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Chapter 1 – Wanton
Wonton

Audi was in a bad way. She’d been
abandoned like a stray, left alone in a city she didn’t know. She
had left home the night of her eighteenth birthday, like so many
teens thinking her home life was horrid. It wasn’t until she was on
her own; hitchhiking across the country trying to find her way, her
home, her place that she realized how good things had been back in
Boring Town USA. She had been used and abused on her journey, but
through it all her pride had kept her from making the call that
could make it all go away. She wouldn’t crawl back there no matter
how wrong she had been to leave the way she did.

Her latest venture was just another in
a string of bad mistakes. She’d been picked up by three young men
in a van who’d claimed they were headed to Philly, but after they
had her in the van they had tied her up and used every orifice of
her body for their pleasure before getting nervous and dumping her
in a gross smelling dumpster behind a Chinese restaurant in
Omaha.

She wished she could have been more
convincing when she tried to tell them she didn’t care about the
way they had used her, she had enjoyed it, but they feared a trap
and had ditched her once they began getting paranoid that they
might be caught with their captive. As it was, she didn’t have a
dime for food or lodging, and already she was cold and wishing she
had someplace warm to stay for the night. She knew she could
probably get a bed for a blowjob, but even that might be difficult
smelling like rotten wonton. She needed help and for once she
wasn’t sure what to do. She didn’t mind trading her body for her
needs, but her current circumstances might make that
impossible.

Climbing out of the dumpster, she
noticed that the assholes who had thrown her into this situation
had also ripped her clothes, such as they were, to shreds. Her
shorts were barely hanging from her hips, only threads of the
former material remained between her and an indecent exposure
arrest. Her button up was ruined, and if she didn’t shed it
immediately her pretty yellow undershirt was going to be soaked in
slop as well.

Audi tossed the ruined shirt in the
dumpster. She had to figure something out soon, the sky looked gray
and the temperature was dropping fast. She was looking around the
empty alley trying to choose a direction in a city she had never
visited before when the back door of the restaurant opened. She
wheeled around, knowing that she looked like a vagrant, which in
truth she was at the moment. The young man coming through the door
with an unlit cigarette in his mouth was about her age, twenty give
or take a year or two and he looked a little surprised to see her
standing their half-dressed, looking like she was dumpster
diving.

“Miss, are you ok?” he
asked, his voice soft and smooth with a hint of Midwestern twang.
He didn’t really look like an employee in his western shirt, jeans,
and boots, but he was taking out the trash.

“I’m just a bit lost,
my…uh…friend’s dropped me off here by mistake.”

“You have a different notion
of friend’s than I have miss, if they dropped you off here and left
you looking like that.”

“Well, acquaintances then. I
was hitching to New York from LA and this was as far as they wanted
to take me.”

“Would you like to come in
and warm up a bit? My name is Kyle” he said.

“Are you sure that would be
ok? I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble with the boss” she
replied.

“Oh, me and the boss are
close, he won’t mind.”

Taking his offer, Audi followed him
inside. The door led down a short hallway past an office and a
storage room, into a kitchen that was very warm. Kyle led her into
the office and directed her to a seat. Telling her he would be
right back, he turned for the door just as a very large Chinese man
stepped into the office, shouting in what Audi could only assume
was Chinese. She couldn’t understand him but the way he kept
indicating her with his hands made it obvious what he was upset
about. Audi was prepared to leave, to find somewhere else to stay,
when Kyle responded to the man in his own language. He was quiet
and soothing even though she had no idea what he was saying. When
he finished speaking, the big man through his hands in the air in a
motion of resignation and turning stormed back towards the
kitchen.

“I don’t want to be any
trouble” Audi told him.

“Don’t worry about it, its
ok” Kyle replied as he followed the man back to the
kitchen.

Just when she was beginning to warm up
Kyle returned with a bowl of soup and a plate of noodles. “I
thought you could use a bite to eat” he said, setting the food down
on the table.

“Really, I appreciate it,
but don’t get yourself into any trouble on my account.”

With a dismissive gesture Kyle returned
to the kitchen. It was several hours later when he returned. No one
had come into the office in his absence and Audi had slept fairly
comfortably for some time in the chair.

When Kyle gently shook her, she awoke
with a start. “I need to go huh?” she asked.

“Well, if you’d like you can
stay at my place tonight” he responded. “I don’t know what you
plans are but if you are looking for work, and aren’t too
expensive, I might have something for you. If not, you can get a
good night’s sleep and be on your way tomorrow.”

“If it isn’t a bother, I’d
really appreciate it” she said, licking her lips provocatively,
hoping he understood how much she was willing to “appreciate” his
assistance.

Kyle smiled and said “well, come along
then” and led her out the door and through the kitchen. He led her
down the hall that led to the restrooms, and she wondered if he
meant to collect right there in the restaurant. It wouldn’t be the
first time she’d had sex in a bathroom stall, and probably wouldn’t
be the last.

