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It hit ninety degrees Fahrenheit at the start of December. The city was a furnace. As the month went on, the heatwave continued, and there was zero Christmas spirit amongst the sweaty shoppers. miserable commuters, and bad tempered residents.

That was just fine with me.

All the Christmas period meant to me was a couple of weeks of tinsel-choked tedium and tradition.

I rarely spoke of my aversion to all things Yule, but if I did, people quizzed me as to why I dismissed all that sanctioned gluttony and greed.  I think they wanted there to be some terrible trauma behind my shunning of the season. There was no big reason. No Yuletide childhood tragedy, no scary mall Santa incident, not a single festive fracture in my psyche. I just didn’t care for it, and with no family or close friends, I felt no compulsion or desire to celebrate.

I worked in an office in the city. Just another worker bee in an anonymous concrete hive. I made enough to rent a little studio apartment in one of the more rundown areas downtown. It was small, but it was my little sanctuary, my tiny haven from the world outside.

At work, I was a cubicle clone. My name stuck to one of my three walls was the only thing that identified me from all the other drones. We all sat in our little boxes, did our dull jobs, took an hour for lunch, and at 5:30 we all disappeared into our own lives.

At home, I didn't delve into the webs of the internet. I had no interest in being connected.

I read, listened to music, and sometimes watched fuzzy TV on a Stone Age set that only had three channels. Sometimes, I felt sad, other times, I felt happy, and mostly I just lived out my days. I had no great plans for my life. No huge arc of existence. No destiny or grand desires to be somebody.

I was just an introvert who didn’t care for Christmas.

The irony of my seasonal dislike was that my parents had called me Ivy.

Ho ho ho, indeed.

But whatever my Noël-related name might be, my disinterest in all things festive remained.

However, as the heatwave continued and temperatures soared over 100 degrees, I started to look forward to the big day.

The heat drove everyone off the streets. There were barely any Christmas shoppers or revelers for me to avoid as I walked home from work each night.

I realized that on Christmas day, with all the stores closed, and a furnace outside instead of snow flurries, no one would have any interest in romantic winter walks or post-turkey strolls with the family.

They would all be sipping their eggnog and opening their gaudy gifts in the sanctuary of their air-conditioned abodes.

The city would be mine.

As I lay in bed a few days before Christmas, the humidity enveloped me despite my AC. I lay awake and planned out a perfect day in the deserted metropolis. I would wander the empty streets. I would enjoy the silence. I would sit alone with my melancholy thoughts at the bus terminal. I would wander through the bloodless veins of the very heart of the city. Just me. Alone.

Then after my desolate tour, I would finish up with a solo picnic in the usually bustling park. At this time of the year, it should be full of skeletal trees, but because of the heat and the intermittent thunderstorms, they were still lush and green.

The images in my head thrilled me. They turned me on. For a natural-born introvert, solitude always had a seductive effect on me. The idea of all that emptiness made me horny as fuck.

My hand slid between my thighs. They were damp with sweat and sex.

I cupped my pussy and gave it a squeeze. I let out a sigh.

There was no isolation more divine than the unshared orgasm. There was nothing but pure sensation that only I could feel.

My thumb caressed the hood of my clit. Another finger joined it in a slow stroke. That stroke became a gentle rub of my clit. Three fingers and a thumb. That was where I always began, but where I ended up, was one of the wonderful unknowns of sex. There was no thought, there was only need. There was no plan, there were just the places where I ached. One ache led to another. One need brought on another.

I rubbed my clit a little harder. I teased the beat with some thrusts of my hips. The oppressive heat no longer mattered. There was a different kind of heat in the room now. The heat of sex that set me free.

I played with my clit a little more roughly. I allowed the scratch of a nail down the sensitive hood. I sighed in the darkness. I gave the hood a playful pinch. Tonight my body told me it required a little roughness to get to where it needed to be.

I slapped my clit. I yelped even though I knew it was coming. I slapped it again. A little harder. Then I was back to the rub of it all. I spread my legs wider. My cunt called for some attention. I denied it for now. That perfect bite of need drove me on. Fingers and thumb slid up and down the skin. More moans escaped from my dry mouth.

