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The skeleton moved in across the street a few weeks before Halloween. She looked to be in her mid-twenties. She had long, jet-black hair, and under that spooky skeleton costume, which she always seemed to wear, I could see some serious curves.

The first thing she did after she moved in was to plaster the front of her house with all the spooky trimmings of the season.

The skeleton definitely seemed like my kind of weirdo. I loved all things dark and deliciously macabre. I was a Halloween person.

I decided I had to seduce her.

So, I baked a pumpkin pie.

I was not the greatest cook in the world, but I wanted my seduction pie to have that just-baked feel, and so I spent an afternoon baking. The first two pies were disasters, but the third was good enough.

I dressed up in my black figure-hugging jeans, old Bauhaus T-shirt, and my ‘you absolutely must fuck me right now’ boots and walked over to the skeleton’s house.

I walked past the pumpkins and ghosts on the porch and rang the doorbell. The doorbell screamed at me. I leapt back and then laughed. A classic Halloween jump scare. I pressed it again for good measure. Another scream.

I smiled and waited.

Someone approached the door. I put on my best deadpan frown and waited.

“Who’s that?” The voice that came through the unopened door was low and husky. I could not deny the thrill that went through me. I loved a smoky-voiced woman.

“Hey, it's the neighborhood welcome wagon,” I said, trying not to sound too eager.

Eagerness, peppiness, and all other forms of mindless enthusiasm were not the ways of the Goth, and I had been one of those since my teens. I was now twenty-nine. I still dressed almost exclusively in black, applied more eyeliner than all the members of The Cure put together, and never, ever smiled.

“Do you have an actual wagon?”

“No.”

Silence.

“But I do have a homemade pumpkin pie.”

The door opened, and the sexiest skeleton I had ever seen stood before me and eyed me with suspicion.

Damn, she was hot!

Her long black hair framed her pale, oval face. Her eyes were dark green, her nose was a little crooked, but in a totally sexy way, and her lips were red, full, and pouted skeptically at me. Her skeleton outfit was tight enough to show the swell of her big tits, the delicious curve of her hips, and a bulge between her legs that seemed big for a pussy, but who was I to judge on such things.

“I like pie,” she said. She did not smile, but there was a definite upward movement in those lush lips.

I handed the pie to her.

She looked from me to the pie and back again. “There's no razor blades or poison in this, is there?”

I shook my head. “Nothing deadly or disfiguring in that pie. It’s one hundred percent mischief free.”

Another upward movement of her kissable mouth.

“Isn't that what you'd say if this pie was packed with murderousness?”

I wanted to swoon at her dark humor and sweet face, but I didn’t. I had to play it detached because that was the way of the Goth.

“That’s exactly what I'd say if it were a killer pie,” I replied.

As I spoke, I couldn't help but notice that the skeleton gave me a sly head-to-toe appraisal, and there was a definite lingering on both my boobs and my boots.

The wetness between my legs and the hardness of my nipples could no longer be denied. They both needed to be dealt with, hopefully by this sexy, suspicious skeleton.

“Well, I guess you better come in and eat it with me,” said the skeleton.

She did not wait for an answer. She turned, and I barely stopped myself from letting out a gasp.

This skeleton had a perfect peach of an ass, and she knew how to sway it as she walked.

I followed her down the hall and into the kitchen.

There were spray cobwebs across the walls and ceiling and a severed head on the kitchen table that looked uncannily real.

“Nice head,” I said.

“It’s definitely going to traumatize a few trick or treaters when I fix it to the gatepost,” said the skeleton. She placed the pie next to the head. “Take a seat, umm…”

“Raven,” I said as I sat down at the table. My name was actually Rachel, but I had refused to answer to that dull moniker since my teens.

“I’m Hayley,” she said as she looked around in a couple of boxes on one of her kitchen counters. “I really need to unpack all this crap.”

