparing a bicycle to a Lamborghini.”

“Wait does that mean I’m a…” Allie placed a gentle hand on Kyle’s chest saying, “the best sex I’ve ever had with a man.”

“Thanks.” Kyle said with a small smile. “I felt bad because when I went inside you, you just kind of laid there quietly. I always thought women screamed and moaned and stuff during sex.”

Allie snorted and said “only when they are paid to…”

The realization hit her, and she continued “oh, shit. I fucked up!” Allie groaned as she slapped her hand against her forehead.

“how?”

“I’m doing this for rent, not fun. I’m being paid, by way of lease, to have sex with you. I’m so sorry that I slacked off there. I should have screamed and moaned and called your name and told you that you made me see the face of God or something.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it.” Kyle replied.

“Are you sure? This is supposed to be a good experience for you after all. I promise that I’ll do better acting next time.”

“No, no. If you scream and moan, I want to earn it fair and square. Okay? No faking for me.”

Allie sighed and laid back across the mattress saying, “definitely the best sex I’ve ever had with a man.”

She rolled over on her side, facing him and slid her body in next to his resting her head on his shoulder as he wrapped an arm around her back. Man, or no, homeless or not, disgusted or fulfilled, it still felt nice to be in his warm embrace though she knew her presence on his chest required payment of some form. She reached down and gingerly wrapped her thin fingers around his fat, hot, slimy cock still wet from her own vaginal juices. “Just let me know if you want to go again.” She said to him as she soothingly massaged his cock with her hand.

“I’ll need a little time to reset, but yeah, I would like to.”

“No problem. Would you like to do missionary again or do you want to try a different position?”

He looked at her and asked, “Do you have a suggestion?”
 

“You’re asking me?” Allie chuckled.

“You’re the expert.”

Allie crinkled up her nose at his description but held her tongue to keep her lease. “Do you mind if I get on top of you, just kind of sit on top of your cock?”

“You mean like reverse cowgirl?”

Allie rolled her eyes saying, “you really watch a lot of porn, don’t you?”

“Well?”

“Regular ‘cowgirl’ if you want to call it that is much better for everyone involved. Reverse cowgirl looks good on camera, but it just means I’m staring at your toes while you’re staring at my shoulder blades. It involves bouncing on my thighs without really being able to get any leverage to...”

“Okay, okay, regular cowgirl or just you on top is fine.”

“Really?”

“Sure.”

Allie dropped her voice slightly as she cupped her hand around Kyle’s balls scooping the delicate little orbs into her palm as she said sinisterly, “you don’t worry about your fragile masculinity being threated by a woman fucking you from above while you lay submissive to her?”

“I never even thought of it that way. That’s actually kind of sexy when you say it like that. Besides, why would I worry about masculinity. You’re non-binary. Doesn’t that mean you are like half-dude or something.”

“That’s not the way non-binary works.” Allie snorted in annoyance.

Kyle waved a dismissive hand saying, “anyhow, I’m not some geriatric baby-boomer expecting a virginal and submissive housewife to lay still and do her nuptial duties or some crap. I would love for you to be on top for the next round. No one ever said having sex was like doing push-ups and my arms are tired.”

Allie felt his cock grow firm against her hand as his balls quivered slightly in her palm.  “I will admit what you’re doing now feels a little scary, though.”

“Scary, how?” Allie asked.

“I’m a little nervous you’re going to crush my balls. You know, I’ve never had them in the hand of a stranger and…uh… yeah, please don’t hurt me.”

“I’m not going to.” Allie said with a smile. The thought of doing exactly that had crossed her mind. A wealthier and less desperate version of herself would have loved to crush a man’s balls and make one less the number of their wretched and, in her mind, useless population. Still, the howling winds of Chicago urged her to seek cooperation over aggression, and so she released her hold of his testicles before sitting up and sliding her leg over his thighs. She said as she gently fondled them for a moment before letting them go, “you didn’t hurt me. I’m not going to hurt you.”

She set in to straddle him guiding his cock with her hand as she slid her body down towards him. The act of controlling where his cock went relative to her pussy and controlling the speed and timing of her own impalement felt gratifying as she rested her body down once more onto his manhood with less fear and concern as he moaned in pleasure.

“Still feels incredible. God, If I could feel this all the time, that would be amazing.” He sighed. He reached down and Allie watched as he placed his fingers against her lower abdomen which bore her intricately scrolled markings of divine femineity vaguely in the shape of a uterus and ovaries though with scripted black ink, stylized design, and exaggerated size relative to their biological counterparts. He muttered “it’s amazing that I’m so deep inside you.” He traced the image with his fingers and said, “for being non-binary, you seem really proud of being a woman.”

“I’ve gone through a variety of phases in my life.” Allie replied. She watched him trace her tattoo with his fingers and she continued “my girlfriend and I got this as a matching set of tattoos. I was such a pussy that she had to hold my hand while I squealed through the whole process of getting it.” Allie chuckled at the memory.

“Is this the girlfriend who would send you ‘I love you’ texts at work and stuff?”

“Yeah.”

“Sounds like paradise. Which is what you feel like inside.” Kyle muttered as he brought his hand back up and placed it on Allie’s knee same as he held onto her other knee with his other hand.

Allie started to work her way through her memories of Sheila. It had been paradise but then… She began to tremble in horror at the memories which haunted her only to find salvation from her own mind with Kyle’s next words.

“This is amazing to me, but do you feel anything at all? Can you feel me inside you?”

Allie blew out a sigh briefly pushing away the painful memories as a twinge of bitterness fluttered through her heart.

“No. Your cock is too small for me to feel it at all.”

“What?” Kyle asked sitting up in surprise.

Allie stuck up one finger saying, “that was my one-dick joke that we agreed I could make.”

“Oh,” Kyle grunted as he laid back with a hint of defeat in his voice. Allie shifted her body forward onto her arms and began rhythmically rocking herself back and forth feeling his cock slide around inside her pussy as she went. “Real talk, though, your dick is normal sized. Don’t worry about it, okay?”

“Okay. Sorry about what I said earlier regarding your chest. I really shouldn’t have made you feel self-conscious like that.”

“It’s okay.”

“God, I’m glad you’re non-binary. No woman could ever be as chill as you are.”

“She would be if she doesn’t have a choice.” Allie muttered to herself as she continued pumping her body up and down. She felt Kyle bring her chest to his lips and she slowed the tempo of her thrusts and watched as he suckled her nipples taking turns between them. She helpfully shifted her chest to help him as he massaged and suckled her sweetly.

“I don’t even know what I was thinking. Your breasts look great now. They’re nice, ripe, warm, and soft… Just makes me want to dive into them.” Kyle spoke as he gave a parting kiss to each nipple before releasing his mouth away from them but holding one breast in his hand while reaching around to grab Allie’s ass with his other.

