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It was just after midnight when I finally evaded my pursuers on the outskirts of the city. I cruised the sleepy suburbs looking for a place to deal with the bullet in my thigh and hold up and heal until the heat died down.

As a freelance hood with no loyalty except to the folding green, I had just ripped off a Grande family jewel courier, but one of her bodyguards had clipped me as I fled.

This heist was going to be my ticket out of this brutal life that I had lived since my youth, first out of necessity, and then out of a dark desire for money, sex and mayhem. But now I wanted out. I wanted a life away from darkness.

As I drove, plastic Santas and elves grinned out at me from every house. Reindeer and snowmen swayed on the lawns in the brutal December wind.

I ignored all the houses with decorations. That likely meant families, and I did not need that kind of complication. I was looking for a house in darkness. Someone who did not buy into this whole Yuletide hoopla.

It would be ideal if it were someone who lived alone with no family. Someone who would be easy to control.

At the end of one street,  I saw a house a little set apart from the others that was in darkness. Not a single Christmas light troubled the porch or the windows. Santas and elves were absent. I parked the car outside. If the Grande enforcers found it, they would never believe I would be so brazen as to park it outside the house I was holed up in. If they didn't find it, then I’d have a quick getaway.

The porch screen door was open, and the lock of the house door was easy to pick. I was feeling dizzy from the blood loss, so I needed to get this part over quickly before I passed out.

Thankfully, as soon as I started up the stairs, a light came on in one of the rooms on the second floor.

I drew my gun and waited.

A stunningly beautiful woman in a pink nightdress with a cartoon unicorn on it stood at the top of the stairs. She had jet black hair, a set of large, round tits that were clearly defined beneath her stupid outfit, and a shapely pair of well-toned legs. Even in my current woozy state, my lady cock started to twitch.

“Okay, now do us both a favor and don’t scream or faint. All you need to do is walk slowly down towards me,” I said in my best hoodlum drawl. In truth, I was probably more likely to pass out than she was at this point, but I bit my lip and gave her the best intimidating stare that I could muster.

The woman did not scream or faint. She smiled and sauntered halfway down the stairs and sat down.

“Oh boy, did you pick the wrong house, Red,” she said.

I was called Red by most people because of my hair, but how could she see that in the dim light cast from behind her?

I shrugged it off. I needed to take control before I bled out.

“I’m not here to rob you.” My head was swimming. “And if you do what I say, nothing bad is going to happen here.”

“I'm not so sure that bad things aren’t going to happen, Emma,” said the woman. There was no fear in her voice, only a slightly bemused flippancy.

How the hell did she know my name?

I pointed the gun at her. It shook a little in my hand.

“That’s a great source of potassium, but not very threatening," said the woman.

The gun in my hand had turned into a banana. “What the…?”

“A snake, however, is pretty dangerous," said the woman.

The banana became a slithering yellow snake. I dropped it, staggered backwards and passed out.

####

I awoke in a soft bed in a lavender-scented room that was filled with way too many stuffed unicorns. Bright winter sun shone through the window.

The young woman sat on a chair. She was dressed in jeans and a low-cut T-shirt that showed off her amazing tits. If my morning wood wasn’t already in full effect, it would have taken seconds to stiffen at the sight of her.

She smiled. It lit her whole face up.

Her eyes were large and autumn-leaf brown. Her nose was one of those cute little button ones, and her lips were full and luscious. I looked down at the tent I was making in the duvet. The woman didn’t seem to notice.

My head was fuzzy, and my leg hurt. There were so many questions that spun through my head, so I picked one at random. “Are you a witch?”

The woman laughed. “I wish! That would make my life so much easier.”

“But the gun…the banana…the snake?”

“No spells. Just a little mind fuckery. I’m Lily, and I’m a succubus.”

I stared at this vision of beauty. “A suc…?”

“Succubus, basically a super strong, super fast, mind-fucking, cum hungry demon.”

