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Author’s Note - Although this works as a standalone story, it refers to events which took place in a previous story Futa Elf Vs Mrs Claus which you may wish to read first.

At just under five feet, I was somewhat taller than the average elf. I was young, pretty, and had long, dark hair. I had pert tits, a firm little ass, and a tight pussy. I also had a meaty cock between my legs because I was not just an elf, I was a futa elf.

Last Christmas I took part in the rebellion against the evil Mrs Claus and with the rest of my sister elves relocated from the North Pole to California where we took up toy making once more and this summer were taken over by a large online retailer.

California and corporate ownership were not for me and so I left the elf community, traveled around for a while, and ended up in Greenwich Village in New York.

I became a cam girl and being a super-cute, exhibitionist elf with a massive cock I made a damn good living. I worked a few days a week and spent the rest of the time goofing off, screwing around, and seeing what mischief I could get up to in the Big Apple.

New York was my kind of town. It buzzed with a dangerous energy that I loved and there were a lot of hot, sexy, crazy women to fuck.

I was not ready for long-term relationships but I loved affairs. The ones that shone bright as a shooting star and burned up in the atmosphere before they hit the ground. I loved the highs and the lows without all the in-betweens.

Life was good.

Maybe that's why I never saw the danger coming that Christmas.

It was early December and I awoke around noon, showered, and found a suitable outfit to wear for my fans as it was a cam day. I went old school. Sexy cheerleader. A cam girl classic.

I checked myself out in the short pleated skirt and sweater. I looked hot. I was horny as fuck, which I pretty much always was, but the idea of thousands of people watching me get off upped the horniness factor to eleven.

I cammed from my bedroom, My bed was covered in pink pillows and the curtains were drawn to the late fall sun and any nosey neighbors.

I turned on the camera and the online room started to fill up with viewers.

I sat on the edge of the bed and said hello to my regulars and set my goals for the session. Once the goal was made I jerked off and came loud and hard for all to see. Until then, it was all about the tease. It was about making every single person who watched me want to fuck me or get fucked by me. It was about seduction and sex. It was a cat-and-mouse game where the mouse was always just a little way out of reach.

So I danced and showed off my sweet round ass. I flashed my tits, I flirted with my regulars in my private messages and the room filled up with over two thousand people.

It took me just over an hour to hit my final monetary goal and by that time I was naked and my cock was good and hard. I was ready to come.

I leaned back on the bed and spread my legs wide. I dipped my fingers into my dripping wet cunt and ran the juices up and down the shaft of my futa elf cock.

“I think this thing is ready to explode,” I said and grinned as I wrapped my hand around the cock and began to pump it in my fist.

I let out a moan as more people joined the room and the chat filled up with comments and conductors trying to get me to jerk it the way they wanted. I ignored all of them, I came my way, always.

I didn’t allow myself to come the day before I cammed so I knew I had a huge load for the show.

My cock was slick with pussy juice and I worked it from base to tip. I started slowly. I played with my small breasts as I jerked my cock. I pinched my nipples. I cupped the small, round mounds of flesh and all the time I increased the beat of my fist on the shaft.

There were now over four thousand people watching me. The money was pouring in, it was a good day. I moved my hips up as I added a little twist to my cock play. The regulars always loved that as I could not help but purr with pleasure when I did this.

I pushed myself closer and closer to orgasm and then pinched the base of my lady cock to pull myself back. I loved to get so damn close to the edge and then pull back. I did it a few times and I knew it would make my eventual orgasm even bigger.

With over five thousand people watching me, I finally took myself to the point of no return and with a loud, lusty moan, I came hard. Huge arcs of cum shot from my cock. My whole body began to shudder and shake as the waves of pleasure overtook me. The spunk flew into the air and landed on my tits, my stomach and the last one on my face. After so many come shows I was a pretty good shot and knew how much the viewers loved to see the cum dripping down those three sweet spots of my body in particular,

I scooped up the cum and swallowed it. I chatted for about half an hour and then the show was done and I turned off the cam. But my work was not completed for the day. There was cam girl admin to complete.

I lay on the bed and enjoyed the post cumming glow for a while and then went through my messages on the cam site.

It was the usual mix of fans, freaks and freeloaders with a side order of sad cases, stalkers and the seriously disturbed. Other than that there were the usual slew of offers.

$100 to dress up as a sexy mortician.

$400 to have sex with a power tool.