As she searched, I enjoyed taking in her superb curves and ass. I had not been laid for a month and was horny as all hell. I was also a little lonely. My last serious relationship ended four years ago. It had been a gruesome breakup, and since then I had stuck to casual sex and self-love. I doubted I could live without a semi-regular sex life, but as I hurtled towards my third decade, I was just about ready to close the book on romance for good.

Hayley turned back to face me with plates, forks, and a huge kitchen knife.

She sat down, cut us both slices of pie, and placed mine before me.

I picked up my fork and waited.

Hayley picked up her fork and waited.

“So, who goes first?” I asked.

“Well you’re here to reassure me that this isn’t a poisoned pie, so I guess it has to be you.” She fixed me with her dark eyes and did not smile.

“True, but I did bake it for you, so maybe you should go first, just to be polite,” I said.

“You want me to eat your pie?” Those damn green eyes were alive with mischief, and I was pretty sure a growing glow of lust.

“I’d love for you to eat my pie.” I was more than happy to play the innuendo game.

“I think we should both eat pie at the same time,” said Hayley. That strange little upward movement was on those lips that I wanted on mine.

“Okay,” I said and forked a piece of pumpkin pie.

Hayley did the same, and then we sat across the kitchen table with the severed head on it and stared at each other.

“On the count of three, we eat pie,” I said.

“One,” said Hayley. She opened her mouth.

“Two,” I said, and licked my lips.

“Three,” said Hayley, and neither of us ate the pie.

“I knew you’d do that,” said Hayley.

“So you’re psychic now?” I said.

“Maybe.”

“So what am I thinking about right now?” I asked. My pussy was wet. It ached for some attention.

“You’re thinking I should stop screwing around and eat your pie.”

“I think we’re both thinking that,” I said.

“So what the hell do we do now?” asked Hayley.

“I don’t think either of us can be trusted to eat pie on our own, so maybe we need to feed each other.” I hoped this sexy woman in the skeleton outfit was as horny as I was.

Hayley laid her fork on the plate.

My heart sank. I guess the whole sexy pie subtext had all been in my mind.

Hayley picked up her plate and stood. She walked around the table and straddled me on the chair where I sat. “I think that's the only way to be sure,” she said.

She placed her plate on the table and picked up the fork with some of my pie on it. “Open wide,” she said.

We fed each other pie for a while, and then we put our forks down and found a much better use for our mouths.

She tasted of pie.

Her lips were soft as we kissed, but her tongue was eager to be in my mouth. She pushed my lips apart, and her pumpkin-spiced tongue found mine.

She rubbed her big tits against mine as we kissed. Her hips ground into me as we swapped spit and explored each other.

The bulge between her legs grew and throbbed against my thigh. It was not a pussy. I reached down to stroke it as our smooching got sloppy. Hayley moaned in my mouth as my hand slid up and down the throb. Despite never having encountered one in real life before, it seemed quite clear that this pulsating monster was a cock.

I was surprised at how unfreaked out I was, and how super turned on I was.

Hayley broke off our kiss and looked me in the eye. “I have a cock and a pussy. Is that going to be a problem?”

“It's going to be a new experience, but when a cock is attached to a hot skeleton like you, it definitely won’t be a problem.” I squeezed her lady cock and the kissing resumed.

As I stroked her ever-growing meat, Hayley began to caress my tits through my shirt. Her touch was tender and teasing. She cupped each breast gently in turn. Then she squeezed them hard enough for me to gasp. I returned the favor with a little pinch of her cock. I had always liked girls, but this lady cock fascinated me. It was rock-hard and it throbbed like crazy. In the past, I had always been happy with a silicone substitute, but the thought of this thing that was so alive in my mouth and cunt sent shivers of anticipation through me.

Again, Hayley broke off our kiss, This time she stood up. “Okay, I know you want to see it.”

“Because you’re psychic,” I said. I wanted to smirk, but smirking was not the way of the Goth.

