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“I want to have a wild Christmas,” I said as I broke the plastic wishbone in two.

It came with my microwave turkey dinner that was an unappetizing mess of gray-white meat, stodgy mashed potatoes, and shriveled green beans.

I repeated my wish.

Nothing happened.

Nothing ever did.

In the twenty-five years I had lived, I could not remember a single strange or truly surprising thing happening to me.

I sat on the bed in my studio apartment. It was Christmas day, and as I picked at my tasteless meal, I reflected on my life.

I was not unhappy as such. I had a job that I mostly didn’t hate. It paid the bills and allowed me to have whatever fun there was to be had within my pay grade. I had no family, but had a few friends, and some lovers, but I still felt as if I had no real place in the world where I belonged.

My life was okay.

Always and forever, just okay.

Even when I tried to be wild and spontaneous, a lost weekend or one-night stand here and there, things always snapped back to the old routine, and my life was just ok again.  Nothing I did changed this flat line of an existence.

I dumped the half-eaten turkey dinner in the trash and scrolled through my phone while finishing off my bottle of Pinot Grigio.

Endless Christmas memes, and friends and exes having a way more interesting and festive time than I was, were all that was on offer, so I put my phone down.

I was bored.

When I got bored, I got horny, so I pulled off my jeans and panties, kicked them onto the floor, and lay back on the bed. I removed my T-shirt and started to play with my tits. They were large, soft and sensitive, and always the first place I started when pleasuring myself. I cupped them with both hands and let my thumbs tease the nipples into hardness. I let out a sigh and squeezed them together, allowing my fingernails to dig a little into the flesh.

I could feel the ache between my legs, and decided that I was not going for a long tease today. I just wanted to come. To feel pleasure. To feel something other than just ok.

I gave my nipples a playful pinch and slid one hand down my stomach to the hood of my clit. Letting my thumb and forefinger caress the skin in a slow downward sweep, the first waves of satisfaction began to build. I let out a low moan as the friction of skin on skin did its work. I rubbed the sensitive flesh with deliberate and well-practiced movements. I spread my legs wider and reached for my vibrator, Old Red, which was on the bedside cabinet, always ready for action.

After turning it to a low setting, I teased the tip up and down my clit. The soft vibrations tingled through me, and the world became a little less gray.

I ran Old Red across the dark hood of my clit, and then down to the wetness of my cunt. I resumed rubbing my clit as the sex toy slid between my legs, and drew sweet circles around my sex. I twisted it onto the next level of intensity and let out another moan, louder this time, more needy.

The buzz met the ache as I played the tip across the folds of my cunt. I stroked my clit and pushed my hips up. I wanted the buzz inside me. I wanted it to be all that there was in the world. But I eased off a little. I wanted to come, but not too quickly. I wanted, hell, I needed something to savor on this bland and boring  Christmas day.

I added a few hard flicks as I rubbed the hood of my clit. Just a little sting to complement the rising tide of ecstasy that spun through me. My moans mixed with groans and heavy breathing as I played with myself. I was sure my neighbours could hear, but I didn’t care. I increased the rhythm of the rubbing and hardness of the flicking, and started to work the vibrator in circles around my cunt.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I moaned. I wanted the buzz deep in my cunt. Deep in the wetness of my sex. But not yet.

Instead, as I continued to rub my clit, I slid the vibrator from between my legs and ran it across my stomach up to my hard nipples. My juices dripped on them as I placed the tip of the vibrator on each.

“Oh, fuck me,” I moaned to the empty apartment.

I twisted Old Red up one more level and allowed it to linger on the hardness of my pretty pink nipples for a moment longer.

Then I returned it between my legs, and this time the tease was over. I slid a few inches of the toy into my cunt.

The thrill of penetration made me gasp. The hunger took charge. Now all that mattered was coming.

I thrust my hips up, pushed Old Red deeper into my pussy, and started to work it back and forth. My head swam with images of soft female curves, round peach asses, and large, succulent breasts. I worked the toy harder and deeper. The buzz overwhelmed me as more and much dirtier images overtook my brain.

