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CHAPTER 1


It's nearly eleven when I get home after a Saturday night shift at the restaurant. The moment I open the door I hear Mom crying and Aunt Janie yelling. I head to the living room to find Mom sitting on the couch and wiping her eyes, a pile of used tissues on the coffee table in front of her.

“I don’t wanna hear it!” Mom yells.

“That skeevy perv!” Janie’s voice echoes from the kitchen. "I knew he was no good! I told you, didn’t I?”

“Oh shut up, Janie!” Mom yells back.

“Well I did,” Janie shouts as she comes through the kitchen door. “Hi, Lizzy,” she says to me.

"Hi. What’s going on?”

“Your mom broke up with Mason,” Aunt Janie says, “He’s such perv! He was⁠—"

“Shut up, Janie,” Mom interrupts. “Please, for the love of God, stop talking!"

“What did he do?” I ask.

“He was jer⁠—“

“Shut up, Janie!” Mom shouts her down. “She doesn't need to know!" Mom looks at me. "It doesn’t matter anyways, it's not important."

“Fine,” says Janie, miffed. She's just dying to tell me, you can practically see the steam shooting from her ears.

This is quite a surprise. Mom’s been dating Mason for almost a year now. I thought things were going well, that Mom finally found a good one. He's smart and funny, and he treated Mom like a queen.

He’s also really good-looking. Mom was the envy of more than a couple of her friends. She took great pleasure in that. Whatever he did, it must be pretty bad if it was a dealbreaker for Mom.

“I want to know, what did he do?”

“Well,” Janie says, “Has was jer⁠—"

“Shut up, Janie!” Mom is angry now, “Stop! She doesn’t need to know!” She looks at me, “You don’t need to to know, honey. Please, it doesn’t matter what he did. He’s out of my life now.”

"Just like that?" I ask.

"Just like that. It's done."

“Alright, Mom. Whatever you say."

She stands, straightens her shirt, and announces, “I have to pee." before marching off.

The second she closes the bathroom door, Janie hurries over to me and whispers, “I told her not to trust him!”

“What happened?"

“She caught him jerking—oh shit, wait. I can’t tell you."

“She caught him what? Jerking off? So what? That’s what men do."

Janie tightens her face into a big frown, trying her best to keep her mouth shut.

“Come on, Aunt Janie,” I say, “ Dish. You know you’re gonna tell me, so let's just cut to the chase."

“Ok, but don’t tell your mother I told you. She’ll kill me.”

“Pinky swear,” I offer my little finger. She hooks mine with hers and leans in to whisper even quieter.

“She caught him jerking off to you.” She pulls back and looks at me with pursed lips and raised eyebrows.

“What?!” I say too loud. She shushes me and then leans in again.

“Pictures of you on social media,” she says.

“What?” I say again, “he was . . . really? Ohmigod!”

“Yeah,” she nods vigorously. “Such a perv! I mean you’re gorgeous honey, of course you are. But he’s like twenty years older than you!"

I chuckle a little as I take this in. So Mason was jacking off to my social media pics? Jacking off to pictures of your girlfriend's daughter, and getting caught doing it—smooth move, Mason!

But it’s also kind of flattering, don’t you think? I mean, it’s a genuine compliment. Mason thinks I'm hot. He wouldn’t be jacking off to pictures of me if he didn’t find me hot, right?

Full disclosure: I’ve done the same thing. I mean I’ve had some personal time with visions of Mason in my dirty little mind’s eye. More than a few times. Many more.

I guess I have a thing for old guys. That’s probably why I’m still a virgin, I’ve never met a boy my age, or even a couple of years older, that I wanted to do it with. And Mason is really good-looking. He’s tall and muscular and has a really cute butt.

I’ve given a great deal of thought to the bulge in his jeans. Like, how big is he? How fat is is dick? Does he have big balls? Does he manscape?

