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All I Want for Christmas…

​Putting people in dresses is sort of my thing.

When I moved to New York
five years ago I was the one and only black female intern at
Femminuccia Fashion - one of the leaders in women’s fashion in the
city. Back then the idea that I’d someday end up designing every
gown and corset featured at their annual Femminuccia Fashion Winter Ball seemed a stretch.

And yet, here we are.

It’s December 1, 2020, and
I’ve done it. Every dress of any importance tonight started off as
an idea between a piece of paper and the tip of my pencil. When I look around this
elegant room with its superfluous chandeliers and tall marble
columns, with some of the richest people in the city flaunting my
dresses, I can’t help but feel a surge of pride. I didn’t get here
by winning favors or using my physical gifts to climb the corporate
ladder. Hell, with an ass like mine I could have made easy money
with OnlyFans or TikTok. But that ain’t me.

I’m Naomi Dawson from the hills of the
Carolinas, and where I come from, we work for what we
want.

Champagne in hand I scan the grand
ball room, the amount of wealth and privilege on display is sort of
sick - billionaires making the millionaires feel poor, that sort of
thing. Old money. Daddy’s money. The only cash I ever took from my
father was enough to pay the bus fare from North Carolina to
Manhattan. That’s it. I had to earn the rest.

More than a few old white men are
sneaking glances in my direction, making sure their wives are in
deep enough conversation not to notice their indiscretions. It’s
flattering I guess, but really, it’s just amusing. Would one of
these old creeps pay a fortune just to have a night alone with me?
I’m sure they would. But while I’d love to take their money, I’m
not selling myself like a prostitute.

If one of these old rich fucks wanted
to marry my black ass, well that’s another story.

I’ve got a red dress on, and it hugs
the shape of my body exactly the way I intended it to when I
designed it. It fits around my body at the bust, showing off my 34
GG breasts and not leaving a whole lot to the imagination. It runs
down the rest of my body like an hourglass, which it damn near is
with my waist curving in and all this ass out pushing out. The rest
of the dress stretches down my endless legs to the shin, skin
smooth as you please. My hair is jet black and straight past my
shoulders, eyebrows on fleek, and some full glossy lips that the
white ladies in this room would pay surgeons for.

My point is, I’ve got it going on -
and everybody in here knows it.

I’m making the rounds and
receiving compliments from the higher ups at Femminuccia, each of them tripping
over themselves to tell me how much they love my work, when I feel
a tug at my arm. It’s Linda, one of my oldest and best friends in
the city, and she’s got a look on her face that I’ve seen before -
she’s come to gossip.

“Look at you Queen!” she
gasps, taking me over to the side of the room as she accepts two
glasses of bubbly from a passing waiter. “I see you saved the best
dress for yourself! Half the men in here can’t keep their eyes off
you!”

“Shit,” I giggle, noticing the stare
of man somewhere in his early 70’s, “it’s more than half. If
Grandpa Joe over there don’t quit staring at me soon his wife
liable to smack him upside the head with his own walking cane! I
can see that Viagra bulge from here, baby.”

Linda erupts into a fit of laughter, I
can tell she’s drunk.

“Well they aren’t
all as old as father
time,” she catches her breath, “in fact the word on the streets is
that there’s a rather wealthy
young man here tonight…and guess who he’s been
asking about?”

I shake my head.
Who?

“You silly!” Linda
exclaims. “Who else! I mean for the love of God look at you bitch!”

“Who is he, bitch?”

Linda smiles and shakes her head.
“Uh-uh,” she licks her lips, “I’m not telling. You’ll find out soon
enough, I’m sure.”

“Don’t play with me girl - is he cute
or not?”

“He’s young,” Linda assures me, “and
he’s rich.”

“Are those the same
things?”

“Might as well be,” she
laughs, looking around the room. “And oh my goodness if it isn’t
Prince Charming now, come to court the bell of the ball.”

Butterflies swarm in my tummy - Linda
is watching someone over my shoulder.

“I’ll just leave you two to it,” Linda
winks, turning to leave.

“Girl where you going!” I whisper,
“least you could do is introduce me or something!”

Linda’s gone as quickly as
she came and when I look back out across the room, I see
him. How did I miss the
man in the first place?

It’s always a weird feeling when you
see someone in the flesh for the first time that you’ve seen a
hundred times before on the internet, on social media, in the news
and occasionally in trouble with the federal government. It happens
from time to time in New York, seeing a musician or an actor but
it’s only ever in quick passing. Barely enough time to register who
it was you saw.

Rarely is said famous person walking
directly towards you with their gaze glued to your body.

“There - you -
are,” Alec Hayden says
charmingly enough, deliberately spacing out each word. “I’ve been
looking for you.”

