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"Have you talked to her?" my dad asked as I adjusted myself in the passenger seat of his Ford Raptor.

We'd been driving for hours after I had insisted on spending the holidays with him. So he came and got me from my college dorms and now we were headed home.

We lived most of our life in a small town in the PNW and I hated leaving for sunny California, but now that I was looking at the snow and the familiar tall trees rising high up into the air, I felt much better.

Besides me spending time with my dad, I really felt awful about not being home. It sucked especially because I homeschooled for the majority of my schooling life.

"Nope," I said. "She's been trying to call me, but I have nothing to say to her."

"I just don't want her blaming me for that too," he said as he took a familiar turn off the main road and onto a dirt road filled with snow and sleet from the endless amount of rain and snowfall.

"Blame you for what?" I asked.

He shrugged and I glanced over at him. "You know she'll say that I'm making you not talk to her. Just like she said she only fucked her co-worker because..."

My dad trailed off before glancing over at me and I felt a blush crawling up my neck.

We haven't actually spoken about it. The fact that we weren't all spending Christmas Eve and Christmas together was because my mother had cheated on my dad. I didn't even know all of the details, but I knew he was super upset when he called me last week to talk about it.

My dad and I were close on another level. We just got each other and I knew that more than anything in the world, he would have needed me to be there for him. Hell, I remembered all the times he'd dropped everything just to make sure I was okay.

I needed to do the same for him.

I didn't know much about the whole thing because he hadn't told me much. But I assumed that he'd caught her texting. It was a sensitive subject and I didn't know what else to say about the fact that he'd caught her fucking someone else.

So I just reached out and touched his shoulder. My dad glanced back at me and smiled, although it was sad and it didn't even reach his beautiful green eyes.

My mother was stupid. I always made my dad feel special and let him know how much I appreciated him.

But she cheated on him and I just couldn't understand her sense there.

Even though he was fifty-six, he was still absolutely fucking hot. His dark hair was unruly but greying slightly in a few places and I didn't even mind it because it made him sexier. And he still kept his body in great shape.

“I'm sorry, Daddy.” I leaned over the console and pressed a kiss at the corner of his mouth. “You don't need to worry about that for now.”

“I'm glad you're here, Ali.” He reached over and ran his fingers through my hair. “I appreciate you, baby girl.”
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We'd reached home an hour ago and I was lounging on the couch with a bowl of cherries while Daddy got a fire ready in the hearth. He had already decorated the place for Christmas and there were a few presents under the tree which was not decorated yet. It was our yearly tradition from the time I was a small girl that we both decorated the tree together.

And I'm glad that he waited for me.

I get on the floor on my knees and grab the big square box where we keep all the Christmas decorations and I pop a cherry in my mouth.

Daddy glanced over at me once he has the fire going and held out a cherry to him. “Want one?”

His eyes never left mine as he leaned forward and took the cherry from my fingers with his mouth. I gasped softly as he ran along my finger to catch any of the dark liquids running down.

“You should get back at her,” I said, watching as he pulled back and licked his lips. “Just an idea.”

“Your mother? How? I don't even go out anymore,” he said and started rifling through the ornaments in the box. “I mean I became the man she wanted until she didn't want that anymore.”

“So stop being that man she still wants,” I whispered.

His dark green eyes locked on mine and I made my move before I could stop myself from any doubts.

It was so wrong but I couldn't stop staring at the way his biceps strained against his grey t-shirt or the way he kept on looking at me like he was waiting for something.

I pressed my hand against his shoulder and lightly squeezed, but that's all it took because the next thing I knew was that I was flat on my back and he was on top of me.

“Get back at her like this?” he asked as his hands moved down my white sweater until his fingers crept beneath the surface and touched the tender skin on my abdomen.

I bit down my bottom lip and spread my legs as he brought his body flush against mine. His abs felt hard when I pressed my hands against his chest and moved them down.

“Tell me Ali,” he whispered hotly into my ear. “How should we get back at her? What do you want me to do?”