“This has got to be a dream,” I said.

I sat up, twisted around and placed my feet on the floor. A bolt of pain shot up my leg. I moaned and lay back on the bed.

“Be a few days before you can put any weight on it. I removed the bullet, cleaned the wound, and bandaged it,” said Lily, who I decided was probably insane and needed to be humored until I could get out of this madhouse.

“Thank you,” I said.

She smiled again. “You can hide out here from the Grande mob until the new year if you want. I don’t really do Christmas, but it would be nice to have some company.”

“How did you…?”

“Oh yeah, I can read minds too," said Lily as she stood up, “Now get some rest, and I’ll bring you a sandwich later.”

I opened my mouth, but the words had deserted me. She turned, and I watched with a mixture of utter confusion and cock-aching lust as she and her peach of an ass wiggled out of the room. I closed my eyes and hoped that when I really woke up, whatever reality I faced would be a little less weird.

It didn’t get any less strange when I awoke again. I had been dreaming of a hot pastrami sandwich and a slug of whiskey, followed by some very hot sex with Lily, and when I awoke, there was Lily, and there on a tray on the bedside table that looked very much like my dream sandwich and beverage.

I took a bite and downed the drink, and knew this wasn’t a dream.

“So you can read my dreams too?”

Lily nodded. She smiled, but this was a whole lot less wholesome than her previous one. “You’ve got a pretty vivid imagination,” she said.

I felt a flush rise on my cheek. I had not blushed in a long, long time.

“Keep out of my dreams, witch,” I said with a playful growl.

“But then how could I anticipate your sandwich needs?” said Lily. “And I told you before, I’m not a witch, I’m a succubus."

“A super strong demon…who loves cum.”

“Cum hungry, actually. I need it to live. The problem is that I’m not a fan of the wrapping it comes in.”

“So how?”

“Sperm banks, super strength, speed and mind-fuckery. It’s a pain.”

As we spoke, my cock hardened. Images from my dream spun through my head. I tried to concentrate on my sandwich.

Lily sat in silence as I finished it off.

“Were you serious about letting me stay here until the heat is off?” I asked.

Lily nodded.

“How much of my mind can you read?”

“All of it. I’ve seen the things you’ve done, and I’ve done way worse. I can see your loneliness and anger. I can feel the depths of your isolation, and none of it scares me or freaks me out. Like I said, it would be nice to have some company.”

“Thank you, I'd like to stay,” I said.

Lily stood and picked up my plate and the empty glass. Then she leaned over and kissed me. “Also, I kind of have a thing for bad girls,” she said, and turned, and once again I marveled at her perfect ass.

In the next few days, Lily looked after me. We talked, we laughed, we flirted, and we did a little light smooching. It was amazing how freeing it was when you knew someone could read your every thought. All the need for bullshit was gone. I could just be me.

The only thing we didn't talk about was whatever it was that we were heading toward. When we kissed, the passion and need were barely contained. Neither of us was quite ready. It wasn’t a feeling I was used to. Usually, I got horny, went to a bar, picked up a woman and fucked her until I wasn’t horny anymore. No emotions, no complications, and most of the time not even a name. I had no idea if the ache I felt was love, but it was something new. Something compelling. Something that scared me to death.

When I was able to walk downstairs, I joined her on the sofa.

We watched TV, cuddled, and avoided each other’s gaze.

Maybe it was better this way.

“No, it’s not. It’s safer,” said Lily. She had read my mind. It wasn’t an intrusion. I wanted her to be there, to know me completely. “I have never had sex with a futanari before. Never had a cock before. I don’t know what will happen. In the lore, a succubus can drain life force and sometimes kill the person they are with.”

I took her hand and turned her head to face me. I saw the fear in her eyes. “You can read my mind. I’m not scared. I want to be with you, inside you. I want you, no matter what the risks.”

Lily returned my gaze. The fear had gone. “My powers have allowed me to see all your desires; now it’s time to show you mine.” She stood up and knelt on the floor. “Take off your clothes,” she said.

