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1. For Your Pleasure

“Seriously, you don’t have to do this.”

Allie protested as Kyle smirked at her from beside her freshly reconstructed bed sitting in his studio apartment. Outside his bay window, fierce winds sent shards of icy snow scintillating through the midmorning sunlight. The world outside had an overall blue tinge, due to the polar vortex which had apparently parked itself over the city of Chicago to wreak havoc over the city. Allie’s pale skin puckered at the cool of the apartment air as she removed the apron, the only article of clothing that Kyle had permitted her to wear during her morning spent on dishes and cleaning up the tiny kitchenette. She hung it on the post of her white, wooden bed frame. The lavender colored comforter spread out before her looked infinitely more inviting than the crude night she had spent before on Kyle’s so-called bed, which consisted of little more than a mattress plopped on the floor. Still, a night on a mattress with her neighbor, well former neighbor since her eviction, beat a night freezing to death on the streets of Chicago.

“The agreement says I can do whatever I want to your body as long as I let you live here.” Kyle reminded her and Allie shrugged saying, “I know. But, I’m perfectly happy just giving you what you want. Do you want me to spread open for you to take me missionary style, bend over so you can take me from behind, you can sit down while I have a seat on your cock, or if you just want a blowjob or whatever. It’s fine.”

Kyle stepped in close. His cock grew firm in her presence as he reached his arms around her pulling her soft naked body in close to his own. Neither of them had really bothered much with clothing that morning. Allie by contractual obligation and Kyle felt clothing would only interfere with enjoying his latest toy. She looked up into his dark, brown eyes and unruly shock of black hair jutting out over his head and continued in a whisper, “you can just take from my body whatever you want. It will be fine.”

“I want to know what it’s like to pleasure a woman. We’ve had sex like, what? Four or five times now”

Allie twisted her lips and replied, “depending on if you count oral.”

Kyle nodded and said, “and so far you’ve barely even made a whimper in response. I mean, I get that you’re doing what you must for survival, but it is kind of depressing to be experiencing absolute paradise with a woman whose facial expressions look like she’s doing her taxes.”

“I told you, I would be happy to fake an orgasm for you. That’s an easy bit of acting any girl can do.” Allie snorted back.

“Yeah, that’s even more depressing. I don’t know why you’re fighting with me on this. Why wouldn’t you like to experience sexual pleasure?”

“It’s not that I don’t want to. It’s that it’s much, much harder than just… you know… letting you pump a few times, squirt, and see paradise.”

“Why would it be harder?”

“Because… women don’t orgasm like men. It’s more of a mental kind of…” Allie shook her head as the sentence fell apart in her mouth and snorted bitterly as she continued, “you wouldn’t understand.” She rested her head against Kyle’s shoulder. It really sucked that his warm chest and soft shoulder belonged to a stupid man, which she felt constantly reminded of by the feeling of his ripe, hard cock poking against her thigh like a puppy begging for a treat. Sex felt like petting that puppy, give Kyle’s cock the attention it desired as he gave her body the warmth and protection she needed to survive. Their ‘free-use lease’ arrangement felt rather akin to being a dog-sitter, really.

“It is because I was a virgin before last night?” Kyle asked.

“It’s because you’re a man.”

“And you still hate me because of that?”

“I really shouldn’t have said that to you.” Allie sighed sadly. She lifted her head and looked into Kyle’s face giving him a small, sad smile as she continued, “seriously, I’m available. Just enjoy whatever part of me you like. I would much rather face what you would do to me in here than…”

Wind howled viciously against the window as Allie shuddered and curled close to the only person keeping her alive.

“Just let me try, okay?” He whispered into her ear. She nodded and a smirk crossed Kyle’s face as she felt him pull her body into his own and collapse back across the bed.

“Lay across my lap.” He commanded.

“Okay…” Allie muttered slowly as she crawled across his lap feeling her soft body sprawled and vulnerable. She prayed he wasn’t going to do what she thought he might-

Smack

His hand bit bitterly into her buttocks as he sneered in a weird, gravelly voice, which didn’t sound like his own saying, “whose daddy’s bad little slut?”

“FUCK!” Shrieked Allie as she realized he had just done exactly what she was afraid he was going to do.

Her face contorted as she looked into Kyle’s genuinely confused face. Tears began to glisten in her eyes as she shuddered and said in a dejected voice, “Shit! Okay. This is what I have to do.”

She turned and buried her face in her comforter waiting for him to strike her again. Her only reprieve came in the vain hope that he would honor the medical waiver of their lease agreement.

“Whoa, whoa, Allie! I’m sorry. I thought you would like that.”

“Are you fucking stupid? Of course I don’t like that bullshit!” Allie hissed as she turned her head to face him with pleading in her eyes. She continued more softly saying, “just remember that you’re liable for my medical damages as a result of sex.” She then turned back and buried her face into the comforter once more whispering “god, this going to hurt.”

“Dude, dude… I’m sorry.” Kyle said as he grabbed her around the chest and lifted her up off his lap. Her lower lip hung quivering as he drew her in close and hugged her close as they sat side-by-side on the bed. “I’m sorry.” He whispered into her ear.

She shook her head and said coldly and robotically, “we were very clear about what you could do to me. Please forgive me for breaking our lease. I’ll lay across your lap and keep perfectly still and quiet so you can spank me and call me names. I’m sorry that I tried to stop you. I promise that it won’t happen again.”

“No, no…” Kyle said firmly. He shivered and said “I’m sorry. Seriously. I thought that was something women liked. In the movies they are always asking to be spanked and start giggling and cooing when the guy calls them names and stuff. I guess, I still don’t know much about girls.”

Allie swallowed hard and replied firmly “Kyle, please understand I say this with all due respect to the man who saved my life…”

She placed a hand on his shoulder and continued mimicking the meme as best she could saying, “My Brother in Christ…you watch way, way too much porn.”

A smirk crossed his face as he sighed and bowed his head saying “yeah. You’re probably right. I suppose I need to touch grass more often.”

Allie continued encouragingly saying, “if you want to spank me, it’s okay. Seriously. You can. You have every right to do so, and I will let you.”

“No, no… that was… that was stupid on my part.”

Allie shrugged saying, “you’re learning.”

“I would like to see you cum.”

“Why?”

“Because a man is supposed to be able to pleasure a woman. And…well… I haven’t yet. At all.”

Kyle cringed and said, “probably because of my small cock?”

Allie shook her head and said, “I already used up my one contractually agreed upon cock-size joke against you yesterday. The size of a man’s cock has nothing to do with a woman’s pleasure anyhow.”

“Okay. Well, is there anything I do that you enjoy?”

Allie thought about this for a moment and answered honestly saying, “I do like it when you call me ‘dude.’

Kyle cocked an eyebrow “you like it when I call you ‘dude?’”

Allie nodded saying, “a lot better than being called ‘slut.’” She sighed and continued, “I don’t need reminded of what I am.”

“Oh, shit, Allie. I’m so sorry. I’ll never call you ‘slut’ again.” Kyle said softly as he continued, “that was terrible thing of me to do that to you.”

“Don’t beat yourself up about it. Okay?” Allie said followed up by a gentle, “…dude.”

Kyle smiled and said, “fair enough, dude. But what about pleasuring a woman.”

Allie sighed and said, “I don’t know if you can. Pleasuring a woman is difficult for a man because it requires two skills men fundamentally lack.”

“Which are?”

She lifted her hand and counted on her fingers, “to please a woman you have to listen to her and follow her instructions.”

She leaned back and sighed saying, “That’s the secret to pleasuring a woman but it’s nearly impossible for any man to do it.”

“Wait…that’s… all there is to it?”

Allie nodded.

“Okay. Will you let me try at least.”

Allie frowned lightly and said “Fine. First, listen to me very closely. I will not be able to orgasm this morning. Understand? It doesn’t matter what you do. My life is fucked fifteen ways from Sunday. There is no way I’m in an emotionally healthy enough place to experience a full orgasm.”

Kyle shook his head saying, “that makes no sense at all…”

Allie rolled her eyes, but Kyle continued, “but, I’ll believe you. You said the secret was listening to a woman. I’m listening. So, you’re saying it’s impossible to bring you to orgasm this morning.”

“Thank you.” Allie said with a soft smile.

“Huh?”

“For believing me. That’s rare for a man to be capable of that with a woman when it comes to her sexuality, so thank you for that. Even though you can’t bring me to orgasm, you can still pleasure me, at least some.”

“But wouldn’t that just be frustrating to get some pleasure and not finish?”

“For a man, yes. Women are different. We can experience… incremental pleasure? I guess. Kind of like eating ice-cream. It’s still good even if you don’t finish the bowl.”

“Okay, what should I do to pleasure you some?”

Allie cocked her head to the side and replied thoughtfully, “are you sure you’re okay to do this? You really don’t have to.”

“I want to.”

“Okay. Lay me back on the bed.”

Kyle leaned over and spread Allie gently down on her back across the bed. She sighed as she felt the comforting fabric caress her skin from her own blankets. Kyle rolled over on top of her with his knees between her open legs. He hovered on his arms over her with his stiff cock poised and ready to penetrate her. Allie reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock saying, “If you want to pleasure a woman, don’t use your cock. Okay?”

Kyle frowned as she tilted her head to the side saying, “if you want to have sex with me though, that’s okay. I should probably let you so you can get it out of your system.”

“Why would sex not pleasure you?”

“It’s rubbing the wrong parts. Here, think of it this way…” She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock and tightened them saying, “sex feels like this for a woman. We can feel the tension, the tightness, the motion…” She began stroking purposefully avoiding caressing his sensitive glans as she said, “It feels nice… but not orgasmic. If you want orgasmic…” She slid her fingers down and caressed his sensitive frenulum bringing a groan of appreciation to his lips as she continued, “you have to stroke the right parts.”

“Okay.”

“Lay down beside me.”

Kyle rolled in beside her. She lifted her head, and he slid his arm in under her as they wriggled into place to settle in against one another.

“Okay, what next?”

“I’ll need you to get me wet. I’m going to ask you for a few things that may seem odd, but keep in mind, I’m only doing this because you said you wanted to pleasure me. Is that okay?”

“yeah.”

Allie nodded and continued “to get me wet, kiss me and…

She licked her lips and continued “…lie to me.”

“Lie to you?”

“Say you love me and that you’ll always take care of me, or some bullshit like that. Women are cerebral. We love falling in love with lies.”

“Dude, I don’t know if I can-”

“You were ready to spank me and call me slut. How is lying any harder? Think of it as reading a romantic fantasy to me, okay? Lie to my pretty little face and let me stuff my head with so many lies that I forget that I’m completely broke and sold my body to a stranger.”

Kyle leaned in and Allie puckered sharing a soft, gentle kiss between each other. She felt his warm hand rest on her belly and begin to work its way up then stop abruptly as he broke the kiss asking, “is it okay if I…” He nodded towards his hand, and she said, “yes, caress and play with my body as much as you like. Being caressed is warm and comforting, it makes me feel relaxed. Just don’t touch my clit yet. I need to build up slowly to that.”

“Okay. I love you, Allie.” He said. Her eyes widened in shock for a second before she remembered he was just following her instructions and lying to her. He leaned in again as his warm palm and firm fingers danced across her flesh spreading delight in their wake. His lips danced across hers as she drank deep from him feeling his mouth pry hers open slightly. He pressed his tongue into her mouth and gratitude that she taught him how to kiss better yesterday fluttered through her mind as his tongue reached inside her mouth caressing her own as his fingers toyed with her nipple gently pinching and tickling her sensitive breast tissue.

He released the kiss and whispered to her intimately, “I know that I just met you yesterday. I know that you’re going through the worst time of your life, but I love you. I want to keep you in my life, not as some renter, but as a person that I get to know and to enjoy. A partner to share every moment, both good and bad, with forever. I want to see you in the good times. I want to see you smile. I know you feel like your life is a wreck now, but I can’t wait to meet you when you feel safe, comfortable, secure, and confident. I would love for you to be part of my life now and in the future.”

Allie’s mouth hung open in shock as he continued, “I never imagined I would feel this way about someone but, if you’ll have me, I promise that I’ll never leave you lonely and cold. You will feel nothing but my love, my warmth, and my tender care for the rest of your life. I know your life isn’t worth much to you right now, but you are worth the world to me. I would love to have this beautiful, kind, strong, wonderful woman as my girlfriend or maybe… someday… as my wife.” She shuddered as her body flummoxed and her mind wrapped its way around his words.

Was he just lying?

Or…

Was there a nugget of truth in his words?

The conflict alone was enough to start tickling romantic notions which fluttered through Allie’s mind and heart. She knew better than to believe the words fully but… still… her body started to interplay with her mind.

“You okay, dude?” Kyle asked with a hint of concern as Allie flopped back against his arm squeezing her body up tight before releasing it with a sigh as she looked up into his eyes saying, “oh, I’m way more than okay. That was incredible.”

Kyle gave a nervous chuckle and replied “oh, uh… thanks.”

“Men are typically good at lying to women, but that was some of the best lying I’ve ever heard.” Allie purred as she reached up and took his hand in her own. She guided it down across her belly, her tattooed lower abdomen, through the short hairs of her crotch and down to her pussy as she whispered, “here, you can feel how good you were at lying to me.” She guided his fingers feeling them press into her labial lips and sweetly caressing her damp womanhood.

“Do you feel that?”

“Your vagina? Yes.”

“Feel how wet it is?”

“Oh, yeah…”

“Men get hard, women get wet.”

“So, me saying that I want to marry you gave you a girly hard-on?” Kyle asked.

“Kind of. Intellectually, I know there’s no way you would marry a homeless trainwreck like me. Still, fill a girl’s head with dreams and her heart and body will respond whether she wants it to or not. She will be putty in your hands with her heart beating out of her chest and her brain thoroughly turned to mush.” Allie gripped her hand around Kyle’s arm as she continued, “This is important, Kyle. Please, use this responsibly. Men wield incredible power over women. In here, I know you’re lying so it’s okay, but out there...” Her eyes glistened as her lip hung open slightly and she shook her head and whispered intimately, “…your lies can hurt a woman so badly that death itself would seem kind by comparison.”