I try to picture what happened. In my mind he’s lying on Mom’s bed, one hand holding his phone, the other holding his, well, you know, getting himself off to my pictures. Maybe Mom is in the bathroom, or doing something in the kitchen.

I wonder, what pictures was he looking at? There's a few from the beach last weekend. I was wearing a bikini. Could it be those?

Mom comes out of the bathroom, "No more talk of this." she announces. "He doesn't deserve me anyways. Onward and upward."

"So brave," Janie says dripping sarcasm. "So strong."

"Oh shut up, Janie!" Mom snaps, "Don't you need to get home?"

"No, not really," Janie sits on the couch, clearly indicating she plans to stay. Mom scowls at her little sister and then turns to me.

"How was work, Honey?"

"Busy," I say, "I ran my butt off."

"Make good tips?" Janie asks.

"Yeah, I did alright. But my feet are killing me."

"Well, you just relax," says Mom.

"I'm sorry, Mom," I say, "I thought things were good with you two."

"So did I, Honey, but you know how it is. Men. Am I right?"

"Yeah, sure Mom. Men suck."

"Yes, they do," she nods. "Your father was a first-class a-hole.”

I sit back and scroll through my posts. Yeah, those bikini pics. I must admit, I was looking pretty sexy that day. Even if I do say so myself.

Evidently, Mason thinks so too.


CHAPTER 2


It’s ten a little after 10 am on Monday morning. I’m sitting on the couch drinking coffee and flipping through posts on my phone. Mom’s at work, and I’m thoroughly enjoying my first summer after graduating high school. Working at the restaurant, hanging out with friends, getting ready to go to college. It’s been a great summer.

The only thing missing is a boyfriend. But I guess I can find one at college. Maybe there I’ll finally lose my V-card. Jenna, my best friend, often reminds me about that.

Whatever. She’s a slut.

There’s a knock on the apartment door. I open it to find Mason standing there looking all cocky. He’s wearing a nice fitting pair of jeans and a t-shirt that hugs his muscular torso quite nicely.

“Hi Lizzy,” he says, “How are you doing?"

“Better than you. What do you want?”

“I guess your mom told you what happened."

“No, she didn’t,” I say. Technically it’s the truth, right? Aunt Janie told me. “But I know she dumped your ass. Why are you here? You know Mom’s at work.”

“I wanted to talk to you. Can I come in?”

“I’m not gonna help you. If you want her back you gotta get on your knees and beg like a dog. I don’t think she’ll go for it, but it will be fun to watch."

“Look,” he insists. “I just want to talk to you. Just for a minute. But not out in the hallway. Can I come in?”

“Alright,” I stand back so he can come in. He shuts the door and looks at me. All of a sudden I feel rather exposed. I’m wearing these tight pajama shorts, no underwear, and a skimpy tank top with no bra. My tits are kinda big and this tank top was not designed to hide them.

“OK,” I cross my arms. “Talk.”

“She really didn’t tell you what happened?”

“Really,” I nod. “She didn’t tell me. And no matter what you say, I’m not going to help you. You’re on your own."

“Hmm,” he says, “Well the truth is I don’t want her back. I lost interest in your Mom a while ago. I’ve only been hanging around because of you."

“Me?” I laugh. “What are you talking about?"

“I see the way you look at me. And I know what you’re thinking."

“What?” I laugh, “You’re pathetic! I don’t look at you.”

“Yes you do,” he stares me down. “You can’t bullshit me.”

“So what if I look at you? I mean, you’re always around. Of course, I look at you! That doesn’t mean⁠—“

“And, I’ve been looking at you,” he cuts me off. “And I like what I see. And, you’re eighteen now, so . . .”

“Wow, you are a perv!” I act offended and surprised and try my best to hide the fact that my nipples are getting hard. I bite my bottom lip and look down. My eyes land on the bulge in his pants. It’s like a fat cucumber wrapped in denim.

“Yeah,” he says, “maybe I am.” He puts his fists on his hips, like some kind of strong man, and thrusts his bulge toward me like the head of a bull. “But you know you want it."