“The miracle of gravity.” Allie said with a chuckle as she continued thrusting against him. “You want me take you slow or fast?”

“Huh?”

Allie slowed up her tempo as she could see Kyle was growing near orgasm as she said, “do you want me to take my time, or bring you right away?”

“God, I just want to cum so bad.”

“Okay. I got an idea.” Allie said sweetly.

Kyle watched as Allie leaned in close bringing her face right up to his. “I know you haven’t kissed a girl while having sex with her yet. It’s an incredible sensation. Would you like to experience it?”

“Yes.”

“Open mouth?” Allie asked with a slight eyeroll a

“Yes.” Kyle gasped with a shudder as he felt the slick walls of her pussy slide sensually across his cock as she kept rolling her hips back and forth. She leaned her head in and tilted it to the side. She whispered “I’m going to put my tongue inside you. Just let yourself go and enjoy what I do to you. I’ll make sure that you have a wonderful time. I promise.”

Kyle nodded. His last view was of the side of her head and some of her hair before he closed his eyes and submitted himself to paradise.

He felt his mouth slide open at the prodding of her sweet, sensual full lips. Her tongue penetrated into his mouth as his cock slid and thrust inside her pussy in delicious tempo. It felt as if whatever will, whatever thought, whatever intelligence he had simply disappeared as this incredible woman took him on a journey of sexual exploration beyond his wildest comprehension. Universe’s of pleasure swirled around him as she caressed his mouth with her tongue while his cock danced in a sea of delight within her pussy. The only regret Kyle had was that he could not swim with her longer in that beautiful universe she was taking him through as an explosion of pleasure burst forth taking over every part of his body. Not since the first time that he discovered his right hand could yield glory had he experienced an orgasm so powerful. Mindless and animalistically, his body bucked and shook as his cock sprung forth a torrent of cum deep inside her beautiful, soft, secret, delicious of places. He tried to gasp for air but Allie would not release the kiss instead doubling down on it holding his mouth with her kiss as she plunged her tongue even deeper inside him. His eyes sprung open in exultant shock only to meet her own. A moment of pleading passed from his eyes and calm reassurance came from her own. In that moment, he knew what she meant by trust, as his own mind reassured him that he needed to submit to her touch more than he needed oxygen. When it was time for him to breath through his mouth, he knew that she would give it to him. Until then, she would not let go until he had finished passing sweetly through every level of paradise. He panted through flaring nostrils with his body bucking beneath her, filling her pussy with cum so hard until his balls ached and his body could withstand no more pleasure. His pleasure began to subside as she continued eating his mouth out with her tongue. Eventually, his body came to a rest and his eyes fell open once more as he looked into Allie’s face. She had her eyes closed as she continued exploring the interior of his mouth with her tongue. At long last she opened them again with a strange, smug smirk in their appearance. She knew she had just put him in paradise beyond his wildest imagination and he felt her lick her tongue slowly across the roof of his mouth before releasing the kiss and leaning back up. A thin streamer of drool hung between their mouths, which broke as she whispered, “that’s the first time a man ever let me do that to him.”

“Really?”

She nodded and put her head on Kyle’s chest listening to his powerful heartbeat. She knew that he had enjoyed the experience though no words could truly convey to her how earth shatteringly powerful of pleasure she had truly just shared with him. She could tell it was special, though, and likely good enough to give her a place to sleep for the night.

Allie sighed not in sexual pleasure but in happiness as a sense of empowered accomplishment filled her. She always had liked being on top, even if it was tough on the arms, as she enjoyed the sensation of exercising at least one iota of control over the sexual process in that she could pick the tempo and timing. Charles had never let her ride on top like this, his masculinity was much too fragile, and she wouldn’t have done so anyhow, but here with Kyle she felt a little bit better about her prospects.

“A different man. A different man completely.” Allie muttered as she felt Kyle fall into a state of post-coital relaxation and she lifted herself off from his cock to lie down on the mattress next to him.

Allie lay there pondering how Sheila had abandoned her to die as Kyle panted and heaped whispered praises upon her for the pathetic accomplishment of having the bodily organs that she had just been born with. Allie smiled lightly at this, not truly imbibing the compliments rather feeling grateful that the random misogynistic pervert she had sold her body to was at least easy to please. She pursed her lips as she looked over at her stuff seeing her bed frame and air mattress stacked against the wall. Putting it together would take energy and time both of which she was running low on as her eyelids were starting to feel droopy. Despite her flagging energy levels, she knew sleep would come thin and mean in the night. Sure, she would pass out like a comatose patient from midnight until three am but then the spirits of failed relationships, failed jobs, and failed life past will come to haunt her same as they haunted her every night spent tossing and turning in the pallid darkness of her bedroom.

“So, are we okay?” Allie asked as she sat up.

“Okay? I’m way better than okay.” Kyle chuckled.

Allie nodded and rose to her feet feeling the cool air of the apartment prickle against her bare skin. A slick of dampness, his juices and hers combined, dribbled between her legs, and she made a mental note to use the bathroom soon as she said, “I need to put my bed together, so I have somewhere to sleep tonight.”

“Sleep here.” Kyle said gesturing towards his own mattress.

“No, I’ll sleep on my own bed.” She said gesturing towards the frame. She turned to him saying, “if you want me for sex, though. Just come wake me up. I may not be super energetic in the night, but I will comply with my side of the lease.” She gestured towards her crotch saying, “my pussy is just as tight when I’m tired as when I’m awake. You can enjoy it at your own pace.”

“It’s not just your pussy I want.”

“I suppose you want my ass too. I won’t resist you taking it in the night, but I’ll need to stifle my screams with my hand, and I might cry some. Anal hurts really bad if you don’t prepare first.” Allie moaned sadly.

“No, no, not that. I want to have you next to me.”

“Next to you?”

Kyle nodded saying “two reasons. One, you’re still a stranger. I’ve enjoyed what we’ve done so far, and you seem like a cool person, but this is the part of the story where I wake up tomorrow morning to find all my stuff gone.”

“So, you want me to sleep next to you because you don’t trust me.”

“Sorry to be so suspicious.”

“No. It makes sense. You don’t know me very well. You said there were two reasons though?”

“Yeah. Um… every night since I was like ten, I guess. I wake up around three am and stress out about life and everything. It’s a really miserable time and I always feel cold, lonely, and scared. This probably sounds pathetic as fuck to a strong, independent adult like you, but I would like to have someone with me when that time comes. You know, someone to help ground me, keep me warm, let me know I’m not alone. You don’t have to talk or do anything, just being there would help a lot. It's honestly part of what motivated me to offer you the lease. That and, well, what we just did too.”

Allie stared back at him lying on the mattress in the middle of the floor. She blinked and asked inanely, “men… wake up and worry… like that in the middle of the night?”