Kyle looked deep into her eyes and asked quietly, “did a man hurt you like that?”

Allie shook her head saying “Shhh… I’m not talking about my past. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Allie shifted her body beneath his hands as she spread her legs a little wider and jutted her thighs forward saying, “here… do you feel kind of this… uh… triangle flap of flesh here?”
 

“Yeah.”

“Okay, behind it and…” Allie gasped as Kyle watched in amazement.

“There?” Kyle asked.

Allie wordless nodded as a shuddering gasp emanated from her mouth. Kyle began slowly stroking it bringing moans of appreciation from Allie’s mouth.

“Wait? Are you faking this?” Kyle asked incredulously as Allie’s legs began to twitch involuntarily. She gasped out, “no. That feels really good. Just keep stroking like that. Don’t change anything.”

“Would you like me to lick it?” Kyle asked, musing about everything he had heard about eating women out. Allie shook her head and gasped saying, “God No! I didn’t shower yesterday. Your finger is fine.” Kyle felt the little nodule of flesh beneath the pad of his middle finger begin to swell as he stroked it. Allie whimpered and bit her lower lip as her body flexed against his. The buffet of soft, delicious flesh he had been enjoying ever since she turned up on his doorstep yesterday begging for a place to spend the night and offering pleasure in exchange for survival danced and contorted before his eyes. Kyle mused about how incredibly… unsexy it felt. His cock actually shrunk back down a bit as his fingers kept up their continuous stroking, while she writhed and groaned next to him. If he could believe her, she was experiencing the same kind of paradise that he had found between her legs and within her mouth. That, or perhaps it was different. She suddenly jolted her hips up sharply raising his hand along with them as she demanded, “put your fingers inside me!”

He obliged and she moaned as succulent, dripping wet flesh and warmth engulfed a solid chunk of his middle two fingers all the way down to the knuckles. He flexed his fingers around, curiously feeling inside her as she moaned and grunted in pleasure. She didn’t quite howl like a rabid animal as he had seen women do on videos before, though that was probably more acting than anything that ever really happens. After a while, she slowly relaxed her hips while her moans decreased in intensity indicating she was on the downward trend of paradise. Kyle explored her with his fingers. Just past the tight, firm entrance to her body, the interior of her womanhood felt soft, flexible and slick. Kyle reached his fingers back as far as they could go in amazement at how deep her womanhood went inside her body. Intrinsically, this made sense given (all jokes aside) that his cock was longer than his fingers and she seemed to have no problem fitting the entirety of that inside her. Kyle’s eyes trailed along her body as she subsided into a contented sigh and tipped her head against him. He started to pull his fingers out of her. She gasped and whispered “slowly, pull out slowly.” Like a man defusing a bomb, he gingerly removed them feeling her delicate inner flesh pucker and stick to the skin of his fingers and appreciating that wrenching them out from her quickly would probably hurt her like hell.

She moaned and Kyle considered his current situation.

It was one thing to be lucky.

It was another thing to be stupid lucky.

Then there was straight-up universe-bending “this shit doesn’t happen” kinds of luck.

By Kyle’s calculations, he should be either dead by now or filing a police report staring at his empty apartment as “Allie” sneered sinisterly while counting out ill-gotten money as she walked out of a back-alley pawn shop having foisted his computer in the middle of the night. If this strange woman had a trap in mind to rob him with, she was sure taking her sweet time in springing it. This created confidence in Kyle that perhaps lightening had just struck ten-times in the same place and he really had just hit every number on the jackpot twice as he reviewed the female body he now had complete possession and control over.

He glanced at the clock and the day was wearing on. He had to take care of his Saturday ritual, so he quietly slid his arm out from under Allie as she whispered to him, “thank you.” He carefully stepped over to his computer and opened it up. The desktop featured a red-haired anime girl wearing a chainmail bikini. She stood mid sword-swing as she battled against a mangled mash of dark tentacles. He ignored this familiar piece of art opening up a browser.

“What are you doing?” Allie asked softly as she sat up.

“Setting up to stream.”

“Huh?” she said sliding a protective hand across her breasts.

“Oh, don’t worry. Not right now. I’m just getting logged in and notifying my followers I’ll be on later today. You don’t worry about it, though. We have plenty of time. I uh… need to grab a shower.”

“Yeah, me too. Should we take turns, or should I join you?” Allie asked.

“Well, you could join me. I do need to use the bathroom first and… I don’t want you there for that.” Kyle said gritting his teeth slightly.

Allie nodded and crinkled her nose in disgust saying, “of course. I’ll get my stuff ready, just call to me when you’re done.”

As Allie pawed through the boxes of her belongings looking for her loofa pad, a shout came.

“What the hell did you do to my bathroom!” Kyle bellowed out.

Allie’s blood ran cold as she dropped her supplies and ran over to the bathroom. “What?” She sputtered. Kyle gestured to the sink which now had over a dozen different cases of makeup, lotion, perfumes, hair product as well as brushes, hair ties, clips, and other paraphernalia cluttered about it.

“What is this?” He asked incredulously.

“You told me to girl up for you last night. This is what it takes to look like a girl. Look, I don’t like this overpriced capitalist shit any more than you do, but it’s the price of being a woman.” She gestured towards the various products saying, “if you want me to look pretty this is what it takes.”

“But you couldn’t pick it up after you were done?”

“No. I was too busy having sex with you so I wouldn’t die in the streets of Chicago last night, remember?” Allie huffed back, angrily.

Kyle bowed his head and Allie really wished they weren’t having this argument while completely naked and her body still buzzing from the morning’s pleasure. He looked back at the supplies as Allie sighed saying, “I’ll clean it up. I’m sorry. I’ll need to bring it all back in here again each time, though.”  She reached out to grab the makeup.

He grabbed her wrist, and she looked up into his eyes as he said, “no. You have rights to the space.” Kyle said firmly. Allie frowned but he released her hand and continued, “you have obeyed your part of the lease. I need to obey my part of it. It will be a pain in the ass to dig everything out of my sink every time I want to brush my teeth, but you do technically have rights to leave your stuff here.”

Allie shook her head saying, “That doesn’t excuse me for being a slob.”

“Every problem is an engineering problem if you look at it like an engineer.” Kyle said thoughtfully.

“What’s that mean?” Allie asked with a snort.

“It means every problem has an engineering solution. You just have to find it. It’s what my boss at work always says whenever an issue comes up. Arguing coworkers, a difficult customer, anything can become an engineering problem if you approach it like an engineer.”

“That’s the most patriarchal, man-thinking that I have ever heard.” grumbled Allie.

Kyle twisted his lips wryly and said, “my boss, Linda Watson, would be pretty interested to hear you say that given she’s currently pregnant with her third child.”

“Oh.”

“Spice rack.” Kyle said with a snap of his fingers.

“Spice rack?” Allie asked in confusion, but Kyle had already sprung out from the bathroom and returned shortly afterwards with a small, wire-rack of shelves.

“Spice rack. Parents bought it for me a few years ago, as if I don’t just put seasoned salt on everything I cook anyhow. Look…” he grabbed one of her jars of anti-aging hyaluronate cream and slid it onto the rack saying, “now you have a place to put your makeup and stuff.”

“Oh.” Allie said trying to keep the faint hint of being impressed out of her voice. “I never thought of using a spice rack in the bathroom before.” Kyle shrugged and said, “engineering problem, engineering solution.”

A short while later, Allie stepped into the hot-spray of the shower as Kyle ran a razor down his cheeks. She turned and checked behind her seeing a clear rectangular space on the wall which was slightly darker than the rest of the wall around it. She pointed at it asking, “where’s Akami?”

“You’re kidding right? It was bad enough you saw my hentai waifu once already. I’m not about to bring a girl into my shower with Akami.” He said as he rinsed the razor in the spray of the shower saying, “I don’t need you thinking I’m any more pathetic than I already am, jerking off to a cartoon.”

“I… I don’t think of you as pathetic.” Allie said, quietly.

“Thanks.” Kyle said, thoughtfully. He sighed and said “though… you’re probably just saying that because you need me to survive.”

Allie frowned thoughtfully. She wanted to argue with him saying that she was being honest. Still, how could she convince him when the power imbalance between them was literally spelled out in black and white on a signed sheet of paper?

“Do you want in the water?” He asked.

Allie nodded and a shuffling of naked bodies took place with Kyle wrapping his arms around her. This was not as sexual as she would have expected, rather he held her only as they passed by one another through the exchange of one in the spray and the other just out of reach of the spray so she wouldn’t fall down. A strange, sickening warmth spread through her belly as she contemplated how Kyle was treating her better as his sex slave than certain exes had treated her as a girlfriend. The hot water soothed away the aches and self-hatred as she sighed in the flow of it bringing an appreciative groan from Kyles mouth and his hands up to cup and fondle her breasts. She didn’t even react to this, just leaving her head arched back in the hot spray leaving her body exposed and open for his payment in exchange for the luxury of running, hot water. He did not take too much, satisfying himself for the time being to simply play with her breasts a little bit leaving her free to grab up a bottle of shampoo and begin to lather up her hair filling the air with the scent of flowers and chemical surfactants as Kyle abandoned his play and rubbed the simple bar of soap on his own head before rubbing it across his entire body.

Allie watched in amazement as he rubbed the same bar of white soap on his…

Hair…

Face…

Arms…

Legs…

Testicles…

All with the same bar of soap.

Allie withheld her judgmental sarcasm as she carefully rinsed the shampoo out from her hair before replacing it with conditioner and requesting a swap. Once again, they exchanged places and Allie sighed feeling the familiar warmth of Kyle’s body, now slick and soapy-smelling, slide against her own as his stiffening cock pressed against her thigh when they passed making her give him a flirtatious smile. She tried to stifle the weird emotions welling within her figuring that they were clearly a sign of traumatic onset delirium.

Some corrupt idea about not minding being his plaything for pleasure started to toy about in the back of her mind. An urge centered in her abdomen, not her mind, called out in excitement to feel her body used by Kyle once more. Logically, she knew that she should be negotiating to try and have as little sex with him as possible, maximize her return on investment, so to speak, by satisfying the bare requirements of sexual availability listed in the lease agreement between them. Between the conflict raging between her mind and her belly, the desire in her abdomen won out leading her to boldly lower one hand and caress his cock sweetly as they passed by one another. She flashed him a coy smile and he replied, “after we’re clean.” Allie’s heart fluttered a little at his words while her mind chided her:

He’s using you like a whore. Why the fuck are you excited about it?

Allie struggled with internal turmoil as she spread exfoliation cleansing cream on her face followed by glow-up skin refresher on the rest of her body. She looked at Kyle, watching him rinse the sudsy, white bubbles from the non-descript bar of soap from his flesh and tried to hate him. He deserved it. Standing over there and using just one bar of soap to wash his entire body like the privileged man that he was. Still, her eyes trailed along his chest, down his belly, to his thighs and finally to his stiff cock as the soap bubbles cascaded down across his body leading to a trickling of shower-water dripping from the tip of his cock and from the bottom of his balls. It trickled along his legs and continued on its path to the drain. A strange desire to ‘be’ that water perverted Allie’s mind for a moment. The old boyfriend test of asking a man if he would still love you if you were a puddle of water brought a wry twist to Allie’s lips as she pondered the response being “‘if you were water, I would pour you over my cock and watch you drip.’”

Kyle wiped the water away from his eyes as he rinsed away the soap. He turned back to see Allie, standing there absentmindedly staring at him with a blank expression on her face as she distractedly rubbed a loofa-pad filled with some pink-smelling (he could conjure no other expression for whatever girl-soap she used) body wash over her skin. Kyle blinked as she stared, thoughtless and cold, right at him. He pursed her lips. Gone was the giggles, the coy smile, the… acting. Of course. The poor girl had been acting the entire time just to save her own life. Now she had just given up on that act and returned to the desolate, vacant stare of disassociation. He pondered the depths to which she must hate him for what he had done to her. It had technically been her idea. Albeit an idea to save herself from a horrific death on the January streets of Chicago, but still… it was her idea. If anything, she deserved some commendations for approaching the problem like an engineer.

Faced with eviction, she reviewed her resources, made a plan, evaluated her chances of success, and bartered her vagina to her next door neighbor to save her life.

Not bad engineering, if Kyle did say so himself.

Still, it was too bad that she hated him for what he had done to her as a part of him was starting to like her, despite her best efforts. The constant complaints of the ‘patriarchy’ and her outright admission at hating all men earlier in the morning obviously put a dampener on any relationship they could have. Still, even with these preconceived notions of hers, he couldn’t deny that he had done his part to earn the seemingly bitter glare that she now fixed him with. He quietly tracked her eyes and noticed she was staring intently at his cock. He figured that she was likely fantasizing about cutting it off as revenge against the wretched piece of man flesh that now ruled her life. In fairness, Perhaps he had ‘played’ with her a bit too hard. They had had sex almost four… or perhaps six, if you count oral and finger… times since yesterday. Obviously, she didn’t complain, good actresses never do, but… god, how she must hate him for putting her through all that.

He frowned and turned back into the spray. In theory a cold shower would do the trick to calm his raging libido. His body was still desperate for more, despite how much she had already fed him from her seemingly never-ending well of sexuality. Though this was a hot shower, he hoped the warm waters would calm his thirstiness. Sure, he had contractual rights over her body. Still, there was a fine line between enacting lease rights scribbled on a piece of paper, and sexually assaulting a homeless woman. He already walked that line too closely, and started to contemplate letting her know that she had paid her rent in full for the day and could do as she pleased until nightfall. Hell, maybe to be fair he should give her the whole week off.

He heard a scraping sound behind him, and he jolted with a start as he spun about nearly falling off balance to see her running a pink plastic razor over her legs. She looked up at him as she shaved, and a light smile parted her lips. God, the poor girl, forced to smile through her torture. She tipped her head lightly and said, “just getting all smooth for you.” She gave him a little wink and he nodded back at her. He tried not to watch as she scraped the razor across her shapely legs feeling with her fingers as she went.

