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Ice Cream Man
was previously published by Anita Blackmann, under
the pen name Tricia Blackwood. For this 2nd edition, the story has been expanded over 75%, with more
character depth, as well as additional story and action.
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 Excerpt

 


"Fucking bitch," he said, almost laughing.
He grabbed me under my arms and pulled me to my feet. "That was so
fucking hot I almost blew my load." I may have blushed a bit,
knowing I had that kind of power over him. He pulled my arms behind
my back, pulling me to him. His hard, buff body felt good against
my softness, my breasts with their rock-hard nipples crushed
against him. He leaned in and kissed me. I wasn't expecting that.
Somehow, it felt wrong, even more-so than me blowing him but that
didn't stop me from closing my eyes and kissing him back.

 


Jerry never kisses me
after I've had his dick in my mouth. He
held my hands in place with one big hand, letting the other roam
freely over my body while our tongues played their love game. His
hand roamed up my side, around in front, taking my breast and
squeezing it. I moaned, most of my body aching for just that same
sort of rough treatment.

 


From over the shirt to under the shirt,
pulling it up as he grabbed my tit again, this time pinching the
nipple. Pain and pleasure mixed in near-equal quantities, a loud
gasp escaping my mouth even as my hungry cunt gushed anew. He let
go of my wrists, freeing his hand to pull my shirt over my head. He
grabbed both breasts, fed one to his warm, moist mouth and talented
tongue while squeezing the other. He worked them both while my
hands roamed over his body, up under his shirt to play with his
hard nipples.

 


He grabbed my arms and pushed me back,
looking over my semi-nakedness with a wicked smile that increased
my pussy tingling. Before I could respond beyond that, he turned me
around and bent me over a freezer. The coolness of the stainless
steel top made me shudder one way, while him reaching under my
skirt and yanking down my panties made me shudder another. I barely
had stepped out of them when he kicked my feet apart. "Ungh!"

 


The Ice Cream Man raised my skirt, crouching
behind me. I trembled when I felt his hot breath on my exposed
cheek, then again as I felt his warm, moist tongue on it. I quaked
when he bit me, none-too-gently. I wiggled my ass. "Fuck me," I
begged.

 


WHACK! The crack of his hand on my cheek
startled me more than it actually hurt, though there was a decent
sting. "Beg me, white girl," he said. I moaned, deliriously and
wiggled my ass again.

 


WHACK! I winced, the sharpness of the pain
making me cream. I wiggled again, adding, "Please fuck me," I said.
Then, caught up in the whole thing, I added, "Please, fuck me, Fuck
me hard and make me come. Fuck me like the little whore I am!" It,
uh, just sort of blurted out. I had no control. I needed his cock,
so bad!

 


He pressed his thumb into my red mark
as he stood and I winced and moaned. He grabbed my soft hip with
his hot, rough hand and finally ran the head of his cock up and
down my engorged, dripping lips. "Oh yeah," he said. "Someone wants
to get fucked." Then, before I could respond, he shoved himself
roughly inside...
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Chapter 1

 


 "What can I get for you today, little girl?" He was talking to
my six-year-old but he was looking at me. What is he? Nineteen? Shit, you'd better be careful...
All I knew was that he was fine and it was pretty
obvious he liked me. It had been a long, hot summer. Too hot to
fuck, according to my husband. That didn't stop me from wanting it,
though. And hell, he didn't pass on those three starter blowjobs,
either. Only one of which actually led to sex, I might
add.

 


Yeah, as summer waned, I
was getting anxious. I needed to get laid, heat be damned. I had
never, ever even thought of cheating but things were getting bad.
If not with Jerry, then the Ice Cream... What do you call them when
they're on the good side of twenty? Is it still ice cream
man? I don't know, but
maybe the alternative wasn't appropriate. I just knew he was hot,
kinda buff from what I could see, with creamy milk chocolate skin
and a smile that made me wet. And I swear he was fucking me with
his eyes, every time. My daughter was too young to notice she had
gone from getting ice cream once a week, at the beginning of
summer, to five times. Six, if Jerry went somewhere with his
buddies on Saturdays.
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