She was a bit confused when he passed
the restrooms and unlocked a door beyond them that led to a
stairway. At the top of the stairs was a well-appointed
apartment.

“This is yours?” she asked,
beginning to wonder if she hadn’t mistaken her assessment of
him.

“This building is mine, yes.
My father left it to me in his will when he died last year. There
is the restaurant which has been in my family for a while, a couple
of retail establishments, and a drycleaners. I grew up here, so I
run the restaurant just like my dad did, and rent out the other
spaces. It’s a decent living.”

“And I thought you going to
get in trouble with that big gentleman” she replied.

“No, he was upset because he
thought I was hiring you as a waitress, and he has a niece who
needs a job. Once I explained to him that I was looking at hiring
you for something he wouldn’t want his niece doing, he decided he
didn’t want to know any more” he said with a chuckle.

“Oh? And what job is it you
thought I might be interested in?” she asked, wondering where this
was headed.

“If I may be blunt, I want
to hire you to be my live in sex toy. I don’t get out much, and
when I do I rarely find the sort of girls who are willing to be
objectified. Omaha is not exactly a hot bed of wild women. If you
don’t want the job, that is no problem, I’ll put you on a bus with
a change of clothes and a little cash to get you through in the
morning, but if you want to take the job, it’s yours as long as you
want it.”

She’d been propositioned for sex a lot,
but usually not as openly, except by the occasional trucker who
would take her as far as their next stop if she sucked them off, or
spent the night in the sleeper with them. Like most nice looking
young women, she’d also had plenty of guys ask her out that really
just wanted to use her body for their amusement. This was something
different, and she found herself intrigued.

“Well, that was direct. I am
curious how you would play with such a toy?” she asked.

“Well, we could get down to
specifics if you want, but I would say generally the point would be
to use your body anyway I chose too whenever I wanted. You would be
expected to do as you are told sexually. I would want to use your
body daily, and might have friends over sometimes too that I would
command you to play with. I suppose I should ask if there is
anything you aren’t into, or just can’t do?”

Audi thought it through for a moment.
“I’m not into watersports, scat, or marking. Other than that I have
tried it all I think, and I like most of it. So I guess the
question is, what does it pay?”

“Room, lodging, and fifteen
hundred per week. I know you could make a lot more, but that is
what I can afford. I expect you won’t stay forever, but would like
a week’s notice before you leave if you take the job.”

It was an interesting proposition.
Could she be a whore so callously and live with herself later? She
had never been an overt sex worker despite trading her body for
rides and other things that she needed but this was a little
different, wasn’t it? She really didn’t have a plan for her life
now, and this seemed like easy money, doing the one thing she truly
loved. If Kyle was a decent lover, this could be the perfect
job.

“How about a trial run to
see if I’m going to like the job?” she asked.

Kyle’s smile was all the answer she
needed. “We can do that” he said, grabbing her and pulling her
close, his hand sliding under her torn shorts unto her firm ass as
he drew her into a possessive kiss. His other hand grabbed her
shorts were they were torn up her hip and ripped them from her body
leaving her in nothing but a thong and her little
undershirt.

When he was done kissing her he pushed
her back. “The shower is through there, go get yourself cleaned up
and join me back here. You smell like a dumpster.”

Audi hated to judge a man by a kiss
alone, preferring to try out the complete package before passing
judgment, but the dampness between her thighs attested to her
assessment thus far. She hoped he wasn’t tiny. She really didn’t
care for the huge porn star penises, but she liked a nice sized
package. She took her time in the shower, cleaning up and borrowing
his razor to make sure she smooth. She hoped he liked his “toys” to
have clean shaven pussies, because she had been keeping her
“landing strip” smooth since high school.

After she toweled down and dried her
hair, she hung her towel over the shower curtain and proceeded back
into the living area wearing nothing at all. Kyle was sitting on
the couch with his feet propped up watching a game he had recorded
and didn’t even look up when she entered the room. When she sat on
the couch beside him, she was surprised that his aloof behavior was
causing such a reaction. She wanted him to take her then and there,
but as far as she could tell he had no interest in her whatsoever
at that moment. Curling her long slender legs beneath her, she sat
facing him, her ample breasts heaving slowly with her breathing and
her nipples hardening in the cool air of the room.

It wasn’t until the first commercial
that he moved at all. She watched in sudden anticipation as he
unzipped his pants and pulled free his flaccid cock. It didn’t look
like much in this condition, but she had seen enough to know that
to judge a cock before it hardened was a mistake.

Kyle began fast forwarding though the
commercials, and placed his arm on the back of the couch, an
obvious invitation to move closer. She wasn’t certain of what his
desires were, but she’d yet to meet a man who didn’t enjoy a good
blow job, and she prided herself on being able to give a good one.
Leaning forward onto her knees, she breathed lightly on his exposed
organ and was rewarded by the immediate swelling that began at
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