$1777 to meet up and have sushi eaten out of my navel.

Those were just a few of the highlights.

For the polite ones, I declined with a PM. For the entitled weirdos I blocked them.

My number one rule of camming was to always keep a distance between myself and the people on the site. That included the cool ones that I liked, the sweet ones who just wanted to connect, and even the rich ones that meant in five years I would be able to pay off my mortgage.

I wore my online persona, Ellie Elfheart, like armor. That was who they all lusted after, that was who they all wanted to fuck or be fucked by. That was the one they obsessed about and offered sometimes obscene amounts of money to be their sexual conquest.

When it came to sex, I only hooked up offline. I was cute, sexy and had both a tight elf pussy and a massive futa elf dick and so I had no trouble getting laid in the carnal melting pot that was New York City.

But I was also an elf from the North Pole and so found it hard to really open up and connect with anyone. I was lonely and the approaching Christmas season made me pine a little for my old friends and family but the idea of a West Coast Yuletide was just not for me.

I logged out of my cam account, showered, dressed and went out into the big, bad city looking for sweet-ass sex because even though I had just come, that was a cam orgasm. and while it was real it was removed from what I needed right now.

I wanted skin on skin. I wanted wetness. I needed lips on mine. I wanted my futa elf cock to be deep inside a beautiful, sexy woman. I wanted to be more than just a performing sex doll. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my job, I loved the tease, the exhibitionism, and the whole theater of it all, but it was a job not a life.

I went out into the cold December afternoon and walked down to Bleecker Street and took up residence in one of my favorite cafes with a cream cheese bagel, a black coffee, and a window seat to watch the world go by. Once I was done with a little melancholy voyeurism, I would hit a few bars and hook up with a hottie for some early evening fucking that might just be a commuter time quickie or develop into an all-night sex session that ended with me walking home through the pre-dawn city, sated and happy.

But for an hour I would just eat my bagel, drink my coffee, and love my adopted home.

After about ten minutes, the brunette came along. She lingered over the menu posted in the window of the cafe which gave me plenty of time to check her out.

She was maybe in her early forties and had that elegant Manhattan class that was right up there with boho chic in my go-to NYC looks that got me wet.

She had a short bobbed haircut, dark brown eyes, an aquiline nose, and a pouty mouth. No amount of winter layers could conceal the curve of her big tits or round hips or those long legs that I already imagined wrapped around me as I slammed my futa girl cock into her sweet cunt.

My cock began to stir, my heart began to pound, and I held my breath and waited to see if she would enter the cafe or walk away and out of my life.

She looked at the menu some more, pouted a little, turned to walk away, and finally entered the cafe. I watched her as she approached the counter. I enjoyed the sway of her hips and admired the firm, round ass that defied age and gravity and I knew that I had to make mine.

She ordered tea and a vegan cupcake and sat at the table next to mine. I smiled at her, she smiled back and then she took out her phone and I knew that I was about to lose her to the world wide wilderness unless I said something.

“Cold out there,” was the best I could come up with.

She smiled and looked at her phone. The minute her finger touched the screen and she started to scroll I knew that any chance I had with her would be gone.

“Cold and kind of lonesome,” I said.

The brunette put her phone down and smiled but this time it was not that city smile for strangers, there was a warmth and depth to it I had not seen in a while.

“Just moved here?” she asked.

“A few months back,” I replied.

“On your own?” she asked.

I nodded. “All my friends and family are on the West Coast.”

She picked up her tea and vegan cupcake and joined me at my table.

My cock grew under the table. My nipples hardened. My cunt was wet.

“It can be hard to be all alone in the city at this time of the year," she said with that wonderful, warm smile.

We chatted, ordered more bagels, cupcakes and beverages and found an honesty that only anonymous strangers in a big city can.

I told her that I had quit my shitty job and relocated but never really settled and had ended up in NYC where although I loved the whole vibe of my adopted home,  I still felt out of place and unconnected.

With misty eyes, she told me that a year ago her little sister had died, in fact, she had been murdered.

I took her hand as she relived the pain of losing her beloved sibling.

I kissed a tear away and then we were in each other's arms. Mouths pressed against each other, tongues seeking out tongues, not caring who was watching.

We broke off from the passionate kiss for a moment.

“I’m Quellyn, but everyone calls me Ellie,” I said for the first time using my real name with someone.

“Jenny,” replied the brunette. She smiled. “You want to get out of here?”

