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I have always loved the fall.

The overcast mornings, the brisk afternoons, and those cool, crisp nights that raised the gooseflesh on my naked skin.

But this fall was different. I was alone in a new city, far from my life and lovers. There was a new kind of chill in my bones, one that I did not cherish. Loneliness.

I had moved here for a year’s secondment to the head office of the company I worked for. It was good for my career but not my sex life or my soul.

I could always get myself off but I hungered for the cool touch of another’s hands on my body. Some bad experiences in the past ruled out any work romances and I was not about to parade my sweet ass in some low-rent meat-market bar. There were two reasons for this. First, I  sucked at the kind of mindless, innuendo-ridden small talk and flirty cheeriness that those kinds of places thrived on. Second, I was a futanari or a futa girl if you wish. In other words, I was blessed with both a cock and a pussy between my legs which was more than enough to freak out most of the bae scene types. 

So I resigned myself to long work hours and lonely walks in the local park on the weekends.

After a few weeks, I  noticed something about these parks during the fall. Gone were the families, the kids, screaming, playing and generally getting up to their childish mischief. The street vendors, hotdogs, ice creams, and such had moved on to more lucrative spots. The summer lovers had all gone. Probably moved inside for more intimate delights as soon as the first frost coated the once-green grass.

The fall brought a different crowd to the park. They were usually alone. They did not stare at their phones or read newspapers, they just sat and watched summer dissolve into fall. I became one of them. We were all self-contained. Alone in our loneliness.

At least that's the way it was until that chilly November Sunday just before the sun was about to set. Once it did, the park would close and I would take a lonesome walk back to my apartment that felt nothing like home and lie in my empty bed with an empty heart and an ache between my legs.

On that Sunday, I sat on my usual bench and watched the fallen leaves sucked up in little brown and red spirals. It had been a long week at work and I was stressed out and no amount of self-love was going to give me what I needed.

“Penny for them?” The voice was bright and breezy and pulled me from my melancholy daydreams of sex and sorrow.

I turned and saw a dark-eyed brunette dressed in a short red dress and black leather coat that were ridiculously inappropriate for the fall weather.

She was absolutely stunning. That dress showed off her petite figure, slim hips, a sweet, small and toned ass, and small, firm tits that stirred my sleeping futa girl cock to life.

She smiled and sat next to me. She sat close. Way too close for some stranger on a park bench, but I did not move. How could I move away from such a gorgeous creature?

“Sorry, I'm way too forward, I know. But this city is driving me crazy. No one ever talks to each other.” said the brunette.

I smiled. “You are going to freeze your ass off in that outfit,” I said and couldn't stop myself from taking her in from head to toe once more.

She smiled. It was a brilliant thing with a genuine warmth and a hint of mischief at the corners. “I know. I’m going to turn blue any second but I can’t quite let go of summer. It’s dumb but I keep hoping for a late surge of sunshine.”

“Speaking as a bona fide fall girl, I think you’re out of luck. This season has sunk its teeth into the city and won’t let go until winter sweeps it away,” I replied.

The brunette frowned for a second and then her smile was back. “Sunk its teeth into the city. You have the soul of a poet,” she said.

“And you have the dress sense of a drunken prom queen,” I replied with a smirk.

She looked at me stone-faced for a moment and then laughed. It rang across the park and made the other inhabitants look up for a second before they went back into their own little worlds.

“A poet and a comedian. You’re a woman of many talents, it seems” said the beautiful brunette in the inappropriate summer dress.

My cock was now fully awake and getting very hard. I wanted this woman. I needed to peel that dress off her and make her body mine. Despite my usual reservations, I knew that I had to make a move. “There’s a coffee shop down the block. I’d like to buy you a drink and warm that ass you seem determined to refrigerate,” I said.

She was silent for a moment and then her smile widened and the mischief was in full effect. “How close is your apartment?” she asked.

“About four blocks,” I said. My cock grew between my legs and my cunt was wet.

“Do you have coffee?” asked the brunette.

I nodded.

“And a bed?” she asked. She fixed her dark eyes on mine.

“A big one,” I replied and then added, “I also have a huge cock as well as a juicy cunt.”

“Coffee, a bed, a cock and a cunt. That’s almost all of my favorite things in one place,” said the brunette and stood up. “Okay, fall girl, let’s go and unthaw my ass,” she said.

I stood and she linked her arm through mine.