There was a jumble of thoughts in my head. But below it all was the buzz. I knew that call well enough.

With my other hand, I  reached for the Red Queen who lay silent on my bedside cabinet. I twisted her into life. The reliable hum of my favorite vibrator never failed to make me even hornier.

I played the vibrator around the hard nipples of my small breasts. The thrill of the tease rose.

I sighed in the sweaty night knowing I was about to get a lot sweatier. I slid the Red Queen between my legs, ran it across the hood of my clit, and then in a slow line across the sensitive flesh.

The throb rose and fell within me. The constant buzz both soothed and excited me. It also released me from all the troubles of the world. I was no longer some awkward loner who had never quite figured her place in the world.

Now I was a courtier of the Red Queen. I spread my legs and switched my vibrator up another setting. A harder, more insistent buzz played against my skin. The Red Queen never let me down. I arched my back and let out a long, low moan of pleasure.

My cunt ached for attention, but for the moment, I let it ache. I loved to tease myself until the need became a wild and ravenous creature that would not be denied.

I ran the vibrator up and down my clit, I paid lots of attention to the dark hood. A dark thrill spun through me like gold. My queen worked her magic and the wetness between my legs grew. The ache rose from a whisper to a scream.

I slid my other hand between my legs.

Damn, I was so wet. I was so fucking ready.

I ran the tip of one finger down the damp folds of my pussy. Those familiar routes of my sex were dripping wet. I could not resist popping the finger in my mouth and tasting myself. I savored the taste on my tongue. Sharp and sweet. That wonderful mix of juices that never failed to make my heart beat a little harder.

I moved my hand back to my cunt. The wet, warm pulse put a wide, dirty smile on my face. This was all mine. My solitude, my body, my cunt, and all the while there was my Red Queen humming away.

I ran two fingers down the length of my cunt and opened the lips wide. The urge to slam my two slender fingers deep into my hole was strong, but I resisted. I knew that the more I teased, the more I built the pleasure, and the more I denied the need, the greater the eventual release would be.

The buzz of my queen and the ache in my cunt now found the same relentless beat. I dipped the very tip of my pinkie finger into my cunt. The muscles tightened around the digit. I sighed and slid a little more inside and started to work the finger back and forth into my pussy.

The need for more was almost suffocating, but I did not surrender. I eased the finger out and let the drips of my juices run down the already sopping wet skin.

I arched my back and pulled my legs up and wider apart.

“Just do it already,” I told myself.

I ignored the words. The insistent growl of the beast of need.

I tapped a light beat on my cunt. I rubbed the wetness. The Red Queen buzzed on, oblivious to the war that tore through me.

I writhed on the bed. I needed fingers slammed in my tight cunt. I denied my aches.

My nipples were hard. My mouth was dry. My legs had turned to jelly.

I eased my cunt open with my index finger and slid some of it inside. I worked it deeper into my sex, I arched my back and thrust my hips. I pushed the finger back and forth. The muscles in my pussy were tight around it, but I forced it deeper until the whole thing was inside me. The beat against my fingertip was utterly divine. I thought about sliding the finger out and continuing the slow torment of my tender skin.

But the beast of need was rising, and I knew that this time she would not be denied. I added another finger inside my cunt.

I moved the two digits with a deliberate slowness. I inched them inside and then pulled them back. The wet slap of their exploration in my cunt joined the Queen’s buzz and my moans. I twisted the Queen up a setting. The buzz increased.

“Now!”  demanded the beast of need.

I added a third finger, and once it was inside, I started to ram all three fingers hard and fast into my cunt. I thrust my hips to meet them each time they drove into me. I pounded my sex with joy. I slammed my sweet, wet pussy over and over. My ass rose and fell on the bed. I pumped my hips as I plowed my fingers deeper into the sweet mysteries of my aching wetness.