Allie brought the razer to her crotch and twisted her lips lightly. Cutting through the tangled web of thick pubic hair would be no trivial feat, yet part of her yearned to do exactly that. Her hands shivered in weird anticipation at preparing her body for the sexual pleasure of her new owner. The alluring desire to let her mind slip into submissive fantasies danced right alongside her own, internal chiding for even thinking such things.

“Would you like me to shave this off?” She asked holding the razor against her pubic hair tipping her hips sensually towards Kyle. To her horror, he barely glanced at her before giving her a curt, “no. don’t worry about that.” and turning back into the spray of the shower.

Was he… already getting bored of having sex with her?

Allie’s lower lip trembled.

“I uh… I can… if you like.” She pressed.

He turned back and a sad expression fixed itself across his face. He definitely did not look like a man who had just gotten laid several times the night prior. She swallowed hard as her heart pounded in terror. He gave her a sad sigh and pulled her hand away saying, “you really don’t have to. You said it itches afterwards. I shouldn’t make you do that.”

“Okay.” Allie muttered quietly putting the razor away. Cruel thoughts of what she had done wrong cluttered into her mind pushing away the submissive fantasies. She had to act and act fast.

“Hey you don-?” Kyle started to ask turning back to Allie only to find her already on her knees in the shower. Before he could say another word, she boldly opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around his cock.

“Huh?” he stammered as she suckled sweetly at his cock. She looked up at him with pleading eyes as pleasure spread through his manhood once more pushing away the guilt and replacing it with lewd desires. He felt her soft little tongue work against his frenulum weakening his knees as she stumbled backwards against the shower wall. She bravely held on even as the shower sprayed water full-force directly into her eyes forcing her to squint. Kyle reached behind his back and hastily wrenched the shower off relieving her from the spray as she continued suckling.

“You don’t… you don’t…” Kyle muttered weakly before building up his courage and grabbing her by the shoulders and pushing her back saying, “you don’t have to do that.”

“Oh God, please, no, Kyle. Please don’t throw me out. I swear, I can do my part of the lease.”

“You have. You’ve already done so much for your part.” Kyle said emphatically as he crouched down to get at her level. Water dripped around them in the steam of the small shower room as Allie wiped her eyes. Kyle said, “Allie, I’ve been taking way too much advantage of you. It’s not fair. You paid your lease very well last night and again this morning and…” He gestured as she trembled on the verge of tears and terror as he continued, “I know you gave me full rights over your body as part of the lease, but I shouldn’t be forcing you to have sex with me all the time.”

“You’ve already grown bored of me?” Allie sputtered on the verge of tears as she continued “I can shave my pussy, put on makeup, I can do way dirtier shit than what we’ve done so far, please… I swear I…”

“No. It’s not that. You have done great. It’s… well… there’s a fine line between honoring a lease agreement and sexually abusing a homeless woman. God, you must hate me so much for all that I’ve done to you.”

“I don’t.” Allie replied quietly.

“You… don’t?” Kyle mused before shaking his head saying, “you don’t have to lie to me. It’s okay. Here, I’m giving you the rest of the day off. Enjoy the apartment however you see fit. You don’t have to continue cleaning in some submissive house-wife bondage gear or anything like that. You can wear normal clothing. It’s my turn to honor the lease agreement and let you occupy the space freely.”

Allie wrapped her hands around Kyle’s arms and said, “Kyle, stop being such a man, and listen to the woman… I don’t hate you.”

Kyle looked into her eyes, and she continued, “I’m not angry. I know this morning I was… well… having a bit of a crisis about my situation but you…” She ducked her head in slightly towards him saying “you didn’t do anything beyond what I allowed. Of all the things you could have done to me, I’m… fine…” She reached up and ran her fingers over one of her arms saying “physically… I’m okay. I spent the night in a strange man’s apartment, and I’m not hurt. Yes, the spanking was a pain in the ass, literally, but you haven’t done anything to really hurt me. You treated me better than I expected to be treated, and way better than the streets of Chicago would have. I’m not angry at you.”

Kyle blew out a sigh saying “okay.”

“I’m just worried that you’re disappointed in me.”

“Disappointed in you?” Kyle asked incredulously.

“Well, the whole ‘I’m not in a good headspace to orgasm,’ stopping you from spanking me, and pretty much demanding you have sex with me on my terms…” She hung her head saying, “I never thought I would ever say this, but I worry that I’m not very good at prostitution.”

Kyle took her chin in his hand and lifted her face as he said “Allie, last night was the best night of my life. You did good, okay? I’m saying you can enjoy the apartment today without needing to have sex with me because you earned it fair and square. Understand?”

“Okay. Thank you.” Allie whispered back feeling supremely dejected.


2. Keeping it Clean

After being naked for so long, wearing clothing felt weirdly constricting as Allie carefully picked out a plain hoodie and paired it with a pair of slightly torn jeans. She reviewed herself in the mirrored reflection of the window and felt vaguely weak and pathetic. Although women dressing to fulfill male fantasies still reeked of patriarchy, slapping on ugly, comfortable clothes made Allie’s heart sink. She thought back to the old days when she used to envy the beautiful girls and the attention they received. That was until she reached high school and realized that she could have one of them as her own. Memories flowed through Allie’s mind. The world seemed so simple back then. It was her and Elizabeth against everyone else in that bitterly bigoted small Kansas town. Allie never imagined she would miss having people scream and spit at her for being a lesbian. She would love to have clear-cut enemies she could hate, and friends she could rely on, instead of friends who could care less if she lived or died and a stranger whose lust kept her alive.

She watched Kyle put on a black t-shirt with a bright, screen-printed logo on it for some videogame she didn’t recognize. He then slid on a pair of grey sweat-pants as Allie watched. She pursed her lips and thinking about dumb jokes involving men in grey sweat-pants. Kyle set up at his computer and glanced over to Allie giving her a smile saying “There you go. Does it feel better to dress normal?”

Allie gave a shrug saying, “yeah, a bit. Just making sure, we’re okay, right? I mean with the lease and all.”

Kyle nodded saying “absolutely. Why don’t you go ahead and unpack a bit? This is your apartment now too. You might as well make yourself at home.”

He then loaded up some first-person shooter game. He put on a microphone and headset before picking up the controller and saying “hey, gooners and gamers, you miss me?” Allie peaked over and watched him briefly livestreaming his gameplay. Clearly whatever Twitch clone site he had in place wasn’t nearly lucrative enough to quit his day-job, but he seemed to be having fun as a stream of expletives and crude jokes flew from his mouth while he rocked back and forth on the chair reacting to the explosions and gunshots on the screen.

Allie quietly picked up her boxes of stuff and started transferring them into the closet noticing that she had way more clothing than Kyle did, as he seemed to subsist on a combination of sweatpants, jeans, and black t-shirts and hoodies all bearing various graphic images from one video game or another. Allie glanced out at him to make sure he was still playing then quietly slipped back into the closet and began flipping through his shirts. A menagerie of burly men and scantily clad women, all in violent or sexual poses, fluttered before her eyes bearing dramatic titles to games she either didn’t recognize or were in Japanese text. She pursed her lips and pawed through the small walk-in closet a bit more. Towards the back sat an over/under washer/dryer and a hamper with some rank smelling man clothing in it.

He had said she didn’t need to clean, but he didn’t say that she couldn’t. Stepping back out into the apartment she quietly collected up the pieces of her costume from the night before. She crinkled her nose at the miniskirt, blouse, and bright blue lacy bra, her one and only piece of true lingerie but sighed realizing that this slutty outfit had played a role in saving her life. She sorted out a small load of laundry, casually combining their clothes together based on color and started it. She didn’t know why, but her heart began to relax as she watched her clothing and his disappear together into the sudsy waters of the washing machine.

She returned to her boxes of stuff digging through pulling out her boxes and cans of food. Anything refrigerated had been a total loss, however she did still have a few bags of ramen and some canned peaches and peas. She quietly took these over to his small kitchen digging around underneath the same bar that he had just fucked her on to of that morning. She opened the cabinets and pressed her food in amongst his, making no attempt to separate the two. Some strange emotion began to trickle through her mind as she did this.

Alamo…

Why did this word come to her?

She frowned and continued putting her stuff away, combining her cleaning equipment with his own meager offerings, and setting up the few small pieces of furniture she had remaining finally setting up her phone charger on her nightstand next to her bed. Finally, the place started to feel like…

…home.

Allie checked her phone again.

No messages, no calls.

One email from the bank informing her that her account had been closed. An invoice for one-hundred-seventy-five dollars and fifteen cents overdraft would be sent to an address that she no longer lived at.

She lived here now and the word ‘Alamo’ started to make sense in her mind. This apartment. This man. This life. This lease… it was her last stand. There would be no running, no moving, no starting over. It was either live here with Kyle or die homeless. That’s why putting her stuff away felt so oddly cathartic as she integrated her life into her final home.

Still… she had a past and a history…

Her fingers hovered over her phone to text Sheila. No matter what had happened between them in the past, Allie owed it to Sheila to at least let her know that she was still alive. All she had to do was type in the words…

her fingers refused to move.

She put away the phone and decided to do something easier. She cleaned Kyle’s bathroom from top to bottom scrubbing out the shower, sink, and toilet. Finding Akami rolled up in the cabinet under the sink, Allie clucked her tongue judgmentally saying, “Kyle, you shouldn’t do this to her.” She stared at the massive glistening eyes of the full-length naked anime girl poster for a while before saying, “I bet you don’t like me taking your man.” She cocked her head almost expecting Akami to answer, but she didn’t since posters don’t talk. Allie smiled saying, “yeah, I would hate me too if I did that. He loved you long before he met me. I shouldn’t break the two of you up. I’ll put you back up in your place of honor. Would you like that?”

Again…

Posters don’t talk.

Allie carefully cleaned off the laminated cover of the poster and rehung Akami against the shower wall. Allie couldn’t quite tell for certain, but it almost seemed now that Akami smiled at her a little brighter than she had the day before. Maybe the sight of the naked hentai girl was less jarring or perhaps Allie had renewed respect for Akami given that they were, in one manner of speaking, coworkers. They both worked together as Kyle’s sexual playthings. No matter what, Allie decided she would do everything in her power to keep Akami up. She had to believe that Kyle wouldn’t just discard his toys after he was done with them.

A few beads of trickling sweat clung to Allie’s forehead from her exertions as she stepped back into the main living room from the bath. She looked to see Kyle still playing games. Suddenly, he said, “What the hell chat? What do you mean, ‘who’s that?’” He arched his head back and saw Allie standing behind him. Her eyes widened and his mouth fell open as they both realized she had just walked into the background of his twitch stream. He snapped his head back down and said “that’s my uh… crap… um…”  Allie bravely stepped in beside him and said to the screen, “I’m his roommate. Allie.”

Within seconds, five marriage proposals flashed up on screen in the chat, followed by twenty requests for her OnlyFans account, three demands for nudes, a pixelated image of a penis constructed of letters and keyboard symbols, two requests to purchase dirty pairs of her worn underwear, and one offer to buy pictures of Allie’s feet as audible screams went up through Kyles headphones so loud that he ripped them off.

Allie blinked in shock and looked down at herself. She had managed to receive that response while still wore the hoodie and jeans appearing comfortable and frumpy.

“Fucking hell! God damn it, chat! Touch some fucking grass for once in your goner-simp-ass lives!” Kyle barked into the mouthpiece of his headphones before slapping a button and turning the game off.

“I’m sorry.” Allie said, sheepishly.

“I broke the lease, didn’t I?” Kyle grumpily replied as he buried his head down onto the desk.

“How?”

“No video.”

“Well, I’m the one who stepped in frame, and this wasn’t video of sex stuff.” Allie offered up.

“I’m sorry, my chat did that to you. You didn’t deserve that. It’s like those gooners never seen a girl in their lives.” Kyle said sadly with a sigh.

“That’s just normally the way men are.” Allie said with a shrug.

“It’s not fair.” Kyle grumbled.

Allie turned her back to the computer and sat on his desk next to him as he lifted his head. A strange sensation filled Allie as she sat there, her hips, albeit covered in blue jeans, so close to his head and his hands. She felt sexy, even in frumpy clothing as she continued, “the way men are saved my life.” She gave him a smile which he did not return.

“Hey.” She prompted.

“What?”

“What should we tell your chat?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I should take a break from streaming anyhow. At least while you’re here.” These words drove a shard of ice into Allie’s heart and a twinge of terror into her mind. She slid off the desk and crouched down getting on his level as she said firmly yet quietly. “Kyle, you need to be free to do the things you enjoy. If you would like, I can try my best to stay off screen.”

Kyle gestured saying “camera covers a decent portion of the room. Having you tiptoe around isn’t exactly fair to you.”

“What if I’m trans.”

“Huh?”

“Well, I told you I’m already partially non-binary, what if we just tell you chat that I’m trans? That should keep them at bay.”

Kyle smiled and said, “I don’t think you understand men very well. A femboy as hot as you, they would only pant for him even more.”

“Well, what do you suggest?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’re a good engineer. I’m sure you’ll think of something.” Allie said quietly.

Kyle took this in thoughtfully and said “You’re right. Give me a hand with the desk.”

A few lifts, an argument over whose left was whose right, and a final thud, Allie and Kyle plopped the desk down facing towards the wall. Kyle reviewed it with a bit of a frown, but Allie dug around in her things bringing up a strand of LED lights to hang up behind Kyle giving him a slightly less dour appearance. In no time, Kyle was back to gaming.

Allie dried the laundry before collecting up the blanket from Kyle’s bed and washing it as well. Kyle looked over the top of his computer to see Allie plugging in her featherlight vacuum cleaner. She pointed at it and gave Kyle a thumbs up with an inquisitive glance. He announced “got to go radio-silent, chat, you can still message me though and check out this kill-streak combo” before giving her a corresponding thumbs up. Allie quickly vacuumed the cheap, industrial carpeting which covered the living room portion of the apartment before flying over the vinyl tiled kitchenette and bathroom before turning off the vacuum cleaner and set about folding clothes while the blanket dried and finally putting everything away.