“Well, I do.” Kyle said. He shrugged and continued, “I don’t know about other guys.”

“I…” Allie started and then stopped herself. She didn’t know if she quite felt ready to tell him that she felt scared in the middle of the night too. She knew full well how effective Sheila had been at dispelling the ghosts of Allie’s broken dreams and bitter fears. That was, right up util Sheila herself had become the queen ghost of them all holding dominion over Allie’s fears and self-hatred.  Allie looked down sadly. With or without Kyle, this was slated to be a horrible night given the fact that the universe seemed in conspiratorial hatred against her…

…or, should Allie think like an adult and accept that she was her own worst enemy.

Allie closed her eyes and Sheila’s face, just as taught and angry as it had been the day she learned about Charlie, floated in front of her mind’s eye along with the blood-soaked final text which still sat unanswered on Allie’s phone.

“Okay. Two requests.”

“Yeah.”

“One, I need to use the bathroom first.”

“Sure, no problem.”

“And two, tomorrow night, if the lease lasts that long, can we sleep together on my bed. It has more…” She waved towards the frame and gestured back to his mattress as she continued, “…bed to it than yours.”

Kyle shrugged saying “okay.”

Kyle laid back and stared up at the ceiling for a while as Allie stepped into his bathroom. Despite fucking everything up, he had managed to still get fucked. He pondered whether or not to tell the boys online about this and opted for ‘not’ given the patent illegality of their prostitution-based lease agreement and also the ribbing he would get from fellow virgins over being a pussy-whipped Chad bending over backwards for a girl.

Something seemed wrong with this Allie, though. Callous about her own sexuality, perhaps out of necessity, was more of a feature than a bug, but she kept staring off into the distance or reacting in unexpected ways during the evening. Hardly the languid waifu, who seemed to gather sexual pleasure from the mere act of jiggling her own weightless, bulbous breasts in the breeze with her every breath, Allie treated her own sexual acts with a combination of disdain and apathy. Perhaps that’s just the way girls are? Everyone knew they don’t experience sexual desire and only used sex as a tool to get what they want. By that logic, though, Kyle was one hell of a winner having negotiated a girl down to giving up her most valuable natural resource in exchange for just a place to live. He knew this was the ‘correct’ way to look at the arrangement, but it felt wrong somewhere deep down inside him. Allie wasn’t just some girl. She was a person and legitimately fun to be around. Hell! had she been a dude he would have loved to play video games and drink beer with her. Though, the odd behavior and constant distraction bothered him. Was it all an act? Or was she just in a really bad place in her life?

The wind howled and Kyle stared out at it through his window. Homelessness on a night like this would be a death sentence. Most of the lifers, of course, knew where to find warming shelters and support but a first-timer, tossed on the street, would be dead before they walked to anywhere which would let them indoors. Kyle made up his mind that, short of violence or theft, there was no way he would break lease with Allie. He couldn’t possibly look into those dark, timid eyes and toss her out to her doom. A part of him started to fantasize about ways to help her, an act any rational man would perceive as stupidity, before the bathroom door opened and she called out to him.

“Is it okay if I use your toilet paper?”

“What?”

“Can I use your toilet paper? It’s not included as a utility so…”

“Yes, you can use my toilet paper.”

“Thank you. Let me know if you want a blow-job in exchange for it or something.”

Kyle chuckled and shouted out “just use it. Don’t worry about the toilet paper. It’s not it’s twenty-twenty anymore.”

He slowly rose to his feet and collected his phone bringing it to charge right next to his head on the same box he had taken with him from college which now served as his bed-side table. He pursed his lips and went to collect Allie’s phone as well. The lock-screen came up with no password save for a simple thumb swipe. He glanced at the still closed bathroom and back to the phone in his hand.

He could learn a lot about her in a few seconds on her phone.

“Don’t.” He whispered to himself as he collected her charger and set up her phone to charge next to the other side of the bed. “Poor girl has suffered enough without you snooping her phone. Besides she gave you full domain over her body, not her electronics.” He went and flicked off the lights plunging the room into darkness save for the city lights outside cutting a rectangular block in on the far end of the apartment near the bay window. A rectangle of light sliced its way through the darkness and flicked out in a moment as Allie stepped out from the bathroom. In the split second before she turned the light off, Kyle could see that her face no longer bore the over-zealous allure of heavy makeup, rather appearing clean and natural albeit it a bit damp from her washing. In the next moment, the light died.

“Shit, you turned the lights off. I can barely see where I’m going.” She complained, groping out blindly. Kyle took her hand and pulled her in close to himself feeling her small, soft naked body slide into place alongside his own. He reached an arm around her shoulders, and she wrapped one around his waist as he whispered into her ear “I got you. Just follow me back to bed. Okay?”

“Okay. Can I put on some pajamas?”

“I want to sleep next to you naked.” Kyle said quietly to her. Allie tried to quell her simultaneous disgust and desire as his warm, husky voice filled her ear. “Consider it part of your rent payment. Can you pay it?”

“Yeah.” Allie said with a soft sigh. They struck off together with Kyle guiding her by the faint outlines visible from the reflected city lights and his own memory.

“You know, I’ve never slept with anyone naked before.” Allie remarked as they slowly crossed the room.

“Really?”
 

“Yeah, we would have sex but in every case we would put on pajamas or go our separate ways before going to bed. I suppose this means you get to take my sleeping naked virginity.”

“Nice to know I’m taking a girl’s virginity at some things. Sleeping naked. Having sex on top…” Kyle said with a chuckle. Kyle guided Allie to the mattress and they both laid out across it a bit nervously at first before Allie turned on her side away from Kyle and he followed, wrapping his body into place behind hers feeling the warm, smooth sensation of her shoulders, back, and most sensual of all her round, voluptuous buttocks pressed up against his crotch. His cock started to stiffen once more as they lay there while he lay an arm over her waist holding her in a spoon position. He marveled at how every part of her body was proportionally smaller than his save for her hips which were as wide as his own. His eager cock began sniffing about her inner thigh as it rose ready to penetrate her once more, but Kyle made no move to satisfy it as he had promised Allie sleep. She nestled her buttocks against him making the situation slightly worse before it became better as he rearranged his cock upward so that it slid against her buttocks.

“I feel you. Do you want to fill me up again?” Allie muttered in a tired voice.

“No, I’ll be fine. You did good, okay. You’ve earned some rest.”
 

“Thank you. By the way, you called me an adult earlier. How old are you?”

“I’m twenty-three.”

“Shit. I sold my body to a fucking child.” Allie groaned.

“Well how old are you?”
 

“Twenty-seven.”

“Dude you’re like four years older than me.” Kyle protested as Allie giggled before sighing and saying “thanks for letting me stay. If you decide to murder me in the middle of the night, please just kill me quickly. I don’t think I can handle any more pain in my life.”