The beast of need was all there was now. The beast took charge and she was hungry. My fingers penetrated and explored my fuck hole. I found all the familiar sweet spots anew, and let out a series of breathless sighs as I did.

The Red Queen buzzed. I moaned. The sweat dripped off my body in the sweltering December heat. I was a creature of liquid desire. I was a flood water of sex that would rise and rise until it washed away all the sorrows of the world.

The surge started to build between my legs. I could slow down, I could tug on the leash of the beast, but right now, in the tiny haven of my apartment, I needed release, immediate and overwhelming.

My fingers ground deeper and harder. I rammed my hips against them. The wild beat rose and rose until it was all that mattered.

I worked my fingers against the tightest muscles deep inside me. I slammed them inside. I arched my back, pushed my hips forward, and moaned loudly as I came.

The juices flooded against my fingers. My body quaked with pleasure. I continued to ram my fingers in my sloppy wet cunt as I came. The beast of need roared at her victory and then retreated into the shadows.

I slid my fingers from my cunt and licked them clean. I kissed my Red Queen and silenced her. I placed her on the bedside cabinet, and then I hugged myself hard as I drifted into the sweetest of slumbers.

Over the next few days, the temperature rose, and the red-faced weatherman predicted a 110-degree Christmas day.

My fellow worker drones were all sullen. The Christmas tree sagged in the corner. The annual office Secret Santa was cancelled for ‘logistical reasons’, and the warm eggnog went untouched.

I felt a rising glee at the lack of festive cheer. I could not wait for Christmas day to come and my odyssey of isolation to begin.

On Christmas Eve, we were allowed to leave at midday. I went to the market and stocked up on all my favorites for my picnic in the park.

I resisted the ache between my legs as I packed my back in readiness that night. I would not allow myself to come until the end of my perfect day. My orgasm would be the angel that sat atop my own Yuletide celebrations. It would be hard to resist the beast of need, but I knew that the release on Christmas night would be glorious. It would be worth the wait.

I awoke early on Christmas Day. It was already 97 degrees. I dressed in my flimsiest yellow summer dress and sandals. No bra. No panties. Just me, the heat, and the empty world.

I left the apartment with my backpack and wandered into the center of the city.

It was like a sauna, but I did not care. It was also almost utterly deserted. All the shops were closed. There was no one on the sidewalks. Once in a while a car sped by, but that was all.

My first stop was the bus terminal. Usually the busiest place in the city, but today aside from a weary old stray cat, I was utterly alone.

I sat on a bench by a fleet of silent buses. I took out my bottle of wine and a glass. I poured myself a drink and toasted the cat and the silence. The cat scampered away down a dirty alley and left me alone with my darling desolation.

It was divine. It was wonderful.

It made me so utterly horny.

I was tempted to spread my legs right there and make use of the wine bottle. But I resisted. I was not an exhibitionist, and I did not want to end up in jail, the victim of some passing cop or nosey security guard.

I could not resist a little rub of ass and pussy on the warm stone bench, but that was all I allowed myself. After that, I closed my eyes, drank my wine, and enjoyed the stillness of the city.

I wandered into the main shopping area. The shops were all shuttered. The avarice of the season sleeping for a brief moment. The sweat dripped from me. My dress clung to me. My nipples poked against the damp cotton. The mound of my cunt brushed against the material as I walked.

I took a deep breath. The beast wanted to feed. I walked on. I whistled a happy song to the emptiness that enveloped me as completely as the shroud of humidity.

Next stop was the neon heart of the metropolis. A haven for tourists, tricksters, and what the mayor had once called street trash.

Today, there was no one. The heat had driven every living thing into the shadows. Except me. I sat on a wall and swigged some wine straight from the bottle. I stared at the neon. I smiled at its gaudiness. I poked my tongue out at it. Nothing could touch me here. But the urge to touch myself was growing. The desire to fuck my cunt was almost too much to bear.

I rubbed my ass and pussy on the rough wall. I sighed at the delightful friction. But that was all I did. I stood. I was a little unsteady from the heat, the wine, and the need to come. I looked at my phone. Two hours had passed. Two hours of sweet, sweet seclusion. But the sun was now high and merciless, and I needed some shade.