“You are full of yourself, aren’t you?” I laugh.

So, here’s my offer⁠—"

“Offer?”

“Yeah, I have an offer for you. How about I give you what you want, and nobody needs to know?”

“You’re fucking nuts,” I laugh. “I think you need to leave now.”

“Do I?” he smiles and unzips his jeans. “Are you sure about that?”

“What are you doing?” I’m trying to be angry, but I am curious to see what he has in there.

“You want it, don’t you? I mean, you’re always staring at my cock. You think I don’t notice?”

He reaches into his boxers and my eyes go wide when he pulls out his massive hard cock. He strokes himself a bit and lets go, leaving it bouncing a little as it points in my direction.

“Ohmigod,” I say, my eyes glued to it. It’s long and fat like a chubby salami. Meaty and firm. And yes, he manscapes.

“You want to touch?" he asks, with a sly smile. “Or do you just want to watch?” He strokes himself lightly, in full presentation mode.

“Wow,” I say, “You’re such a pig!” And he really is, right?

He keeps stroking himself and watching my face, and I keep looking back and forth between his fisted cock and his taunting eyes.

He’s trying to intimidate me. He wants me to be scared. He’s the predator and I’m the prey. He expects me to freak out when he whips out his monster cock, like I’m such an inexperienced little girl, and how irresistible Big Daddy is with his big hard dick.

But I’m not scared of him. Not one bit. It’s time to take control of the situation, so I grab his cock, turn around and pull him down the hallway.

“Ow!” he yelps, “Not so hard!”

“Then keep up,” I smirk, leading him by the dick to the living room. I stop in the middle of the room and he flinches when I give his cock a little squeeze.

“Stay right here,” I say. “Understand?” Our eyes lock and I make sure he knows I mean it.

“Yeah,” he says, “Ok.”

I let his cock slide from my fingers, sit on the couch, put my feet on the coffee table, and cross my arms.

“Go on,” I say, “Get naked.”

He kicks off his shoes and pulls his t-shirt over his head, exposing his muscular abs and chest, and I do admire the way his arm muscles flex over his head. He drops his jeans and boxers to the ground and steps out of them.

“Now, Daddy, give me something to watch."

“You are a filthy little girl,” he says. “I knew it.”

“Less talk, more action!” I snap. “Show me what you do when you look at my pictures.”

“Ha! I thought your Mom didn’t tell you!"

“How about you shut your mouth and focus on your dick?”

He steps forward and thrusts his palm in my direction. “Spit,” he says.

I lean in and drool a big glob of spit onto his big palm. He wipes it on his pole and jacks himself, filling the room with the sounds of his hand working my spit on his cock. His eyes turn to slits, he’s so focused.

I love watching a hot guy jack himself off, it’s one of my favorite things in porn. But this is even better. He’s real. He’s right there in front of me. I can smell him.

“Is that what you do when you think of me?”

“Oh, little girl, I’ve done so many things when thinking of you. I’d like to show you everything.”

“Don’t you dare cum on the carpet!”

He stops stroking. “Oh, I have much better ideas about where I’m going to cum.”

“Did I tell you to stop?” I say. He laughs and gets back to it.

I slide my hand into my pajamas and graze my clit with my middle finger. My pussy tingles from the touch. I do it again and focus on Mason’s body. I love the way his muscles work when he jerks himself, the flexing in his thighs, chest, and arms. The tension in his neck is such a turn-on too. And of course, his big meaty hand wrapped around his bigger, meatier cock.

He’s a fucking sexy man, that’s for sure. I hope Mom had her fun when she had the chance.

I reach a hand up my shirt to play with my nipple, and at the same time, I slide my finger into my creamy wet pussy.

“Aren’t you a bit overdressed for the occasion?” he asks.

“Dirty old man,” I say. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you.”

“I would. I would like that a lot. I’m dying to see that sweet young snatch. Such a hot little piece of ass, I bet your cunt is magnificent.”