He’s shorter than he looks on
Instagram, much shorter. With my heels on his eyeline barely make
it above my cleavage, which means I don’t need to tell you where
those blue peepers are staring. His blonde hair is thick and
pretty, slicked back and sharp, and though he is undeniably good
looking, there’s something soft about his features that makes him
totally disarming.

“Looking for me?” I ask, “How long you
been looking for me?”

“Why, my whole life beautiful,” Alec
grins a perfect row of white teeth. Daddy’s teeth.

“Damn well it took you long enough,” I
grin back, “how long is it gonna take for you to ask my name I
wonder?”

“Naomi Dawson,” Alec doesn’t hesitate,
my name sounds strange in his mouth, “Femminuccia’s most talented
designer. I’ve been a fan of yours for a while. Since that write up
Rolling Stone did on you.”

I nod my head knowingly.
“You mean since you saw that picture of me in my underwear? Tell me
Alec, what’s your favorite
piece of mine?”

Alec looks over my body with dilated
pupils.

“I mean my dresses big boy - eyes up
here please.”

Alec snaps to attention. “I
like everything you do, Naomi. I can’t just pick one favorite.” His
eyes start to wonder again, “it’s all perfect.”

I laugh in spite of myself, he’s
arrogant but he’s cute. At least he can talk to me without
stuttering and sweating like most of the other men in this
city.

“So you found me,” I take a step
closer to him, “what now?”

“I’m glad you asked that,” Alec leans
in and places his hand in the small of my back - confident but not
pushy, “have you ever been on a helicopter before,
Naomi?”

“Excuse me?”
Have I what?

“Well mine is parked upstairs, on the
roof. Would you like to see it? Maybe go for a spin?”

“On your helicopter?” I ask
incredulously. “The one parked on the roof of this building?”

“Yep.” Alec’s face is so smug and cute
at the same time that I’m not sure if I want to punch him in the
nose or kiss him on those lush lips.

“This ball is bore,” I shrug, “lead
the way Prince Charming.”

Alec Hayden beams, his bright blue
twinkling like a schoolboy.

It’s windy and freezing on the roof of
the 65-story building but it’s cozy and warm inside Alec’s luxury
chopper. We sit close enough together that our bodies push against
one another, and I can smell his minty breath on my cheek. As we
rise over Manhattan, the lights of the city are a sparkling ocean
in the night sky, a view I’ve never seen before in my life - a view
most will never see.

Alec takes my hand in his and
squeezes.

Hours later we land at his
property upstate, a sprawling compound that looks almost eerie in
the early morning hours. He takes me to the lounge where we sip
expensive wine from the 70’s and chat about our lives around the
fireplace. Things are moving fast.

“How old are you?” I ask, laying out
longways on a chaise longue across from the baby-faced
charmer.

“Eighteen,” he says, bringing the
glass of red to his puffy lips. “Is that a problem?”

I consider the question just long
enough to make him squirm. “Shouldn’t be…I am nearly ten years
older though. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather be galivanting
across the state in a helicopter with someone closer to your own
age?”

“Girls my own age bore me…I
want a woman. A real woman.” He’s staring at my body again, at my big black melons
about to pop out of this red dress, and this time I’m going to let
him look - let him gawk as much as he pleases. Alec isn’t
unpleasant to look at, not at all. And his company is entertaining
enough…he’s certainly pulled out all the stops and I’m starting to
think about how far he’s willing to take this.

“You’re sure you could handle me?” I
ask seductively, running my fingertips across my
cleavage.

“I think there’s only one way to find
out the answer to that question.”

And if you can believe it,
the cocky rich kid too big for his britches actually leans in
and kisses me.

“You got some soft lips boy,” I
whisper between smooches. Alec has got a nice mouth, almost female
in its tenderness, and the more we kiss the more I wonder what it
will feel like against my pussy.

Needless to say, I find out quite
soon. And it’s just as good as you’d think it, maybe a little
better. Which is great news because when the boy finally takes his
pants off, I remember why I so rarely date white men in the first
place.

It’s not that I was
expecting something big, I knew with Alec’s height and just
overall vibe that
the chances of him being hung were significantly low. I was even
expecting maybe something below
average, considering how much overcompensating he
did with his money. But the dick I’m looking at now is barely
enough to fit a rubber. In fact, I’ve never even seen a condom as
small or as blue as the one he’s putting on. I guess the length is
only slightly below average, possibly a solid four inches? But it’s
the lack of girth that has me concerned. Because when I get wet, I
get soaked. And I
need something real down there.

But Alec is cute, and Alec is rich and
when he shudders in my arms, blowing his load into the blue rubber
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