It felt great to be doing something physically active and useful. Allie felt herself enjoying the reprieve cleaning gave her from the crushing weight of her own failed existence. She stepped back out from the closet to see that Kyle had stopped games and now stood next to her small table. He waved a hand across it with a flourishing smile as he presented her with a plate bearing a chicken sandwich, some salad, and a mug of hot tea. Likewise, he had a similar plate but a plastic bottle of Mountain Dew instead of tea.

“Oh, I thought I was supposed to cook.” Allie said pensively.

“How could I make you cook considering you literally just cleaned every part of my apartment all in one morning.”

“No, I…” Allie started to protest before she started looking around. True to his word, she had cleaned every square inch of his five-hundred square foot apartment in the space of a single morning.

And… now she had nothing to do.

“Uh… I guess that I did clean it all. Didn’t I?” She sputtered, nervously.

Kyle gestured toward the chair opposite himself saying, “have a seat, enjoy some lunch. You deserve it.”

“No. I’m supposed to take my panties off and sit on your lap when I eat. That’s what our lease agreement says.” Allie replied firmly.

“I’m giving you a break.” Kyle said.

Allie pursed her lips and bowed her head. She morosely sat at the table and said to him “I’m fine to earn the food the way we discussed earlier.”

He shook his head and sighed sadly.

“Did I do something wrong?” Allie asked.

“no, no, Allie, you didn’t do anything wrong. Okay? Like I said, you can have a bit of a break.”

“How… um… long of a break?” Allie asked nervously.

“How long would you like?” Kyle replied.

“Not… too long… I don’t want you thinking I’m holding out on you for what I promised.”

“I don’t. It’s okay.” Kyle replied with a kind smile. Allie wasn’t sure why she would have rather he given her a cocky sneer and ripped her clothes off instead. Kind men seemed somehow scarier than horny men. She could predict the actions of a horny man, but a kind man… the question of ‘why’ always plagued her mind. She chewed on the sandwich and decided to take what he had told her at face value, that he felt guilty for having taken advantage of her. In an ideal world, forcing her to prostitute herself for nothing more than a place to live was pretty evil. In late-stage capitalistic America, giving her the option to prostitute herself in exchange for a place to live was the only reason she still breathed.

“I really am okay to hold up my part of the lease. Anytime.”

“thank you.”

“So… you do streaming?”

Kyle chuckled sheepishly saying, “yeah, I started in high school. I thought I was going to be the next Markiplier.” He gestured across the apartment saying “as you can see, I’m not exactly quitting my day job over it. I make about fifty bucks or so a month doing it. Mostly, it’s just playing games while taking a constant barrage of abuse from chat.”

“Sorry if I messed up your stream today.”

Kyle chuckled and replied, “are you kidding? You nearly doubled my viewers.”

“Imagine what I could have done if I had dressed girly for it.” Allie mused looking over to where her clothing was packed. Kyle waved a finger saying, “nope, remember the lease, I can’t take sexy video or images of you.”

“Oh, not naked. Just like in something sexy. You know, like what I started in last night.”

“Dude, trust me, you don’t want to go down that road. My viewers are a bunch of psychotic incels. They’ll be sniffing pictures of your feet or some shit.”

Allie wrapped an arm around herself and shivered as Kyle waved a dismissive hand saying “don’t worry. We turned the computer around, so those assholes won’t bother you again.”

“That is what makes me worried.”

“How so?”

“Well, the more of your life I inhibit the less likely you are to let me stay.”

“Allie, relax, I’m not breaking the lease.”

“Okay.” Allie muttered still not sounding completely convinced as she took sips of tea and bites of her sandwich. “Thank you for lunch, by the way.”

“You’re welcome.”

“I don’t remember telling you that I like tea.” Allie mused.

Kyle shrugged and replied, “Oh, I just kind of guessed that you did. You look like the kind of girl who would like tea.”

“I don’t…actually. But I do appreciate you giving it to me. I’ve been having trouble with caffeine withdrawal ever since I ran out of coffee a few days ago. This is helping.”

“Oh, I can get you some-”

“No. No…” Allie said firmly. She gestured between them saying, “Kyle, I fully unpacked. Mixed what food I had left in with yours, hung up my clothing in your closet, I moved in. I… I want to stay. I need to stay. For that to happen, we need to make this sustainable. If you start giving me kindness that I don’t deserve, it’s only a matter of time before you regret it.” She pulled out her phone and set it on the table tapping it with her finger as she continued, “I have a phone full of people who can tell you the horrible things that I do to those who show me kindness.”

“Is that why they abandoned you to die?”

“A life story that ends with a woman banging on a strange man’s door begging to offer her body to him in exchange for a room is bound to be a sad one.”

“The end of your life story?” Kyle asked.

Allie tilted her head to the side curiously.

“Dude, you’re like twenty-seven. You’re homeless, not dead.” He said, pointedly.

She sighed and said “Still, I’m a terrible girlfriend. For your own safety, don’t ever try to make me one. Just let me be your renter.”

She lowered her voice and continued sadly, “Just… let me be your whore.”

Kyle thought about this as he took a swig of Mountain Dew. “No offense, dude, but you need help. Seriously, there’s…” He gestured towards her head saying “…a lot going on here. Don’t worry. I know a guy with an office over on Sangamon street. I saw him for a while. He helped with my issues around-”

Allie cut him off with a chuckle saying, “what part of my situation looks like I can afford therapy?”

Kyle rolled his eyes as Allie said, “you’ve already done enough, more than I expected, more than I deserve.”

“It’s not even been twenty-four hours and I fucked you five times and made you clean my apartment.” Kyle grumbled before continuing, “that hardly makes me a fucking hero.”

“Yes, and an upstanding, morally-good hero would have chucked me into the ice to die.” She pointed to herself than to him saying “I’m a trainwreck. You’re horny.”

“Let’s just be what we are.” Allie continued as she crossed her hands in front of her hoodie and lifted it off exposing her white cotton bra and smooth chest as she did so. She casually hung the hoodie on the chair she was sitting on before turning back to Kyle.

“What are you doing?” Kyle sputtered.

“You gave me a sandwich. I’m going to give you something pleasant to look at while I eat it. I can take off my bra as well, if you like.”

She smiled at him encouragingly as she watched his eyes nervously descend from her face to her small cleavage nestled within her bra. He licked his lips lightly and the act warmed her heart. She hardly felt impressive to look at, given that this particular bra was more practical than sexy, but she had to start somewhere with ‘carrying her own weight,’ so to speak. “It’s okay.” She said with a soft little duck of her head to bring her own face into his line of sight and give him a warm smile.

“I really am sorry that I called you ‘slut’ this morning.” Kyle said softly.

“Totally forgiven. Knowing that you were just trying something you saw on the internet made it hurt less.”

“Thanks.” Kyle replied with a sip of his drink before he continued, “I think I would like to see you with the bra off.”

Allie smiled as she unclasped her bra and let her breasts swing out freely as she hung the bra up on the chair behind her. She still wore her jeans, but being naked from the waist up felt a bit more attractive than she had been before. The comforting sensation of Kyle’s lewd eyes pressing lecherously against her bare flesh brought a sigh of relief to her mouth as she casually finished her sandwich giving him flirty little smiles whenever she didn’t have a mouth full of food. She gave little shimmies that made her skin prickle slightly in the cool air of his apartment and brought appreciative mutterings from Kyle’s mouth.

“Plans for this afternoon?” Allie asked as she pushed aside her empty plate and leaned across the table resting her breasts on her folded arms in front of her.

“Normally, I would work on laundry and dishes before streaming some more. But you already took care of one and I don’t really feel like doing the other right now.”

“Do you feel like having sex with me again?” Allie asked trying to make her voice sound as sweet and non-threatening as she could.

“Is what I’m doing to you making you hate men even more?” Kyle asked nervously.

“No.” Allie replied with a shake of her head. “You’re taking care of me. Yes, I’m a woman, but I’m also an adult. I know that nobody takes care of an adult for free. I’m just grateful that you’ve given me an affordable way to pay you back using what I already have.”

“I’m grateful you’re so chill with sharing your body with me.” He replied.

Allie chuckled and he continued “it’s like a god damn pleasure buffet that never ends.”

Any other time…

Any other place…

Allie would have punched a man in the throat for saying such a disgustingly perverted thing about her body. She would have taken pictures, videos, put him on blast all over the internet so everyone would know about the disgusting creep and how he was a symptom of misogynistic thinking. She and her social justice warriors would have spread the word wide ensuring such a man found himself divorced, fired, cut of and cancelled from society by any means necessary.

Here, however…

Allie smiled appreciatively. It felt like the first time in her life that a man wanted to fuck her, and she actually liked the idea. Sure, she had spent her time with Charlie but… that… that was a different situation.

Allie quietly rose from the table and stepped around next to Kyle. She felt the surreal experience of being naked from the waist up next to a man who sat there fully clothed. A surreal sense of identity and belonging struck her at that moment. Sure, her breasts were swinging out vulnerable and delicate, but that is where they belonged. Wives and girlfriends wore clothing in front of their men because they were on an equal playing field.

She wasn’t a girlfriend.

She wasn’t a wife.

She was a free-use sex slave and this goofy kid, with the ink barely dry on his bachelor’s degree, was her sexual master. Allie unbuttoned her pants as the desire to give her body over to her master started to overwhelm her mind despite the calls within her brain for her to maintain at least some iota of respect and humanity.

“Even though I didn’t sit in your lap for lunch, I can still give you some dessert.” Allie whispered as she unzipped her jeans. She felt a warm arm wrap around her back and hot, wetness envelope her left nipple as Kyle plunged his head forward grabbing her about the waist and suckling in panting frustration at her breast. Allie whimpered lightly at the sensation, but forced her mind to stay focused on taking off her pants. The awkward shuffling of her hips drew Kyle’s attention, and he abandoned his place of gobbling hungrily at her breast to slide his hands down across her abdomen and pry fingers under the hem of her pants and panties. Working together, they forced the pants over Allie’s robust, round buttocks and let them fall to the ground.

“Where would you like me?” Allie asked breathlessly as Kyle ran his fingers over her bare thighs and abdomen.

“spread your legs open.” He said softly. She did, now feeling the wooden top of her table press into her buttocks behind her as she faced Kyle. He rose to his feet and swiped the plates and utensils off to the side of the table clearing a space for Allie. He grabbed her hand to guide her as he said, “lay back on the table.”

Allie felt her body quiver as the hard, cold wood of her own table came into contact with her buttocks and shoulders as she laid her body back across the table. She kept her legs dutifully open as they dangled over the edge facing towards Kyle. The delicious sensation of being helpless, vulnerable, and open sent shivers up and down Allie’s flesh causing her to twitch all along the top of the wooden table. A strange thought that she had definitely never done anything like this on top of this table before caressed the back of her mind. She watched, holding her hands up on either side of her chest, as Kyle sat back down before her. Still, fully clothed, she felt his warm fingers begin to work their way along her inner thigh making her pussy sing with anticipation at his touch. He purred “I suppose I should eat my dessert at the table.”

She gasped and let out a shuddering whimper as she felt his firm thumbs pry her hairy labia open revealing the delicate, pink insides of her womanhood.

“I know we had sex, but I’ve never seen one up close in real life like this before.” Kyle said inquisitively as she felt him begin to massage and play with her labial lips. “So… weird. Men lick this?”

Allie couldn’t conjure words to reply with. She wanted to reach her hands down, wrap her fingers around the back of his head, and pull him, tongue first, right into her crotch. She didn’t dare force it upon him, though, so she restricted her response to a nod of her head.

She bit her hand to prevent herself from screaming as she felt his pensive, pink tongue slide in between the folds of her quivering flesh and caress the little nob of her clitoris inside. Her face flushed as fireworks of pleasure cascaded across her skin at his first lick.

Kyle grunted, though, and spat out a pubic hair saying “what the hell? That does not taste sweet. Is everything I’ve been told about sex a lie?”

Allie’s body shuddered as she panted out “oh, Kyle that tastes incredibly sweet.”

“Huh?”
 

She arched her neck to look down at him between the soft mounds of her breasts as she continued “it tasted so incredibly sweet for me. You know what it feels like when I suck your cock?”

“Yeah.”

Allie nodded saying “yeah… that’s what your tongue tastes like that to me.”

She took a deep breath to steady herself as she continued, “but you don’t have to.”

“Maybe just a little bit more. I am having dessert after all.” Kyle murmured before he ducked his head back in again. Allie felt the hard wood of the table cradle her head as her legs flexed against the edge of the tabletop shivering with pleasure at the sanguine sweet luxury Kyle lapped upon her womanhood. She writhed and moaned with her only regret being the lack of better padding beneath her body as the table offered little in the way of comfort. The harshness of the tabletop, however, seemed to only accentuate the deliciously sweet pleasure of feeling Kyle’s tongue slide across her clitoris so elegantly that Allie began to relish the thought of him devouring her as his dessert. Laying here amongst the discarded plates and empty drinks, she felt like one more piece of food for him to joyfully engorge himself upon and she felt her body tremble as a hollow, breathless shriek emanated from her lips. After a few minutes of licking, however, Kyle couldn’t wait much more as he rose to his feet and slipped thumbs through the hem of his sweatpants shoving them to the floor letting his hard, hungry cock come out. He lifted Allie’s legs, relieving her of the sensation of them dangling over the hard-wood tabletop, as he said, “god, you do make one beautiful little dessert.” Allie smiled as she watched him wrap firm hands around her thighs and pull her down hard dragging her body across the table. She didn’t even care about the ridiculous sounding screech of her back sliding over the tabletop or the slight discomfort against her shoulder blades as she slid because she soon found her home skewered womanhood first on top of his thick, throbbing, hungry cock.  She gasped and lifted her legs slightly, helping him transition them up onto his shoulders where her toes felt light tickles from his slightly mess hair as her ankles rested just behind his head with her calves pressed against his upper chest. He held her hips firmly and she felt him thrusting deep and frantic inside her womanhood.