“No, because everyone who isn’t freaked out by it wants to see it,” said Hayley, and without another word, she unzipped her costume and stepped out of it to reveal her killer body and massive cock. It bobbed up and down like a recently sprung Jack-in-the-box. Beneath it was a pretty little pussy.

I felt spoiled for choice. “Can I touch it?” I asked.

“Touch it, stroke it, slap it, lick it, suck it. It’s very adaptable.”

“You missed out fuck it,” I said. I took a firm grasp of Hayley’s thick cock.

“I didn’t like to presume,” she said, and for the first time that upward mouth thing became a full-on smile. As a Goth, I was not usually a fan of smiles, but hers was so sweet and sexy that I made an exception.

The cock throbbed in my hand. My cunt was pretty much soaked.

“If you're going to play with it, a little spit always helps,” said Hayley.

I spat on her cock a couple of times, wrapped my hand around it, and started to pump it back and forth. I loved the hardness in my palm and the sweet pulse of her lady meat as I played with it.

“Take it slow. All that smooching and pie innuendo has made me about ready to spurt, and I want to delay that for now.”

I slowed my stroking. Hayley let out a low moan. “Oh, that’s perfect.”

“Can I kiss it?” I asked.

“Fuck, yes.”

I kissed the tip of her hard cock. The throb on my lips was enough for me to let out a moan of my own.

The cock was now hard as a rock. It throbbed as I pumped it up and down. Each time I increased the beat a little more, but I also learned when to add a twist or a pinch to the base of her cock to slow things right back down again.

Hayley stood and swayed as I jerked her cock. She mumbled and moaned, but let me learn how to best play with her cock.

I wrapped my fist tight around her meat. “Do you want to fuck my tits?” I asked.

Hayley’s moans and nods were all the response I required. I yanked off my top, unhooked my bra, and let my big titties free.

I’d had my tits fucked before, but only with dildos, strap-ons, and the like. This new plaything in my hand had a pulse, and my cunt was very wet at the thought of it pumping between my tits, and then between my legs.

I drooled down my cleavage until that sweet valley of flesh was good and slick.

I pushed my tits together and presented them to my new lover. Hayley stepped forward and started to work her cock between the big, soft mounds of my breasts. It was a little like having two heartbeats as she pumped her cock up and down. I held my tits together and loved it when the tip of her hardness popped out between them.

Hayley thrust her hips back and forth. Her cock slid between my tits again and again. She moved a little closer. She slammed a little harder, and when her cock popped out of my cleavage, I could lean down and take that throbbing meat into my mouth.

There was no slow dance this time. We both wanted cum. Hayley pumped with all her might. I squeezed, worked my tits up and down her shaft, and sucked the tip. I drooled on her huge cock each time it popped out of my mouth. My tits were slick, so was her cock, and so we achieved a perfect motion of thrusting meat and heaving breasts.

“I can't hold on anymore,” groaned Hayley.

“Then come for me,” I said. I smiled, and just as I did, her cock emerged from between my tits and shot a huge arc of creamy spunk into my mouth.

I had not been expecting it, and so gagged a little, but still managed to swallow a nice load of that first shot. I continued to pump her cock as she thrust and moaned as she came.

The cum shot in my mouth, dribbled down my lips, face, and neck. There was so much spunk that when Hayley finished and fell to her knees, I was covered in sweet, sticky seed with the biggest smile on my face. I knew it was not the way of the Goth, but I just could not help myself.

“Damn, that is a serious paint job you’ve given me,” I said, still unable to resume my Goth scowl.

Hayley was at my feet. She smiled back at me. Then she was on her knees and kissed my stomach. She licked her way up my body, gave my tits a quick suck, and then went about the serious task of chasing down all the cum on my body and taking it into her pretty mouth.

When she was done, she straddled me again. She shared her spunk with me in a long, slow kiss.