I’m liking the dirty talk. No, I’m loving it. When he talks dirty about my body it goes straight to my pussy, so I add another finger and try to provoke him to keep talking.

“What would a fucking pervert like you do to my magnificent cunt?”

“I’ll stretch that little pussy so wide, I’ll have you screaming, you filthy little thing. I’ll fuck you so good you’ll be sore for a week. I’ll do things to your body that you’ll never forget. You’ll be begging me to do it again, and again, and again. You’ll be ruined for anyone else.”

He takes a step forward and a gooey trail of precum drips onto the coffee table. “So c’mon, let Daddy see. Get rid of those shorts.”

“You can look,” I say as I kick the shorts off onto the coffee table. I spread my legs and fuck myself with two fingers. He licks his lips and watches, still jacking. The sound of my fingers in my sopping wet cunt mingles with the sound of my heart thumping in my chest, which mingles with his heavy breathing as he strokes himself with long, broad strokes.

“Fuck,” he says, “You’re pussy is beautiful. I bet it smells fantastic.”

“Yeah? You wanna smell it?” I pull my fingers out of myself and hold my hand up to him. He leans in and takes a monstrous whiff.

“Fuck yeah,” he says, “It’s like freshly baked cookies. I bet it tastes even better than it smells.”

“Go ahead,” I wave my fingers in his face. “Taste."

He leans back in and licks across my fingertips. “Mmmm,” he says, “Fucking delicious.” He wraps his lips around my fingers and I push into his mouth so he can suck and lick all my juices off. His tongue tickles a bit so I giggle.

“You like that?” he smiles and licks his lips. “I can do things with my mouth that will blow your innocent young mind. Would you like a demonstration?“

“You fucking pervert,” I say, “Of course I do. Get on your knees.”


CHAPTER 3


He pushes the coffee table aside and drops to his knees between mine. “I’m going to take my time,” he says. “I want to savor every little bit of you.”

My heart races in anticipation. I’ve never done this before, but it’s one of my favorite fantasies. These is nothing more exciting to me than the idea of a big strong man between my legs working hard to pleasure me with his sensuous mouth. I can’t wait to find out how it feels.

He presses his nose into my leg and breathes deep. “Mmmm,” he moans, “You smell so good. Good enough to eat.”

He licks my thigh like it’s a big lollipop, his tongue lapping softly against my skin, punctuated by kisses. It makes me shiver and tingle all over, and before I realize it I’m whimpering like a baby.

He pushes my knees up higher and licks low, grazes his tongue across the little bumps of my ass cheeks, and trails his tongue through the place where my leg meets my body.

“Oh God,” I whimper, “Eat my pussy! C’mon Daddy, let’s get it on!"

“I like when you beg,” he says, “but I’m doing this my way.” I moan as he circles my swollen labia with his big warm tongue, just barely flicking over my clit, and then back down the other side.

“Oh, Daddy,” I whimper. My body is shaking and he’s barely touched my pussy. And all I want right now is his tongue on my pussy. I wish he would⁠—

“Oh!” I gasp as he licks his way between my lips, from the very bottom of my hole, upwards, and flicks his tongue over my clit. Before I have a chance to even think about how that feels he swishes his tongue back down and buries it in my sopping wet hole.

“Ah!” I squeal, “Fuck!” I grab a fistful of his hair and twist, hard, as he caresses my cunt with his lips and tongue, his eyes closed, totally engrossed in his work. He licks up and down and in a circle and every other pattern imaginable, and this is even better than I imagined.

I whimper and yelp and moan, letting him do whatever he wants, and wanting everything he does. His luscious mouth on my soft wet pussy is the only thing in the universe right now, and the only thing I need.

“God, you’re fucking delicious,” he growls, making smacking noises with his mouth on my soaking wet pussy. He puts my legs over his shoulders, wraps his arms around my waist, and lifts. My back leans against his hard body as he pulls me up and buries his face in my ass.