It was time for the park, for my picnic, and then my speedy walk home and a huge, bone-shaking orgasm.

I had not expected the park gates to be locked. I was not really a rule breaker, and I almost turned away in defeat. But I wanted my lonesome picnic in the park. I needed it. So, I climbed the fence and dropped down into the lush green paradise.

I immediately expected sirens, cops, and maybe even SWAT teams to descend on me. But there was just the soft rustle of the hot breeze through the trees.

I walked to the centre of the park by the waterfall and wishing pool. Even that was silent today.

An urge surged through me to strip naked and bathe in the water. But it was probably teeming with god knows what. Also, that was not me. My wildness was hidden from the world, my desires were mine alone.

In my twenty-three years, I’d had four lovers and had never been able to truly open myself up to any of them. The sex had been okay, but in the end, I knew that I could find more pleasure alone than with any of them. My desires were my own. My heart was unbreached.

I laid out my picnic blanket under a huge oak tree. I took out my various edible delights and poured myself some wine.

I ate, I drank, and then with a purr of contentment, I laid down in the shade of the tree.

At some point, I drifted off to sleep.

I was awoken by a loud crack.

The world had gone dark.

There was a flash followed by another loud crack.

I sat up.

The heat was unbearable. The sky was black.

A huge storm was about to break. The first spots of rain started to fall.

There was no way I would make it home before the downpour came. I gathered up my stuff and looked around for somewhere to wait out the rain.

When I saw the only available shelter from the storm across the park, I couldn't help but smile.

The big red letters were a little faded. The fake snow that coated the cavernous structure was a little grey after so many years of use, but none of that mattered to me right now. The empty Santa’s Grotto would keep me dry in the oncoming storm.

The large plastic grotto appeared mid-December and was open right up until sunset on Christmas Eve. At some point before the end of the year, it would be hauled off to wherever grottos went when not in use.

There was a long rumble of thunder, and I quickened my pace. The rain fell a little harder. As I entered the grotto, the storm broke and the heavens opened with a huge deluge of rain.

So much for my perfect picnic. But the rain would not ruin things. I would finish my wine and Christmas picnic here and wait out the storm. Then I would walk home, strip naked and go on a wild night of fucking myself into a sex coma. Just me and the Red Queen.

I placed my rucksack on the slightly grubby red carpet. There was a sound behind me.

I froze.

I was not alone.

I snatched up my rucksack, ready to use it as a weapon if required.

A figure emerged from the shadows.

She was around my age. Dressed in a skimpy Santa outfit that showed off her long legs, shapely hips and magnificent big tits.

“It’s okay, I'm not a Santa-themed serial killer,” she said with a wide smile.

I laughed, She joined me. I relaxed a little. I still held on to the rucksack.

The super hot Santa did not approach but instead looked past me at the storm.

“Damn, it’s really coming down. That’s some seriously biblical precipitation.”

As she looked outside, I couldn't help but take her in from head to toe.

She had long brown hair. Her face was tanned and round, her eyes dazzling blue. Her lips made me want to kiss them all day long. Her neck was slender and needed to be nibbled.

Her tits spilled out of her Santa dress. They were round, firm and utterly glorious. I could imagine groping them, teasing and tormenting them. God, they were utterly magnificent, and I wanted them. No, I needed them.

During my day alone in the city, I had become more and more turned on. I was working toward a goal.  Me and the Red Queen. The beast of need unleashed.

But as I stared at this sexy Santa's amazing breasts, I realized that the beast wanted more than the usual solo screw. It wanted this sexy Santa. The beast was awake and trying to take control.

“They’re real if that’s what you were wondering,” said Santa.

She had stopped looking at the weather and was now looking at me staring at her massive tits.

“They’re amazing,” I said. That was definitely the beast speaking.

Santa grinned. “I don’t suppose you have any booze in that backpack, do you? My Christmas has turned to shit, and I really need a drink.”