The sun was going down. The sky was as red as the slash of her lipstick. The night was beginning to edge out the day and there was a chill in the air as we walked through the park. It was a perfect moment in time. Everything was falling into place.

As we passed by a little thicket of conifer trees, the brunette spoke. “Are we doing names?”

“Sure, I’m Ellen,” I said.

“I’m Mia,” she said and she stopped. “And I want to see it.”

I knew what she was talking about. A pretty girl with a cock was a curiosity.

“You will in four blocks and a coffee,” I said.

“I wanna see it now,” she said and pushed herself up against me so that I was forced back into the conifers.

We were hidden by the trees. The first stars were starting to shine.

A thrill of excitement tore through me. It has been far too long since I had felt desired, since  I had been wanted.

I pulled Mia in for a kiss. I unbuttoned my overcoat took Mia’s hand and slid it over the bulge in my trousers.

The kiss was passionate, deep and intimate.

Mia ran her hand down the outline of my expanding cock. Then her fingers pushed past my overcoat, found my waistband and her small hand slid into my trousers and wrapped around my cock.

I let out a moan as she squeezed it and gave it a playful little twist.

I heard someone walk by a few feet away. My heart raced, my cock throbbed, and cunt began to tingle.

I reached between Mia’s legs and stroked her cunt through the fabric of her little red dress.

Our tongues connected under a bright blue moon. We swapped spit and moans in the moonlight.

My cock was rock-hard in Mia’s hand. Her cunt throbbed against my palm as I cupped it.

Mia broke off the kiss. In a shaft of silver, her eyes looked black. “I think we should skip coffee and get right to that bed of yours,” she said and pulled her hand out of my trousers. I cupped her cunt for a moment and then took a step back and grinned.

“I make lousy coffee anyway,” I said.

We stepped out of the shadows and back onto the path that led us out of the park. We didn't talk for the four blocks and three flights of stairs that took us to my apartment door.

I unlocked the door and Mia hesitated in the doorway. “You know I don't usually do this kind of thing,” she said.

“Nor do I,” I reassured her. “But sometimes things just feel right. This feels…”

“Inevitable,” said Mia, completing my exact thought.

I pulled her into the apartment and she kicked the door closed and pushed me against the wall in one graceful, balletic movement.

I kissed her, clamped my hands around her tight ass and pulled her into my curves.

We fit together perfectly. I had expected nothing less. It happened rarely but once in a while everything really did fall into place.

Our tongues circled and danced. Spit was shared and savored. Mia moaned as I pushed her legs apart with my knee and rubbed denim against the soft silk of that silly red summer dress.

Her hands were on my hips and then moved up my back. I was still wrapped in my fall overcoat and I could tell from the way she clawed at me that she required flesh.

I shrugged off the coat in a single move. I had become an expert in the single shrug method of removing clothes.

My sweater was a little more complex but Mia helped with that and tugged it over my head and tossed it on top of my coat.

That move required a break in our kiss but now we were back in each other’s mouths. Lips were pressed against lips. Mouths were open, tongues were back on the dancefloor and to match them our hips were back in action as they started the slow grind of desire.

My blouse was unbuttoned and tossed into the pile. My jeans were tugged down and kicked off.

I was now in my bra and panties. They were pretty functional as I had not planned on sharing them with anyone that day but that didn't matter. There was plenty of flesh exposed and Mia’s hand roamed across my body as the kiss continued. She reached for my large tits and weighed them up in her hands like someone checking for ripeness of fruit in a grocery store.

She squeezed my tits together. She rubbed the hardness of the nipples that poked through the material of the bra between her fingers and gave them pinches that were playful but hard enough for me to gasp and groan in her mouth.

When it came to undressing, I liked being passive. I wanted to be exposed inch by inch by the other person. I wanted to see what interested them. Where their hands went. Where they spent their time and what they glossed over.

My tits had been groped, and obsessed over many times by many women but Mia really took control. Even as our kiss became a long-term epic of liquid excellence her hands never left my fleshy breasts. She played with them constantly. Her fingers ran around the nipples, she teased them, pinched and possessed them. Her hands cupped the curve of each breast. They were too big for her to cup them completely with her small hands but the attention she gave them never ceased for a second of our kiss. Once in a while, there would be the sharp dig of her fingernails into the flesh of my breasts. There was a passion, a wildness, a need in the way she teased and explored that sent a throb through my whole body and set the hardness in my cock growing and the wetness in my cunt flowing.

