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I came home after spending a week with family and friends in my hometown to discover that my boiler had broken down while I was away. The kitchen was flooded and the winter chill had killed all my plants.

I sat on the sofa in my freezing cold apartment surrounded by wilted brown foliage and threatened by nasty, gray boiler water and just wailed. I should have known that the shit would always snap back once the good times had ended. It was that old bullshit balance that had dogged me throughout my whole life.

It seemed as if any time something good happened to me my life decided to balance it up with just as much, if not more, bad. I called it the bullshit balance.

I had a great week with family and friends and I even hooked up with an old high school crush of mine at a reunion party. All those good times. I should have braced for impact the moment I walked into my apartment. I should have known things would go wrong the moment I saw Kelly again.

Kelly Franks had been a super popular, blonde-haired, big-breasted cheerleader at high school. I was so far from her orbit that I had no idea she even knew I existed until we met at the reunion party. It had been ten years but I still felt an immediate tingle between my legs when I saw her. She was a little drunk, but still hot as hell and even though her opening line was, “Well, well, well, Billie Galloway. Way to shed the high school nerd image. Damn, bitch, you look hot!”

It was a pretty back-handed compliment but the bowl haircut geek in dungarees that was me in high school who still lurked deep inside was pretty damn stoked.

It was true that in the last ten years I had gone from a flat-chested, fashion victim who lived her high school life forever in the shadows, to a sexy, confident woman who had firm, round tits, a cute ass and long, toned legs who knew what she wanted in life and pursued it with passion.

We chatted for half an hour and the current me was tempted to dispatch this condescending high school honey with a smart and cutting put down and move on. But that high school geek was begging me to get some ‘alone time’ with this blonde-haired big-breasted fantasy fuck from my past and so I decided to let ‘past me’ have her way and so Kelly.

We ended up in a bedroom, on a bed covered with coats, our lips locked and hands tugging at each other’s clothes and groping at each new piece of exposed flesh.

“I’m not a lesbian. I'm not even a bi,” said Kelly between kisses.

“Okay,” I said as I pulled her panties to one side and slid two fingers into her cunt.

God bless the self-deluded bi-curious babes of the world. I had lost count of the number of women I had screwed who were very much straight and had no interest in sex with women.

Kelly moaned as I added a third finger inside her and played with her heaving tits as she grabbed my round ass hard and pulled me against her.

Thankfully with that third finger she stopped talking and I could just enjoy her hot body. Her pussy was pretty tight and my fingers worked back and forth as she moaned and thrust her hips to meet each hard thrust that penetrated her dripping wet cunt.

Since I had ditched my geekiness in college I had fucked a lot of smart, sexy women but I had to admit that screwing this slightly faded high school hottie felt special, as it felt like final confirmation that I had finally escaped that old world of being the lonely girl who lived at the bottom of the heap. I was no longer the nerdy lesbian who longed after all the women who didn’t even know she existed.

I slipped my fingers out of Kelly’s cunt and she sucked them clean. “Eat me,” she purred.

I was tempted to make a remark about how she was not a lesbian or even bisexual but instead, I moved between her long, athletic legs and started to lick up her thighs which were already wet with her need and the truth about just who she was.

I tongued up each thigh in turn as she lay on her back and opened her legs wide to reveal her cunt with its little landing strip of hair above her clit.

I kissed the pubic hair and then let the tip of my tongue play around the hood of her clit. She arched her back and let out a loud moan. Below us, the party went on, music, chat and forced merriment.

In this bedroom, there was nothing fake. This was pure, animal lust.

I sucked on her clit and lapped long slow circles around the tight slit of her pussy.

I flicked her cunt open and dipped my tongue inside as Kelly ran her hands through my hair and grabbed hold of it hard and drove my head deeper between her legs. I did not resist. It was fun to let her think that she was in charge,

I explored her cunt with my mouth and slipped my hands under her round ass and dug my fingernails into the soft flesh. Another loud groan from Kelly as I pressed my lips against hers and let my tongue delve deeper into her and find that perfect spot that soon enough had her bucking like a wild beast and flooding her desires into my mouth as the orgasm tore through her.