“Oh, god, this is the best dessert I’ve ever been.” She moaned tilting her head back and watching the small, cheap chandelier overhead rock back and forth in her vision as his thrusts were so powerful as to move her entire body across the table. She felt him grow large, full, and stiff inside her pussy filling her with delight and bringing a groan of pleasure to her lips. He grunted a heavy, masculine growl of pleasure as she felt his cock quiver and begin rhythmically squirting deep inside her pussy filling her sweet womanhood with his cream.

Somewhere in the back of her mind, Allie quietly made a mental note to take another one of her birth control pills later that day. She moaned as his pleasured cock softened slightly inside her, but a scream came to her lips as his hand came to rest right on top of her mons pubis and his thumb penetrated down between her spread-open lips to graze across her swollen and sensitive clit. She wriggled and desperately tried to get away as his massage spread more pleasure through her than her mind and body could withstand. She pleaded “No! No! I’m not ready for that!” Dutifully, he stopped and rested his warm hand on top of her throbbing abdomen holding comfort and warmth across her tattoo of the divine feminine. She gasped and panted as he looked at her and she placed her own hand over his to pin it against her abdomen to prevent him from causing any more problematic yet delicious sensations with his fingers. “It’s…uh… too much pleasure. I’m not quite ready for that yet… just not yet. Okay?”

“Okay.” He said, quietly.

She gasped and panted trying to catch her breath as she moaned, “god, that felt wonderful though.” She stretched feeling his cock shift warmly about inside her pussy as she twisted her back to the left and then to the right raising her arms and moving around to help soothe the soreness in her back from being fucked on top of a kitchen table. Glee filled her heart as she heard Kyle moan and realized that he was enjoying her stretching and she gave her body a little wiggle feeling his cock jostle about inside her deliciously as she said, “I hope you enjoyed your dessert.”
 

“Very, very much so.”


3. Texting Exes

Allie smirked lightly as she mopped up the puddle of cum and vaginal juices from her table. Freshly pleasured, and with reassurance from her that it was fine for him to do so, Kyle returned to gaming as she cleaned up from lunch. Catching a glimpse of herself reflected on the chrome of the refrigerator, an idea struck Allie.

She scampered over and grabbed up her phone. Staging it carefully, she propped it up and took a picture of herself cleaning naked. She went ahead and took another version where she put on the apron looking over her shoulder at the camera giving it a doe-eyed look of feigned sadness and regret. She set a salt-shaker on top of the lease agreement purposefully over Kyle’s name and snapped a picture of that as well. Finally, she took a picture of Kyle from the back-side of his computer carefully avoiding getting any of his face in the shot with only the top bit of his head poking out over the monitor.

She now had what she needed to text Sheila back.

“hey, Sheila, just letting you know I survived last night.”

No reply, as expected. Allie sent another, attaching a picture of the lease agreement and a follow-on text saying:

“I want you to know that I’m getting what I deserved for hurting you. I’m a slave now. I clean for my owner the way he likes it.”

She sent on two pictures of herself cleaning expecting some kind of response on the apron shot knowing damn well Sheila would probably still feel a little dampness forming between her legs at Allie’s body so submissively posed.

No response.

Allie nodded. That was fair. This was for Sheila, not herself. She continued,

“he plays video games all day. He hasn’t beaten me or done anything horrible yet, but I am required to have sex with him whenever he wants. It’s either live like this or die on the freezing streets.”

A reply pinged,

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Why are you sending me this?”

Allie’s face lit up.

A reply. An angry, bitter, hateful reply but it was a reply. Allie typed furiously.

“Because you deserve to know that there is justice in this world. I want you to know that I am getting the humiliation and torment that I deserve for what I did to you. I’ve regrated what I did to you every day of my life. I still love you and want you to be happy. I hope seeing me suffer can bring some healing to your heart.”

A long, long pause followed by a typed reply…

“Allie, this will be the last message you get from me before I block your number. Listen to me carefully. I don’t know what borderline-personality-schizophrenic bullshit you have, but you need help. I will NEVER heal from the time my fun, spontaneous girlfriend reached into my chest, ripped out my heart, and taught me that I can never trust anyone, least of all myself. The fact that you even think I would enjoy seeing you living as a sex slave to some random douchebag just proves how broken your mind is. God, how did someone as pathetic and stupid as you trick me for so long? How was I so stupid to fall for your lies? Well, I’m not falling for your lies anymore. You’re just a psychotic, cock-hungry whore fucking her way through life, same as she always did. A few scribbles on a piece of paper, you prancing around naked in a kitchen, and a picture of your latest fuck-boy is hardly proof of anything. The fact that you think this ‘I’m a slave now’ bullshit is going to get me to come back to you is disgusting. Truth is, my life would have been better if we had never met. Give my condolences to that fuckboy after you destroy him. He’ll regret ever meeting you, just the same as I do now. This is my last message to you as I need to move on with my life and try to pick up the pieces of what you left of me. Please, for both of our sakes, don’t try to find me.”

Allie’s mouth fell open in shock as she furiously tried typing a reply only to be met with the flat notification:

[THIS USER HAS BLOCKED YOU]

“No, no, no…” Allie chanted frantically as she desperately flipped through options trying to find some other way to contact Sheila but every other social and contact between them had already been closed off years ago. Allie collapsed to the kitchen floor and leaned her head back against the cabinetry. She didn’t even care that her bare ass rested on the cold vinyl floor. She didn’t even care what Kyle would think if he saw her. She curled into a ball, clutching onto her phone in one hand as she buried her face into her knees and began quietly sobbing.

Mercy visited Allie in Kyle’s lack of perception. He continued blasting away at fictional enemies in a fantasy world leaving her free to wallow in the pitiful hatred brought on by very real lovers in a harshly factual world. After crying it out for a good many minutes, Allie slowly brought herself back into her present state and wiped away her tears. She slowly rose to her feet leaning against the counter for support. “Fuck me. Make me clean. Make me sort your fucking paper-clip collection. Just fucking do anything to me to…”

“Allie?” she heard Kyle say as he rose from his seat looking over at her.

Part of Allie hoped she wouldn’t give him that stare, the one a wounded animal gives when the hunter comes across it to end its life and misery, but she must have managed exactly that as concern spread across his face. He ducked his head, and she heard him say, “that’s enough for today, chat. Stay weird and I’ll kick your asses some more next time.”

With a few clicks and removing his headphones, he stood alongside her giving her a passionate look of empathy.

“Is this because of dessert?”

“No! Absolutely not. Dessert was wonderful. It’s…” She waved her phone and then plopped it back down realizing she definitely did not want to let him read the ridiculous and stupid messages she had sent to her ex which made him out to be a monster. She shook her head and he asked, “is this part of that whole tragic backstory thing you never want to talk about?”

She nodded.

“Do you want to talk about it now?”

Allie shook her head.

She bowed her head low as Kyle wrapped a warm arm over her shoulders. He didn’t speak a word as he simply stood there holding her from the side. Even as she nuzzled into his side, feeling the warmth of his body against her own naked frame. Allie recognized that she had a problem as Sheila’s words about sending Kyle her condolences after Allie destroyed him rattled around in her head. But what could she do about it now? If she pulled away, Kyle would just be left thinking he did something wrong. If she broke the lease, she would die. At least he deserved some kind of warning. Like a neurotoxic tree frog warns predators with bright colors, Allie only felt it was fair to give Kyle a warning as well. She quietly said, “I’ve hurt a lot of people.” She swallowed hard and continued “just so you know, I never mean to hurt the people that I do.” He cocked his head to look at her and she looked up into his eyes saying, “I want you to know that. If I… If I hurt you. I didn’t mean to. I’ll probably never get the chance to tell you afterwards, so I wanted to let you know now.”

Kyle gave her a small, sad smile and said, “maybe you should spend less time texting your angry exes. That can’t be healthy.” Allie sighed and he continued, “they only knew you in one time and place. The people who hate you don’t get to decide who you are for the rest of your life.”

Allie rolled into Kyle and pressed her small body into him as she laid her head on his shoulder. He wrapped arms around her naked back as she held him close as well. He made no move to caress her buttocks or to seduce her in any way. It wasn’t that kind of hug, and she knew it. It was the kind of hug she hadn’t experienced for a long, long time.

“How could I ever repay you for this?” She said quietly letting her soul slip into his unbidden and undeserved love.

“Well, when the time comes, you could cook us some dinner.” Kyle offered.

Allie chuckled and lifted her head giving him a nod saying, “what are we eating?”

“menu says spaghetti and meatballs if that’s good for you.” He gestured towards the fridge and Allie noticed a strip of paper with a few meals scribbled on it. “Huh? That’s weird. Where did the lease go?” Kyle said looking around.

“Oh, it’s here. I was just uh…” Allie trailed off as he plucked the lease from the countertop and sticking it under a magnet on the fridge saying, “cleaning up a bit and moved it.”

Later…

Hot water sent steam into Allie’s face, warming her mind.

Crackling dry noodles between her fingers satisfied her ears.

Spicy smells of canned marinara and frozen meatballs sizzling away on a frying pan soothed her in a way no amount of tears ever could. Allie wore the apron as she cooked and, dutifully to her position as sex slave, nothing more. She marveled at how natural, how comfortable, how sensual this felt. Kyle’s periodic groping of her buttocks as he passed by while setting the table and the flirtatious little smiles they shared also helped ease her aching mind. Sure, she could never be a good girlfriend or even a decent human being, but at least she could be a good kitchen appliance and a submissive little sex toy.

A delightful treat came as Kyle pulled out a bottle of grocery-store red wine from the pantry. He tipped it to Allie saying, “I like a little wine with my Italian, but it’s your call.”

“God knows I could use a drink.” Came her reply. He prepped two tea-cups full of the dark-colored, sharp smelling fluid. Allie stared at it thoughtfully for a moment pondering how many she should dare let enter her throat. Luckily, it seemed to be a dry, bitter wine which meant she wouldn’t be seduced to intoxication by sweetness. She shrugged as she contemplated the worst that could happen. That she would get drunk and have sex with him? She was going to do that anyhow. These thoughts fluttered through her mind as she popped another one of her birth control pills.

The fortifying sensation of her pussy stretching open over Kyle’s cock as she took her rightful place on his lap as they sat down to eat together brought a contented sigh to her lips. It felt as if she were an empty bag, hollow and cold, whenever he was not inside her, but she didn’t realize she was empty until she had been filled.

A few bites in…

“Oh, don’t screw with me. There’s no way these meatballs are better than your mothers.” Allie giggled as Kyle mused appreciatively over the meal. “Seriously, they are. Even though my mom is from an Italian family, she bakes the meatballs we get in the oven rather than cooking them in the sauce. I can taste the difference.”

Allie finished a bite of noodles before sipping some red wine giggling, “you can taste the difference in cheap frozen meatballs from the back of a grocery store baked or braised?

“Yes, I can. Just don’t tell my mother that.” Kyle replied as he forked another meatball. Allie watched it disappear into his mouth appreciating that the meatball wasn’t the only thing getting skewered at the table in that instant. She contemplated flexing her legs to start bouncing up and down on his cock, but decided she shouldn’t disrupt him while he was eating as well as herself. There would be plenty of time later for him to enjoy her body. For now, all she had to do was enjoy his warm cock and hot food as they both filled her body.

Allie half expected them to finish the wine bottle, but after a cup or so each, Kyle corked it and put it in the fridge for later. Allie didn’t feel like arguing. She needed a friend more than she needed alcohol and right now Kyle was the only person shielding her from her own demons.

“What the hell did you do to my bathroom?” Kyle gasped as they went in for an evening shower.

“You know, eventually you’re going to have to get used to me making changes in here.” Allie chuckled.

Kyle gestured towards the life-sized, naked, hentai poster decorating one wall. Akami almost seemed to smile triumphantly, or perhaps gratefully, back at them as Allie shrugged saying “I told you. I don’t want to inhibit your life. I gave Akami a good cleaning and hung her back up.”

“But…” Kyle protested his face contorting in shame and terror as Allie leaned in close saying “I think she’s pretty.”

“You don’t think I’m… sick… or disgusting for…” Kyle sputtered as he gestured towards Akami.

Allie shook her head saying, “no. I don’t think you’re disgusting.” She wrapped an arm around his waist marveling at Akami as she continued, “besides, I think she’s sexy too.”

“Huh?”

Allie spoke as she tucked her hair into a plastic shower cap saying, “I’m… what did you call it? Two-thirds lesbian.”

“Oh yeah, but I didn’t know you would be into hentai.”

“How about we make yet another agreement between us. I won’t give you shit for being turned on by her, if you don’t give me shit for it.” Allie replied with a chuckle.

Kyle playfully rubbed his hand over Allie’s hair cap tussling it lightly as he said “dude, we are all sorts of fucked up.” Allie laughed and he reached in turning on the hot water.

Allie asked, “no judgement, just curious. How many times have you cum to her?”

“I don’t exactly count the number of times I jerk off.” Kyle replied before shrugging “lots, I suppose. This is the kind of stuff I never imagined telling a girl, though. Any self-respecting woman would run like fucking hell knowing I was cranking it to an anime waifu. Probably call the cops on me for it or some shit.”

“For what? Cartoonery?” Allie replied with a snort. They took turns checking the spray of water with their hands until Kyle said, “Interesting hat by the way.”

“Well, I got to keep my hair dry. If a girl washes her hair too often it frizzes out and gets a bunch of split ends.”

“Huh… I just wash my hair when I get wet. More of that weird girl-shit I suppose.”

“Yeah. Being a woman is not easy. Lots of rules to know.” Allie muttered.

Kyle laid a warm hand on Allie’s shoulder saying, “sorry about that, dude. At least you’re only like two-thirds partially binary or something.”

Allie smiled at him and held out her hand saying, “and here I was thinking of painting my nails for you. I suppose I only got properly girly for like half an hour last night. I’ve just been lounging around naked most of today, not even putting on any make up or anything. Not very sex-slavey of me. What do you think? Would you like to see me pretty in pink?” She lowered her voice and continued softly “it is your body after all. You can choose to decorate it however you like.”