Then Mia pushed me back, broke the kiss, and disengaged from her delicious navigation of my tits. She pulled off her red dress and threw it onto the pile of clothes at our feet. It looked like a cherry on top of a chocolate cake.

Her underwear was skimpy and sexy as hell. All lace and invitation.

“Taste me,” she said.

I was on my knees in a second and pulled her panties down to reveal her pretty pink pussy.

There was a perfectly manicured triangle of hair just above the dark hood of her clit. I kissed the soft pubic hair and then slid my tongue down to circle and tease the skin beneath.

Mia sighed and stroked my hair as I sucked and slurped on her sensitive clit. As my tongue became more insistent, her hands wrapped up in my hair and twisted it in her fists.

I moved down to the curving bulge of her pussy and teased up and down the tight slit. I felt the wonderful throb on the tip of my tongue. At this point, I slipped one hand between my own legs and sought out my aching cunt. I stroked the tender skin as I started to lick Mia’s pussy. Each time I teased her cunt lips apart a little more and eased the tip of my tongue inside her.

Her moans rose and her fingers twisted in my hair as the intensity of my attention grew. I relished the little jolt of pain each time her fingers wound my hair around them. I liked being tangled up with this woman.

I circled her cunt with my tongue, switched from kisses to laps and slurpy licks, the last of which always ended up dipping into her throbbing sex that was nice and wet and allowed my tongue to slide easily in and out and start to build a bear in her sex.

“Damn it, Ellen, you know your way around down there,” said Mia with a breathy sigh.

I looked up at her, my mouth full of her cunt, and let knew the twinkle that I was pretty sure was in my eye was the only reply I needed.

I slipped a finger in my cunt as I worked my tongue deep into Mia’s sweet little pussy. The tight muscles pressed against my intrusion but I had developed a very persuasive and strong tongue and so I pushed past them much to Mia’s moaning delight.

She tasted like morning dew on a late summer lawn. She was sweet and succulent and drove me on deeper and harder. I worked up a beat in both of our cunts. A perfect match of penetration. A connection of desire and need. A bridge of flesh and sex.

Eating pussy was the perfect introduction to a new lover. It was the balance of give and take. The best kind of lovers were the active ones. The ones who did not just stand or lie there and let you chow down on their pussy but who took part.

Mia thrust her hips to meet the beat that I had created.  My tongue drove deeper, my lips were coated with the dripping juices that oozed from her cunt. She pushed me deeper between her legs and angled my head so that I could explore and delve into all the secrets of her sex. It was the perfect partnership of pussy eating. The give and the take of getting off. When I felt her cunt  tighten and her breath quicken, all the telltale signs that she was going to hit that point of no return pretty shortly, I would ease off or maybe withdraw my tongue completely and go back to playful nibbles of her lips or clit.

I did the same with my cunt. I worked three fingers inside but when I felt that slow-building wave of release, I eased back to a single digit deep in my fuck hole, Just enough to keep my motor purring.

Mia widened her stance and I felt both her hands twist into my long hair. I knew what was coming and I decided to go with the flow.

When it came to sex and control, I was very much a play-by-play kind of woman. Sometimes I loved to take charge, other times I adored relinquishing it. Right now, I knew that Mia wanted to be the boss and I was fine with that. It might mean she would get a shock later on if I decided to take the reins but we would get to that hurdle when we got to it.

For now, I was her fuck toy and happy to serve.

Mia worked my head back and forth. She ground my face into her sopping, throbbing and very wet cunt. My tongue rammed into her. My whole world became a tale of two cunts. Mia took charge and pumped my head between her legs. She worked the beat to match her own desires and needs while I pumped three fingers into my fuck hole. I knew the perfect routes to get to where I needed to be but I adapted the journey to match Mia’s. We were both going to come but this was her orgasm. I was her fuck toy. This was her moment of release and I wanted mine to be in sync with hers.

So Mia drilled my head into her cunt while my fingers slapped deep inside my pussy. Beat for beat, Ache for ache. Need for need.

Then her pussy clenched against my tongue and the flood came. Her juices were a torrent of pleasure that could not be denied. Mia let out a series of gasping moans, gave my head one last slam into her cunt and then let go of my head and thrust her hips one more time with a triumphant, growling moan as she came.