We finished off with a long, slow kiss, I shared her juices with her and then we dressed in silence and she left the room without a word of thank you or goodbye. It didn’t matter. The geek that still dwelled inside me had fucked her high school crush and I knew it was going to be a great holiday back in my old hometown. ,

Now, sitting in my cold and flooded apartment, all that joy, happiness and closure seemed a lifetime ago.

I mopped up the water, sat on the sofa and reluctantly picked up the phone to call building maintenance to report the boiler issue.

Mr McCurdy, the building maintenance man, was quite simply the grouchiest, grumpiest and gruffest man that had ever been born.

I knew exactly what would happen when I called him.

The phone would ring for a minimum of five minutes before it was picked up.

I would say ‘Hello, Mr McCurdy’ and he would respond with a grunt if I was lucky.

I would tell him what the issue was and he would respond with absolute silence and then hang up.

He might turn up five minutes later, or five hours, or five days. Sometimes, I waited so long that I paid for the work to be done myself and went through the torturous task of trying to get the money back from the building owners.

Man, it had been such a great holiday break, I really should have seen this nightmare coming.

I dialed the phone.

It was picked up after one ring.

I was greeted by Robert Plant and the Zep boys performing Whole Lotta Love at ear-splitting volume.

“Umm, hello,” I said above the raunchy rock ‘n’ roll din.

I heard a voice reply. A young, female voice that was definitely not Mr McCurdy.

The music stopped.

“Hey there,” said the female voice.

I tried to process what she had said before the music was turned off. “Hey, did you just say you were the maintenance pixie?”

Silence for a second, then a long, loud burst of laughter. I could not help but be drawn in and laughed along.

“Oh, well I guess I am, kind of. I actually said, ‘Maintenance, this is Pixie.’ That's my name in case that wasn’t obvious, but don’t blame me, blame my new age, hippy-dippy parents.”

“Umm, so Mr McCurdy?”

“He's on holiday. I’m a temp replacement, how can I help?”

I told her the issue and four minutes later there was a knock on my door.

I opened it to find a beautiful blonde standing there. She wore one of those workman’s belts with all kinds of tools around her waist. She had eyes as blue as a spring morning sky. Her hair was a very sexy, dirty blonde mess of curls, and her large tits strained under her slightly off-white T-shirt.

“Maintenance pixie, at your service,” she said with a sexy-as-fuck smile.

I felt a familiar throb between my legs and could not help but stare at her with barely concealed lust. “Hey, I’m Billie,” I said and I just stared at her and smiled like an idiot.

“So, if you’ll let me in, I can take a look at the boiler,” she said.

I snapped out of the very dirty daydream I was about to slip into and let her in.

Damn!

Her ass in those tight jeans was just about perfect. Not too small, not too big and with plenty of sway as she walked. It was firm, toned and I had to get my hands on it before the day was done.

She looked at the broken boiler while I made her a coffee, all the time checking her out from head to toe. She had long, muscular legs, a flat, toned stomach and a wonderful pair of big tits that wobbled every time she laughed, which she did a lot.

She talked incessantly, and chattered as she worked, taking the boiler apart and then putting it back together with skilled assurance.

“Well, we have good news and a bad news situation here. Good news is that I can fix it, but the bad news is that I will need to order parts from the manufacturer and that will probably take a few days.”

I sighed, I really wanted to cry again and for Pixie to take me in her arms and console me. But I resisted the urge. Even though I had shed my outer geek, I was still pretty shy, and despite the wetness between my legs, I did nothing. She was so damn hot, so sexy and confident that I felt like my old high school self, intimidated and unsure by the pretty and popular girls.