“Ohmifuckinggod!” I yell from the surprise and the realization that his face is now buried between my cheeks and his tongue is firmly pressed against my asshole.

And then he licks a circle around my tight rim. And I fucking love it!

He probes my dirty hole with his thick, wet tongue, eating my ass like a starving man. He rubs his nose into my pussy and rubs my clit with a big finger, and I swear I am going to explode!

My body is flurry of sensations, his tongue on my ass sends sparks to my tits. His nose on my pussy creates a pulse of heat from my core, and his finger on my clit brings them together, and I have no control as I cum.

“Hmmm,” his growling vibrates me and he holds me tight as my body pitches and jerks in orgasm. Waves course through me and my lungs are emptied, and I gasp and do it again.

And again.

And again.

And when it all subsides I go limp and open my eyes to see him grinning down at me from between my legs, his face glistening in my love juice.

“How was that, Little Girl?” He lowers me and I sit back on the couch.

“It was . . .” I pause to take a breath, “. . . it was amazing, Daddy.” I pant a while longer, trying to catch my breath. “But what else have you got for me?”


CHAPTER 4


“Oh, Little Girl, I have so much for you.” He stands so close that my knees touch his calves and his cock is like two inches from my face. “It’s time to learn how to use that pretty mouth of yours.”

"What? You want me to suck your dick, right?" Should I?

“That’s exactly what I want you to do,” he says. “Open up and suck Daddy’s dick, like a good filthy little girl.”

I lick my lips and admire the way his meaty cock hangs. Those muscular thighs and tight man-ass balance things out quite nicely.

"It is very pretty, Daddy," I say.

And it is. I mean if Michelangelo had sculpted his David statue at full mast, it would be one hell of an Italian sausage, if you know what I mean. And that would look exactly like this, the little bead of precum included.

So, yeah. I'm gonna suck it. It's the least I can do after what he did to me, right?

And it's another first. I mean I’ve sorta done it before, but the stupid guy was so nervous he came before anything happened. I didn’t even get his dick in my mouth and he was done.

So this is an opportunity to learn to do it right. And Mom always tells me that I have to be ready to take an opportunity when it arises. So I have to suck his dick. I’d be a fool not to.

“Teach me, Daddy,” I look up into his gleaming eyes. “Show me how you like it.”

“Open that pretty little mouth,” he says, "and let's get dirty." He leans forward and his cock is right there, right in my face. So I wrap my hand around his shaft and give it a lick.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” he whispers when my wet tongue touches his swollen head. I suck up that little bead of goo hanging from the tiny little lips on his cock head, and then I lick it again.

"You like that, Daddy?"

“Mmmm,” he moans “Oh yeah, lick me like an ice cream cone. Lick it all around.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I say, and I do just that. I swirl my tongue around the ridge, and lick it up, just like an ice cream cone. Every once in a while I put the whole head in my mouth, like sucking the top of the ice cream, and flick my tongue across the tip in my mouth. Precum leaks from him in a steady stream and I lick up every drop.

It’s sweet and salty. And I like it. I just learned I like precum.

“He puffs up his chest and breathes out with a steady growl as I lick and suck him. He pets the back of my head in appreciation, and I like that too.

As I breathe his manly smell and taste his manly cock, I feel like I am satiating a hunger I didn’t know I had. It’s strange, I just want to do this for a long time. I need his weighty cock in my mouth, I need to taste him, to swallow him.

I just discovered I love to suck cock! I do, I fucking love sucking cock.

“Oh yeah, Little Girl,” he moans, “You’re doing great.”

“Mmmmm,” I moan as the room fades and I put a hand on each of his hips and pull him closer, shoving him deeper into my mouth. I rub my tongue on the underside as his pole slides in and out, caressing my wet lips.

He likes that. I like that it makes his knees bend and he moans at a higher pitch when I do it. “You dirty little thing," he grunts, "you love sucking cock, don’t you?”