She glanced down and saw his member stiffening as he drew her in close for a hug. She felt his warm, hairy chest press against her and his thick arms around her shoulders. He tipped his head and she dutifully lifted hers to share a kiss with him as she felt his hungry cock sliding up her inner thigh. He sighed and said, “I suppose I should let you put your nose-ring back in before it heals over.”

“Do you like my nose ring?” Allie asked.

Kyle grimaced slightly and gave a shrug saying “it’s okay... I guess. Not my favorite.”

“Then I let it heal over.”

“Dude, you don’t have to do that.”

“No, it’s okay. It will be fine.” Allie said encouragingly as she continued, “I’ve been thinking of changing it up anyway.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. The ring was a gift from Shei…”

“Oh.” Kyle said as Allie trailed off sadly. He gave her an encouraging squeeze saying “let it heal then. You need… to heal. Right?”

“Yeah.” Allie replied softly.

Kyle gave her a sad smile and reached his hand over checking the water. “eh, hot enough.”

As they stepped into the spray, Allie crinkled her nose asking, “any chance it can be hotter?”

Kyle looked back at her, and she shook her head saying, “wait! No! that’s girlfriend shit. If I keep that up I’ll steal your hoodie, force you to take me to French restaurants, and ask you if you would still love me if I was a worm.”

Kyle laughed saying, “thank god you’re not a girlfriend. Still, I should be fair. How about we split the difference?” he turned the water a bit hotter. Not quite hot enough to melt her icy core, but definitely warm enough to enjoy. She nodded saying “that’s good.” They proceeded to clean with significantly less fanfare than that morning though Kyle did chuckle a little at the pattering sound the shower spray made on top of Allie’s shower cap.

“I do have a surprise for you.” Allie said with a mischievous smile on her face.

“Yeah?”

Allie nodded and leaned in close to him saying “how would you like to have sex with Akami?

“Huh?”

Allie glanced over her shoulder at the anime girl and then back to Kyle saying “Well, the closest you can get to it. You’ve been dreaming about her and masturbating for so many years, I’m sure she’s lonely to give you something more.”
 

“You do know Akami is a poster, right?”

“A poster that’s been part of your life longer than I have.” Allie said. She looked over at Akami and said “she’s kept you fulfilled for so long. I want to make sure she gets her happy ending as well.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“Turn the water off.” Allie said.

Kyle reached behind him and flipped the spray off leaving them both naked in the steam. Allie stripped off her hat and snatched a hair-tie from the side of the tub quickly putting her hair back.

“Now that’s a beautiful sight.” Kyle purred appreciatively. Allie smirked at him as she reached her hands up behind her head smoothing back and tying her hair up as she said, “it means exactly what you think it means.” With a sporty little ponytail, she leaned in and gave Kyle a warm, sensual kiss reaching down and toying with his cock with her hands gently groping his balls and stroking her thumb across his frenulum bringing groans to his mouth.

She tugged him gently over close to the poster, so she stood directly in front of it with her back to Akami. “put me on my knees.” She whispered desirously. Kyle gently placed his hands on her shoulders and guided her to kneel before him. She stared at the warm, meaty shaft of his manhood before her and appreciated that this was the best time to suckle it given he had just cleaned himself thoroughly. She looked up at him and said “Use my mouth as her pussy. Do all the things to your sweet Akami that you’ve always dreamed of doing.” She felt a warm thumb rest against her cheek for a moment as Kyle gently caressed her face. “Are you sure?” he asked.

“Yes.” Allie replied breathily staring at the looming cock right in front of her face. She opened wide and felt Kyle press it deep into her mouth. He groaned and pressed harder as Allie leaned back letting her head press up against the shower wall right where Akami’s glossy pussy poked out from between her shapely thighs. Allie felt Kyle move into a rhythmic thrust as she felt her own breathing turn ragged. His cock filled deep into her mouth swelling against the back of her throat. She swallowed hard and drew deep breaths as she prepared to manage her gag reflex. She opened her eyes and watched his man belly, dripping wet from the shower and covered with scraggly little hairs, dip closer and pull back from her face as his cock slipped over her tongue. Something about being here, on her knees, face-to-face with his hairy, musky, body as his hungry cock invaded her mouth forcing her to submit to his perverted, dominant desires, made her feel strangely at home. She didn’t feel like she belonged when she was free and on her own but, here, she belonged. She had a place. She had a purpose.

She felt the warm, firm head press against the back of her throat again and she forced herself to swallow inviting it in deep to her throat as a guttural moan emanated from her lips as she held her breath feeling his cock plunge deep inside her. “Oh my god.” Kyle panted as he placed hands against the wall to brace himself. His knees grew weak from pleasure as Allie gently reached up with her hands cupping his testicles with one and wrapping her fingers around the base of his cock with her other inviting him to experience ultimate pleasure he gave one final thrust grunting loudly in orgasmic ecstasy. Allie’s lungs burned painfully, but she didn’t dare let go as his cock began pulsating inside her, dripping cum right down the back of her throat and into her belly where it could join the spaghetti and wine. Kyle gave a shuddering gasp as his whole body shuddered. Allie whimpered noiselessly as her breath began to give out. Mercifully, Kyle did not linger. Allie gasped and panted as he retracted his cock, leaving a thick, sticky salty trail across her mouth which dribbled over her lips and down her chin as his cock pulled thickly out from inside her mouth.

The world spun around Allie slightly as the glaring fluorescent light overhead felt like it scattered light down in star-bursts. For his part, Kyle staggered back nearly falling down as Allie grabbed onto his thighs helping him stagger down into a lying position as she croaked out “lie down before you fall down.” Her lower lip still hung loose as her jaw ached from the abuse, but she felt a strong and overwhelming sense of accomplishment as Kyle plopped backwards sprawling his body across the tub. Allie flopped across his side as he lay there panting and she buried her face into his belly as her shoulder rested on his thigh. Instinctively, she reached up with her left hand and wrapped her fingers around the wet shaft of his cock feeling it twitch and spasm against her palm as a faint smile fluttered to her face.

She thought about what the outcome would have been if they had been in a fight. Like a drag-out, bare knuckle brawl. It wouldn’t even be a fight, merely a massacre. It would take these heavy bones and powerful muscles seconds to beat her to a screaming, bloody, pleading pulp in seconds. But here, with her fingers and her tongue, she had taken a man and brought him to his knees before dropping him to the floor. She now lay triumphant over him, and the thought brought a small tinkle of a giggle to her tired throat as a small drizzle of drool and jizz puddled out of her mouth across his belly. She let go of his cock and wiped her mouth with her wrist swallowing down the last of his manly juices before lifting her head and looking up at him with an impish smile on her face.

“I didn’t know you could do that.”

“What? Suck cock? I did it this morning.”

“No, go deep like that. I hope you’re okay, dude.” Kyle said as he reached a hand down caressing the side of her face.

“I’m good. Did you have fun with Akami?”

“To tell the truth, I spent most of my time looking down at you rather than at the poster.” He replied.

Allie scoffed “why would you want to look at me?”

“Because you’re real.” She looked up as he continued stroking her cheek with his thumb. He tipped his head towards Akami saying “she isn’t.”

They lay like that for several minutes before Kyle said “Well, we can’t sleep in the tub.”

“No. No we can’t. My bed?”

“Yeah, dude. I did promise that. Let’s get dried off.”

Kyle’s fluffy towel, freshly washed and dried by herself, danced across Allie’s body as she said “real-talk, though. How do you want me to look? I’ve got many options to present you with.”

“Like what?”

Allie dug through the spice rack saying “well, let’s start with lip color…” She pulled up a few lipsticks opening each in turn to let Kyle see them. He pursed his lips thoughtfully before picking out a shade of dark purple, almost mauve. Allie set it aside saying “Okay, eyeshadow?” She showed a few options of this as well and he seemed to just point to one arbitrarily.

“Any reason?” She asked.

He shrugged saying “I… uh… don’t know. Kind of a guess, really.”

Allie wanted to give some bitter reply as the callous, nonchalant attitude he seemed to be taking towards her appearance grated her the wrong way. Of course, it could always be possible that she had merely been overthinking her makeup routine her whole life and a better strategy had always been to just grab one and go for it.

“Okay. How would you like my hair?”

“Is this for tonight?” Kyle asked.

“Sure.”

“Why don’t you just stay as you are?”

“Huh?”

“Well, you put all this stuff on just to go to bed. Why not just wait until morning to get fancy looking.”

Allie thought about this for a second and shrugged saying “okay. How would you like my hair tomorrow?” Kyle tilted his head and tapped his finger against his mouth saying, “I’ve never really thought about what I want to see in a woman.”

“But surely you have a type, right? Like the kind of woman that you’re attracted to?”

“Yeah, but it’s more of a vibe than a particular hair-style or lipstick color.”

“Okay. Let’s start with what I did last night. How close was that?”

Kyle chuckled and said, “not close, but still sexy as hell none-the-less.”

Allie frowned and Kyle offered up “how about I just pick out a few colors and you surprise me?”

Allie nodded and gestured towards the fingernail polish saying, “what color would you like my nails?”

Kyle picked through them pulling up a bright red variety making Allie bite her lower lip as she muttered “green eyeshadow, purple lipstick, red nails…”

“Is that… wrong?”

Allie scrunched up her face for a second before forcing herself to stop. This wasn’t about fashion or beauty. She belonged to him now. He could dress her up like a fucking clown if he wanted to. She said, “there’s not really a wrong answer…” As Kyle opened the door back to the main apartment she muttered under her breath, “but if there was, you just picked it.”

The air outside felt silent. The storm had subsided and left in its wake an eerie chill. Allie peered out the bay window at the city streets and lights outside. Under better conditions she would have worried about someone else looking in at her naked body but given most of the window was covered with a layer of frost, she felt well-guarded. A few lights glistened along the tall, dark buildings demarking little apartments where people lived their lives, cramped in tiny shelters carved out from the big city. Allie looked out from Kyle’s darkened apartment and pondered if anything really had ever changed. Same as in the past, humans sought the safety of caves for the protection they afford.

What is an apartment block if not a bunch of concrete caves with decent Wi-Fi?

Hands wrapped over her shoulders from the darkened room behind her. She looked over her shoulder and smiled.

“You’re not out there, okay?” Kyle whispered to her reassuringly. She smiled and leaned back, feeling his warm, furry chest press against her shoulder blades while his cock rose to an erection poking against her left butt cheek. She suppressed a chuckle as she reached her hand down and wrapped fingers around his firm member saying, “you are absolutely insatiable.”

“I’m sorry.” He muttered.

She shook her head and replied “I’m not complaining. I am… a bit tired, though. Can we just do side-spoon tonight?”
 

“What’s side-spoon?”

“Oh, well, we did it before. It’s the most comfortable way to have sex. Not quite as dramatic as other positions. It’s just when we’re laying on our sides and you’re behind me.”  Kyle nodded saying “oh, yeah. I kind of remember that from last night.”

“You forgot us having sex like that?”

“Dude, it was like three-am. I was half-dreaming.”

Allie giggled slightly then sighed saying, “come on. Let’s put ourselves to bed.”

She gave his cock a little tug as she walked back to her bed guiding him along by his cock like a puppy on a leash. He dutifully walked along with her as she pulled him along.

Kyle chuckled saying, “who’s in charge of who?”

Allie looked over her shoulder at him saying “you’re in charge. But, well, I do want sex with you tonight.”

“Really?”

Allie nodded and continued with a twinge of sadness in her voice, “given the week I’ve been having, either you fuck me to sleep, or I cry myself to sleep tonight.”

“Oh, dude, I’m so sor-”

“Shhh… You did nothing wrong.” She started to feel his cock softening her hand and so she gave an encouraging rub of her thumb across his head saying softly, “this lease is working out to be something that I may have needed for a long time.” She nodded towards her bed saying, “let’s get ourselves in bed, and get you inside me.”

His warm, strong arm wrapped around her waist holding her in place.

His furry, warm belly pressed against her buttocks.

Kyle’s hot breath panted across her shoulders.

His other hand, braced on her shoulder, bent her slightly forward, positioning her body exactly where he wanted her to go.

His strong, powerful cock plunged deep inside her womanhood sliding in and out as he thrust.

Thick, heavy comforter blanket covered over the both of them as she lay curled on her side as he held her from behind.

“A girl could get used to this.” Allie sighed as her pussy tickled with pleasure at the sensation of Kyle growing thick and swollen inside her. His appreciative grunts filled the room before his load filled her body.

He clung onto her, and she felt almost as if he would pull her small body directly into himself, making her body part of his forever. This did not come to pass, however, rather, after a brief mop up with some tissues, Allie curled against Kyle’s warm body feeling his flaccid, pleasured cock resting against her thigh and his arms wrapped around her frame.

“I love you.” Kyle whispered into her ear.

Allie smiled faintly and drifted to sleep thinking about how sweet it was that he was still lying to her even when she hadn’t asked him to.


4. Sweet Nightmares

“No!”

Allie shrieked as Sheila’s icy cold, deathly hands wrapped around her neck. “Was he better!?” Sheila’s phantasmal face, pallid and rotting with a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth protruded out at her hissing the hideous question into Allie’s soul.

“Was he!?” Sheila shrieked as she gave Allie a shove. The world spun around Allie as a flock of black crows exploded with squawking as she fell through the ground itself.