My body and brain buzzed, and the dark waters of desire rose as I felt the flood engulf me in a loud and shuddering orgasm that left me a breathless and grinning mess.

“Damn, I needed that,” I said.

I lay in a state of bliss for a few minutes before the inevitable comedown. Then I was just ok again.

Thankfully, I was also post-turkey, post-wine, and post-orgasm sleepy, and so I returned Old Red to the bedside cabinet, pulled the duvet over myself, and drifted off to sleep.

####

I sat alone in the karaoke bar where a six-foot turkey was singing ‘Another One Bites The Dust.’ I was surrounded by more turkeys, all clucking and complaining about their lives.

After a quick check of my reflection in the mirror behind the bar, I was relieved to see that I was not a turkey.

I looked around. Across the room was the only other non-turkey patron, and she was utterly stunning, dressed in a skimpy Santa outfit that showed off her large, shapely breasts to perfection. She smiled and raised her glass to me.

I raised mine back, and that was when I was aware of an unfamiliar throb between my legs. I was used to a different ache, to the dampness of desire, but this was different.

Two turkeys were now on stage, and sang a very out of tune duet of ‘Dead Ringer For Love.’

The dark-haired beauty in the Santa suit stood up and swayed over to me. Her legs were long, her smile was a perfect cocktail of lust, longing, and mischief.

The weird throb between my legs grew more persistent. I wanted to look down, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the brunette as she sat opposite me at the table.

“This is one fucked-up bar,” I said to her.

“It beats being alone on Christmas day,” she said.

The weirdness between my thighs continued, but I was lost in this woman's dark eyes.

“I’m Trinity,” I said, and offered my hand.

The woman smiled. “I’m Sylvie, and you’re hot as hell. Too bad you're going to wake up now.”

Everything swirled around us. The world went black.

####

I awoke in the dark and cold. The strange throb between my legs from my fucked-up dream was still there. I reached my hand between my legs. The throbbing thing was hard and long, and although I had never encountered a real one in my life, I knew it was a cock.

“Okay, well, this new dream sucks. Can I go back to the turkey bar?” I asked the darkness, and closed my eyes. After a while, I opened them again. I pinched my arm. It hurt. This was not a dream.

I pulled the duvet to one side to reveal the very large and thick cock that stood erect and throbbing between my legs.

“Okay, so this is not a dream.” I poked the cock with a finger. It twitched, and I felt a little thrill of arousal. “Maybe I died and went to hell," I said. I turned on the lamp on my bedside cabinet to get a better look at my new appendage. I wanted to touch it, to play with it, to use it. But first I needed to check two important things.

I was relieved to find my tits were still there. “Well, that’s something.”

I knew what I needed to do next, but was terrified. I took a deep breath and slid my hand past the cock. “Oh, thank fuck,” I said as my fingers touched the familiar folds of my cunt.

With a sigh I lay back on the bed, closed my eyes, and counted to one hundred to stop myself from freaking out. I opened them again. The cock throbbed more than ever, and it was driving me crazy. I’d been super-horny many, many times in my life, but this was a new kind of need.

“Well, I guess I should sort this out before the devil turns up and gives me two heads or a saggy mom butt,” I said. I laughed. I sounded like a crazy woman. Maybe that was it, maybe I had gone insane. I didn’t feel insane. All I felt was unbearably horny.

I licked my palm and wrapped my hand around the stiff cock. I was unable to stifle a sigh of contentment. It felt good. It felt right. It also felt wrong and freaky, which really turned me on.

Moving my hand slowly from the base of the cock to the tip, I let out a low moan of satisfaction. I should have been losing my mind at this weirdness, but I felt strangely calm and totally aroused as I worked the hardness in my hand.

All the questions were gone from my mind and were replaced by a dark, driven hunger for pleasure. I increased my grip on the throbbing meat and gave it a little twist, which sent a thrill of excitement through me.