I opened my mouth wide and took all she had. I let some of it dribble down my chin and find the crack of my cleavage. The feel of those warm juices on my skin sent me over the edge and my orgasm overtook me.

Mia sank to her knees and pulled me into a kiss. Both our bodies shook through the stations of release. It was a wild ride as the overwhelming magical mystery that was coming slowly wore off. We held each other close and shared the sweet taste of my latest lover’s pussy juices in a sloppy, seductive kiss.

We stayed that way for a long time. Flesh against flesh. Neither of us wanted to break the spell of that perfect shared orgasm.

But biology had other ideas and the sweet taste of Mia’s cunt in my mouth and the feel of her heartbeat against my tits soon stirred the blood in my cock which began to bob and bounce and demand attention.

Mia’s small hand reached down and stroked it. “Round two already?” she asked with a smirk.

“Seems like it. I hope you are not one of those ‘one orgasm is enough’ women,” I said.

“Fuck no. I want to keep coming until one or both of us passes out,” said Mia and she began to work my cock into full hardness. “Damn this is a fine cock, Reminds me of my drunken prom queen days,” she said.

“Then how about we get naked, and you park that sweet ass on the bed and spread your legs nice and wide for me like a good prom queen.”

Mia ginned and we both stood and removed the last of our clothes. She turned, wiggled her cute, tight ass, and hopped onto the bed. She lay on her back and spread her legs wide.

“You’re way prettier than the college quarterback,” she said as I approached the bed.

My cock danced, my cunt dripped, my whole body was ablaze with a building desire.

I got on the bed on my knees between Mia’s legs.

I took a moment to survey her from head to toe. She was petite and perfect. Long legs, small but shapely hips, a soft, smooth stomach and firm and inviting tits.

My cock throbbed in anticipation.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Mia. Her tone was playful but I could sense a hint of impatience there too. I liked that. I wanted her to want. Tease was a tool and one that I had been a mistress of for many years.

“Just checking out the playing field,” I said and edged closer to her so that the tip of my cock was about an inch from her cunt.

“Well it’s time to play ball,” said Mia, once more with a smile, but in her eyes I saw a definite desire to get on with things.

“It’s my ball,” I  said and took my cock in my hand.

“Fuck me,” said Mia and now it was a demand. Her eyes were alive. She was no longer playing, She needed my cock slammed into her.

I did not slam, or grind, or pound my cock inside her as inviting as that option was.

.I teased the tip of the mushroom head of my meat against her pussy. Throb met throb. Need matched need, but this time I was the one in charge.

Mia thrust her hips forward and I pulled back so that my cock still rested against her cunt lips.

“All good things to those who wait,”  I said.

“I don’t want to wait, I want to fuck,” said Mia.

I leaned in and kissed her stomach and as I did I eased an inch of my cock inside her.

She moaned as I started a slow rhythm in and out with just the tip and worked my way up her torso with kisses and licks until I reached her breasts.

I kissed her nipples in turn. They were rock-hard and tender. Mia panted and once more thrust her hips but I edged back and kept up my slow beat in her cunt with the tip of my huge cock while I circled each nipple with my tongue and got them good and sloppy with spit.

“I don’t like being teased,” she growled.

I bit her right nipple hard. She let out a yelp that soon became a moan as I sucked on the same nipple and added another inch of my cock into her pussy. I gave one last suck to her nipple and then spoke. “That just means you’ve never been teased by someone who knows what the fuck they are doing. Now just lie back and keep the verbals to moans and begging,” I said and before she could reply I took her whole right tit into my mouth. It was a perfect fit. The flesh was warm in my mouth and I drooled and sucked and felt her heartbeat quicken.

I moved on to her other breast and gave it the same slobbering treatment much to her whimpering delight. Her dark eyes were lost and I knew she had surrendered to me. That earned her two more inches of my thick, futa girl cock, and an increase in the beat with a twisting thrust of my hips.

Mia arched her back but did not try to match my thrusts with her own. She understood the dynamic now. She was being fucked. I was in control of the fucking and it was her turn to be passive at least until I told her not to be.

That sex dynamic was often a tricky one to negotiate especially with the first fuck but like everything else with this encounter, it simply clicked into place. We got each other on some unspoken level. I was not sure I believed in fate but I did believe in those times when things just fell into place.