Yes, I do.

I answer him with a louder moan and a deeper thrust, and push him further in, and further back toward my throat. I’ve seen deep throat videos online, some girls choke and gag, but some can swallow the biggest dicks without any trouble.

I wonder if I can do that. Can I push his cock all the way down my throat without gagging?

It's time to find out.

I push him further in, until I feel his round head at the back of my throat, closing off my windpipe. I take a deep breath through my nose, and slowly push him further, until his head slides into my throat.

"Holy hell, Little Girl!" he groans, "Fuck yeah!"

I slide my hands around from his hips to his ass and pull him in as hard as I can until his cock is as far down my throat as it will go. My nose is pressed against his belly, and my lips are wrapped around the base of his cock. He grunts like a bear as I hold him tight, and I do my best to swallow, which has the effect of closing my throat around his big fat cock head.

And he fucking loves it.

He grunts and groans and holds the back of my head and pushes himself into me until my eyes start to water. He lets go and when I pull away his cock slides out of my mouth trailing a big rope of spit. I gasp, catching my breath, and stroke his slimy rod. His eyes go all narrow.

"What a sick perv you are," I say, "getting a blowjob from your ex-girlfriend's eighteen-year-old daughter. I may be legal, but does that make it right?"

"Was it right for me to eat your sweet little pussy?” he argues. “You certainly enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

"I did, Daddy," I say, and my attention turns to his sack and the way it looks hanging between his thighs. Manscaped clean, I can see the shape of his balls in their pouch of flesh.

Still stroking his slimy cock, I cradle his balls in my hand, and the first thing I notice is how soft the skin is.

He moans and mutters various obscenities as I massage that smooth skin and shuffle his balls over my fingers. I'm feeling bold, so I lean in and suck his balls softly and lick them back and forth. His eyes flutter up and he grunts so loud the neighbors probably hear him.

"You like that, Daddy?"

“I fucking love that, Little Girl. Your mouth is a gift from the gods!"

"Then I'll do it again!" I say, and suck his balls, back and forth. I hold them tight and lick them up and down, relentlessly, until he is gasping for air and delicious precum drips on my cheek, a sticky string of sweet and salty goodness.

He groans, a powerful rumble, like a drone, completely at my mercy. My mouth is his master, and we both know it. And it feels like he wants it that way. He wants me to tame him. He's daring me to do it.

I thrust him back into my mouth and pump his cock like a machine, and with every thrust of his cock down my throat he erupts with a sharp 'ugh! ugh! ugh!' and he grabs me by the back of my head and bucks with all his might, fucking my mouth with a lusty violence, and I know that if we keep this up he's gonna blow a load straight down my throat, and I want him to, but, wait⁠—

I pull away, slide his cock out of my mouth, take a deep breath, and say "Wait.”

"What?!" he snaps, his face red, his chest heaving.

“You can't do this. You can't cum in my mouth.”

"What? Why not, dammit?!"

"Because you degenerate old perv, I want to know just how much of a pig you really are. So far, you sick fuck, you ate my eighteen-year-old pussy. You had me suck your cock and you were gonna cum down my throat, weren’t you?”

“I was," he says, “and it would have been glorious.”

"That's pretty fucking sick, don't you think? But are you enough of a sick fuck that you would take my virginity? Are you gonna fuck me, Daddy?"

“Yes. Yes, I am." he smiles. “I would love to fuck your ripe little eighteen-year-old virgin pussy.”


CHAPTER 5


“Then I want you to take me right here, on the floor.”

“Great idea,” he says as he drops to his knees. He slides his hands behind me, scoops me up by my ass, and lays me on my back on the carpet. With a hand on either side of my head, he hovers over me with a look of unbridled lust. “But first, a kiss.”

He moves down, closes his eyes, and brushes my lips with gentle restraint. He opens his mouth, and I open mine, and our warm wet tongues meet.

He kisses me so sweetly.