“Okay, your turn,” said Hayley, as she reached down and began to unbutton my jeans. She tugged them around my ankles, lapped at my soaked panties, and finally tugged them down too. “Get on the table, she said.

“But there’s pie and a head on it,” I said. My normal frown had been resumed.

Hayley stood up and looked at the pie and the head. With one swift movement of her arm, she swept the plates, forks, carving knife, pie and the fake severed head onto the floor.

“Messy,” I said.

“Table,” she said.

I hopped my bare ass on the table, and spread my legs as wide as the jeans around my ankles would allow.

Hayley was on her knees and in between my legs in one fluid motion. She slid her hands under my ass. I let out a sigh as her nails dug into the flesh and lifted me. She started with slow kisses, licks and sucks on my clit. She teased the sensitive skin, added a few playful nibbles, and made me moan loud and long.

When she moved down to the folds of my sex, I ran my fingers through her hair, but I knew that she did not need any guidance from me. Really good pussy eaters were pretty rare, but the skeleton across the street was definitely one of them. She took her time with the tease. She eased down the contours of my cunt, letting the tip of her tongue work a series of little flicks against the flesh. She did not race to penetration, but rather explored, and worked in lingering circles around my sex. When she finally opened me up, I was already close to coming, but I bit my lip and lay back and enjoyed the attention of someone who knew what she was doing.

Her tongue dipped inside, her lips pressed against my pussy as I arched my back and let out a loud moan. She ate my cunt, licked and sucked on my clit, and brought me closer and closer to orgasm. My moans filled the kitchen. As one died, another started to rise in my throat. All I could do was lie there and moan and moan and moan.

It took me a moment to realize that my moans were not the only ones I heard. I looked down at Hayley, she was still buried in my pussy.

Another moan. I realized it was not coming from the kitchen.

It came from the basement.

This moan was low, guttural, and I was pretty sure, not human.

Hayley heard the last moan too. She was off her knees with the carving knife she had swept to the floor in her hand. “You need to go,” she said.

There was another moan. Louder. Closer.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked. I still lay, legs apart on the table.

“It shouldn't have started yet,” said Hayley. She was talking to herself.

I felt dumb laying there, so I stood on very wobbly, pre-orgasm legs, and took a step towards Hayley who had turned to face the basement door.

I pulled up my panties and jeans, and put on my T-shirt draped over the chair.

“Not yet, not yet,” said Hayley to the basement door. She was still naked.

I took a step toward her. I reached out and touched her shoulder.

Hayley flinched, spun around, and waved the carving knife in my face. “Get the hell out!” she screamed.

I staggered out of the kitchen, out of her house, and across the street to my own home. I collapsed onto the sofa and didn’t stop shaking for an hour.

After a few shots of vodka, my nerves steadied a little. I had no idea what to do, and so I did nothing except get drunk and pass out on the sofa.

My dreams were tormented with guttural moans, severed heads, and carving knives that slashed out at me in the darkness. I awoke the next morning with a headache. I still had no idea what to do.

When I opened the door to go to the mailbox, there on my stoop was the tin that I had baked my pie in. There was a note on top of it. I almost threw them both in the trash, but instead, I took them into the living room.

The note was written in sloping, elegant handwriting.

I’m so sorry for what happened.

I’d like to come over and explain, but understand if you don’t want anything to do with me or maybe feel the need to call the cops.

I stress ate the rest of the pie this morning.

Sorry again.

H

Below that was a cell phone number.

I left the note on the coffee table.

I went to the kitchen, washed the pie tin, and put it away. I took a carving knife from one of the kitchen drawers and went back to the living room. I set it next to the note on the coffee table.

I probably should have called the cops or just plain ignored her, but I wanted answers, and if I was honest, despite the whole moaning thing in her basement, I wanted to see her again.

I was not a person who made a lot of connections in life, and pretty much never an instant one, but that was what I had felt with Hayley, and I think she felt the same way with me.