“Good night to you too, Allie.” Kyle replied as they drifted off to sleep.

“You did what!?” Sheila’s eyes blazed and grew disproportionately large as she towered overhead. The sky around them darkened as dead crows hung from skeleton trees. The ground beneath churned with carnal hatred as Allie’s soul felt as if it burned in a blazing furnace while her body felt eviscerated and hollow. Sheila grabbed her shoulders with long, bony, deathlike fingers and pulled her in close as her face contorted hideously. Allie turned her head to face away. She prayed that Sheila would show mercy this time and rend her flesh from her bones with those terrifying teeth. She would gladly face the rack, the iron-maiden, feel her flesh shredded by a whip, hang on a cross, anything but the…

Allie felt hot breath on the side of her head and her heart sank so low she prayed that it would simply stop beating all together. Those prayers went unanswered as god himself hated her existence and seemed to enjoy watching her suffering. Allie pleaded, could they not just torture her like a normal person? Torture would feel wonderful right now, the cleansing pain of firebrands and whips, the comforting sensation of her own hot blood pouring over her flesh. No. She received no such comfort. Instead came what she feared most as Sheila’s voice, dripping with malice at Allie’s betrayal, uttered one single word.

“Why?”

Allie jolted upright in the darkened room seeing nothing but a square cut of pale light against the far floor and white snow reflecting in the glass.

“Huh?” Kyle grunted and Allie nearly screamed in panic fearing the phantom of Sheila had followed her into the waking world. Suddenly, she remembered where she was and why. “Oh, it’s just you…Kyle, right? You’re…”

“Come here.” He said in a deep and terrified voice as he raised his arm invitingly.

Dutifully, Allie lay back down next to him feeling the warmth of his flesh envelope her as his hard cock pressed against her ass.

“Let me inside you.” Kyle said with a bit of a pant as he continued, “I’m scared. I need somewhere warm. Please, let me inside.”

Allie reached down and grabbed his cock, leaning forward slightly as she guided him into her pussy. She closed her eyes and a thin trickle of a tear formed in the corner as she felt the familiar sensation of a man stretching her open from the inside. No violent thrusting, no choking, no screams this time, however, just presence. The sensation of being full when she did not realize she had been empty. If she had proffered the question before, she would have sworn she could not bear the prospect of sex but here, now, enveloped in Kyle and enveloping his cock within her own body, she felt an odd comfort in the act. She closed her eyes and the phantom of Sheila danced just beyond the veil, taunting her with wicked hatred. She wrapped her arm around Kyle’s which lay draped over her. She found his hand threading her fingers inside it and clutching him close to her as he hugged her from behind.

He moaned and said “god, thank you, Allie. This is wonderful. Could you imagine being married and getting to do this with someone anytime you want for free for the rest of your life?”

She felt him begin thrusting slowly and she bowed her head silently. The sex was comforting, warm, soothing. It felt like a shield which protected her fragile mind and terrified heart from the bitter chill of reality. Allie whispered quietly,

“I almost was.”

After a few more thrusts, Kyle groaned in relief as Allie felt the familiar pulsations deep within her womanhood. He held her small body curled inside of his own with his satiated cock slowly growing small and soft inside her pussy. Sheila began to dissipate slowly as Allie wished she could simply curl up inside this strange man and live within him forever rather than face the agony of icy isolation and past mistakes. She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep with final thoughts that she had never slept with a man inside her body before.

It felt kind of nice.


4. Morning after ever

Light…

Sunlight not streetlights…

Light streamed in through the bay window glistening through a thick layer of ice which had blown in from Lake Michigan. Allie glanced over her shoulder at Kyle as he lay there lightly snoring. She gingerly reached over and took her phone from the charger to check it.

One email…

From her bank… an overdraft reminder.

And… nothing else.

She blinked.

After all the begging she had done yesterday there was… nothing. She flipped to the weather and a news article came up. An image of Lake Michigan covered with a thick layer of ice and a police report regarding the recovery of sixty-eight homeless who had died on the streets of Chicago the night before flashed before her eyes before she closed her phone.

No messages.

Not a single, fucking one.

She flipped to her last text conversation with Sheila and tried to think of what to type… Her mouth hung open for a while as she stared at the last, angry text. She pondered a simple “I’m alive” followed by “I found someone to help me” or even “I still have nightmares about what I did to you” but… none of these felt right.

Sheila had abandoned her to die.

What could Allie possibly say to someone who had abandoned her to die?

She flipped through other texts, discussions of the power of the love of sisterhood, the joys of being a woman, choosing a bear over a man every time, the empowering force of justice flashed before her eyes. Laughter, love, community… all reduced to gifs, emojis, and meaningless words in front of her very face.

Every single conversation ended with Allie pleading for help.

Every single friend ended the conversation right there.

Everything had been a lie…

She put her phone down. Should she give everyone what they wanted and simply kill herself? Would that make the world happy if her heart stopped beating? She looked over at Kyle as he lay on his back still asleep.

This misogynistic, pervert, was the only reason she was alive to see the sun rise that morning. Of all the reasons for her to cling on to life, the universe had conjured the sick joke of making it so she could serve as cock-sleeve to this bastard. But… still…

Had he not been a sex-depraved deviant…

She would have died horribly shaking the last tremors of hypothermia from her heart with the pain of frostbite cutting off her fingers and toes one at a time while she was still alive to feel the agony of each piece of flesh die in the cold air of Chicago. She knew right then and there that her last thoughts would be those of Sheila’s phantom grasping it’s bony hands around her heart and killing it. If her Christian fundamentalist mother had been right, she could expect to come full circle to life once again in the depths of hell where torture would await her for all eternity. Allie had long since outgrown the childish beliefs of religion, but the thought of herself in hell made sense in a perverse way.

Perhaps it was what she deserved.

But… she wasn’t in hell. She wasn’t in Sheila’s arms either, nor was she crashing on the couch at one of her ‘best friends for life’ places at all. She looked closely at Kyle. She had seen men before, but it still felt fascinating to study one up close while he slumbered. Like watching a tiger at rest. Her eyes trailed along his body until she noticed a lump in the comforter about his crotch. She frowned.

Had she not fucked it enough?

Good god, this man was a fucking machine.

His cock was still swollen, or perhaps reswollen now with the wood that comes in the morning.  She stared as it twitched slightly reminding her it still stood up alive and quivering, ready to pierce her body again at a moment’s notice.

“my lifeline.” She muttered reminding herself that the pokey piece of man-meat had saved her life.

She was alive because his toxic masculinity had kept her alive.

But… why?

Allie pursed her lips and thought about this question mulling it over for a while before reaching the conclusion that it didn’t matter.