My hips rose and fell, Mia’s cunt was nice and tight and I had to add a little more venom to my thrusts to penetrate deeper into her. Mia’s pussy was a tiny little fuck hole and my cock was over nine inches long but I knew that she would be able to take all that I had.

I placed my hands on her hips and increased the beat again. Now I had about six inches of my cock in her and she moaned and squirmed with delight at each hard thrust into her.

“Can you take more in that tight cunt?” I asked. I knew the answer but this was all part of the game.

Mia’s eyes unclouded and fixed on me. “I can take every fucking inch. Give me all that you have, that’s what I need. I want it all. I want to feel the base of your shaft slammed against my cunt lips. I want to feel each inch buried deep in my cunt.”

I leaned in and pushed more inside her. She was so tight but now her hands were on my ass cheeks and she thrust them forward so that I would penetrate her cunt even deeper.

I loved the roughness of her small hands on my ass. Fingernails dug into the round flesh. This was not her trying to take control. This was a hopeless need for my cock to be deeper inside her that was of my making. I wanted her to need every last inch. I loved the way her nails dragged across the flesh with each slam of my cock.

Then when the base of my shaft rammed against her dripping wet lips she slapped my ass and let out a cry of accomplishment.

Now that I was completely inside her, I built up the rhythm and moved up to kiss her. I wanted her tongue to find mine. I need the softness of her lips. I required her moans in my mouth as I tore into her cunt.

As we connected, I reached down and cupped her ass. It was as tight as her cunt and I raised it up and down to meet my grinding hips. She soon got the idea and took over as I lifted her ass cheeks off the bed and she pounded her whole body against mine.

That beautiful sound of sex became all that mattered. The slam of cock drilled into cunt. The suck of entry and exit as I slammed harder and harder into the core of her very being. The moans we both made deep in each other’s mouths. The slap on my massive tits against her small breasts. Like waves crashing against rocks. All these pieces became a single, symphonic movement of sex. I worked her close to coming but always pulled back. I knew that the fury between us was not going to last but I wanted to keep it going as long as possible.

I leaned back and lifted her whole delicate frame off the bed and she wrapped her legs around my back and worked her ass and hips so that she rode every inch of my cock.

I cupped her ass and could not resist finding the crack and teased her asshole with my finger. Her increased moans when I did this were a definite invitation and so I eased my finger slowly into her ass. It was tight as hell but I persisted and her moans and thrusts down that pushed the finger deeper into the hole were all the encouragement I needed to add a second finger.

Outside the fall clouds parted like a curtain and a large blue moon lit up our bodies and cast a single shadow on the wall.

I had not realized just how much I needed this. The months of overwork, loneliness and that creeping emptiness that always overtook me after coming by myself had robbed me of a spark that this encounter had reignited in me. Sex was not just something that I did. It was part of the base code of my DNA. It was who I needed to be, not just some sweet release but the door that led to the truest version of myself.

Mia broke off our kiss and pulled me from my thoughts.

“Oh fuck let me come, let me come,” she pleaded. There was maybe a touch of the theatrical to her begging but she knew that was what I wanted to hear at that moment.

“Come for me. Come hard and loud. Come as if the world was ending,” I said as I felt that undeniable and unstoppable surge in my cock that meant I was about to join Mia in a loud and devastating orgasm.

I bucked my hips against hers. She slammed her tiny body against mine and screamed and shook as her cunt flooded against the thrusting of my massive, throbbing lady cock.

I held on for a few more slams into her as her pussy leaked against me and then I could hold on no longer and let out a loud moan of utter joy as the spunk shot out of my cock and plowed deep into her cunt. My cock jerked inside her over and over as I unloaded so much cum in her tight cunt.

Mia squirmed out of my grasp and fell back onto the bed. She shook through her orgasm and my cock now free of the confines her cunt sprayed huge arcs of seed over her tits and upturned face as she came

She smiled as I collapsed beside her and my cock leaked the last few spurts of seed.

“I see you like to autograph your work,” she said as she scooped the cum from her face and into her mouth and then pulled me into a kiss to share my spunk.

We held each other close. No words required. Just the beat of our hearts and the stars in the sky.

We both knew just how special this whole encounter had been, From that first ‘meet cute’ in the park at sunset to those final slamming, pounding, pulsating orgasms that connected us in that crisp predawn of a perfect fall night.

I felt sleep tug at me as it always did after a huge orgasm and knew that I had to say something.