With my eyes closed again, I conjured up an image of the sexy Santa brunette from my dream. I drank in every inch of her amazingly hot body as I jerked the cock harder and harder. Her large breasts were barely contained by her outfit. Full and round and begging to be played with, sucked and kissed.

The sweet curve of her hips, the long, muscular legs, and even though I had not seen it in my dream, I was absolutely sure she had a wonderful, round ass that was perfect for the softest caress and the hardest, yet still playful, slap.

“Oh, fuck me,” I moaned as I worked the meat in my fist. I pumped it over and over as my mind swam with visions of this hot as hell dream Santa.

As I played and panted breathlessly, I felt a surge of orgasm that was totally unlike any I had ever experienced before. This was deeper, darker, and wilder than any that had come before.

My fist slammed up and down my new cock. I thrust my hips in time, and with my free hand, I slapped my breasts in turn. The sting was sweet, the beat between my legs built and built. Then, I felt an unstoppable surge of pure pleasure as a huge arc of creamy cum shot from my cock. I slammed the meat even harder as more spunk exploded from my cock.

My whole body was alive with a new kind of euphoria that swallowed me whole as the cum erupted from me and landed on my thighs, my stomach and coated my hand in sweet seed.

When I was finally spent and had stopped shaking, I could not resist scooping all the spunk from my body into my mouth. It tasted strange and salty, but it was mine, and I swallowed every last drop of it with glee.

“That was…that was…” I was lost for the right word. Then it came. “That was wild,” I said, and my mind spun back to the plastic wishbone that came with my lousy Christmas dinner, and the hopeless wish I had made. “It worked. It actually worked!” I said to my empty apartment.

I lay in the bed, took a few deep breaths, as I was sure I was going to lose it, but the panic that wanted to overwhelm me was defeated by the passionate desires and dreams that came along with my new Christmas cock. I needed to find a willing woman as soon as possible and have some wild, wicked sex. Hopefully, it would be a busty brunette dressed as Santa, but right now, the need that drove me to quickly shower and dress would pretty much settle for anyone who wasn’t freaked out by a horny as fuck woman with a thick lady cock.

I decided to go with a looser fitting red dress and a pair of my sturdier granny panties to conceal my cock, and hoped that I wouldn’t get an immediate and obvious boner the moment I saw a hottie.

I wore my knee-length leather boots and faux fur hip-length hot pink jacket.

I took a long look at myself in the closet mirror. I felt my cock twitch as I adjusted my tits in my dress, which both turned me on and sent a jolt of fear through me.

Would people be freaked out by me? Should I go back to bed and wait for the wish to hopefully wear off, and my life to go back to being normal and just okay again?

“Fuck no!” I said to my reflection, “No more, just okay.”

I grabbed my pocketbook and headed out into the darkness of the city.

A lot of the bars and clubs were closed for the holidays, and as I pulled my coat against a blistering wind, I started to wonder if it would be better to go home and wait for my old life to snap back into place.

It was then that I saw it.

The sign read Sing Your Life in old-fashioned buzzing neon lights. A seedy-looking karaoke bar. I took a deep breath and went inside.

There were no turkeys singing on stage or anywhere else in the bar. In fact, there was no singing at all. On the stage, there was a small handwritten sign on the karaoke machine which simply read ‘Busted until New Year.’

There were a few customers, most of whom looked like they would rather be anywhere else than here, but here was all that was on offer.

Then, there was the brunette. She was not dressed in a revealing Santa outfit, but her tight Velvet Underground T-shirt and ripped jeans were almost as good.

She sat alone with an empty glass on the table.

My cock began to twitch and harden. It was time to make my move.

After ordering two whiskeys at the bar, I walked over to her. I smiled and put one of the drinks on her table. “Looks like you could use this,” I said.

She looked up at me for the briefest of moments. “I could use them both,” she said, indicating the drink in my hand. “And I could really do with being left the fuck alone.”