“I have a whole Christmas picnic,” I said with a smile and a hard ache between my legs.

Ten minutes later, we sat on the picnic blanket opposite each other while the storm raged outside. We passed the bottle of wine between us, ate all the picnic goodies, and indulged some mild flirting. I was not the flirty type. But this was not me flirting. This was not the usual introverted Ivy. This was the beast that had never been unleashed outside of my bedroom before.

“You’re kidding!” I said.

“Holly,” said the beautiful woman opposite me.

I had just told her my name was Ivy.

We both laughed. “Fate is one fucked up bitch,” said Holly. We laughed some more and finished off the wine.

“So why are you hiding out in Santa’s Grotto?” I asked.

For the first time, Holly frowned. Even that was sexy as all fuck.

“Because of this stupid heatwave and because I hate pineapples, Mai Tais and hula skirts.”

I waited for her to continue. She was so damn cute. I longed to lean across and kiss her. But Ivy the introvert still clung on while the beast raged for release.

“Instead of the usual Christmas party, all my roommates decided to have a Hawaiian-themed Christmas. I endured it for a few hours, but then I threw a huge tantrum, changed into my best Santa outfit, and stormed out. I wandered through the city for an hour, and then this place came to mind, so I ended up here trying to reclaim a little bit of Christmas cheer.”

“You have more than one Samta outfit?”

The smile was back on Holly’s pretty face. “I have twelve. Yeah, I know that is messed up, but I just love Christmas.”

“I came here to escape Christmas,” I said.

I expected a frown or a judgemental scowl. But Holly just smiled. “That’s cool. I’m a Yuletide freak, but I don’t expect everyone else to be. But I do need my Christmas to be tinsel and turkey and all the over the top trimmings, which is why I ended up here.”

I picked up the empty wine bottle. “If I’d known I was going to encounter my antimatter self I’d have brought two bottles.”

Holly grinned. “Yeah, you could say when it comes to Christmas, we are pretty much polar opposites.”

I groaned at her bad joke. I was so damn turned on. I needed to do something.

“So, wanna play spin the bottle?” I asked.  The beast was rattling at the bars of her cage.

“Can you play it with two people?” asked Holly.

“Only if they are both hot and are looking for an excuse to make out,” I replied. I was amazed by the words as they came out of my mouth.

Holly took the bottle from my hand and tossed it to one side. “I don’t play games.”

She leaned in and kissed me. Her lips were soft, but her tongue was hard and insistent as it pushed my mouth open.

There was a moment when I almost pulled back, but as Holly’s hands reached up and cupped my small tits, I knew that this was what I wanted. This was what I needed.

Our tongues twisted and touched. I moaned in her mouth as she teased my hard nipples through my dress. She smelled of pine cones and passion. We sank into the kiss. Our bodies pressed together. Her big tits rubbed against my small ones. I pushed my crotch against hers. There was a large, hard bulge between her legs.

I reached down and found a very long and stiff cock between Holly's long, shapely legs.

I gave it a playful squeeze.

Holly broke off our kiss for a moment. “I guess that means you are ok with a chick with a dick?”

“It’s my first cock, but I’m sure I can handle it,” I said.

“I’m hoping you might want to do more than just handle it,” said Holly with a wicked smirk.

“We’ll see. Now shut up and kiss me.”

We leaned back into the kiss. It was wet and warm. I ran a fingernail down the length of Holly’s cock. A shiver of excitement spun through me. It looked like the Red Queen would be having a night off.

We kissed and writhed against each other for a while. I grabbed her round ass. It was peachy and perfect. She continued to pay a lot of attention to my tender little tits.

My cunt was already wet. Her cock was rock hard. I wanted more.

“Take your clothes off,” I said as I pulled back and slipped my dress off to reveal my sweaty, naked body.

“Damn!” was all that Holly said. Then she stood and shed her clothes.

Her body was amazing. Her tits were so big and bouncy. Her hips were wonderfully round, her legs muscled and long. But her cock, well that was just a thing of utter beauty. I had liked girls all my life, so this was my first cock, but it just seemed so right when attached to her.