“What the fuck are you doing down there, bitch?” The gruff, hideous voice chided at her. Allie lifted her head and looked at the bedroom through her one good eye. Her left eye was now swollen shut, just like it had been so many times before. How many times had she fallen down the stairs? How many times did she wear long-sleeves on summer days? A coarse hand, scarred and covered with callouses, grabbed her by her neck and lifted her to her feet from where she lay on that cheap, shitty brown carpeting in that run-down apartment. Down the hall, she heard a woman screaming and pleading. She knew her own screams would join it soon as Charles, or the monstrous amalgamation of him, wrenched her up. “No! I swear! I’ll do better.” Allie pleaded briefly before a brutal fist rammed into her belly knocking the wind out of her. “Of course you fucking will. All you bitches will fucking do better, won’t you?” Charles growled as she felt her doubled over body thrust across the bed. Coarse hands ripped her thin panties to shreds as she watered the bed with her tears while Charles lined her buttocks up. She felt his cock press against her ass, and she knew what he was about to do to her. “Not there! Not without lube! Please!” She pleaded. Pain seared through her body as he thrust deep into her…

Screams filled the darkened apartment of Kyle as Allie burst upright with her mouth hanging open. She gasped for air and grabbed her stomach from where Charles had punched her. Even through the nightmare, the strike still somehow hurt. Allie panted as Kyle whimpered lying perfectly still on the bed next to her muttering something under his breath.

“Kyle?” Allie asked into the inky blackness that surrounded them. She lay down on the bed facing him feeling suddenly cold, vulnerable, and terrified in her naked state. Some inkling fear that Charles would step into the room and brutalize her once more played in the back of her mind. To quell it, she focused on what Kyle muttered…

“I didn’t do it on purpose. I didn’t know. I’m so sorry. I didn’t know…” He muttered.

“Kyle?” She asked.

He snapped his face up to look into hers as they both shivered.

“God I hate three am.” Allie whispered on the verge of tears.

Kyle nodded and whispered, “the closest to hell you can get while still alive.”

“tell me your nightmare. Please.” Allie asked, desperate for any form of escape from the phantoms of her brutal past.

“Only if you tell me yours.” Kyle replied firmly.

Allie’s lower lip quivered as he continued firmly, “Allie, I will only tell you my fear if you tell me yours.”

“Okay.” Allie quietly agreed. She pointed at him saying “but, you go first. I need some time to process mine.”

Kyle swallowed hard and said, “when I was a kid Doctor Olivia was our family physician. We would go to the doctor’s office and my mom would stay up front to chat with Betty at the front desk while I went back with Doctor Olivia. I can still see her Olivia’s face today. Broad smile, so god damn broad you would think she could unhinge her jaw wide open. Bright blue eyes, intense and piercing. She had that thin, curly blonde hair. Honestly she was very pretty. I always remember her being tense and energetic, like she had just drank three cups of coffee or something.

When I was a kid, though, I liked her better than our dentist or barber because she would give me a full-size snickers bar at the end of the check-up. No measly little lollipop or anything like that. I’m not sure exactly when it started but, for as long as I can remember, whenever I would go in she would do the same normal doctor things, but then she would tell me she wanted to check my penis to see if it was growing properly. I felt shy, but she told me not to worry, she was a doctor, and you always do what the doctor says, right? I mean, when a doctor tells you to hold still while she listens to your heart, you do it. When she says to take off your pants, you do it. When she tells you she wants to take a picture of your penis with her cell phone, well… you do it. Right? You just figure that’s like a normal thing doctor’s do. I remember her happy, hungry eyes and her broad smile as she took those pictures. She always told me I was such a good boy and she loved how big my penis was growing. She would always touch it, fondle it until it grew hard and tell me how proud she was of my penis growing so big like a good boy’s penis should.”

“oh my god.” Allie said with a shudder.

Kyle continued “I just thought it was normal doctor stuff, nobody told me it was wrong. Doctors normally touch their patients so… it was normal. She always hugged me after I had my clothes back on and told me how I was such a big, strong, good boy and that she was proud of me. I… I hugged her back. I remember dreaming about what life would be like if she was my mom instead of my normal mom. To hear someone say that I was good and special and that she was proud of me. Then she would give me a full-sized snickers bar and I adored her for it. I remember hoping she would adopt me, or maybe we would discover she had been my mom all along or something.” 

Kyle shuddered and bowed his head.

“I… I…don’t know what to say…” Allie stuttered.

Kyle shook his head and said, “the FBI traced child pornography shared on a web forum down to her IP address. When they raided her house, the cops found hundreds upon hundreds of photos of young boys on her laptop, mine included.”

Kyle shuddered and continued, “She took a plea bargain with the district attorney for a sixty-year prison sentence. It didn’t matter. She was a child molester. The prison guards found her beaten and strangled to death in her cell less than a week after they put her in general population.”

Allie felt the air chill around her as Kyle’s piercing eyes seemed to stare into her soul as he continued, “to this day, I still believe that she took that plea bargain to prevent me and the other boys from having to testify against her. I’ll never know, but that’s what I believe.”

Allie sputtered, “Kyle, Jesus fucking Christ! No wonder you have nightmares. You must be terrified of this doctor.”

“My nightmare isn’t what Doctor Olivia did to me. I wasn’t scared or anything during it because I didn’t know what was going on. My nightmare is what happened afterwards. We were having dinner when two police officers turned up on our porch. After the cops told us what had happened and that they had found photos of me on Olivia’s computer my parents had very different reactions. My dad immediately went and loaded his shotgun to murder Olivia. The cops had to physically restrain him and both of them started shouting for him to put the gun down as one explained that my dad had to let law enforcement handle it. My mom, well… My mom stared blankly at the cops and then turned her gaze to me. I remember her eyes burning with betrayal and hatred as she grabbed my shoulders and shoved me against a wall. The cops didn’t notice, since they were too busy dealing with my dad, but my mom got down on my level and gritted her teeth before hissing out at me, ‘why did let her do that to you?’”

Allie squinted and asked, “how old were you?”

“I would have been about ten by this point.”

Allie twisted her lips as Kyle continued “Mom continued as the cops wrestled with my dad out in the front yard. She asked, ‘how the hell could you let a woman do that to you? you could have fought her off, ran away, if you just shouted, I would have come helped you.’ She then started to cry as she continued in a hoarse, disgusted whisper, ‘did you let her do it to you… because you enjoyed it?’”

“Oh, my fucking god, she didn’t!” Allie nearly shrieked.

Kyle let the ominous silence speak for him as Allie panted and quivered saying, “Shit, Kyle, now I feel bad for having had sex with you. You’re a rape victim. God, I should have been gentler with you. I had no idea.”

“Olivia didn’t threaten or hurt me. She just used candy bars to bribe a kid to take his pants off. My nightmare is my mom asking me why I didn’t stop her. That’s the part that hurts because… well… my mom was partly right. When I was a kid and I had no idea the depth of the crime Olivia was committing against me, I did enjoy the attention and the candy. After I found out what was actually going on, that’s when I felt disgusted and terrified. I never could answer my mom when I was a kid. We never really spoke of it again. She started treating me differently after that day, however. She took care of me, but never hugged me again or said she loved me. She treated me like I had been the one to commit the crime, and that she could never forgive me for that. My dad did, though. He was furious at Olivia, but he always held me tight and told me it wasn’t my fault. He explained that I had just been tricked by a criminal. Mom would watch us there, my dad hugging me, and she would frown bitterly.”

Allie took all this in and shivered. “Holy shit, Kyle, I am so sorry.” She muttered. Kyle swallowed and said “ninety-nine percent of the day, I don’t even think about it. I just go about doing life, but then three AM rolls around, and I’m ten years old again feeling my mom’s fingers dig into my shoulders after she caught me in the crime of getting molested.”

Allie blew out a sigh and Kyle said, “well, I told you mine, now tell me yours.”

“Well, shit, mine is nothing compared to that. It’s not really important.” Allie muttered.

“Dude! You promised you would tell me!” Kyle barked at her.

“Okay, okay… I’ll tell you. You remember Sheila, right?”

“Yeah, your ex who hates your guts.”

“Well, she has good reason to hate my guts. We had been dating for two of the happiest years of my life. That’s when she started talking about marriage.” Allie shrugged saying, “I… I wanted it. I wanted to be her wife so badly. I got into fitness a bit, you know, working out so I could look sexy for her in a beautiful, white wedding dress. At the gym I met this guy, Charles. He was so powerful, so strong, so domineering that I felt helpless to resist him. It’s hard to explain but, his aggressive nature made me start wishing he was inside me. It only took a few weeks of flirting for that wish to be granted.”

“After Sheila broke up with you?”

Allie shook her head.

“The best thing to ever happen to me in my life and I cheated on her with a man. Of course, she eventually found out. It broke her. I broke her. The most loving, wonderful, beautiful woman on the planet and my dumb fuck ass broke her heart and soul. You know, I don’t even blame her for ignoring my calls for help. After what I did to her, I would have left me to die in the snow too. After she kicked me out, I stayed with Charles. He was heavy into BDSM sex, obsessed really. At first it was a little bit fun, feeling his strong hands choke my neck while he rode my body. Feeling the crisp crack of his leather belt snapping against my skin and listening to my own screams and whimpers. Ropes holding my ankles and wrists together as I writhed helplessly enduring the pain and pleasure he bore down on me. But then the BDSM started to become everything, slaps across my face if I showed up late, spanked in the kitchen if I didn’t have dinner ready on time. Pretty soon, open handed slaps became punches and BDSM just became… well… abuse. He broke my wrist during sex one night. I pleaded with him to stop, but he kept thrusting even as I howled and whimpered through the pain. After he fell asleep, I put on my clothes and slipped out. The urgent care office put a compression splint on my wrist, but I couldn’t afford for it to be properly fixed. I still don’t have perfect alignment” Allie held up her left hand in the pale light from the bay window tracing the bump on her wrist with one finger as she continued, “I blocked his number and all contacts. Then, I crawled back to Sheila. That’s my nightmare. Me, crawling back to her like a broken toy with a black eye and a shattered wrist begging her to let me back into her life after having shattered her heart. She only said one word to me.”

“What was it?”

Allie swallowed hard and replied “’Why?’”

“Why… what?” Kyle pressed.

Allie shrugged and said “why did I hurt her? Why should she come back? Why Charles? why anything… just… why. My nightmare is her, or my dream version of her, asking me that question and expecting me to answer it.”

Allie sighed and continued sadly, “she made the right decision when she rejected me. I’m a fucking trainwreck. She was the best thing to ever happen to me and I was the worst thing to ever happen to her. After she rejected me, I had no choice but to slink off and type my blog posts with one hand while my wrist healed.”

“I was the best sex you ever had with a man…” Kyle mused.

“Huh?” Allie asked.

“You told me, after our first time, it was the best sex you ever had with a man.”

Allie nodded and said, “you were the first time I had sex with a man without getting choked, beaten, or otherwise physically harmed. That’s why you were the best sex I’ve ever had with a man.”


5. Fixing what’s broken

Dim sunlight filtered in through the bay window gently waking Allie. She felt a warm arm wrapped around her chest with a hand clutching her right breast as Kyle’s body pressed against her bare back.

She sighed.

After the three am confessions, she never did see Sheila again for the rest of the night. Rather she had a dream about…

The city?

She remembered Chicago as a labyrinthian maze of buildings and alleys.

She remembered running in the dark…

A sudden grab from behind…

Kyle’s voice in her ear saying the comforting words “I’ve got you.”

She shook her head and snuggled her back against Kyle’s chest. At least she was safe from falling in love even if he wasn’t. She stared at the window which now lay etched with ice even as the sun shone weakly through it. The ice wouldn’t last forever, she knew, no matter how brutal a winter storm may howl the boiling heat of mid-July baked even hotter. Such was the way of the midwest, out of the freezer and into the frying pan then back again. Still, thoughts of summer felt far off in her mind. Did she really expect to remain here, trading sex and chores for a place to live, for…

months?

years?

Did she have any right to do such a thing to Kyle?

Allie craned her neck and looked into Kyle’s sleeping face. His eyes moved rapidly beneath the lids indicating he was dreaming too. What was he dreaming about? The doctor that had abused him? His mother who rejected him?

…the woman who had used his sexual desire to rob him?

A pain of regret crept into Allie’s heart. If only Kyle had been an unrepentant asshole, this arrangement would almost be easier. She could keep it cold, distant, businesslike, but knowing him as she knew him now, how could she continue to take advantage of his hospitality while providing nothing more than entertainment and menial chores?

“Mhmm…” Kyle groaned slightly as he lifted his head. He opened his eyes blearily and asked “how long have you been watching me sleep?”

“Just for a few seconds. Thanks for protecting me last night.”

“Thank you, as well.”

“Kyle, had I known what had happened to you, I never would have-”

“Allie, it’s fine. It was a long time ago. I’ve enjoyed what we’ve done together. Okay? Please don’t look at me like I’m still some helpless little victim. I don’t see myself that way.”

Kyle planted a sweet kiss on her cheek and rolled out from under her. She felt his swollen cock poke her in a few places about her buttocks and thighs, but he didn’t seem interested in draining it inside her again as he said “I got to use the bathroom.” He rolled out from the bed and looked back at Allie asking “any surprises in there for me today?”

Allie chuckled and said “nothing but my makeup and Akami.”

She watched his body as he walked across the floor and went into the bathroom. She tried imagining what he would have looked like as a child and a wave of nausea flowed over her. Maybe the other prisoners had been right to murder Doctor Olivia. Still, no amount of hate or revenge could heal what lay in his past.

Rolling out from the bed, Allie tiptoed over to the kitchen. She wrapped the apron around the front half of her body leaving her back half exposed, in case Kyle wanted to make use of it again. She looked at herself in the mirrored reflection of the refrigerator and frowned.

Was she any better than Olivia?

No, of course she was. Kyle was a full grown man and she hadn’t done anything to force herself upon him. Well, nothing beyond begging him to save her life, but even then, every sexual encounter had been firmly consensual, at least on his part.  Allie looked at the lease hanging from the fridge. The document which simultaneously saved and defined her life.

Or was it the end of her life…

Did this eight-and-a-half by eleven inch piece of paper represent the end of her life?

Kyle’s words pried at the back of her mind, however.

She wasn’t dead.

…so what was she doing?

Biding her time until Kyle grew bored of her?

Then what?

The bathroom door opened as she cracked some eggs into his skillet. She looked over her shoulder and smiled at him as he strode up to the bar and sat on a stool at it watching her cook.

“I was dreaming about you, last night.” Kyle said.
 

“Really?”

“Yeah, after we talked. It was a good dream.”