I texted her to come over that evening at 7 pm.

For the rest of the day, I fought the urge to cancel our meeting, but I simply could not overcome the twin mistresses of curiosity and the need for connection.

My doorbell rang at exactly 7.

I looked through the spyhole and couldn't help but feel a weird mixture of amusement and arousal at the fact that she was once more wearing her skeleton outfit. I was dressed in black sweatpants and a Sisters of Mercy T-shirt.

I opened the door. Hayley smiled at me, but it was not that wide, beaming smile that she had shared with me yesterday. It was not the small upward mouth movement either.

This was a new one. It was shy, vulnerable, and completely without guile.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“I guess we’ll see about that,” I said with my best sour-faced scowl.

“Are you going to let me in?”

“Are you going to try and kill me?”

“No. I wouldn’t harm you for the world, Raven. I was protecting you.”

“From the moaning thing in your basement.”

“From all of them,” she said.

That sent a shiver through me that was a cocktail of fear, excitement, curiosity, and plain old horniness.

I let her in. She followed me into the living room, and I gave her my own display of hip-swaying and ass-shaking.

She sunk into the armchair opposite the sofa where I sat. She looked at the knife and the bottle of vodka on the table.

“Can I have a drink?” she asked. That shy, nervous smile again. I struggled not to take her into my arms, forget about the basement, and make love to her.

I got another glass and poured two shots.

Hayley snatched hers up, downed it in one, and asked for another.

I poured her another. She downed it again, but she didn't ask for a third. I sipped at my drink and waited.

“Okay, there's no way to tell this that doesn’t sound insane, so I’m just going to say it.”

I nodded. Contrasting and conflicting emotions tore through me, but I kept a cool demeanor.

“Hell has numerous gateways into this realm,” said Hayley. She fixed me with her green eyes. There was nothing but a solemn earnestness in them. “Up above they only have one, but the devil is a contrary bitch, so she has over six hundred.”

“Six hundred and sixty-six?” I asked.

Hayley laughed. “She’s contrary, but she’s not cliched. The last check we made there was six hundred and nine. The number changes.”

“Up or down?” I asked.

“Mostly down. But once in a while, some idiot has actually opened one up with a goddamn head shop Ouija board and a lot of dumb luck.”

“And down in your basement across the street is a gateway to hell.” I decided I wanted to cut this explanation short.

“To hell and from it. It’s a two-way door. The most dangerous kind.”

“And you're here to guard it,” I said.

Hayley shifted in her seat. I was making this far too easy. I had lots of questions, but the simple truth was that I believed her. I had been with enough liars, charlatans, and downright crazies in my life, to know when I was being told a tale. This was not one of those times.

I stood up. I pulled down my sweat to reveal my cunt. I stepped out of them and sat back down. “You owe me an orgasm,” I said.

“You don’t want to hear the rest of it? " asked a slightly bewildered Hayley.

“Of course I do, but after you make me come.”

There was that slight upward turn of the mouth. She stood, walked around the coffee table, and sank to her knees.

I spread my legs wider this time. I wanted more. I wanted all of her.

She kissed my thighs in turn and pushed my legs apart. I could not stifle my moans as she worked towards my cunt. So much for playing it cool.

She lapped at my wetness, her tongue worked up and down, small flicks across tender flesh. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew my world would change after this. Once Hayley started talking again about the gateway to hell, I would be on a different path than the one I had been on for the past thirty years. I let out another moan. I decided to just lie back and enjoy it.

My lover slid a finger into my pussy as her tongue circled and sucked on my clit. Her finger probed inside me. I arched my hips up as she started to work the finger back and forth in a slow beat. She kissed the hood of my clit, added a second finger, and drove deeper and harder into my pussy. I was lost in the pleasure of the moment. I adored the oblivion of opening myself up to another without fear or apprehension. I had no idea why, but I trusted this woman between my legs whose finger drove into my cunt and mouth consumed my clit with a dark hunger for skin.