Okay, so this was not my turkey dream girl, but she was still hot in a sulky kind of way, and she did have huge tits, and from what I could see of it, a pretty good figure. My new cock agreed.

I sat down. “I’m Trinity,” I said as I took a sip of my drink.

“Stupid name,” said the brunette as she downed the whiskey in one.

I shrugged. “You want another?”

The brunette surveyed me with detached disdain. “Get a bottle, and you can stay. I'll even let you tell me whatever sob story led you to this dive, but only if you get a bottle.”

I stood up and got a bottle of whiskey from the bar.

By the time I had taken off my coat and sat back down at the table, the brunette had already downed two shots.

“So what's your name?” I asked, as I took the bottle and poured us both another drink.

“Does it matter?” She was almost comically hostile, but I didn’t care.

“It matters when you’re drinking my whiskey.”

“Alma.”

“Not Sylvie?”

“Nope. I’m not drunk enough to forget my own name, and not interested enough in where this conversation might go to make up a fake one.” Alma downed her whiskey.

“Pleased to meet you, Alma,” I said, and raised my glass.

Alma ignored my salutation.

I sipped my whiskey and poured her another one. This time, she did not touch it.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“To share a Christmas drink. To have a civil chat, and see where it goes from there.”

Alma laughed. “Oh fuck, honey, are you trying to pick me up?”

I raised my glass again. “Pleased to meet you, Alma.”

Alma looked at me, then at the whiskey, and raised her glass and clinked it against mine.

That felt like progress of sorts.

I had come out into this bitter Christmas night to find a woman and fuck her, and that was still near the top of my agenda, but something about this woman fascinated me, and if she was not interested in anything other than whiskey and cynicism, then I was sure I could find someone who would be once this conversation was over.

After all, I was a hot girl with a brand new lady cock in a city that embraced all things bright, beautiful and weird.

“So why are you here, Alma?”

She smiled. “Because I have always depended on the kindness of strangers.”

“You’re no Queen of the Nile, baby,” I said, picking up her ‘Streetcar Named Desire’ reference.

For the first time, Alma looked at me with the tiniest spark of interest.

“A bookworm?”

I shrugged. “I read a lot of books, so if that makes me a worm, then I guess so.”

“I didn't think kids read books anymore.” She could not have been more than five years older than me.

“Well, I’m not a kid, but yeah, I read. How about you?”

“Aside from the booze, I only have two other forms of distraction from this fucked-up world. So when not drinking, I always have my nose buried in a book or between a pretty pair of legs.” Alma smiled at me, and I knew we shared some of the same passions.

My cock began to throb. My cunt began to ache, “So, a bookworm and a bushworm.”

Alma groaned at my cheesy pun. “If pussy is what you came here looking for, there are way better hook-up bars around town, and way easier lays than me”

“I know all about those places, and the dead-ends they are. I came here because of a dream I had about a hot brunette in a karaoke bar, and because before that dream, I made a wish which came true in a totally fucked-up way, and I decided to go with it rather than have a complete nervous breakdown.”

For the first time, I had Alma’s complete attention.

“You made a wish?”

“Yep, and it came true.”

“In a totally fucked-up way?  How fucked up? I have a pretty high bar for fucked up,” said Alma. She was fully engaged now. She didn't touch her drink. She fixed me with her gray eyes as if seeing me for the first time.

I picked up my whiskey and drained it. This was the moment where she just might freak out and run, and I didn’t want that. I wanted her to stay. I wanted her to be fascinated by me. I wanted her to be attracted to me. I wanted her.

“I wished for a wild Christmas. Got drunk. Fucked myself. Fell asleep, and when I woke up, I had a huge, thick cock as well as my regular pussy.”

Alma did not laugh. She did not run. That was good.

“A cock?”

“A big one,” I said.

Alma grinned. “Show me,” she said, and stood up and walked towards the bathroom. My cock twitched at the sight of her peachy, round ass in tight jeans, and I got up and followed her.

The bathroom was cleaner than I expected, which was something. Alma was perched on a washbasin as I entered.