“That sucks,” was all I could think to say. All the game I had acquired in the ten years since high school had completely deserted me.

“It sucks serious ass and a few days without heat in this weather's going to turn your sweet ass into a popsicle so how about I haul one of the old heaters they have in the basement up here and you can at least get a little warmth in your bones.”

“That'd be great. I mean if it’s not too much trouble,” I said.

“Nah, it’s all part of the maintenance pixie code, never leave a pretty lady in distress.”

Her patter was corny as hell, but when she laughed, once again I couldn’t help but be swept up in it.

She promised to be back later that day with the heater.

As soon as she was gone, I ran to my closet to change. I had greeted her in my ratty old sweats. Shapeless and gray and hardly the best way to show off my own assets.

I needed something casual but not too slouchy. Something that showed off my tits and ass without actually going into full seduction mode.

So no black dress, no thigh-length boots or any of the usual outfits that I might wear when I was trawling for nightclub pussy.

Damn it! I realized that my outfits were either sloppy stay-at-home or slutty with no in-between.

In the end, I decided on the old stone-washed pair of jeans that showed off my round rear end to perfection and my Ramones T-shirt without a bra. The shirt was a little too small and so my round tits were emphasized.

If she was a Zep fan then surely she would be a Ramones fan too so there was that too. I hoped so because I had the hots for this woman and I ached to kiss her, pull her close and feel her breath on my neck as we undressed and explored each other.

This image in my head was enough to require me to unbutton my jeans and slide my hand between my legs and tease my clit. I let out a long, low moan as my finger and thumb worked the slow rhythm between my legs.

I played with myself in my usual teasing fashion. I worked the beat between my legs up and then tore it back down when the pleasure began to build and I could have easily come. My cunt was already wet with desire. Maybe I could knock a quick orgasm out before Pixie returned. It might focus me.

I pulled down my jeans to my ankles and teased two fingers inside my cunt.

There was a loud knock at the door!

I stood up and almost fell over as I pulled my jeans up. “Just coming,” I said.

I opened the door and found a somewhat sweaty Pixie standing next to a large space heater. “Can you help me with this thing?” she asked. She breathed hard. Her beautiful big tits rose and fell and sweat ran down her neck. My wet cunt ached.

I helped her in with the heater and she set it up. “It's a bit awkward to start the first time and a bit temperamental at times but it will keep you warm at night.” She had stopped breathing hard but the sweat still gleamed off her face and arms.

“Sounds like a few old girlfriends I’ve had,” I said with a smile.

She smiled back at me and for the first time, I felt her eyes on me as she took me in from head to toe.

“You missed a button,” she said, indicating my jeans.

I felt a flush rise in my face. “Oh, sorry,” I said.

Her eyes were on mine now. I saw the start of desire, a small spark of interest maybe. I needed to keep her here if I wanted my interrupted fantasies to come true.

“The water is still cold but if you want to wash up you can use my bathroom,” I said.

“Nah, that’s okay. I am done with work for the day so I'm headed home,” said Pixie but she did not make any move to leave.

My brain raced for something smart and provocative to say. “So what do Maintenance pixies do when they aren’t maintaining?” I asked. I almost groaned at the lameness of my question as soon as it was out of my mouth.

Pixie shrugged, “Just regular stuff. Listening to music, getting drunk in my crummy apartment, getting sad, getting horny. Sometimes all at the same time.”

I was not used to such frankness and it stopped me in my tracks for a moment. Then I decided to match her frankness.

“All those things are better enjoyed with someone,” I said.

“Yeah, especially that last one but I'm kind of new in town, still finding my feet.”

I took a few steps towards her, leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Well, you found me. Maybe I can cook you dinner as a thank you for keeping my ass from becoming a popsicle.”

“It’s my job. I don't want to impose,” she said and she turned to leave.

I was going to lose her!

“It's not an imposition, Anyway I don't want to be drunk, sad, horny and alone tonight,” I said.