“If you want I can make it a good reality, but let me step away from the skillet first.”

“No, no, go ahead and finish cooking. The dream wasn’t that kind of dream anyhow.”

“What kind of dream was it?”

“I dreamed about you being happy, you know, having a good life. In the dream, I was looking in at it, but just seeing you happy gave me this weird feeling of peace, joy… something like that.”

He twisted his lips and said “speaking of which, I need to go to church.” He stepped over to his computer.

“What?!” Allie shrieked as the pan spattered a bit of oil at her.

“It’s virtual, just let me turn it on.”

“You’re… Christian?”

Kyle shrugged saying, “eh… kind of… not really…I guess. My parents are. I… well…” He shook his head as he brought up a screen-view livestream of a church. A choir sang while a pastor stood in the pulpit collecting his sermon notes. Kyle turned the sound of the computer off and typed in a welcome message to the chat before stepping away from the computer and returning to the kitchen.

He waved a dismissive hand at it saying, “it got easier after covid. I don’t have to actually go anymore. I just log in and my parents see my name logged in so they assume I’m sitting at the computer listening attentively to the Pastor’s latest rendition of telling the tale of the Prodigal son for the seven-hundredth time. Sometimes they’ll talk about Edith Grace dying, or some member of the church who needs prayers for their cancer. I just nod along and pretend to know what they are talking about. It really doesn’t matter.”

“Okay… sorry… I didn’t know.” Allie muttered.

“Know what?”

“That you’re Christian. Like… do you really believe people like me belong in hell?” Allie asked with a cringe.

Kyle chuckled saying “how could I possibly believe that?” He stopped laughing as he saw she was serious. He shook his head and continued saying, “Dude, I don’t believe that, okay? Hell, I barely believe it at all. I just go through the motions to keep my parents off my back.”

“Okay.” Allie said. Kyle thought about it for a second before saying “You’re thinking I’m like your mother’s family, right? The people who disowned you after you started dating girls?” She looked at him closely and he continued, “I’m nothing like them. I mean, how could I be doing this…” He gestured between them and continued “… and look down on you for it without being a massive hypocrite?”

Allie turned a hand palm up and shook her head waiting for the obviousness to strike as Kyle nodded saying, “I hear you loud and clear, dude. Yeah, Christian hypocrite is pretty much the norm. I suppose I’m the biggest hypocrite of them all. I don’t even listen to the sermon or anything, It’s always the same, love god, love your neighbor, take care of your neighbor when they are in need, crap like that which doesn’t apply to real life.”

“Until I am the one who is your neighbor.” Allie muttered, sadly.

Kyle took this in thoughtfully and replied, “Dude, as the wet spot on the mattress over there can attest to, I didn’t save you because of Christian love.”

A small smile crossed Allie’s lips as she said, “that’s good. It was bad enough being saved by a man. It would have been so much worse if my life had been saved as an act of Christianity.” Allie made some gagging sounds which made Kyle chuckle.

In short order, Allie had finished up the eggs. For his part, Kyle brewed up some coffee and poured it out into a pair of mugs despite Allie’s protests at the expensive drink being ‘wasted’ on her. “You could earn it.” Kyle replied with a smirk as he took his seat at the table.

Allie placed the eggs on the table and stood alongside Kyle. She bent over sensually as she did this. With a little wiggle of her butt and a coy smile over her shoulder, Kyle grew stiff enough to give her a firm place to sit down. She breathed out a shuddering moan as she alighted on his lap feeling his hot manhood fill her body once more. Kyle groaned slightly himself and said, “is it just me, dude, or are you starting to enjoy sex with a little bit.”

“I’m warming up to the idea. Honestly, that first night, I was just so fucking scared I didn’t even dare let myself feel any pleasure in it.”

“That’s fair given all you’ve been through.” Kyle held up his fork and Allie squinted at it before tinking it with her own making both of them chuckle. Despite Allie’s smile she internally registered the danger in the simple act…

…they were becoming a cute couple.

It was only a matter of time before she fucked it up and destroyed Kyle’s heart and soul just like Sheila’s.

Kyle continued, “that’s actually one of the reasons I don’t believe in God.”

“Huh?”

“Just look around at all the bullshit that happens in this world. War, poverty, greed…hell, even your life for example. Where was god when Charles seduced you away from Sheila? Where was he when that bastard broke your wrist? Where was he when you got evicted? I mean, if it was up to God, you would have died two nights ago.”

“Where was god when you were getting molested?” Allie spoke sadly. Suddenly the sensation of Kyle’s cock inside her body felt disturbing rather than pleasant. She said, “I shouldn’t be doing this” and made to stand up but Kyle grabbed her hip to hold her in place as he said, “no, Allie, you’re fine right where you’re at. You’re not hurting me in any way.”

“But I’m not…” Allie protested while her face contorted in sadness before she continued “I’m not being true to you. This kind of relationship. This kind of sex. You deserve to have it with a woman who truly loves you… not…” Allie looked down and muttered, “I’m sitting on some other woman’s cock. I shouldn’t be stealing this time from you. I shouldn’t be holding you back from her.”

Kyle laughed and quipped sarcastically, “yeah, all the single ladies bashing my door down begging for me.”

She looked at him sadly, but he gave her a little hug as he ate a bite of egg around her saying, “the point I was trying to make is, whether or not God exists doesn’t even really matter. It’s not like he ever does jack shit anyhow. This world is nothing but billions of people stepping on each other’s faces trying to survive. We’re alone down here.”

“You didn’t step on my face.” Allie said quietly.

“It’s an expression.”

“I know. But, you could have done anything to me. You could have beaten me, forced me to work long hours, screamed at me, raped me violently… anything would have been allowed under our lease agreement. Nothing in it requires you to feed me or any of the extra stuff you’ve been doing.”

Kyle shrugged and said “not much of a good guy given you have to sit balls deep on my cock just to get some eggs.”

Allie took a sip from the hot black drink before replying “and coffee.”

“Yes, coffee too.” Kyle replied with a chuckle.

“It’s more than I deserve.” Allie mused.

“Dude, stop that.”

“What?”

“You’re not some broken, evil, thing okay? It was that douchebag, Charles, who tricked you.”

“Yes, but Sheila…”

“Was his victim too, okay? Yeah you did something scummy, but you were tricked and manipulated. Besides, just because you fumbled one relationship doesn’t mean you have to throw your whole life away.”

“Well what do you propose I should do? It’s not like I’ll ever get Sheila back.”

“How about you start with letting go of your past and thinking about your future.” Kyle replied.

“Future?”

He nodded and continued “you’re not dead. And, although I enjoy it greatly, you know this isn’t sustainable. Surely, you don’t expect to be sitting here on my cock thanking me for some scrambled eggs years from now.”

“I suppose not, but I’m a trainwreck who can’t do anything right.” Allie protested.

“You need to stop seeing yourself the way your angry exes see you. You need something to build up your confidence. You need something for an identity outside of how you see yourself in a romantic relationship.” Kyle said thoughtfully. He snapped his fingers and said, “you need a job.”

“I had one.”

“Yeah, I know, until AI screwed you over. What you need is to do something to prove to yourself you’re not a trainwreck. You need to do something that you can take pride in, get some confidence back in your step. Set yourself up with some kind of financial future.”

Allie began laughing, but Kyle continued “I’ll help you find one.”

“You’ll help me.” She snorted in disbelief.

“Of course. Just because you’ve given up on yourself doesn’t mean that I have.”

“You…”

“I believe in you, Allie. I believe you are a good person who just got stuck in a bunch of shitty situations. Just because you’ve fallen into a deep pit doesn’t mean you have to die there. I’ll help you get a job and will start working with you until you’re in a better place emotionally and financially.” He lowered his voice and said, “I want my dream of seeing you happy to come true.”

Allie looked over her shoulder at him before shaking her head and saying “I can’t do this with you like this.” Before he could stop her, she stood up letting his cock fall slickly out of her body.

“Yeah, you’re right. I shouldn’t be talking about making your dreams come true when I’m the one sexually abusing a homeless woman.” Kyle muttered. Allie untied the apron and set it on the table before turning around and sitting right back down on his lap, this time facing towards him feeling his cock slide right back up inside her body again. She lay her hands on his shoulders as she continued with a soft gasp, “there, that’s better.”

Kyle shuddered as she blew out a breath and began rhythmically raising and lowering her body as she said firmly, “Cum inside me. We’ll talk more afterwards but first we need to have sex.”

Kyle pulled her in and they shared a passionate kiss as Allie moaned passionately grinding her body against his as his cock swelled deep inside her womanhood. He wrapped one arm around her back while his other hand groped her breast as she continued to thrust against him until she screamed out in ecstacy as he burst forth inside of her body with a loud groan of pleasure. Her entire body seemingly compressed into a singular point before expanding outward again in loose, fluid pleasure as she shuddered and collapsed against him panting in pleasure. The wave of pleasure flowed through them both leaving them alone together quivering with her on his lap.

“I thought you said women could only cum on a man’s finger.” Kyle moaned with a slight, sex-drunken chuckle.

“This is a special case due to what could have been some very, very good lying.”

“I wasn’t lying.” Kyle replied.

“Kyle, I need to ask you something. I need to ask it right now, okay?”

“Yes?” Kyle replied.

Allie pressed her hands against his chest to right herself up off his shoulder. She held his face in her hands and looked deep into his eyes as she continued “what you’re feeling right now, you can experience it however much you want whenever you want. My pussy, my mouth, hell even my ass you can fuck me however you want for as long as you want. You don’t need to believe in me. You don’t have to help me. You don’t have to do anything for my body to be yours, because it already is. So please, now that you’ve cummed inside me and are experiencing post-nut clarity. Please, just tell me that you were lying to make the sex more fun. It’s okay. I enjoyed it. It felt great to let that lie trickle through my mind. I need to make sure that you were lying because you did a really good job of it.”

“I wasn’t lying.”

“Kyle, I’ll still have sex with you even if you were. Okay? You can have as much as you want.”

“I know and I wasn’t lying. Allie…” He wrapped his hands around hers on his face and said “I want to help you. This pleasure is great, but I can’t leave you like this, trapped in the past and ready to die. I want to help you find a way to not just survive but live, live a life you can be proud of and enjoy.”

Kyle ran his hands down Allie’s arms and across her shoulders before sliding them down along either side of her waist and resting them on her hips as he continued “I’ll help you, even if it costs me this.”

“Dude, don’t kick me out. Please. Just because I get some job doesn’t mean my life will magically become great. I’m thousands of dollars in debt.”

“I’m not kicking you out. You can live with me until you are financially stable enough to decide your next steps on your own, free from coercion or fear.”

Allie bowed her head whispering, “god damn it, Kyle.”

“Huh?”

Allie pulled him in for a hug saying, “why did you have to be such a good man? This lease agreement would have been easier if you had just been some typical asshole I could have just hated.”

Kyle chuckled saying, “sorry to disappoint.”

Allie sighed and held him back saying “Well, that cinches it.”

“Cinches what?”

Allie sat up and said “I definitely have to get you a girlfriend now.”

“What?” Kyle sputtered.

“You say that I deserve to feel whole and confident. Well I say that you deserve to feel loved. You’ve said it yourself that you feel bad for taking advantage of a homeless woman, when I’m the one taking advantage of you. Sleeping my way into your home and letting you spill out your goodness on me when you should have a good, proper woman who can reciprocate your love and let it bloom.”

Allie felt his pleasured cock starting to slowly shrink inside her body as she continued, “you deserve a good woman, Kyle. You deserve the kind of woman who will glow beautifully in a big white dress on your wedding day. You deserve the kind of woman who will wear your ring on her left hand with pride. You deserve the kind of woman who will move out into the suburbs with you, and drive your three kids to soccer practice in her minivan every weekend. You deserve a woman to grow old with you and love you with every breath in her chest. You deserve a passionate, loyal, loving woman to cherish you for all of your days.”


“But… Allie?” Kyle protested. 

Allie lifted a finger saying, “I may be horrible at maintaining relationships, but I am an expert at picking up women. I always did have a knack for pulling in girls way out of my league, and I can absolutely help you do the same. I know you said you can’t afford a girlfriend, but don’t worry, I can totally help you read the red flags to dodge the gold-diggers. God, I can’t wait to get you the most beautiful, loving woman to be your girlfriend and someday your loyal, dutiful wife. She will love you so tenderly and earnestly that your entire, horrible childhood will feel like nothing but a forgotten nightmare that you woke up from.”

“But, Allie, what about you?” Kyle sputtered out.

Allie tilted her head to the side and said “me, oh, I’ll hop out and make myself scarce when you bring her over. Just leave a necktie on the door or something to let me know. You know, like back in the college dorm days. Though it might be better if you went to her place at first…”

Allie tapped her chin thoughtfully before waving a dismissive hand saying, “we’ll figure it out later. For now, though, will you let me help you get a girlfriend?”

Kyle took this in thoughtfully and replied, “only if you let me help you get a job.”


“Sounds like a deal.” Allie said with a smile as she extended a hand towards him. The gesture felt oddly formal, given that she sat on his lap. Still, he took her hand in his own anyhow. 

Kyle shook her hand and said, “so, we mutually agree to improve each others lives and make one another’s dreams come true?”

“Absolutely. Besides, like you said, it’s not like God is ever going to help either of us. We might as well save one another.”

Kyle gave her a warm smile and pulled her in for a passionate kiss as she sat on his lap with the coffee and eggs cooling on the table behind her. She hadn’t fully understood his question earlier, but maybe that was intentional. It was probably just as well, Kyle thought, like rescuing a baby bird with a broken wing doesn’t mean it becomes your pet. If he could help Allie to trust in herself again, that would be good enough for him.

Releasing the kiss, Kyle glanced over her shoulder at the lease attached to the fridge and asked a bit cheekily, “should we add that we’re going to fix each other’s lives to the written lease agreement, or just plan to do it.”

Allie glanced at the fridge then looked back to Kyle before smiling sweetly and saying, “let’s just plan to do it.”

To Be Continued in Part 3.

OEBPS/image_rsrcT5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcT4.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