Up until that moment, most of my sexual encounters had been in a bed, with some soft light and smooth jazz playing, in other words, about as safe and boring as could be. Hell, I barely even kissed in public, as it felt like everyone was looking at me.

But now, here I was in a public bathroom with a woman I had just met, about to do something wild, and it was exactly what I wanted and needed.

“So now what?”  I asked. I attempted a coy grin, but my reflection in the bathroom mirror told me I looked more constipated than coy.

“Lift up your dress,” said Alma.

“Right here?”

“Well, we could do it on the karaoke stage, but even a part-time exhibitionist like me requires a little privacy once in a while.” Alma smiled and licked her lips.

I hitched my dress up above my hips. A thrill of excitement overtook the last of my apprehension.

“Nice panties,” said Alma as she hopped off the sink and went down on her knees.

She ran the fingers of her right hand around the outline of my hard lady cock. “Damn, looks like you might just be for real.”

“Only one way to find out that it isn’t a gym sock for sure," I said and stroked her long, dark hair.

Alma pulled my panties down, and they slid to my ankles. Outside in the bar, there was a stray laugh, and I realized just how close the rest of the world was, but I didn’t care.

My cock sprang from its confines and bobbed up and down just a few inches from Alma’s full red lips.

“I’m no expert, but damn, that is one hell of a cock,” she said, and playfully kissed the tip.

I couldn’t stifle my moan.

Alma looked up at me and kissed the head again.

“I want it,” she said.

“You can have as much of it as you want.”

Alma wrapped her hand around the base of my throbbing meat and gave it a long lick from bottom to top along one side and then the other, until my cock was slick with spit and aching to be somewhere wet and warm.

Alma opened her mouth and ran her tongue around the head of my cock. “Tastes good,” she said

“Suck it,” I said, my need growling through my usual shyness.

Alma opened her mouth and slid the cock inside. She took inch after inch until her lips kissed the base. Her right cheek and throat bulged with my hard cock. Alma stared up at me. Her gray eyes watered and swam with desire.

She worked her mouth up and down my cock. There was some gagging and drooling, but she never stopped or broke eye contact.

My legs began to shake. I swayed a little, but moved my legs a little wider apart and steadied myself.

Alma grabbed my ass and worked my hips back and forth.

After a while, I took up the beat and thrust my hips forward in time with her as she worked up and down.

“Oh fuck, I think I’m going to come,” I moaned.

Alma’s eyes widened. She moved back until my cock popped out of her mouth. “No coming, not yet at least. I’ve sampled the goods, now I have a few questions about it before I go all in.”

As she said this, she wrapped one hand around the base of my cock and squeezed it hard enough for me to gasp. The swell of orgasm receded, and Alma started to slowly jerk it.

“So tell me more about this wish.”

I felt the heat rise on my face. “It's a pretty dumb story.”

“Hey, I'm on my knees sucking a stranger’s lady cock in a dive bar on Christmas Day, do I look like the judgmental type?"

I laughed. “You look like someone who's not afraid to embrace the strange.”

“That’s me. But I do like to know where the things I am going to allow in my pussy come from, so a little backstory would be nice.”

While I told her the story of the turkey dinner and the plastic wishbone, Alma played with my cock just enough to keep the pleasure buzzing through me.

When I was done, she stood up. “Okay, so I can spot liars, losers and sociopaths a mile off, and you are none of those, but I feel like a magic cock deserves a little more than a blowjob in a public bathroom."

I was a little disappointed and somewhat nervous at this turn of events. “So what now?”

Alma smiled. “Well, you pull your panties up and your dress down, and we go back to my hotel suite for champagne and sex on sheets with a thread count that will make your ass feel like it’s sitting on a cotton candy cloud.”

“You have a hotel suite?” I pulled my panties up and dress down and wished I had Alma’s skill for spotting liars or indeed sociopaths.