“Will you still be here when I wake up?”I asked. I knew how vulnerable and needy I sounded but I was beyond all pretension of cool now.

Mia gave me a sweet smile that revealed nothing. “Depends how long you sleep,” she answered.

My brain fogged. My dream world demanded my presence. I was desperate to think of something I could say that would make her stay and be there when I awoke. All my dumb, sleepy cranium could come up with was, “There’s cheese and crackers if you get peckish,” and then I was swallowed by the dark bliss of sleep.

My dreams were always complex and often quite disturbing. I had night terrors as a kid and never quite shook that feeling of being unhinged from reality and edging towards the abyss each time I fell asleep.

This dream began that way. I was in some huge, Gothic mansion ruled by shadows and things that scuttled and chattered.

But just as I felt a cold breath on my neck and the fear rise in my throat that dream dissolved and I floated on some cotton wool heaven where my body buzzed with pleasure. A current of joy flooded through me. The waves of a warm ocean lapped against my skin. All the darkness was gone. All that existed was pure light.

I felt warmth on my face and a throbbing heat between my legs.

I opened my eyes and the first light of a fresh fall morning shone through the window.

Mia sat between my legs with my cock in her hand. That throb and her wicked smile told me that this was not a dream.

“Wow,” was all I could think to say.

“I got peckish,” said Mia and without another word she opened her mouth and took the whole length of my already hard cock into her mouth.

I let out a moan as her lips touched the base of my shaft and Mia held her mouth there until she gagged a little and pulled back.

My big, hard cock bulged out her tiny cheeks.

“I’m not dreaming,” I told myself.

Mia nodded in agreement, her pretty mouth full of my cock.

Then she slowly moved her mouth up the shaft until it popped out of her mouth. She drooled on the tip.

“It was either this or some lame goodbye note,” she said.

“I won’t see you again will I?” I said and despite the divine joy of feeling her spit run down my achingly hard cock I also felt a pang of sorrow in my heart.

Mia kissed the tip of my cock.“You purr when you sleep,” she said. “It’s cute as all fuck right now but after a while, it would annoy me because everything annoys me in the end.”

She licked my shaft up and down as I contemplated her words. None of my previous lovers had ever said that I purred. Maybe she was the only one who would make me sleep purr. Maybe she was that missing puzzle piece that belonged inside the conundrum that was me.

I arched my hips up and stroked her hair as she ran her mouth up and down the length of my cock.

“We fit together,” I said. “I think there might be more to us than just one perfect night,” I said.

The frown lines appeared on Mia’s face. She took my cock in her hand and looked up at me between my legs as she pumped my cock. I moaned, I was horny, I was in a perfect state of grace and I wanted to cry.

“I think we’ve both probably had plenty of epic nights and encounters when it comes to sex but last night was the only time that everything worked. No mistakes, no missteps, just a once in a blue moon encounter, the kind that I’ve always been too scared and too cynical to believe in.”

Her hand tightened around my cock. I wanted to just lie back and come in her pretty mouth and then let her go but I also wanted her to stay. To curl into my arms and for us to drift back into sleep and for us to somehow maintain this perfect connection.

“Why can’t it always be perfect?! I asked, unable to disguise the sob in my voice.

“Because that’s now how the stars align. The world just doesn't turn that way. There’s part of me that wants to stay to try and make it work but when I think about anything that changes this perfect night I just want to kill it dead,” said Mia. “This night will become the one that haunts us when it could be the one ideal moment that we shared.”

She fixed me with her dark eyes and I knew that she was right. This was just one night and the harder we tried to hold onto it the more it would diminish. Perfection was a one-time thing to be cherished not chased.

I nodded and the conversation was over. Mia took my cock into her mouth and worked it deep inside. I slammed my hips to meet her downward movement. She gagged hard but did not stop. I stroked her hair and savored its softness. I let go of the past and the future and lived in the moment. I soaked up the slurping of her mouth as she consumed my cock. I lived the thrill of her tongue as it rubbed against my cock as I slammed it into her throat. This was now and now was all that mattered because that was all we'd ever have.

I drove my cock into her over and over. There was no tease, no game, no agenda, there was just my cock and her mouth.

I came hard. I unloaded so much creamy cum into her mouth which she swallowed and drooled and shared with me in one last kiss before I fell back to sleep again.

I did not dream.

I awoke to the cool embrace of a perfect fall morning.

My bed was empty but my heart was full.
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