I had always lived a guarded life. I rarely let people in, and when I did, I regretted it. I was a loner, and not just because that was the way of the Goth, but because the complexities of love, friendship, and all points in between seemed to be minefields of hurt that I did not want to navigate.

But this woman, this stranger with a gateway to hell in her basement, was different. I had just planned on a fling with a new neighbor. A local fuckbuddy with zero commitments.

But as she added a third finger inside me, I knew that I wanted more. I wanted to let all my barriers crumble and show her who I was.

The beat between my legs increased. Hayley slammed her fingers into my cunt. I thrust my hips to meet each hard penetration of my pussy.

I was afraid that after this orgasm everything would change. I tried to slow my breathing and arrest the warmth that wanted to flood through me and swallow me whole.

“I want to taste my cunt.” I said. I did want that familiar tang on my tongue, but more importantly, it would slow this whole tidal wave of everything safe being erased from my life.

Hayley slipped her fingers out of my cunt. She joined me on the couch, and we both lay on the sofa and licked her fingers clean.

“You taste sweet,” said Hayley. She kissed me softly and cupped and squeezed my tits.

I knew she wanted some sexy reply, but despite the situation, I could not quite find those words.

“I don’t want your world to replace mine,” I said.

She kissed me again. “My world is just that. My world. I will tell you all about it once you come. Everything that happens after that which concerns us will be decided by us. I hope that you will want to see me again. If not, I’d be sad, but would understand.”

“Okay. Make me come,” I said.

Hayley’s hand slipped between my legs. Three fingers dipped into my cunt. I moaned loudly and she kissed me. Tongue found tongue. Lips pressed together. Bodies entwined, and that beat began again. This time my mind was clear. The fear was gone. This time all that mattered was the hard, screaming orgasm that the skeleton across the street owed me.

Kisses and moans mingled. Fingers and hips found the perfect combination. Our bodies ground into each other. I grabbed Hayley’s sweet ass. I slapped it as she pounded my cunt.

“I hope you can slap harder than that,” she said in a low, taunting whisper.

“I don’t want to break you just yet,” I replied.

“I don’t break easily, but I’m bendy as fuck.”

I slapped her ass. Once, twice, three times, and then I stopped counting and went back to kissing.

As we smooched, her eyes locked with mine. I saw her longing, I saw her lust. I saw her loneliness. I knew that my eyes reflected the same things. I wanted to be with her. There were details to be worked out that was for sure, but whatever happened after this orgasm, I wanted to be with her.

That was when it began. The slow, relentless rising. The spread of that divine pleasure from my cunt right across my whole body.

“I’m coming, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I moaned.

Hayley kept on slamming my cunt as it flooded. My whole body shook, shivered and twisted, but she held me close and carried on ramming her fingers into me.

I don’t know how many times she made me come, but by the end of it, I was pretty close to passing out.

I think I fell asleep for a while. When I awoke, I was alone on the sofa.  Hayley sat opposite me. There were two steaming cups of coffee on the table.

“What time is it?” I asked. I was a little groggy.

“It's late.”

I sat up, sipped the coffee, and felt the world click back into place.

“I think I might owe you a few orgasms,” I said.

“I think it’s time to stop keeping score,” she said.

There was no smile of any kind on her face. It was time for the serious chat about her world. This was the moment our future was going to be decided.

###

It turned out that battling demons and safeguarding humanity was really not my thing. It was brutal and bloody work. Work that Hayley excelled at. I tried a few times to go down into the basement with her, but the ungodly howls, the screams, and the awful smell of charred flesh was more than I could handle.

I fretted for a week, but in the end, it didn't matter.

Killing demons, ensuring existence, and all that gruesome reality, was her world.

What I was good at was listening to and loving her.

After a long day defending the hell gate, she would emerge a little battered and bloody.