Her brown eyes were wide and wicked, and I did not hesitate. This was what I wanted. This was what she wanted. This was where we had always been heading.

Since I had no clothes that weren't blood-stained, all I wore belonged to Lily. So I pulled off my unicorn T-shirt to reveal my tits, which, while not as big as Lily’s, were just as firm. My nipples were hard and needed sucking.

I yanked down my sweat pants, and Lily pulled them off to reveal my bulging polka dot panties. My cock was already hard and strained at the flimsy fabric.

“Okay, I’m done,” I said.

“What about the underwear?” asked Lily as a sly smile crept across her face.

“That’s what your teeth are for,” I said, and stood up.

She leaned in and kissed each thigh and then licked a slow path up each of them. She kissed the hardness hidden beneath the soft cotton panties. I moaned with pleasure.

She opened her mouth and, in a swift and obviously well-practiced move, Lily pulled my panties down to my ankles. My cock stood erect and proud as I stepped out of them. I sat back down and spread my legs wide.

“Damn, that thing is going to choke me,” said Lily, her smile wide.

“Well, you don’t have to take all of it,” I said.

Lily wrapped her hand around my lady meat. “This is mine. All of it.” She kissed the tip of my cock and ran her tongue around the head.

I moaned loudly as she opened her mouth and eased the first couple of inches inside. Her brown eyes fixed on mine as she slowly slid down the shaft. They widened and watered, but she worked down my thick shaft. She gagged, she drooled, but she did not stop until her lips touched the base of my hardness.

I stroked her hair. If this had been one of my usual hook-ups, I would have taken charge now and worked her mouth up and down my cock. But this time, I waited. I let her set the pace.

“I want to do this my own way. Maybe next time you can show me yours.”  Lily's voice spoke in my head. I was surprised how much it turned on to know she could read my every thought. I stroked her hair again and then leaned back, hands by my side, and relaxed.

She slid up my cock until it popped out of her mouth and bobbed back and forth. She kissed it again, and this time let her tongue slide down the whole length of it until my lady meat was slick with her spit.

“I love it,” she said with a smile.

“It loves you right back,” I said.

Lily wrapped her hand around the base of my throbbing cock and slowly jerked it up and down, adding a little playful twist once in a while, which always made me gasp and grin.

She took me to the edge of coming, and then, with a quick pinch of the base of my cock, I was brought back to a state of aching need. Then she started to suck my cock again, took six inches into her mouth, and started jerking me off once more.

Then something weird happened. The connection of flesh became a connection of minds, and there we both were in some weird shared headspace.

I saw a series of snapshots from her life, and I knew that she was seeing the same kind of show in her mind of my life.

Neither of the shows was pretty. Desertion, death, and decades of loneliness were among the darker aspects. The first two we shared, the last was hers alone. My own loneliness seemed trivial in comparison. There were good times, too, and there was desire and need, and there was hunger.

But as she worked up and down my lady meat, all that grim history dissolved, and was replaced by the here and now of the moment we were in, and that was one of wild pleasure shared in mind, body and soul.

“Fuck, if you carry on like this, I’m going to fill your pretty mouth with cum,” I said, barely able to talk.

“Then come. I want every last drop of your seed.” Lily’s voice in my head felt so right. Like a missing puzzle piece.

With a loud moan, I let go, and the spunk erupted from my cock. It shot deep and long down her throat. She swallowed and swallowed and gagged, and then swallowed some more until I was spent.

It was only when I was drained dry that I realised there was something new that crawled around in our shared thoughts. It was dark and distant, but it was getting closer.

“What's happening?” I asked.

Lily looked up at me. Cum dripped from her mouth. Her brown eyes were black.

The dark thing spoke in my head. “More.”

Lily grabbed my wrists. It hurt.

“Hey, baby, I like it rough too, but maybe a cuddle and a little time for me to recover,” I said, trying to keep things light.