“Mmm,” he moans and I wrap my arms around his head and savor the sensations of our mouths together. His tongue against mine is making my pussy tingle with anticipation of getting fucked. I’m nervous, but I’m also excited.

“Are you gonna fuck me, Daddy,” my hushed voice cracks a little, “Tell me how you’re gonna fuck me, Daddy. I’m kinda nervous.”

“Oh, Little Girl, don’t worry. I’m going to take good care of you. You can trust me. I want it to be perfect. I want to make you feel good.”

“You promise?”

“I promise. I’ve dreamed of this, Little Girl. Being with you is a dream come true. I loved kissing your pussy, making you cum. When you cum you are so beautiful, and now I get to fuck you. I am a lucky man.”

“Ok,” I say, “Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me please!”

He swings his leg between my legs, holds it against my pussy, and kisses my neck. I pant and moan while he kisses all around, and it tickles when he kisses my collarbone. He works his way down to my tit, and holding it with one hand, sucks my tight nipple so hard, so good.

“Oh! Yes!” I moan. I love it!

He moves to the other tit and my heart thumps in my chest as he shifts his other leg between mine and pushes my knees apart. He straightens himself out, holds himself up with a hand on either side of my head and I stare up at the muscles in his chest, his big strong arms.

I feel his cock pressing lightly at my hole. “Ready?” he asks.

“Yes!” I nod frantically.

He pushes in, and I swear I’ve never had anything so big in my pussy. I’ve used my fingers of course, and I love the handle of one of my hairbrushes, but his fat cock is bigger than that, and it’s warm, filled with blood, covered with smooth, soft skin—a completely different sensation.

Cock was made for pussy, and my pussy was made for cock. And his cock is fucking perfect.

I gasp, my mouth hanging open as he slowly forces his way in, until I’m completely impaled, his entire length is right where it belongs: inside me.

“Oh, Daddy,” I say, “I fucking love the way you feel inside of me!"

“Well, Little Girl, let’s see how you like this then!"

He pulls back and thrusts back in, hard and fast, and I groan hard and loud.

“And this,” he says, and he does it again.

“Oh, Daddy!” I moan over and over as he fucks me, in and out, hard and fast, his chest and arm muscles rippling above and around me.

“Fuck yes, keep it coming, Daddy!” I yell as he slams into me, drilling me into the floor. It’s fucking amazing how good this feels.

He lowers his body and wraps his arms under me to hold my shoulders tight, and fucks me faster, pulling me into him hard. His cock is an engine piston firing fast and powerful, turning the gears of my cunt at full speed, which sends powerful tingly waves through my entire body.

God, I love getting fucked! I just learned that! I mean I figured I would love it, but I never guessed how much I would love it.

Daddy pounds me for a while longer, his breath heavy, grunting with every thrust. And then he lifts himself back up, grabs my waist, and in a quick powerful motion turns onto his back with me on top of him, his cock still in my pussy.

“Ride me!” he says. He takes my wrists and puts my hands on his chest, and I use them for support. I lift my ass, pulling him almost out, and then slam down on him with all my weight. He holds my hips and guides me, and I am bobbing up and down, fast and dirty, and his cock thrusts in, thrusts out, and he is pumping from below and holy fucking hell is this amazing!

Every time my ass slams into his powerful body he grunts like a pig, the pig he is, the perverted old pig that I need to fuck me or I will go crazy. Yes! I need this again and again!

“You fucking pervert!” I say, “Keep fucking me! Keep it coming, Daddy!”

And he does, panting like he is running a marathon, he keeps pumping, I keep slamming, and every movement is an eternity of Heaven.

“I knew you would love getting fucked, Little Girl,” he laughs, “I knew it! I bet you’re gonna love doggy!”

“Doggy?"

He pushes me off him, climbs to his knees, and pulls me toward him from behind. His powerful hands grip my waist firmly and he guides his cock into my pussy. It feels different, really good though.