She turned and looked at me. “I really do need to go home and shower and feed my cat,” she said.

“Okay, but then you can come back and I will cook you dinner and make you come.”

Her eyes widened. She took a step forward and then two steps back. For the first time since she had exploded into my life, she seemed unsure of herself. “I’m not exactly like other women. I don’t want to freak you out,” she said.

“I don’t want other women. I want you,” I said.

Pixie undid her tool belt and it dropped to the floor. There was a large bulge between her legs. “Do you know what a futanari is?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Does it freak you out?” she asked.

I shook my head.

She moved toward me and her arms pulled me into a long, passionate kiss. My hand slid between her legs and I stroked the outline of her thick, futa girl cock.

She moaned in my mouth as we kissed.

I broke off this kiss. “Go feed your cat and scrub up pretty for me,” I said with a smile.

“I can do that. I will be back in about an hour,” she said and we exchanged one last kiss and then she was gone.

Damn!

I knew about futanari or ‘chicks with dicks’ as they were sometimes somewhat harshly called but had never encountered one in real life. I had no interest in cocks that were attached to men but the idea of a thick, meaty one between the legs of a super hot woman got me even wetter as I started to make my famous ‘cheesy as fuck’ pasta bake.

I had plenty of penis-shaped sex toys in my bedroom closet but the idea of a real flesh and blood cock in my hands, in my mouth and rammed deep into my cunt almost made me dizzy with anticipation as I simmered the pasta, opened the tins of tomatoes, found the oregano and started to grate the cheese.

Maybe this would break the bullshit balance curse that always seemed so inevitable. I loved my apartment, my job and the buzz of the big city but it could also be a cold and lonely place at times especially in that gray period before spring brought the world back to life again.

Sure, I could always get laid. I had a few booty-call lovers, but they were just hookups. They were just skin-on-skin distractions from that ache of solitude that I had never quite been able to shake off since it came upon me as that geeky youth with the dungarees and the bad bowl-cut hairstyle.

Pixie might just be another one-night stand in the city that never sleeps or maybe she would be more. Maybe she would be the one I opened the whole of my heart to.

I took a cold shower, which somehow made me even hornier. I put on some sexier underwear and dressed once more in my jeans and Ramones shirt. I didn't want to look like I was trying too hard. I liked Pixie. I ached for her touch, but I knew how easily my skin could bruise too.

As usual, I was overthinking things because that was what I always did and so I took a deep breath and decided to expect the worst as I always did too.

Pixie turned up just over an hour later in a figure-hugging blue dress, a small black coat and holding a brand new house plant in each hand, “Thought you might want to restock your jungle, she said with a sweet smile.

The combination of her sweetness and sexy-as-hell body almost made me go weak in the knees as I invited her to sit on the sofa while I found the best places for my new plants.

I poured her some wine and while the pasta bake bubbled away in the oven we sat on opposite sides of the sofa and drank in silence.

We both knew where this was going but that made it even more awkward as I started to make polite conversation and she cracked corny jokes and then the silence fell again like a shroud.

The oven ping was a great relief and we sat at the table in the kitchen and I served up my pasta bake.

Pixie stared a the gloopy mess on her plate and frowned. “Umm, I guess I should have told you I’m lactose intolerant,” she said.

“Oh fuck,” I said as she smiled sweetly and I felt as if the whole evening was doomed.

“Sorry,” she said. “I know a great Chinese takeout place a few blocks away if that helps.”

I pouted. “I should've asked,” I replied and picked up both plates, dumped the pasta in the trash and left the dishes on the counter. “Maybe this was a mistake,” I said without turning around to look at her.

“I like you, Billie and I don't think my aversion to cheese should ruin what I think could be a fun night,” said Pixie. “But if you want me to go I will.”

I turned as Pixie stood up. She did not smile.

“I just wanted it to be…perfect,” I said.