“More”

It was clear that Lily was not currently taking my calls. I was not scared. I was calm. I had stared down enough gun-toting hoods and switch-bladed thugs that my current situation did not worry me.

That was when Lily started to glow.

Her skin, usually so pale and porcelain white, was now a shimmering dandelion yellow.

“More”

The dark thing had teeth, and it started to consume me.

I could feel my heart stuttering like a faltering drumbeat. I knew that my life was being drained from me, and the beast that used to be my lover was not going to stop until the beat stopped.

I struggled for a brief second, but I was held tight.

I had faced death before, and I knew that when you couldn't fight your way out, there was only one way left. The talk down. I always preferred to fight, but that was not an option.

“Lily, listen to me.”

Nothing.

The drum beat a little slower, a little more out of time.

‘If you don't stop, you're going to kill me, and some part of you doesn't want that. The fluffy unicorn part. The part that bandaged a wounded stranger who broke into your house. The one who doesn’t kill a cum machine like me after just one spurt and go back to the sad, lonely life of eating week-old spunk from a plastic cup.”

Lilly’s grip loosened. The yellow glow dimmed and died. The darkness began to recede.

Lily laughed.  She let go of my wrists and looked up at me with her beautiful brown eyes.

Then came the realisation, and those brown eyes filled with tears.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck. I’m a monster," said Lily. She rocked back on her heels and curled into a ball on the floor.

“You’re not a monster,” I said as I kneeled next to her. “I know monsters, and you are not one.”

“I could have killed you!”

“But you didn’t. I asked you to stop, and you stopped.”

Lily looked up at me. I stroked her face. “It's okay.”

I took her into my arms, and she clung on tight to me.

“I’m so sorry, Emmy,” she said. “I think you should go. I'm too dangerous to be around.”

“You need to look inside my head,” I replied. “Look and see that I was never scared of you. I never feared for my life because whatever else there is inside you, there is also the kind, beautiful, weird and wise woman that I’m in love with.”

I felt Lily explore my mind, and as she did, her body relaxed against mine. “Week-old cum from a plastic cup. That's a bit harsh.”

I pulled her closer. “It worked.”

I leaned in to kiss her, but she pulled away.

“Can you sleep in the spare room tonight?” she asked, her voice distant, guarded.

“Okay,” I said. It suddenly felt wrong being so close, and we awkwardly untangled. I dressed, and we sat at either ends of the sofa, and watched TV while we both ignored the multiple elephants in the room.

Each day after that, we grew a little more distant. We did not talk about it. The desire was still there in her eyes, and I knew she saw it in mine, but hers were darkened by fear and doubt.

I tried to find some way to slaughter at least one of those damn elephants that stampeded around us, but she would not engage in anything but the most shallow of conversations.

All I wanted to do was take her in my arms and make love to her. I didn't care about the darkness; I had defeated it once, and I could do it again. But each night at 11, she would yawn, kiss my cheek and say goodnight, and in all that time, I never once felt her searching my mind. All I wanted was just a moment of connection, but Lily had completely shut down.

I spent two nights sleeping in the spare room. On the third, which happened to be Christmas Eve, I decided that it was time to leave. I had a bunch of diamonds stashed in my car, which was now parked away from prying eyes and cruising mobsters in Lily’s garage. I could go anywhere I wanted. The problem was that the only place I wanted to be was in the bedroom down the hall.

It would not be the first exit in the middle of the night I had made, but it was the first that broke my heart.

That evening, we sat and watched TV as usual. When 11 pm came, she did not yawn.

“When are you going?” asked Lily.

“How did you know? I haven’t felt you in my head since that night.”

“I didn’t need to read your mind. I’ve been deserted before."

“We stopped talking. The connection we had disappeared."

"I almost killed you.”

“But I talked you down.”

“And you weren’t afraid.”

“No.”

“But I was. I still am.”