“Oh yeah!” I say, “Fuck me like a dog, Daddy!"

He slams into me and spanks my ass. It stings so good! He slides his hand over and rubs my asshole with his big fat thumb, and that makes it even better.

And then he pushes his big fat thumb into my tight little asshole and I swear my head is going to explode! He pushes it in deep and fucks me hard and grabs my hair and pulls it hard, so my head is back. He’s riding me like a goddamn horse, and fuck, I love it!

“You dirty, little girl,” he grunts, “you like that?"

“Yes, Daddy! Yes! Keep it coming!” He pulls my hair harder and slams into me like the powerful fuck machine he is. I grunt and gasp with each push. His cock is hitting this spot in my cunt, it’s like a tickle but much more intense. Each time his head rubs across it waves of heat emanate from it and spread through my every nerve. I’m drooling now, spit running down my chin, but I don’t care about that. All I care about is that Daddy keeps fucking me, keeps twisting his thumb in my ass, keeps pulling my hair.

And he does. He sure as hell does. How long can this last? Why hasn’t he cum yet?

“Are you gonna fill me with your cum, Daddy?”

“In due time, Little Girl.” He pulls out of me, holds my hips, and stands us both up. I turn toward him, and before I have a chance to say anything, he has lifted me into the air by my thighs, pushed me against the wall, and his cock is poking me from below. He thrusts and lowers me at the same time onto his big meat. I wrap my arms around his neck and hold on tight while he fucks me with all his might against the wall.

“Oh! My God! Daddy!” I moan. He’s fucking machine, that’s for sure!

His abs brush my clit with every thrust, and dammit, I don’t think I can take too much of this. My body sings, and I’m red and sweaty, and he is too, and our bodies slide against one another, inside and out, and every thrust takes me closer.

“Oh! God! Daddy! I’m gonna⁠—”

“I am too!” he grunts, holding the rhythm at a frantic pace.

“Ahhh!” I yell as my body reaches the edge, and I climax harder than I can even explain. He yells too, he’s cumming, filling my cunt with a fountain of gooey sticky jizz, and it seeps out and drips down my thigh. He keeps hammering me against the wall as hard as he can until he can’t anymore, and he leans against me and we kiss, passionate, breathing heavy, our bodies glistening with perspiration, cum dripping down both our legs, his cock still deep inside me.

And now, I am a woman.

We stay like that, our bodies pressed together, catching our breaths, kissing each other’s neck and shoulders, and it’s so sweet.

“You may be a twisted, perverted old man,” I say, “but I loved that.”

“You may be a bratty little filthy-mouthed girl,” he says, “but I loved that too.”

“Can we do it again?” I ask.

“We can,” he says, “We will. Fuck yes, we will.”

“Good. I need you to keep it coming, Daddy.”

[image: ]


I hope you enjoyed Keep it Coming, Daddy!

I have a free story for you — The Diary of Jessica — only available to my subscribers.

Subscribe now and download!

https://cherrysweeterotica.com/free-story/


ALSO BY CHERRY SWEET


Fast and Dirty Series

Taught by Daddy

My Roommate’s Daddy

Fast and Dirty, Daddy

Play With My Toys, Daddy

Glaze My Buns, Daddy

Against the Wall With Daddy

Second Chance Daddy

Your Stepdad Gets Me Wet

Keep It Coming, Daddy

Daddy’s Smut Books

Daddy Pumps Iron & I Pump Him

Daddy’s Best Friend Bites My Apple

Daddy Does Me Good Series

Stepdad is Boss

Cookin’ with Stepdad

My Stepdad Valentine

Daddy Makes Me Beg

Daddy’s Little Klepto

Stepdad is a Dirty Dog

The Stepdad Affair

Scarlett’s Daddy

Learn more about Cherry Sweet and her writing at

https://cherrysweeterotica.com


OEBPS/image_rsrcEW.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Also by Cherry Sweet




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33






OEBPS/image_rsrcEV.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcEX.jpg