I knew what they meant. “I need to share something with you first,” I replied and took her hand that I still held and moved it under the table to rest on my cock which was already hard.

Not everyone could handle a pretty elf with a huge cock so I held my breath.

Jenny ran her fingers up and down the shaft and smiled. “Well that’s quite the Christmas bonus you have there,” she said and leaned in and kissed me, urgent and passionate, as she stroked my cock.

We couldn’t keep our hands off each other in the cab as we rode to Jenny's very swank apartment in Midtown Manhattan.

The driver remained silent as I groped Jenny’s large breasts and she rubbed my lady cock into a rod of iron. Jenny moaned into my mouth as we kissed in the late afternoon traffic. The city swallowed us as just another part of its weirdness. Just a futa elf and a hot cougar hooking up in the Big Apple.

Jenny paid the cab driver and he smiled at the huge tip and even gave us a wink and then drove off into the chilly December afternoon.

The sun was already sinking as we entered the plush lobby of Jenny’s apartment building. Her hands were on my ass as we rode up in the elevator. She pulled me into her soft curves as we kissed again. Her mouth was wet, her moans were soft, and her fingernails dug into the flesh of my tight elf ass.

I had hooked up plenty of times in the last few months but this had an intensity that I had not encountered before or maybe that I had not allowed to happen before.

It had always been about sex. I had always given them a fake name and I gave them my body but that was where it ended.

As we danced into the apartment, I slammed Jenny against the wall. She gasped and grinned. “Baby plays rough,” she said.

“Sometimes,” I said and began to tear at her very expensive clothes. It did not take long before she was naked in the twilight of the expensive apartment.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

My response was to cup both of her massive tits and suck them eagerly. I slobbered over the fleshy orbs and teased the nipples in turn until they were hard as Christmas candy.

Jenny moaned and stroked my long, dark hair as I played with her breasts. My tongue worked in slow circles around her nipples. They were rigid against the tip of my tongue and I flicked them as Jenny grabbed my ass again, harder this time and pulled me against her.

I buried my head between her tits, enveloped in the warm flesh.

Jenny tugged down my jeans and one hand moved from my ass to my cock which stood proud as it tented out the front of my pink panties.

She wrapped her hand around the shaft through the material and gave it a hard tug.

I moaned at her touch, still lost between her heaving breasts as she began to jerk my cock from base to tip with an expert hand.

I thrust my hips forward as she yanked my panties off and my meat. I sucked and lapped at her tits and found the wetness between her legs and the sensitive hood of her clit that I began to stroke and tease. Jenny moaned and pumped my cock harder.

“I need this inside me right fucking now,” said Jenny as she wrenched my cock so hard that a bolt of wonderful pain shot through my whole body.

We twisted and turned into the large living room and collapsed onto the leather couch. The moon shone through the floor-to-ceiling windows and everything was shadow and silver.

I tore off the rest of my clothes and Jenny lay on her back, her legs spread and ready for my futa elf cock.

I got onto my knees between her legs. Her cunt glistened in the silver moonlight as I took hold of my nine-inch cock and teased the tip up and down the folds of my lover’s pussy.

“What are you waiting for?” growled Jenny.

“For you to squirm and beg,” I replied with a wicked grin on my lips.

Jenny thrust her hips forward and grabbed my ass in an attempt to pull my cock deep into her cunt.

I pulled back and slapped her big tits hard enough to make her yelp in surprise.

“Oh, you are going to pay for that, you fucking bitch,” said Jenny, but her anger was a facade that masked her need and desire for my meat to be rammed into her. I knew that need. That unrelenting ache to fuck. To be entwined with another person. That driving urge to lose yourself in the brutal beat of sex.

“We all pay for our desires in the end,” I said and eased my cock inside her wet cunt.

Jenny arched her hips to meet the slow grind I began between her legs. Inch by inch my cock slipped into her and with each inch I increased the rhythm so that when the full nine inches were inside her our bodies slammed together with a wild and passionate fury.

Sex was always a discovery. Sometimes you found a route deep into the dark heart of pleasure and other times a dead-end of flesh. Empty sexy was still sex and sometimes enough but when you found someone who you shared the same sexual wavelength with, where each thrust was in perfect syncopation, and each moan at the ideal pitch of desire, then it was something to savor.

I knew from the moment of our first kiss that I had found something more than just an afternoon fuck with Jenny.