“I do. So what am I doing in this shithole?” asked Alma. “I tell you what, come back with me, fuck me into a stupor with your magic cock, and then we can swap life stories.”

I had a choice. Let my life snap back to just okay again, or let this Christmas get even wilder.

“Okay, let’s go,” I said and walked out of the bathroom, not looking back.

We picked up our stuff and went out into the cold December night.

“Is your hotel far? Might be hard to get a rideshare,” I said.

“Don’t need one,” said Alma, tapping on her phone.

A few minutes later, a stretch limo pulled up, and a chauffeur got out, nodded at Alma, and opened the door for us.

Alma got in, and I followed her.

After the sleaze of the rundown bar, it was like being transported into another world. A world of polished wood and gleaming chrome that screamed luxury. This was not one of those gaudy rental limos with weird stains on the carpet and ceiling and the faint aroma of prom date cologne and bleach. This was class. This was money.

I looked at Alma in a whole new light. She smiled at my bemusement.

“Are you…rich?” I asked.

“Rich enough to do whatever I want, but not so rich that anyone cares,” she said as she leaned in and kissed me.

Her soft lips pressed against mine as she placed her hand on my thigh. I opened my legs, and she slid her hand between them to caress my cock, which was once again hard and throbbing.

I reached up to cup Alma’s large breasts as we drove through the city, and soon we were lost to everything but flesh.

We were so wrapped up in each other that it took us a while to realise that we had arrived at the hotel.

It was a huge, imposing building that screamed opulence with two smartly dressed doormen at the entrance. They nodded to Alma with well-practised deference as we entered.

We took an elevator up to Alma’s impressively expensive suite of rooms. She ordered champagne from room service, and when it came, we sat on one of the sofas in the living room.

I was a little overwhelmed and nervous. I felt completely out of place, and fidgeted as I sipped my drink.

“Are you okay?” asked Alma.

“I’m not sure. A few hours ago, I was eating a crummy microwave dinner in my studio apartment, and now I’m here.”

“And you also have a brand new lady cock,” said Alma.

“Yeah. It’s been a very weird day.”

Alma took my glass for me and stood up. “Sounds like you need to relax a little,” she said, and held out her hand.

I stood and took it, and she led me into a huge bedroom. I was a little intimidated, but soon we were in each other’s arms.

The passion swept us up as we kissed. Tongues connected, hands explored and tugged at clothes, each newly exposed piece of skin was kissed and licked until we both stood naked.

Alma reached down and took my cock in her hand and jerked it back and forth. Desire and a divine ache consumed me. This was the wildness that I had wished for. This was not the woman of my dreams, but this was the woman I wanted and needed.

“I need this inside me,” said Alma. She kissed me, gave my cock a hard twist, and then lay on the bed.

I joined her and positioned myself on my knees between her legs. I leaned in close, kissed her thighs, and worked my way up with lips and tongue up to her cunt.

Alma writhed on the bed as I licked and lapped at her wet sex. I kissed and sucked on the hood of her clit.

My lover let out a long and satisfied sigh, grabbed my hair, and pushed my head deeper between her legs. I worked little patterns around the damp flesh of her pussy with the tip of my tongue. Each time I flicked her tender flesh, she moaned and bucked. She tasted of need and a little like strawberry cheesecake. I savored her sweetness in my mouth.

My tongue teased her pussy lips apart, and Alma moaned my name. I delved into her wetness, felt the throb of her, and lapped at her perfect cunt. My cock was so hard between my legs. It ached to be deep inside this dark haven, but it would have to wait, for now.

Alma spread her legs wider. “More,” she said, barely able to speak through her constant moans.

I licked a finger, dipped it inside her, and started to build a slow beat in her cunt.

“Fuck me,” said Alma.

I worked my finger deeper, and increased the pace. Her whole body rose and fell as I fingered her sex. Her muscles tightened, but I pushed through the tension, and Alma moaned louder.

“More, more, more,” she demanded.