What mattered was what she was going to do next. Her belly grumbled and she twisted her lips thoughtfully. Cum wasn’t exactly the most filling of breakfasts, but on that note, this man was also the sole reason she existed on the planet. Even though he had done it for a litany of horribly misogynistic reasons, he had saved her life. And, as an added bonus, he hadn’t even beaten, raped or murdered her the night before…

Compared to other man he was a downright saint of a hero.

It was only fair and reasonable for her to wake him up with a good-morning blow-job as a ‘thank you’ for not killing her.

He groaned slightly as she pulled the blanket back revealing his morning erection. He shifted a bit uneasily and returned to snoring lightly as she delicately and slowly crawled down to crouch on hands and knees between his legs. She took hold of the hot, thick piece of cock before her. His body shifted slightly as she took it between her fingers and guided the purple tip to her mouth slowly descending feeling the warm, smooth flesh fill her mouth. Her hunger wanted her to bite into it and swallow down the delicious meat, but she fought this urge rather suckling gently noting that it tasted a bit like a woman’s pussy and realizing, in short succession that it was her own, dried vaginal juices that she licked from the side of his member.

Kyle moaned in subtle pleasure and Allie looked up at him. “I bet he’s having a very good dream.” She thought to herself as she continued softly suckling. She pondered whether he was dreaming about having sex with her, or that anime girl in his bathroom. A sudden twinge of jealousy fluttered in Allie’s mind as she grimaced at the thought of him dreaming about cartoon pussy while it was Allie’s mouth doing the work of bringing him to cum. She quelled it reminding herself that surely he was dreaming of her, probably dreaming of her giving him a blowjob, as she actually did give a blowjob. His moans and groans grew in crescendo until he bolted upright flailing his arms and legs violently shoving her back sending her tumbling across the bed.

He gasped and sputtered out “What? Huh? Who?” Allie held onto her head where he had accidentally struck her as she crouched by his feet.

“Wha… a… what are you doing?” He sputtered out.

“I wanted to wake you up with a blowjob.” Allie replied with a whimper.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry Allie.” He said as he flopped back across the bed. He put his hands up to his face as Allie’s eyes trailed instinctively back to his fully erect cock which still flopped about springing jauntily into the air with his every movement. “Are you okay? I’m so sorry.” Allie let go of her head as the dull pain subsided. “No medical bills on your tab.” She replied with a smirk.

Kyle looked down at her saying “I’m really sorry. I just woke up and for a split second forgot everything. I feel horrible. Here you were trying to do something nice for me and I whack you for it. God, what a…” Allie quickly crawled back up and took his cock in her mouth bringing his sentence to an end as she suckled once more on his cock.

“Oh, my god. You’re not angry at me?” He asked. Allie shook her head without letting go of his cock.

“God, thank you, Allie. Oh, that feels amazing.”

She released her hold on his cock with her mouth but continued pumping it with her right hand as she said, “it’s my way of thanking you for saving my life last night.”

“I would say you thanked me quite a bit last night as well, but I sure as hell am not going to complain.” Kyle said with a chuckle.

Allie allowed herself a small smile as she reviewed his cock in her hand. Thick veins snaked their way across its fleshy surface while the purple tip stood smooth and glistening with a bit of her saliva still decorating it. A tiny pearl of precum started to make its way out from between the little lips at the end of his urethra. Allie licked it swallowing down the first bit of food she had tasted since yesterday morning’s breakfast of her last pack of ramen noodles. Salty and unfulfilling, it would have to do in the moment.

“I’m still trying to grapple with the fact that your cock is the reason I’m alive right now.” She said as she plunged her head down onto the tip once more suckling away gently. Sure, the flesh between her lips was a disastrous machination designed to forcibly impregnate women and drive men mad with sadistic desire to dominate the weaker members of their species, but this wicked piece of flesh was the reason she still had a heart beating in her chest.

“I’m sure you would have been fine. You’re a strong, independent, half-binary, woman and all that.” Kyle muttered as he panted in pleasure. She felt his legs tensing as his balls began to tighten up. It was only a matter of seconds before he sprayed forth his seed, but Allie had one last thing to say as she broke away from his cock saying “I’m not. I’m your sex-slave. Now make me to drink your cum.” With that said she returned to his cock expecting to feel tight hands grab the back of her head and pull her down onto the waiting cock to choke and gag her into submission. She knew it would hurt like hell and be an absolutely miserable experience, but that Kyle would love every single millisecond of time she could offer as he sprayed hot, sticky cum down the back of her throat. She gave a few pumps and a torrent of salty protein squirted into her mouth. She looked up to see if Kyle was looking down at her in expectation of her submissive stare from her rightful place with her pretty little head filled with no thoughts but sex dutifully bouncing on top of his cock the way she was meant to do from birth. He was flexed back, however, not even looking at her as he gasped breathlessly in pleasure up to the ceiling. Likewise, the strong fingers and forceful hands she expected to feel on the back of her head removing choice from her life and leaving her at the mercy of time, time for him to finish enjoying his orgasm versus time she had remaining before passing out from lack of oxygen, never came. Rather he dug his hands into the mattress at either side letting her enjoy her morning protein drink at her own leisure.

Allie reached up and massages his balls with her hands while continuing to pulse slightly with her head until he shouted and bucked saying “too much! Too much, that tickles!” She held her head still as he relaxed back down feeling her continued to lap up every drop of cum he produced. He fully relaxed as she continued holding his cock in her mouth drinking away now the tiny little droplets of late-to-leave cum. “Thank you, Allie. That was an amazing wake-up.” He muttered as she released her grip on his cock at last and sighed leaning down to plant loving kisses on the testicles which deigned to keep her alive so that she could drain them. She then crawled up and flopped onto the bed next to him licking away at the sticky taste of saltiness in her mouth for a few moments as he muttered “I can’t believe you swallowed. I always heard girls never do that unless they really love a guy.”

“Breakfast of champions.” Allie replied mirthlessly.

“I did enjoy that, but I still don’t think you would have died last night without me.” Kyle replied rolling over to face her and speaking intimately into her face. Allie rolled over to face him and a strange sensation of incredible and unwarranted intimacy filled her for a moment. It felt as if his presence was too much, too big, too powerful for her to endure even though he was the same goofy-ass virgin boy she had struck a deal with the night before.

“I checked my phone this morning. Not a single one of my friends ever contacted me back, not even to see if I survived the night. Not even…” She trailed off.

“Not even… who?”

“Remember that girlfriend I told you about, the one with the ‘I love you’ texts at work and stuff?”

“Yeah.”

“Not even her. I begged her to save me and she… um… she reminded me about how we broke up. Then… she never contacted me back.”

“Okay, so your ex didn’t fly to your rescue. That’s not much of a surprise, but surely you would have family.”

Allie shook her head saying “my mom died shortly after I moved from Kansas to Chicago. I have no siblings and her extended family are all deeply fundamentalist. They disowned me when I started dating girls in high school.”