“I want you...” I trailed off when his lips touched neck and his fingers inched further up until he was pinching my right nipple in between his thumb and index finger.

“Say it,” he said, his trimmed beard roughly scraping against my skin.

He grabbed a cherry with his other hand and placed it in between my lips and before I could bite into it, he leaned down and captured it from my mouth before biting into it. And then he leaned forward once more and I opened my mouth as he shared the bits of the cherry its juices with me. 

“It taste so much better from your mouth,” he said. “Now answer my question.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, the heat crawled up my neck and into my face, but I didn't stop myself from saying what I truly wanted.

The truth is I've been thinking about it for a while and now that I had the opportunity, I wanted to know what it would feel like to have his big cock inside of me.

He pinched my nipple against and I moaned into his mouth. I could feel his swollen cock pressing against me even through his jeans. I needed him inside of me now.

Daddy pulled my sweater over my head in one swift move and then he leaned over and sucked my right nipple into his mouth.

I grabbed his hair in my fist and moaned softly as his tugged my nipple back and forth between his teeth.

His hand slipped in between my thighs and underneath my skirt where he pushed my lacy panties aside, before finding what he was looking for.

His fingers slipped in between my slick folds as Daddy licked one nipple and moved onto the other.

Oh God. Fuck. 

Without warning, his two fingers slipped inside of me causing me to gasp out loud. His mouth moved back up my chest leaving a wet trail of kisses as he found his way back to my mouth.

“Open your mouth, baby girl,” he said and I did as instructed.

I opened my mouth and Daddy let his spit fall onto my tongue. He did it again and then he kissed me, sucking my tongue into his mouth as his fingers moved faster inside of me. His thumb brushed against my clit and I could feel myself at the edge, the need to let go was so strong.

I felt my thighs closing, but Daddy pressed on my leg, keeping my thighs apart.

“I need you,” I said and he pulled his fingers out of me before stuffing them into my mouth, forcing me to taste myself on them.

I sucked his fingers, licking each one clean, while he watched, knowing that it turned him on to see me doing that.

“You're a dirty little slut aren't you?” He pulled his fingers out of my mouth and he moved off of me for a second.

I watched as he undid his jeans button and zip before letting his big cock free. It was hard and swollen, precum already dripping from the tip.

“I'm a slut only for you, Daddy,” I whispered.

He was on top of me again, careful enough not to crush me beneath him.

Daddy pressed the tip of his cock against me and I arched my back into the carpet. “Tell me how much you want my cock inside of you, baby girl.”

“I want it so bad, Daddy,” I whispered. “Please fuck me.”

Without warning he thrusts himself into me, moving all the way until he's at the hilt. My breath is stuck in my throat and I wrap my arms around his broad shoulders.

“You're so big.”

“And you're so tight, baby girl.”

I'm almost at the edge and it wouldn't take long for either of us to explode. I'd been saving myself all this time and secretly I wanted Daddy to be my first time. My pussy is wrapped around his thick cock so he moves slowly into me, stretching me so that I can fit around him nicely. In and out, I dig my fingers into his shoulders as he starts to fuck me faster. I'm clinging to him now, as he began thrusting harder until we were both breathing hard and the sweat dripped in between our bodies. 

I wrapped my legs around him and dug my heels into his back. I was so close.

We were one and moved deeper into the evening, the warmth from the fire washing over us. Daddy pushed his cock as far as it would go, desperate to get every inch inside of me.

“Come for me, baby girl.” Daddy's mouth came down hard on mine, drowning out my screams and moans as I came hard around his cock. My pussy pulsed and my body writhed beneath him.

He followed seconds later, his warm cum shooting deep inside of me, filling me with ever last drop.

We kissed roughly; teeth, tongues and biting until we both finally come crashing back to earth.

He stayed inside of me and we lay like that on the floor as the minutes seemed to turn into forever, wrapped in each other's arms as our breathing returned to normal.

“Thank you,” he whispered against ear.

“For what, Daddy?” I kissed along his neck and he held me closer.

“For everything.”
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