“It won’t be, but it might have been fun,” said Pixie as she picked up her coat and slipped into it as she walked to the door.

I watched as she opened the door. I was just going to let her go. I wanted to say something but nothing came. Maybe it was better this way. Sometimes it was better to avoid bruises than risk them.

Pixie stood with her back to me in the one doorway. “You know what, if you don’t tell me not to go you will completely ruin this whole broken boiler, maintenance pixie misunderstanding meet-cute story.”

“I don’t want to get hurt,” I said.

Pixie turned to face me. “Whatever this is, a quickie one-night thing or maybe something else, I can't guarantee that. All I can say is that unless you try to feed my dairy products again I will do my best to make whatever time we have together fun.”

“I hate crispy duck,” I said.

“Okay.”

“And Abba,” I added.

“And I hate Captain & Tennille and chow mein as well as cheese, but I always was a fussy bitch,” said Pixie.

“Close the door,” I said.

We ordered Chinese food which we ate on our knees on the sofa. We chatted, we laughed and we flirted through the meal and when all the plates were in the sink and the takeout boxes nestled on top of the congealing cheesy pasta we kissed.

It started slow. Lips met, hesitant at first but as the kiss became more intense, mouths opened and tongues sought out tongues. My hands groped for her big tits as she did for mine. The moans rose in the room as our bodies pushed together and the passion swelled between us.

Pixie soon had my Ramones shirt off and tossed it on the floor to reveal my tits and rock-hard nipples. My breasts ached as she cupped them in her hands and squeezed them until I moaned in her mouth as we kissed. Her touch was light but assured, she pushed my tits together and ran her fingers around my hard nipples. She knew what she was doing and I knew that whatever happened tonight it was going to be one I remembered for some time to come.

I was busy too as our kiss became even more liquid and lustful.

One hand moved onto her thighs and she let me push them apart and slide my hand upward, Her dress rode up. No panties. Just the twin delights of a wet cunt and a swelling lady cock.

I ran a finger up and down her pussy folds and slipped a finger inside which met with my new lover’s groaning approval but then I could not resist taking the growing meat of her cock into my palm.

It grew and hardened at my touch and I was delighted at the pulse of the thing after so many years of only having battery-powered cocks in my life. This was something new. This was something that I hungered for. I wrapped my hand around the shaft and gave it a few tentative pumps up and down. Pixie’s whole body shook as I played with her cock and I knew that I needed to see it.

I broke off our kiss and stood up. Pixie stood too and I took off her dress. No bra. She stood naked before me, cock bobbing up and down between us.

“Like it?” asked Pixie.

“It’s certainly lively, but I think I need to inspect it a little closer,” I replied and with that, I sank to my knees and the mushroom head of her lady cock was just a few inches from my mouth.

“You need to get it nice and wet,” said Pixie.

“I know. I’ve seen hetero porn before,” I said and gave the whole length of her cock a long, slow lick from base to tip.

Pixie stroked my hair as I continued to lick her meat until it was dripping with spit.

“Now take it in your hand and jerk it slowly,” said Pixie.

“Damn, you are bossy,” I said and took the throbbing cock in my hand. It felt good as I worked up and down the slick shaft and began to pump it with a slow beat.

Pixie let out a low moan as I worked her cock and her hands ran through my hair.

I gave it a little playful twist which resulted in a louder moan. “Fuck, yes. Just like that,” she purred.

I kissed the tip of her cock and let my tongue swirl around the mushroom tip. The throb grew, as did my new lover’s moans.

It was my first ever cock and I was fascinated but just how alive it felt and how responsive Pixie was to my touch.

I looked up at her, all wide-eyed and innocent. “Do I put it in my mouth now?”

Pixie nodded, words were lost to her in that moment and I opened my mouth and eased a few inches of her cock inside.

The throb felt amazing on my tongue as I started to suck the thick, futa cock back and forth each time taking a little more into my mouth.