“Your dad?”

“I never knew him. My mom only ever called him ‘bastard.’”

Kyle frowned thoughtfully as Allie continued “all my friends, or people I thought were my friends, abandoned me when I needed help the most.”

“What about work? Couldn’t you crash in the office for a bit or something?”

“How do you think I got evicted? I worked from home anyhow and up until a few months ago, I was one of the social media account managers for ClickUp.” She sighed and said, “it’s one thing to get fired, it’s something else to discover that every original idea you ever had could be replaced with a soulless chatbot. Cheaper, faster, easier…better for corporate than I could ever be. God, I fucking hate A.I.”

They lay like that for a few moments before Allie grabbed her phone and swiped to the news article showing it to Kyle who sighed at it sadly. She said “If it wasn’t for you, I would have been corpse number sixty-nine last night. Even my death would have been a sick joke.”

Allie set the phone aside and trailed her eyes across Kyle’s body as she continued “and the worst part is… you saved my life so you could have a warm place to stick your cock.”

“Are you making fun of me for having sex with you? You agreed to the lease.” Kyle snorted.

“No. I’m just stating a fact at this point. I hate it more than you could ever imagine that no beautiful woman in shining armor showed up and rescued me, none of my empowered, independent, circle of women friends showed up with a warm car and a spare couch in their basement, none of my social-justice warriors lent her hands to me for a beautiful, romantic interlude where I bask in her glory and bow at her feet thanking God he put us women on this earth and gave us a spirit to protect each other from the evils of this world. None of that happened. None of my friends, some who said they would be my sister for life, none of them came to help me when I begged for assistance. Even when I told them I would die, none of them…”

Allie shuddered and her voice cracked as she continued “…none of them even cared.”

She bowed her head and said, “I live because the first door I pounded on had a horny, misogynistic man behind it.”

“Hey!” Kyle protested.

Allie looked up into his face saying “I don’t mean it as an insult. If you had greater respect for women, I would be dead. Your horniness saved my life. I live only because a man wanted to use me as a toy.”

Kyle frowned and Allie wrapped a warm arm over him saying “after years of hating your kind, and… yes… hating. The reason I now live is because I handed myself over to everything I hate. And now look at me…” She trembled and tears formed in the corner of her eye as she continued “telling you all of this like the self-destructive freak I am. There’s no way you’ll keep lease after I’ve said all these horrible things to you. Maybe you should throw me out into the snow and let me die there. That’s where everyone thinks I belong. All my friends, my old job, my ex-lovers, no one in my life even wants me to exist. Maybe that’s why I’m telling you this. Maybe it’s because I know that I should be dead. I owe it to Sheila to die. I suppose tell you this is my way of committing suicide.”

“Shhh…” Kyle said to her as he wrapped an arm around her pulling her in close. Allie sobbed on his chest as he held her.

“I’m glad you’re in my life.” He whispered into her ear.

“Kyle, I’m not even a very good sex-toy, saying all this depressing shit to you.”

“It’s okay. You actually answered a question I had, and it all makes sense now.”

“Makes sense?”

“You kept acting weird yesterday. Stopping, looking terrified, all sort of crazy shit. I couldn’t tell if it was because you were putting up a show, you know, seducing me so you could steal my computer but this morning I wake up with your mouth on my cock and my computer still on its stand. Now I know, you weren’t acting, you were just going through a really hard time in your life. It makes sense, no one casually sells their body in exchange for a place to live unless they’ve really hit rock bottom.”

“Rock bottom, or existential crisis… My life is a sick joke. God, if the woman I was even a few months ago saw me like this, she would vomit in disgust and tell me to kill myself.”

“Wow, she sounds like a real bitch.” Kyle replied unexpectedly.

Allie stopped sobbing and lifted her head wiping away a tear “huh?” She asked.

Kyle said “you hit rock bottom and you did what you had to in order to survive. If who you were a few months ago couldn’t cope with that, fuck her. You’re you now, not her. For my part, last night was the most magical and amazing night of my entire life. I get…” He stopped and thought about his words carefully before he continued “…I get that you hate me, but in my defense, you were the one who offered sex in exchange for a place to live.”

“I don’t hate you. I mean, I do hate men… or…” Allie muttered as Kyle asked, “is that the existential crisis?”

Allie nodded saying “I can’t hate men objectifying women when that’s the very reason I’m alive.”

“So, what are you going to do now?” Kyle asked.

“Find out of my suicide attempt was successful. Are you going to throw me out?”

Kyle shook his head and said, “as far as I’m concerned you earned your rent fair and square. Besides…” He ran a hand down along her side and caressed her thigh tracing his finger along her curves as he continued “just because you’re done with this body doesn’t mean that I’m ready to throw away it away.” He lifted his hand and brushed back a bit of her hair as he continued “or this wonderful mind. You’ve hit a rough point in your life. It doesn’t mean you’re useless or better off dead. It just means you had a bad patch of things.”

“Kyle.”

“Yes.”

“It would be easier for me to die if you weren’t so fucking nice to me.” Allie said, softly.

Kyle smiled at her.

“I should answer your question.” She continued with a sigh, “I don’t know what I’m going to do. I still believe women are stronger than men and can live happy, empowered, independent lives without them. But… well, that’s other women. Doctors, lawyers, engineers, smart, pretty women with important jobs and good credit scores. Not… me. I’m… weak. Every decision I’ve made, from getting that stupid communications degree that I’ll never pay off to…”

Allie trailed off. She wasn’t ready to discuss her decision regarding Charlie with this strange man. Not yet. She continued, “it all just took my life from bad to worse.”

“It’s okay if you don’t know yet.”

“You’re just saying that because you want to get laid again.”

“Yes.”

Allie looked up into his face and muttered, “the most honest relationship I’ve ever had with a man and it’s all because I’m serving as his sex-slave.”

“For what it’s worth, this is the best relationship I’ve ever had with a woman, and it’s all built up around a one-page lease agreement.”

Allie chuckled and he continued “no, seriously. All the times I’ve been around a girl pretending I don’t want to have sex with her when I definitely do and trying to play cool or coy or act like I want to be her friend or that I enjoy spending an entire weeks salary at some overpriced restaurant only for her to slip away before we order desert and then text me back asking when we can go out again and if she can bring her friends…”

“Dude!” Allie gasped.

“Yeah. So far you’ve been the nicest woman to me and it’s only because you need me to survive. That’s pretty fucking sad right there. I can’t get a real girlfriend. All I can do is sexually abuse some poor homeless woman.”

“What you did to me last night wasn’t abusive.” Allie said as she snuggled into his chest and continuing “I know what abuse is, and what you did to me wasn’t abuse.”

“I bet you say that to all the men who sign you up for free-use lease agreements.”