We had shared our sad stories and now we found our solace in the flesh, blood and bone.

As we fucked, my hands found her beautiful, round tits as they rose and fell with the rhythm of our penetration. They were so big that my hands could barely contain them. The warm flesh was enough to send a shiver through my whole body. I squeezed them together and leaned in to kiss them. I let my tongue play across the rock-hard nipples, unable to stop the drool that dribbled down the curve of her breasts as I kissed them.

I could not resist biting the hard flesh of her nipples in turn and Jenny’s moans told me that there were darker routes yet to explore.

I leaned back and pumped my cock inside her. I watched her tits bounce with each thrust. Once more I cupped them as we fucked but this time I let my fingernails dig deep into the soft, yielding flesh.

Jenny let out a satisfied moan and fixed me with her dark eyes. “Is that all you've got? she asked.

“I have more, maybe more than a pretty little midtown cougar like you can take,” I said and slammed my cock deeper inside her wet pussy.

Jenny reached around and grabbed my ass. “Then show me just how savage a sad Greenwich girl can be. I can take all you have and more.”

I did not need a second invitation to the dance. I slapped her tits hard, two venomous smacks on each of her massive tits.

Jenny let out a startled cry of pain that soon became a lower moan of pleasure. “Yes, Greenwich girl, just like that, only much harder,” she purred and clawed at my ass and pulled me deeper into her cunt.

I delivered more slaps, each in time with my deeper penetration of her pussy.

“Fuck yes. My body is yours. Use me,” said Jenny.

I leaned in and sucked tenderly on her tits which now glowed red with my attention. I saw the outline of my handprints on the skin as I kissed them in turn.

I teased the outline of my fingers with my tongue as Jenny squeezed my ass cheeks together and then took her turn in our little game and slapped them several times with a wonderful fury.

I yelped in surprise as pain coursed through my whole body but it was soon swallowed by that pulsing pleasure that came with our perfect connection of sex and surrender. We both gave ourselves to the other. The slaps and the kisses continued all in time with the beat of my lady cock as it slid from base to tip in Jenny’s wonderfully tight cunt.

The playful taunts were gone now. There were no words left on our lips, only passion and spit that we shared in a kiss. Tongues teased, touched and tormented like wild creatures seeking out the other for battle.

I moaned into Jenny’s mouth as she pushed her hips to meet mine. Our breasts rubbed together, slick with my spit, hers still tender from my slaps. There was no space between us now. No end to the circle of passion we had created on that overcast afternoon as it slipped into the darkness of early evening and a perfect New York moon slipped in out behind the scudding clouds making our shadows dance.

The brutish slapping sounds of sex and the primal groans of passion filled the room with its huge Christmas tree and tasteful decorations. I thought back to my old life at the North Pole for a moment but dismissed it. I was no longer a slave under the elegant bootheel of Mrs Claus. I was free. This was my life now. I was safe, I was happy, and very soon when I let go of the orgasm that built in my pulsing cock, I would be sated and lie in this beautiful woman's arms. There would be no need or talk, we would linger in the lush silence of that winter night until the passion once more rose in us and we made love until the first light of dawn.

But that was all for later, now I needed to come.

“I can’t hold on any longer,” I said as I pounded into Jenny’s cunt.

“Then don’t. Fill me with your sweet seed. I want it all. Come for me, come hard and loud,” said Jenny.

Her words were enough to drag me over the edge. I gave one final thrust and my cock spat out thick, gooey, spunk deep into my lover’s pussy. My meat shot out spurt after spurt of white cum and filled her cunt up.

Jenny moaned my name in the semi-darkness and her body began to squirm and shudder as her orgasm took her. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came. Her moans filled the room as she bucked against me as I finally pulled out of her cunt and shot the last of my load on her massive tits as she writhed on the couch lost in her pleasures as the last of mine ebbed from me. I leaned back on my heels and delighted in watching the orgasm tear Jenny in two. She flailed like a woman possessed. Her whole body was taken by wave after wave of joy until finally she stopped shaking and reached up and took me into her arms.

“Damn, that was something,” she said with a sly grin.

“I call that my amuse bouche,” I said.

“Oh, quite the cocksure young lady aren't we?” said Jenny as she reached down for my now flaccid and tender cock. “But with a cock like this, I guess you are allowed a little youthful arrogance as long as you are not a one-hit wonder,” she said.

My cock started to harden at her touch and that was all the answer that I needed to give.