I added a second finger in her cunt, and increased the rhythm. Alma thrust her hips in time with my fingering. My palm slapped against her wet lips. Harder, deeper, I explored her sweet pussy.

“Fuck me now,” growled Alma.

“Not yet, honey,” I said. I leaned forward and kissed my way up her stomach. With my free hand, I cupped and squeezed her enormous breasts. I kissed the hard nipples and sucked on them as they rose and fell until they were wet with my spit. All the while, I continued to fuck her dripping wet cunt with my fingers, and even added a third, much to her very vocal delight.

“Fuck me, please,” pleaded my new lover. Her gray eyes were insane with lust. She reached out and grabbed my stiff cock and gave it a sharp tug.

“Okay, honey, I guess I've teased you enough," I said.

All my nervousness had gone. This was not my world, this was not the kind of thing I did with perfect strangers, but I decided it was time to embrace the wildness. I slipped my fingers out of her and offered them to Alma, who licked them clean with glee.

She let go of my lady meat, and I took it in my hand. I rubbed the tip up and down the folds of her cunt before finally sliding it inside her. Alma let out a contented purr.

Inch by inch, I eased my thick, throbbing cock in her cunt and started to fuck her. It began soft and slow, we locked eyes, and found the beat between us. My cock pushed deeper and deeper into her slick sex as Alma slid her hands down my back and grabbed my ass. Her fingernails dug into the flesh of my ass as it pumped up and down. The pain of her nails on my skin sent a shiver of desire through my whole body. I increased my speed. I started to ram her cunt with wild abandon.

Alma arched her body up as I increased the rhythm of my penetration to a savage pitch. She slapped my ass with venom.

I let out a yelp of delighted surprise. She did again and again until my ass sang with a sweet stinging pain.

“Two can play at that,” I said and smirked.

I leaned back.

“Do it,” said Alma, her voice hoarse with the heat of need.

I raised my hand and slapped her heaving tits.

Alma cried out. “Oh fuck yes, more,” she demanded.

I slapped her huge breasts in time with each thrust of my cock in her cunt until her fleshy orbs were red with my handprints.

Alma moaned with pleasure and clawed at my ass as I slammed her with every last ounce of my strength.

The relentless slapping rhythm of sex filled the room, and all notions of time and place ceased. We were connected, we were a perfect beast of desire and dark, unstoppable need, of skin and sin, of everything we both needed. We were wild and free.

I knew I could not hold on for much longer, and Alma immediately sensed this.

“Come inside me. Fill me with your cum. I want it all,” moaned Alma as she ran her nails down my back.

I let out a roar of release, and my cock exploded with sticky spunk that shot deep into her pussy. I pounded her furiously as I came over and over. Alma slammed her hips against me as I came.

She screamed as she found her own orgasm. I felt the flood of her release against me as the last of my cum erupted from my thick lady cock. I was utterly spent, and sank to my knees as I watched Alma jerk and shudder with pleasure as she twisted and writhed and came hard several times.

I collapsed beside her, and we became a beautiful tangle of limbs, breathing heavy, as we came back to ourselves.

We were silent for a while as the world seeped back between us. I felt at peace, but also a little sad, as I usually did after really amazing sex. It was as if I’d had a glimpse of some divine paradise that had then slowly evaporated before my eyes.

“So what now?” I asked.

“I was thinking maybe oysters and then some mind-blowing oral,” said Alma.

“And then we can tell each other our life stories,” I said, still curious how this beautiful, rich and self-possessed woman ended up in a dive bar on Christmas day.

Alma pulled me close. “We’ll save those for New Year,” she said and kissed me.

“You want me to stay?”

“Yes.”

“Until the New Year?”

“Until the end of everything.”

“What if my lady cock disappears,” I said, worried that was the only reason I was here.

“You have a beautiful cock, darling, but it’s not why I want you with me.”

“Then why do you want me to stay?”

Alma kissed me. “Becuase you’re sweet, smart and somehow sexy and sad at the same time, all of which I adore.”

That was when I knew my days of life being just okay were over forever.
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