Allie laughed and said “of course.” She sighed and said “I suppose that I’m also meant to cook and clean for you as well as spread my legs. I might need some guidance, though. What would you like me to make for you for breakfast?”

“You mean for us.”

“Us? No, Kyle I can’t eat your food. The lease only gave me rights to the space, not free meals. I’ll find…um… something.” Allie trailed off pondering if she could scavenge something edible from around the apartment complex. Ideas ranging from dumpster-diving to theft trickled through her mind.

“Your lease says I can do anything I want to your body.” Kyle said firmly. He sat up and rolled over straddling his leg over Allie’s chest. She lay there with her arms pinned between his thighs feeling his furry nutsack resting right between her breasts as his stiffening cock grew in eager excitement reaching towards her mouth. “You know what I want to do to your body?” Kyle asked as he reached a hand behind Allie’s head lifting it up softly and using his other to guide the smooth, purple tip of his cock to her lips. Allie instinctively opened her mouth and accepted the sensual piece of flesh that Kyle fed into it.

Kyle leaned forward and whispered into her ear as she felt his cock thrusting sweetly and warmly between her lips.

“I want to feed it….

…hot…

…salty…

…scrambled eggs.”

Her eyes flickered up to meet his own as she continued to dumbly hold his cock between her lips. He sat back up a bit and caressed his thumb over her cheek saying, “you sold your body to me so it’s my property which means I get to choose what to do with it.” She felt him reach behind his back and rub his hand over her aching tummy as he said “I want to fill this little belly with good, healthy, protein-rich food so your…” She felt him reach further back and caress her thighs saying “sweet ass can stay firm, ripe, and sexy…” He squeezed his legs against her breasts saying, “your breasts can stay firm and perky…” he reached between her legs and gently curled his fingers inside her pussy bringing a gasp to her mouth which was muted by his cock as he said, “and your vagina can stay hot, wet, and delicious.” He released his hold on her and sat back upright again caressing her cheek with his thumb while his middle two fingers smelled like her womanhood as he spoke “and you can stay healthy and strong enough to satisfy my every sexual desire.” He pulled his thighs back a bit letting his cock come from her mouth as he smiled at her saying “okay, Allie? I’m going to take care of you and keep you healthy.”

Allie sighed and said, “men will do anything for a girl if she cries in front of them and then they resent her for it. I didn’t mean to manipulate you with the sad story of my pathetic life this morning. I get that you’re being nice to me but it’s really outside of what we agreed to.”

Kyle twisted his lips thoughtfully and gestured towards his computer saying, “I invested two-thousand dollars into the graphics card for that machine.” He turned back to her saying “not so I could do work, not so I could talk to friends and family, but so I could play video games with awesome graphics. I invested two thousand dollars into my entertainment.” He gently ran his fingers across her shoulders as he said “now I own a woman’s body, which I can use for my entertainment. You think I won’t invest a few dollars-worth of toast and eggs into your delicious, smooth, beautiful body?”

“A few dollars today, more money next week, if you are really offering to feed me it won’t ever end until you hate me for eating all your food and kick me out.”

“Well let’s add it to the lease agreement.” Kyle said thoughtfully. He slid his body back and sat down between her legs offering his hands which she took feeling slight vertigo as he pulled her upright to a seated position facing him. He continued “thanks, it feels weird negotiating changes to the lease when you’re pinned between my legs.”

“It felt kind of sexy to me.” Allie muttered.

Kyle continued “how about this, whatever I’m normally going to eat, we’ll just make an extra portion of it for you to eat as well.”

“But I should do something to earn it.” Allie replied.

“Okay, how about this, you can only eat it if you do so while sitting in my lap with your panties off.”

Allie snickered “seriously?”

“I really like being inside your pussy.”

“No surprise there. God help me if you ever get bored of it. Okay, get the pen. We’ll add it to the agreement.”

Ink flowed onto paper once more between them and Allie watched as more of her sexuality was sold in exchange for food. This time it felt less jarring, a minor rider on top of an already lop-sided agreement. Whose side was lopped; however, Allie was starting to have a hard time to tell. In principle, it was a completely illegal, sexually abusive, horrific crime against her to be forced to prostitute herself for meager survival. On the flip side, all she had to do was spread her legs, clean a tiny, studio apartment, and every single aspect of her life would be taken care of for her by this lonely, horny man who doted on his latest form of ‘entertainment.’

She cocked her head thoughtfully as she read the terms again…

Food, resources, and protection in exchange for housekeeping and sex…

How was this agreement any different from a 1950’s-era marriage?

This time they signed with both of them completely naked standing in his kitchen. Once the agreement was in place Kyle fished around in a kitchen drawer withdrawing a navy-blue apron. He stepped in towards Allie and placed the loop of it over her head as she rolled her eyes saying, “is this what I’m supposed to wear while cooking?”

“Protects your front from splatters while I still get to stare at your sexy ass. Best of both worlds.” Kyle replied as he had her turn around and tied it about her waist behind her back. She felt the cords tickling her buttocks as he tied them and his fingers gently toying about with her backside as he continued “also keeps you as easy access.” He said softly as she felt his cock stiffen against her ass. She instinctively bent forwards leaning against the counter-top bar in front of her as he massaged her buttocks with his hands and his cock tickled about her inner thigh. “You can come in if you like?”

“Really, from behind? I thought you said getting fucked in the ass hurt like hell.”

“You can still reach my pussy from there.”

“Oh, yeah.” Kyle said as she felt his right hand flatten against her back. The fingers of his left hand glided across her skin and wrapped around her hip squeezing her soft flesh tight and directing her buttocks towards him. Allie let him guide her into position until she felt his cock slide sweetly inside her womanhood. This time it felt different, somehow. Less like survival, more like fun with a friend. She moaned as she felt him begin thrusting inside her body. She lay across the countertop wearing the silly apron and nothing else while she felt his crotch press in and out against her buttocks while his cock stretched her inner walls. She sighed and tipped her hips back, helping him reach deeper and enticing him to cum deep inside her soft, secret places which now belonged to him.

Belonging…

That seemed to be the difference as she moaned with sexual pleasure spreading through her core. She knew it was unlikely he would bring her to full orgasm but nothing in their lease agreement said she couldn’t enjoy his use of her body. After a few more pumps, she felt him pull her ass firmly against him as his cock swelled inside her and began squirting fresh cum deep inside her body.

She panted slightly and whimpered desirously as he leaned against her kissing her bare back sweetly.

“Thank you. I swear I’ll let you do some cooking soon.”

Allie giggled in a sex-drunken manner as she replied, “I don’t mind.” She felt him slide out from inside her and she righted herself grasping slightly at her crotch as she went. She said, “just a few practical things, okay.”

“Yeah?” Kyle said panting with pleasure and exertion as he plopped onto a bar-stool.