“But first how about a little bit of festive fuel,” said Jenny. She let go of my cock and kissed my cheek and slipped from my arms and stood up, naked in the moonlight.

“Eggnog, I think,” she said with a sweet smile.

“I prefer vodka,” I replied.

“You’ll have eggnog and like it,” she said and walked across to a small drinks cabinet. I admired the wonderful curve of her peachy ass as she poured us two bright yellow drinks.

She sat by me on the couch and handed me the glass.

I took it and downed it in one.

Jenny placed her drink on the ornate coffee table by the couch.

“Hey, I drank mine, what about you?” I said.

“I don't drink eggnog. I don’t celebrate Christmas,” said Jenny.

I laughed and looked around the tastefully decorated room with the huge Christmas tree that dominated the room. “You could have fooled me,” I said and smiled. She did not return the smile. She studied me, her eyes cold.

“That’s exactly what I did, Quellyn,” she said.

“This is the weirdest post-sex conversation I’ve ever had and that is saying something,” I replied.

“And it’s also your last,” said Jenny. She stood up.

I tried to stand up but my legs would not support me. The room began to lurch and spin. “What the fuck was in that drink?” I slurred as my vision doubled.

“Just a strong sedative. Don't worry you will come out if it soon enough. I want you to feel every last second of what is to come,” said Jenny. There was a cruel smile on her face. “The rest of your rebellious kind did me the favor of staying in one place but you had to be the little wandering star didn’t you? Thankfully my family is very rich and powerful so tracking you down was not a problem.”

My head throbbed, I felt the darkness rise and knew that soon I would be lost. I had one final moment to speak, one moment of revelation to share. “Your sister,” I slurred.

“Her name was Carrie but none of you ever saw her as a person did you? Do you know what that monster Quartzz did to her?”

“Carrie...Claus…”  I said and then the world went away.

###

The moon was full when I awoke. I was naked and tied to a chair. There was a length of green tinsel wrapped around my breasts, another wrapped around my head and a thick, red Christmas stocking shoved down my throat.

I really wanted to believe that this was just some kinky foreplay but I knew that it wasn’t. The last thing I heard before I passed out was a laugh, cold and heartless. It was Jenny, and her sister had been Carrie Claus, the evil tyrant that we had defeated and killed before we left the North Pole in flames never to return.

I had not killed her. But I had killed many of her followers in that elf uprising last Christmas.

I was still in the living room but now all the decorations were gone as was the tree. The whole room was now lined with thick plastic from floor to ceiling.

“It's not very festive anymore, but it is the perfect killing room,” said Jenny. She was clothed in a dark red and green dress. The corporate colors of Christmas. I tried to talk through the stocking shoved in my mouth. It came out as muffled gibberish. If there was any chance of getting out of this I needed to talk. Jenny approached me. She kissed my cheek and pulled the stocking from my mouth.

I spluttered, “You can kill me but they will come for you and you will suffer the same fate as that bitch sister of yours,” I said. I was angry that I hadn’t seen the subterfuge. The whole setup was too good to be true. Meeting her in my favorite cafe. Her sad story to draw me in. She was as deadly and deceitful as her sister and even more beautiful.

“They will all follow you to hell,” said Jenny. “Who do you think bought their company out? I own their fucking dumb asses and they will all die on Christmas Eve just the way my poor sister did at the North Pole.”

“Your sister was evil. Corrupted by that place,” I replied.

“My sister was a sweet, innocent woman. A woman in love, who gave up all she knew, her family and friends for that man Claus. He kept her from us, controlled her, and then when the elves appeared in California we discovered the whole story from one of your kind. She told us of the rebellion, and even until the end lied about my beloved Carrie. My darling kid sister who lost her heart to a cruel and controlling man.”

“I’m sorry that she succumbed to the evil of that place but her innocence had been torn from her long ago. I saw her cruelty first-hand many times. I saw that dark spark of sadism in her eyes.”

Jenny had been standing a few feet away from me. She leapt forward and slapped my face and screamed at me, “You will die, just another lonely little slut swallowed up by the big, bad city. You will be first and come Christmas Eve all of your kind will be wiped from the Earth. Elves will be just another dumb Christmas story that no one in this cynical shithole of a world believes in.” As she said this, she turned and walked over to a small satchel that sat on the coffee table. She opened it and took out a long stiletto blade that glinted in the moonlight. She turned to face me.