It bobbed up and down. It seemed to have a life of its own.

“Can I touch it?” I asked. I was still on my knees and Holly’s lady cock danced a couple of inches away from my face. I couldn’t help but lick my lips.

“Touch it, kiss it, slap it, suck it, fuck it. It's all good,” she said.

I took it in my hand. The cock throbbed like crazy. My cunt ached to have that throb deep inside it, but I resisted that urge for now.

I wrapped my hand around the shaft and worked it up and down.

“Might want to add a bit of spit,” said Holly.

I spat on her cock and then started to jerk it back and forth. Holly moaned as I did.

“Not so fast or I’ll come all over your fist, and there are so many better places I want to come,” said Holly.

I slowed the pace. “Sorry. I’m new at this.”

Holly stroked my hair. “That’s okay. I’m a bossy bitch, so I’ll tell you what I want.”

I twisted her cock and Holly let out a surprised yelp. “Best not to be too bossy when someone else has your cock in their hand,” I replied with a smile.

“Ha! Okay, I will dial my bitchy bossiness back a little.”

“And I’ll lick, suck and fuck this perfect slab of lady meat,” I said, and with that, I kissed the tip of her cock. The thumping beat  against my lips felt like nothing I had ever experienced before. Unlike my beloved Red Queen, this was a more erratic and ever-changing pulse.

I licked the cock slick. Holly stroked my hair and rocked back and forth, but did not speak.

With my previous lovers, I had always been the subservient one, but this time the beast roamed by my side, and I was not about to surrender to anyone, at least not until they did the same.

I returned to the bobbing tip of Holly’s cock. I ran my tongue around the large mushroom head. I let the tip of my tongue linger for a moment, and then I opened my mouth and slid it down a few inches of Holly’s huge cock.

The meat pulsed in my mouth. I played my tongue along the shaft and sucked my lips tight around it. I slid my hand between my legs and started to rub my clit to the same beat that was in my mouth. My cunt was wet. My mouth was eager for more. I slowly moved down the shaft. I gagged a little, but I breathed deeper and took more inside. I rubbed my clit harder. I swallowed more cock. I was in absolute heaven.

As I ate her massive meat, Holly stoked my hair and twisted it in her hands. She moaned and pushed her hips forward, but I could tell she wanted to do more.

I eased my mouth right down to the base of her cock. I held it there for a while. Drool started to escape from between my lips. I slid back up the cock. I let my teeth graze across the skin. When her cock popped out of my mouth, I looked up at Holly. “Want to fuck my pretty mouth, Santa girl?”

“Fuck yes!”

“Then step up and take charge, boss bitch,” I said with a smile before I opened my mouth wide.

Holly did not need to be told twice.

She grabbed me by the hair and slammed my head down the length of her cock. She held it there until I choked and gagged. Then she pulled me right back to the tip and rammed my head back down again. The beat was hard. The beat was wild. This was what I needed.

Holly slammed her hips into my face. I was buried in her crotch over and over as she face-fucked me with a furious glee. I drooled and gagged. I moaned loudly as her cock hit the back of my throat. I grabbed her round butt and slapped it a few times as a reminder that I was not some helpless sub. But I did have to admit that having my mouth used quite so roughly and with such passion was a complete turn on. I slid two fingers into my cunt as Holly pumped her hips and plowed deep into my mouth.

“Fuck, I need to stop or else I am going to explode,” groaned my new lover.

She pulled back and her cock slipped out of my mouth. The tip glistened. Holly shook. I grabbed her cock and twisted it. The pain brought her back from the brink.

“There’s better places to come,” I said. “Although, I definitely want to taste your creamy cum as it floods down my throat at some point in our future.”

“Do you think a Christmas-loving slut and a heatwave-adoring whore have a future?”

I shrugged and smiled. “Weirder things have happened, probably. Now shut up and lie down.”

Holly lay on her back. I sat astride her. I leaned in for a kiss. “I don’t hate Christmas, I just don’t see what all the fuss is.”