“I don’t want to leave, but I don’t want to be your houseguest either.”

“I don't want you to go. I want you here, I want you in my bed, inside me.”

Lily leaned in, but pulled back. “I can’t.”

“It’s okay. I get it now. It’s not about me being able to control your dark side. You need to be able to control it.”

“But how?”

I smiled. “Do you trust me?”

Lily nodded.

I leaned in and kissed her cheek. “I need to go out for a while. I might be gone for a few hours.”

“Okay,” said Lily. “Should I wait up?”

I shook my head. “You better be asleep before midnight, or Santa won’t come.”

For the first time in three days, she smiled.

I drove back into the city. I didn't see anyone staking out my apartment, so I slipped in, picked up what I needed and drove back to the suburbs.

As I pulled into the garage, I hoped my plan would work. If it didn’t, I knew that I was not going to leave. I belonged with Lily, and I believed she thought the same way about me.

I made my preparations for the next day, and then I slept in the spare room for what I hoped was the last time.

Snow fell overnight, and the world outside was reborn. If I believed in signs and omens, it would have been a great one.

I picked up the box that I had wrapped last night, left the spare bedroom, and knocked on Lily’s door.

“Come in,” she said, a little sleepily. It made her voice sound low and husky, and that made me very horny. I felt the throb in my cock, but ignored it. This was not about me. It was about the woman who looked nervously up at me from her bed as I entered with the box wrapped in cartoon reindeer.

“Merry Christmas," I said.

“I don’t do Christmas. Isn't that why you broke into my house in the first place?” said Lily with a mock frown.

“Well, that’s too bad,” I said, and sat on the edge of her bed and handed her the box.

She shook it. It rattled and clunked.  “Jewellety?” she asked with a sly smile that I hadn’t seen in what felt like a decade.

“Kind of,” I said.

Lily tore off the wrapping paper and opened the box. She frowned, smiled, and then frowned again. “These won’t hold me if I lose it,” she said, and emptied the four sets of handcuffs onto the bed.

She sat up in bed and opened the drawer in the bedside cabinet. “But this will,” she said and took out my gun and handed it to me.

The gun felt alien in my hand. A relic from another life. But I knew she was right.

“Okay,” I said and placed it on the top of the bedside cabinet.

She leaned in and kissed me. Our lips parted, and tongues connected. She broke off long enough to pull off her nightdress. As we sank into a long and lustful kiss, my hands caressed and groped her large breasts.

Lily moaned in my mouth.

She bit my bottom lip and slid her hand between my legs to stroke my hardening cock.

Her breasts were huge and fleshy in my hands. Her nipples were as hard as my cock, and I needed them in my mouth, so I ended the kiss. Lily pouted a little, but then she pulled my cock from my sweat pants and gave it a playful twist. She spat in the palm of her right hand and started to work it from base to tip as I kissed her neck and moved down to her magnificent tits.

Her nipples were pink and proud. I kissed them both in turn. Then I licked them and let the hardness play on my tongue. I cupped her tits in both hands as she played with my cock. I squeezed them together, and she let out a gasp. I sucked and slobbered on them. I opened my mouth wide to take as much of them as I could, but they were too big to completely devour as I longed to do. Instead, I paid attention to her nipples. I ran my tongue around each until they dripped with my spit. I sucked them in turn. They were hard as gumdrops, and I could not resist giving each a little nibble.

“Oh fuck yes,” purred Lily. “Harder.”

I did not need to be told twice. I bit down harder on each nipple, much to my lover’s delight. She was jerking my throbbing cock with glee. I leaned back and pinched both of her nipples. Lily squealed with delight. “Okay, I need to be fucked. Handcuff me to the bed.”

“I thought you said they wouldn’t hold you”

Lily smiled. “They won’t, but they will get me wet as fuck.”

I stripped as Lily spread-eagled herself on the bed. Her cunt already looked pretty slick as she spread her legs, but I cuffed her anyway.