It swelled and grew even harder and I was sure I was going to choke but I wanted all of it and so I relaxed my throat and let even more of it inside until the whole of this glorious shaft was bulging in my mouth.

Pixie twisted her hand in my hair and held my head right fon at the base of her cock. The throb was all there was. It made my head swim, stars appeared before my eyes, and I started to choke and gag. I wanted to have Pixie's cock in my mouth but I could not breathe. I reached up and pinched her thigh and she let go of my head. I pulled back off her cock and spent a couple of minutes gagging and drooling.

“Damn, I’m so sorry. I got carried away. I just want to fuck that pretty mouth of yours so much,” said Pixie.

I looked up at her frown. “I want you to get carried away,” I said. “Fuck my pretty mouth, as hard as you want. I can take it. I want it. I want it all.”

“Are you sure?” asked Pixie. Her eyes were alive with lust.

“Fuck my pretty mouth,” I repeated and opened it wide.

Pixie didn’t need to be told twice.

She grabbed my hair and rammed her cock deep into my mouth. I gagged hard but she didn't relent and pushed the whole of her meat right up to the base in my mouth. My lips pressed up against her groin and she started to work my head back and forth up the hard shaft.

I was light-headed. I could barely breathe. I was in a state of absolute bliss that I had seldom felt before as Pixie thrust her hips forward to meet each hard slam of my head down her cock. I drooled and choked and my eyes streamed but I was in heaven. The throb in my mouth was matched by the pounding beat of my heart and the ache between my legs.

I grabbed Pixie’s round ass in both hands and drug my nails into her flesh. She let out a grunt and slammed my mouth even harder.

“Fuck, if I don’t stop I am going to unload all I have in that sexy mouth,” groaned my lover.

I nodded and dug my nails deeper into the soft flesh of her butt

Pixie let out a loud moan and thrust her hips and my mouth was flooded with her creamy white cum. I swallowed her spunk when it filled my mouth, once, twice and a third time. When I could swallow no more, I drooled the last of her spunk out of my mouth, down my chin and right into my cleavage with a huge grin on my face.

“Damn, I made a mess of that perfect face,” said Pixie as she sank to her knees and pulled me into a long, creamy, cummy kiss.

Her tongue probed deep into my mouth. Her lips pressed hard against mine and with one hand she scooped the cum from between my tits and fed it into our mouths as we kissed.

After a while of sofa smooching, I led her to the bedroom. Away from the heater, it was a little chilly but that did not stop me from pulling off my jeans and standing naked before her.

“You’re the best maintenance pixie, ever,” I said as I slipped my arms around her and pulled her body next to mine.

Her large tits pushed against mine as her hands slipped down to cup my ass. “I live to serve,” she said. “And fuck,” she added with a sly smile.

Now it was my turn to take charge. “Get that fine ass of yours on the bed. Lie on your back,” I said.

Pixie did as she was told. She lay in the bed, her cock was already growing again.

I crawled onto the bed and sat on my knees between Pixies' legs. I took her cock in my hand and worked it until it was hard as steel and then I moved up her body for a kiss and raised my ass up and slowly inched my dripping cunt down on her massive cock.

I had fucked a lot of plastic, rubber and silicone before but this was something different. There was a wild beast inside me, not some dead thing, not some battery-powered faux phallus but a real live cock and it was attached to the sexiest, wildest and most wonderful woman I had ever encountered.

Pixie’s hands were on my hips as I began to rise slowly up her shaft. A slow beat to start with, feeling every inch of her in my aching cunt. Feeling it fill me up, that throb of the beast tearing into me as she pushed her hips in time with my download motion.

Her hands moved from my hips to cup and fondle my tits which swung as the rhythm of our fucking increased.

Pixie squeezed the fleshy orbs together as I rode her. She pinched my hard nipples playfully.

I ground my whole body against hers. “You can do better than that,” I panted.