“It’s just so bright and boisterous. You get drunk, you get high, you party.”

“Ahh, the true meaning of Christmas,” I said, and with that, I moved down and kissed Holly's huge tits in turn.

I tongued her nipples hard. They were pink and perfect in my mouth. It was impossible for me to consume all of her fleshy mounds, but I took as much of each into my mouth as I could. I sucked, slobbered, and drooled over them. I squeezed them, teased them, and tormented them in turn.

I could have played with them for hours, but the gentle tapping of Holly’s erect cock against my thigh was insisting on my attention.

I moved in between her legs and took her meat in my hand.

“Why not Thanksgiving or New Year or spring break?” I asked. I really liked her, but I was not sure that I could ever really embrace this time of year.

“I just like to belong. I don’t like to be alone for too long. It freaks me out” said Holly.

“I love being alone, but until right now, I didn’t know this kind of belonging existed,” I said. For the first time in my life, I felt an overwhelming  desire to connect with another person.

But those were thoughts for another time. Right now, I had a beautiful, thick slab of meat and a slick cunt that needed to connect.

I lifted my ass up and spread my legs. I eased my cunt down the shaft until the whole of it was inside me.

That pure beat of flesh and blood was like nothing I had ever had in my cunt. I wiggled on it and let out a long moan.

“Ride me like Rudolph,” said Holly. Her grin was wide and goofy.

“You are one loopy chick, but man I love your cock,” I replied.

I lifted my ass up and slammed it down hard. I moved up again and began at a restrained pace. I wanted to enjoy every second and every damn inch. I rode her rod. She pushed her hips to meet me as I slid down her shaft.

The rhythm of sex rose. The beat increased. The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and the moans of lovers in perfect union filled the grotto.

“Oh fuck, yes,” moaned Holly.

I worked my ass harder and harder. My cunt stretched wide to take the massive meat. My hips pushed forward to meet hers. My hands moved to grope her heaving tits. As we plowed into each other with a wild passion, I licked and lapped at her breasts.

Holly slapped my ass.

“Harder,” I demanded.

She slapped my ass a lot harder. She slapped it until it sang with pain.

Our bodies were now slick with sweat. Outside the storm raged like it was the end of the world. But the heat and the raging tumult meant nothing to us.

All that mattered was the sex. The thrust and the grind. The pump and the pinch. The meat and the bone. We screwed like the world really might be ending.  There was a desperate hunger with each thrusting penetration. Our beasts of need clawed at each other.

Holly wrapped her legs around my back and she slid even deeper inside me.

Her thrusts increased in their venom to meet my downward slams. It was a brutal beat now. One that built and built. One that would not and could not be denied.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck. I can’t hold on any more,” said my breathless lover.

“Then come. Fill me with your hot, sticky spunk,” I said.

Holly screamed. She ground her hips into mine. I slammed down on her shaft over and over. Her cock shot massive arcs of cum deep into my pussy. Her cummy flood started mine. I shook as the dark ocean of orgasmic joy drowned me.

We screwed on through our orgasms. Unable to disconnect. Unwilling to untangle ourselves from each other.

Finally, I collapsed by her side. Spent and totally sated.

We both breathed hard and were silent.

The rain outside stopped. The sun came out.

The storm had passed. It was a little cooler, but still pretty damn hot.

“That is the best grotto sex I have ever had,” said Holly.

“I was a grotto virgin until I met you,” I said.

Holly pulled me close and kissed me. “I know this was a weird way to meet. I know that I’m your antimatter self, but I really would like to see where we can make this go.”

“I’ve never really been one for making long-term plans,” I said.

Holly frowned again. It was still cute, but the sadness in her blue eyes wasn’t

“But in the short term, how about you get hard again and fuck me on all fours, and then we go and ruin a Hawaiian Christmas party with some over the top PDA.”

“Would you really do that for me?” asked Holly.

I leaned in and kissed her. “Mele Kalikimaka, sweetie.”
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