“Whatever happens, it’s going to be alright,” said Lily as I moved between her legs. I had to force myself not to look over at the gun on the bedside cabinet.

“It’s going to be okay.” Lily’s voice was in my head again. I didn't need to respond. She knew what I was thinking.

I leaned down and kissed her thighs. I licked my way up them and arrived at her cunt with a long lap of her wetness. Lily moaned and bucked her body upwards. The cuffs held her in place. For now.

“Taste me.”

I lapped and tongued the soft folds of her pussy. I teased and licked the hood of her clit as she writhed on the bed.

My tongue flicked eagerly at her skin and teased her open. Her wetness dripped onto my tongue and lips as I pushed my face deeper between her thighs.

I was intoxicated by the sweetness of her cunt. I was lost in the warm throb of her sex. My cock ached to be inside her. I knew I would not be able to deny that ache for much longer. I let my tongue slip in and out of her as she moaned my name.

“Fuck me, Emmy. I need you. I need you inside me.” She spoke these words aloud, but they also echoed in my head, and I could feel the dark and powerful hunger behind her words.

I felt no fear. I wanted her, all of her, including the darkness.

After one last lick of her cunt, I leaned back and grabbed my thick futa girl cock in my hand.

“Give it to me. It’s mine,” hissed Lily.

I teased the tip up and down the slit of her pussy. She growled and pushed her hips up. I pulled back and smiled a very wicked smile.

“Fuck me,” she demanded.

I rubbed the head of my cock up and down the wetness of her cunt.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded.

I eased a few inches inside her tight cunt. She moaned and pushed her hips up.

“More”

The word chilled me, but didn't stop me. I began a slow, rhythmic thrust in my lover’s cunt. With each penetration, I went a little deeper and pushed a little harder.

Lily’s eyes were on me. They swam with lust and desire. They were brown with no hint of black.

I cupped her tits as they rose and fell as I fucked her. They were so soft and huge. I fondled them hard enough to draw a gasp of pleasure from Lily.

“Do it.” She was in my head, reading my thoughts and desires.

I let go of her tits. They bounced as she slammed her hips up to meet my thrusts. I slapped each breast savagely in turn. Lily cried out. Pleasure and pain in perfect balance. I did it again as I penetrated deeper into her slick cunt. Lily hissed and purred. I slapped her breasts until they glowed red with my handprints. She moaned, lost in a world of utter bliss.

I slammed my cock deeper into her. Her pussy was tight, but I ploughed on and on. She could not lift her hips high, and she strained against the cuffs, but even though we both knew she could break them, as soon as she met their resistance, she stopped and fell back onto the bed and breathed a series of deep breaths that I knew were to keep the beast at bay.

We shared that same mental connection again. I knew that somewhere on the horizon of that place the beast lurked, but I did not feel it was near. What was near and unstoppable was the huge orgasm that was building between us. If the beast was going to come, that would be the moment.

“I don't think I can hold on any longer,” I said as I relentlessly pumped her cunt with my hard cock.

“Come with me.”

Her voice growled in my head. It was all I needed. I looked into her eyes. They were not black, but they were a little darker brown. I did not care.

The cum shot from my cock deep inside her pussy. Arcs of creamy seed pumped from my meat as she hit her own release, and I felt her flood against me.

We both came, hard, long and loud.

The beast remained on the horizon, but never got any closer, and when I collapsed onto her, her eyes were as brown and beautiful as they had been that first time she had surveyed me with that bemused smile when I had broken in booking for a place to hide out.

“You can uncuff me now,” said Lily in her sweet, tender voice.

I kissed her and then took off the cuffs and put them in the top drawer of the bedside cabinet along with the gun.

“You did it,” I said as I pulled her into my arms.

She smiled her goofy, stuffed unicorn grin. “I did, didn’t I?” Lily kissed me. We cuddled together as a new fall of snow fell outside.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked.