I dressed her wounds, gently kissed her contusions as they turned purple, and listened to how her day had been.

After that, bless her, she would ask about my day. My usual frustrations with the world seemed incredibly insignificant, but my darling paid rapt attention to them and provided all the correct commiserations on cue.

Once all the care and maintenance of ‘us’ was done, we could get to the fun stuff.

There was a lot of sarcasm. There was much mockery. But most of all, there was a lot of sex.

We’d flirt, we’d tease, we’d torment. I would sulk, and she would pout. But in the end, we always found each other. I would lead her by the hand to the bedroom, and once we were there, what lived and died in that basement did not matter. When we were in that bedroom, her world and mine, fell to nothing, and there was just us.

If she’d had a particularly brutal day, she would lie on her back, and I would take charge.

I would kiss and lick her beautiful cock until it was hard. That wonderful throb on my lips got me wet instantly.

I made sure her cock was good and slick. I wrapped my hand around it and worked it from base to tip. Hayley loved the slow build. She adored the tease, and I did too. She let me control the pace. I would jerk her back and forth with a gentle touch. As her moans rose, so did the beat. Sometimes she was too tired to thrust her hips in time, but that was okay. Other times, when she was ablaze with some huge victory over a horde of demonic invaders, she would become a wild woman, and I was happy to be her pretty little fuck doll.

Sex was about balance, The give and take of skin and bone.

When she was passive, I was aggressive, and vice versa.

Once her cock was good and hard, then a whole world of possibilities opened up before us.

On those long, exhausting days, I adored her low sigh of satisfaction, as I lifted my ass and slid my cunt down on her thick, futa girl cock.

I eased down and took each delicious inch of her into my pussy. No matter how many times we fucked, that first moment of penetration still sent a unique thrill through me. The throb of her cock and the ache of my cunt became a single driving need to come.

Sometimes, I would take the slow, winding road to orgasm, but other times, I could tell that she just wanted to fill me up with her seed, and sometimes that was all I wanted too.

Sex was always about balance.

I would sit on top of Hayley, her cock deep inside me, and the look in her eye told me what kind of a fuck it would be that night.

On the night after Halloween, when she had waged war against every sort of wicked creature imaginable, her dark green eyes told me this was just a fill me up and fall asleep night.

I leaned in, kissed her, and lifted my cunt up to the tip of her cock and slammed it down hard. Hayley let out a moan. I did the same thing again and again and again.

I rode my exhausted lover like a wild thing. I did all the work with my hips and cunt. She did not grab my ass or my tits. She did not thrust her hips to meet my downward movements. My lover just lay there, moaned with complete appreciation, and I fucked her brains out with all the love and fury that burned inside me for her.

My ass slapped down on her thighs. I ground my cunt with delight on her hard cock. I leaned in and sucked and licked her tits. I teased her nipples. I bit her neck. I kissed her mouth.

She was my fuck doll and I loved it because I knew I was giving her what she needed. Her world was a memory. The dark reality of demons was now just a distant dream.

I worked my cunt up and down her shaft with venom. I let go of everything but the beat we shared. The beat rose and rose. This was very much a destination fuck. This was all about that sweet moment when Hayley cried out my name and the cum erupted from her. It filled my cunt full until it dribbled out of me.

Then, I would collapse by her side.

“I love you,” said Hayley, and she was asleep.

I kissed her cheek. “I love you too.”

When I was sure she was completely under, I quickly finished myself off. It was a pretty standard solo orgasm, but that was fine.

Most times we came together. We were engaged, enthusiastic lovers, and the sex did not stop until we were both shaking through all-consuming spasms of sheer ecstasy.  But sometimes I was too stressed to come or she was too brutalized to get hard and service my needs. That was where love came in and took up the slack.

Anyway, I told myself, as my one true love snoozed next to me, I was fine with her owing me an orgasm or two.

For Latest Release Information Follow Krissy:

GoodReads

Amazon
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