“Why did you have sex with me if you hate me and my kind so much?” I asked.

“Why not?” replied Jenny. “What better lure is there in life? Sex and love are the great lies that we all want to believe in. They are as much myths as this stupid season of goodwill. That connection of flesh, that intimacy of spit and blood that the simple-minded think binds them together when all it does is cast them into servitude. I studied you on that cam site for months. Saw all your desires, your needs, your loneliness. You were such easy prey.” Jenny laughed.

I closed my eyes. I saw the faces of my friends and family. The images of my elven lovers, cast in the shadow of memory flickered through my mind.

“I think I shall start by taking off that cock. I think I have earned that with my performance," said Jenny. She held the blade flat against her palm. “But then you would bleed out so damn quickly. No, I will save that until last. I will start with your fingers, I think.”

“You won’t win,” I said. “You think sex and love are lies but I know they’re not. I know that whatever cruelty there is inside you there is also compassion.”

More laughter. “Do you think such saccharine sentiments can really save you?”

I shook my head. “Did you ever see one of my self-bondage shows?” I asked.

“Enough of this chatter. It’s now time for you to stop talking and start screaming,” said Jenny.

“My fans called me a hottie Houdini,” I said and before that line could sink in I sprang from my chair free of my bonds and felled Jenny with a kick to her stomach. She dropped her knife. I quickly scrambled for it and then I was on top of her. She struggled to topple me off but she could not. I held the blade at her throat until she stopped moving.

“Kill me, you savage animal,” she snarled at me.

“You gave me the perfect room to do it in,” I replied.

“Then do it.”

I held the blade close to her neck for a moment and then threw it across the room.

“I have had my fill of killing,” I said.

“Then you will die,” said Jenny and once more tried to buck me off of her.

She was strong but I was stronger. I held her arms down and leaned in and kissed her.

“What the hell are you doing?” she said.

“You are not your sister, or what she became in that wicked place. I know that you are angry, that you are sad and want to avenge whatever wrongs you believe were done to her but believe me if you had known her, as that place made her, you would have seen her end, however brutal as mercy.”

“She was so kind, so gentle,” said Jenny as the tears formed in her eyes.

“And she is once more now that she has been delivered from that land of devils,” I replied.

I let go of her arms. “I won’t kill you and I know that if I leave here you could easily track me down. You could still slaughter all those that I hold dear and so I choose to stay with you. I will remain here of my own free will and place myself at your mercy.”

I kissed her with all the passion for living that possessed me, the joy for life and love that I may have just sacrificed forever.

I stood. I removed the plastic from the couch and sat down to await my fate.

Jenny stood. “Why would you do this? Why make yourself a victim?”

“Because I believe that sex and love are not lies. Because I believe that goodness exists even in a world as broken as this one. Because even after all I have seen, I still believe in the true spirit of Christmas.”

Jenny stood and stared at me for a long time. I saw the balance of my life being weighed up.

Finally, she sat next to me. She kissed me. It began as a tender kiss but soon enough became passionate, hungry, and needy. Her hand found my cock and started to stroke it into full hardness.

“Make me believe,” she whispered.

I lay on my back on the couch and she straddled me and sank down on my hard futa elf cock. She worked up and down the shaft as I drove my hips up to meet the downward movement of her ass.

Just like the kiss, the sex began with a sweet tenderness. It was slow and deliberate as she slid up and down my shaft and sucked and slurped over my small breasts.

We found our beat and moved together as once more the moon emerged from the cloud and the killing room became a palace of silver and sighs.

Harder and harder she rode me. She pinched my nipples hard and I moaned at her touch. All the time, I watched her eyes for some spark of darkness but all I saw was lust and desire as my cock slammed deeper and deeper into her tight pussy.

We fucked deep into the darkness. I knew that this was just a single night of salvation. There was much sorrow and rage inside her but as I came hard and filled her with my spunk and she cried out my name I knew that for the moment I had saved both myself and my kind.

I shot huge gobs of seed into Jenny and she rode me wild and hard until she came too and collapsed by my side on the couch.

I kissed her and pulled her close. She cried in my arms and I kissed as many of her tears away as I could,

Then as she slowly drifted to sleep she looked at me with those dark brown eyes of hers. “Will you still be here when I wake up?” she asked.

I kissed her. “I will be here as long as you want me to be,” I replied.

As Jenny slipped away into sleep, I looked out of the window and saw the first snow of the season begin to fall.
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