Lily shook her head. “I did it, and I will do it again once you get hard in about ten minutes.”

“Hey! Get out of my head, bitch,” I said with a smile.

“Never,” said my lover as she reached down and stroked my cock, which was already showing some signs of life at her touch. “So we have ten minutes. Do you want to talk about the mobsters that are after you or the stash of jewels in your car?”

“I don’t want to, but I guess I need to. They won’t stop looking for me.”

“For us,” said Lily. “We’re an us now.”

“I like that,” I said. “We could run, but they will follow us.”

“We’re not running, and we’re not hiding. This is not your hideout; this is our home. When they come, we'll deal with them, and when we’ve dealt with them, they won’t come again.”

There was a certainty in her voice that stopped all my questions dead.

“Okay,” I said. “Now get on all fours.”

She laughed. “That was a quick ten minutes.”

“I guess it’s a Christmas miracle,” I said.

Lily giggled, got on all fours and wiggled her perfect ass at me.

I was on my knees behind her. My cock was hard and ready for action.

But before that, I couldn't resist a few hard slaps of her round ass.

“I’m going to make you pay for that later,” said Lily as she turned her head to look at me.

“I can't wait, darling,” I replied. I kissed both her sweet asscheeks and took hold of my cock and slid it into her cunt. All nine inches eased inside her as she thrust her ass back, and we started to fuck.

We found the perfect beat, made our usual mind connection, and no words were required after that.

My hands started on her hips as I pounded her dripping wet pussy with all the strength I had. Lily slapped her ass against each thrust of my hips. That wonderful sound of flesh on flesh filled the room as snow flurries beat against the window.

Soon, my hands were on her ass, fingernails digging into the soft flesh as I rode her. I pounded her cunt, she moaned and screamed, and in our shared headspace, we both knew the beast was on the horizon, and we both knew that would be where it would remain.

We were one, we were free.

I slammed deeper and harder, and despite the winter chill, our bodies were bathed in sweat.

“Pull my hair.”

I grabbed a handful and yanked her head back hard. She yelped with delight as we became a fury of desire. I pulled her head back over and over as my cock buried inside her.

Then I let go of her hair and leaned in and wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into a kneeling position. I grabbed her tits hard as I rammed her cunt. I knew that I was close to coming.

“I want to swallow it.”

“Are you sure?” I said aloud.

“I need to swallow it again, or I will never be sure I can do this.”

I let go of her, and she slid off my cock. I stood on the bed, and she twisted around and was on her knees before me.

She took me in her mouth just as the first wad of cum shot from my cock. She swallowed it greedily. Her brown eyes were fixed on mine as I unloaded all I had into her mouth until it drooled out between her lips. She pulled back, and I shot one last arc of spunk on her smiling face.

I sank to my knees. Her eyes did not have a hint of black in them.

We shared a cummy kiss before we collapsed onto the bed, our minds, limbs and hearts tangled together.

“You did it,” I said.

“We did it,” said Lily, “There is only us now.”

I pulled her close. “Merry Christmas.”

“I don’t do Christmas,” she said with her pretty mock pout.

“But we do,” I said.

“Everything is closed,” she said.

“That's okay. You see, it wasn't just handcuffs I brought with me. Now let’s get cleaned up and dressed, and you keep your nose out of my head, okay.”

She nodded. We showered, with a little light fooling around added in, dressed, and then I led her into the living room.

“Wow, where did all this come from?”

“My place in the city. I may be an ex-mobster, but I’m also a sucker for Christmas.”

The tree lights blinked on and off. The balloons, tinsel, and other decorations hung from the walls and the ceiling.

“It’s…it’s…I don't know what it is,” said Lily.

I pulled her underneath the mistletoe that hung above the fire and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around me and slid her hands onto my ass and squeezed it. “ I know what this is.”

“So do I,” I said as my hand slid between her legs and found the wetness there.

We kissed again and then said in unison.

“It’s home.”
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