“Women leak after sex. I’ll either need to put on some panties or let me use a towel. Otherwise, if you keep doing this, I will be making a mess of your floor.”

Kyle looked down at his own cock leaving a streamer of biological fluids on the seat he sat on and chuckled “okay. That makes two of us. There’s a towel here.” He grabbed out a clean, fluffy kitchen towel and handed it to her. She wiped between her legs before handing it back for him to wipe off his cock and the barstool.

Kyle prodded, “I never asked, do you even know how to cook?”

“Yeah, some. I uh… learned a little bit.”

Kyle reached into the fridge and pulled out some eggs saying, “it will feel weird having someone else cook for me. Haven’t had that since mom cooked for me back home. There’s a skillet up there.”

“Just don’t call me ‘mommy’ okay? I’m not ready to cope with that level of Freudian bullshit.” Allie chuckled as she reached down a skillet and put it on the stove. In short order, heat, oil, and eggs were added.

“I’m supposed to cook for you, remember?” Allie giggled as both their hands wrapped around the spatula. Kyle held her from behind, seemingly unwilling to let more than an inch of space exist between his crotch and her ass, as he held his left arm wrapped around beneath her apron either patting her belly or reaching up underneath the apron to fondle her breasts. “Cooking with you is more fun.” He replied as he kissed her shoulder and guided her hand through flipping over the sizzling yellow pile of cooked eggs on the pan.

She let out a loving chuckle as he squeezed her breast and gave her a parting kiss on the neck before letting her go saying “cut the eggs in half, I’ll grab a couple of plates.”

“And actually cut them in half, okay. I want you to eat a decent amount of food. Your body belongs to me, and you’re not allowed to starve it because you regret your past decisions.” Kyle said as he grabbed a couple of plates down.

“Aye, aye captain.” Allie replied as she sliced the spatula straight even through the pile of eggs. With a few scoops and one uniquely sensual seating arrangement later, Allie found herself deliciously skewered on top of Kyle’s cock as they both sat perched on one of his bar stools. “I don’t think I can make you cum this way.” Allie said as she leaned across the bar on her elbows and sprinkled some salt and pepper on her eggs before attacking it greedily with a fork. Kyle reached around from behind her on the other side as he said, “I suppose it’s motivation to get a real table and chairs. Doesn’t matter. I enjoy being inside you even when we’re not necessarily having sex. What do the Mormon kids call it? Soaking. It’s a good description. It feels like your body is a hot-tub and I’m soaking inside you.”

He sighed and scooped some eggs into his mouth saying “you feel like absolute paradise. It’s going to be hard for me to do anything else with your addictive body at my disposal.”

“You have to work sometime. What is your job by the way?” 

“I’m an engineer.”

“Oh, cool.”

“Eh… not as cool as you think. Mostly I check drawings for industrial factory equipment and sit through meetings. It’s a hybrid schedule. I work from home Monday through Wednesday and am in the office Thursday and Friday. At least I got all weekend with you before I have to log in on Monday.”

Allie shrugged and said, “At least I can crawl beneath your desk and suck your cock Monday through Wednesday just beneath the camera angle.”

“Where have you been my whole life?” Kyle muttered in an impressed fashion.

Allie chuckled and replied, “mostly having sex with women.” She felt his cock flex slightly inside her stretching around a bit. She squeezed her Kegels inside bringing an impressed gasp from his lips. “How did you get tighter?”

“Girl trick.” She said releasing her squeeze saying “I can’t hold it forever though. I do have a table and chairs. The eviction guys took them apart, but all the pieces are there with my stuff.”

She took another bite of eggs as Kyle asked, “do you mind if I set them up for us to use?”

Allie shook her head saying, “I don’t mind.”

“Okay, since the lease is technically just for access to your body, not your stuff. I didn’t know if you were cool with me setting up your furniture in my apartment.”

“I think it’s a good idea for us to use my furniture together. Do we need to update the lease or just plan to do it.”

“We can just plan to do it. As long as you’re okay with that level of commitment.”

Allie took this in thoughtfully for a moment before nodding and saying, “I am.”

“Okay. How about this for today? I’ll put your furniture together while you clean the bathroom and launder the sheets.”

“Work together to build a little life for us to share together here.” Allie said quietly.

“Yeah. I suppose you can describe it that way.”

Allie took her last bite of eggs and swallowed them down before turning around and giving Kyle a kiss on the cheek saying, “I’ll clean your dishes too. I’m ready to come off from your cock now. You ready?”

“Yeah. Breakfast was fun. I enjoyed every moment of it.” Kyle replied giving her one last hug from behind.

Allie moaned slightly as she flexed her legs and lifted her body up from Kyle’s cock feeling the flesh slide out from within her. A hollow, hungry feeling filled her womanhood in the absence, and she quelled the bizarre, new-found desire with a promise that it was only a matter of time before Kyle filled her once more. She dug about in her boxes pulling up some soaps and cleaning components feeling a bit more confident in her own supplies than his. She glanced over her shoulder to see him giving a greedy smile at her ass. Something about being in the apron and nothing else made her feel even sexier than if she had been fully naked. She gave an enticing little wiggle of her buttocks, which brought a laugh from Kyle.

“Keep shaking like that and you won’t get any cleaning done.” Kyle warned.

“Is that a promise?” Allie asked as she sashayed over to the sink turning on hot water and adding in a bit of soap.

Kyle said, “I thought you didn’t enjoy sex with me that much.”

“It’s growing on me.” Allie replied. She looked at the soapy water and said “girls aren’t like men. We don’t just take something warm and start thrusting into it. It’s more emotional… or mental I suppose. I hated belonging to you last night but… well… I’m slowly warming up to the idea. Who knows, if I truly come to accept and embrace the joy of being your property, maybe you might even be able to make me orgasm.”

“I suppose you would prefer to do that on a full bed rather than bent over a counter.”

“Absolutely.”

Kyle chuckled and said, “looks like I got a bed to build.”

He stepped in behind her and slipped his dish into the soapy water of the sink as he hugged her from behind and kissed the side of her head. He said, “you keep cleaning until I’m ready. Once I get your bed made, I’ll call you over. When I call, take off the apron, get on the bed and open your legs so I can use this sexy, little body of yours to properly christen it.”

“yes… uh…sir?” Allie replied. Kyle pursed his lips thoughtfully as Allie inquisitively continued “should I call you ‘master?’”

Kyle crinkled his nose and said, “no, none of that creepy dommy-stuff. Too weird. You can just call me Kyle.”

“I’ll have your body there for you, Kyle. Spread open and ready for you to christen the bed with it.” Allie whispered, breathily.

Kyle shivered as he replied, “god damn, you know how to motivate a man.”  Allie returned to the dishes as Kyle set about the fastest bed building he had ever done in his life.

To Be Continued…
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