She took the cue and I felt her nails dig into the flesh of my tits as our bodies slammed against each other with a brilliant fury of lust.

“How much maintenance can you handle?” asked Pixie.

“As much as you have,” I replied and slammed my ass down hard so that it almost felt as if her massive cock would split me in two.

Pixie let go of my tits and then slapped them both in turn.

Pain stung through them and I let out a loud yelp of surprise that soon became a moan of pleasure.

“Harder,” I growled.

Pixie slapped my tits with venom. The pain was exquisite. The pain was pleasure. My tits glowed with red handprints as we fucked.

“My turn,” said Pixie as she thrust her tits upward.

I grabbed them hard. I leaned in, sucked the hard nipples and drooled over the soft flesh. Then I bit each nipple and Pixie let out a scream that filled the room.

“Oh yes, baby,” said Pixie.

I leaned back and slapped her heaving tits until they were as red as mine.

The pain had edged me back from coming but now as I concentrated on that glorious throb deep in my pussy I knew that I was moving closer and closer to release.

Pixie's hands were now on my ass as we worked the perfect beat of sex between our bodies. A thrust, a grind, a slam, a groan. It was all the language we required at that moment. Just flesh and blood. Simple geometry of skin. Harder and harder. Our bodies slick with sweat glowing with desire. The bright need for release moved closer as we screwed and moaned.

Pixie finally found her voice. “Oh fuck, I can’t hold on any longer,” she said.

“Come,” I whispered. “Come inside me, come for me. I want it all until it leaks from my perfectly fucked pussy.”

Pixie let out a loud moan of absolute release and I felt the surge of her spunk as it drilled deep into my cunt as she thrust her hips up one last time.

As my cunt filled with cum, my orgasm began. It shook from deep in my cunt and overtook my whole body. I flooded hard against the tidal wave of cum as we still pounded against each other until I could no longer maintain my balance and slid down beside Pixie who was muttering and moaning as her white seed pulsed out of my throbbing cunt.

We clung to each other as we came. We held each other until the very last of the pleasure had ebbed away and there was nothing but silence. A perfect wordless, soundless moment of joy as the soft moonlight swam across the room.

“I have to tell you something,” said Pixie and I already knew what she was going to say.

It was the balance. The goddamn bullshit balance that would not be denied. Bliss then misery. That was my life forever.

“You’re leaving,” I said.

“McCurdy comes back tomorrow,” said Pixie. “I already have my next job across town.”

“It’s okay. I never expected this to last,” I replied.

“All I meant was that he’s probably going to drag his feet on your boiler repairs and I would lose my job if I tried to do the work behind his back,” said Pixie with a frown. “All it means is that I can’t be your maintenance pixie but if you want I can be your Pixie.”

I felt tears well in my eyes.

“I can put up with a cold apartment if you’re in it to keep me warm,” I said.

Pixie pulled me closer. “I have a whole lot of plans in mind to raise your body temperature.”

“Show me,” I said.

She kissed me and her hand slid between my legs and she found my still pulsing cunt and slipped two fingers inside.

I arched my back as she drove them deeper. I pushed my hips to meet her fingers as they probed and pounded my cunt. I kissed her, she kissed back. There was a sweet connection of sex and need that bound us together and drove the chill from the air.

After I came, I told her my theory about the bullshit balance of life.

She smiled and kissed me. “I think there’s a balance but it’s like that song by the Beatles about how you get the love out that you put in. That’s the only balance that means a damn thing in this fucked-up world.”

I was silent. The words buzzed through my head. “I've never thought about it that way,” I replied and I reached down and took her cock in my hand.

“I guess that means I need to balance things up.”

For Latest Release Information Follow Krissy:

GoodReads

Amazon
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Futa Girl Vs: 10 Story Bundle

Futa Girl Summer: Complete Five Story Bundle

Futa Girl Mafia Series

Futa Girl Adventures Series

My Futa Girl Series

Female To Futa Girl Series
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