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 Excerpt

 


Faster, he went, really hammering me. He
grabbed me by both hips, slamming deeper and deeper. “Fuck me,
daddy,” I pleaded. Harder and faster, still. “Fuck me!”

 


I was whimpering, a little
fuckhole for him to use. I squeezed back with my pussy but it
barely fazed him. Night had fallen and I was sure there wasn't
anyone around so I let out a long, loud moan. His balls slapped
against me, he was bottoming out. My eyes rolled up inside my head,
my body overwhelmed at the feeling of being used. He was pushing me
to the edge and I could hear his breathing strain again.
Soon, I
thought...

 


Once again, without
warning, he pulled out of me. I was startled by the sudden
emptiness. Before I could even think a single wha...? he spun me around again,
pushing me to my knees. The stranger grabbed me by the back of my
long, dark hair, holding my head upturned. He jacked his thick,
hard manmeat, just inches from my eyes. My boi-clit ached and
throbbed at the sight...
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Chapter 1

 


Oh, my word. He's so cute!

 


We were in the park. I was
sitting on a bench, enjoying the sunset. He had been checking me
out for some time. I can't believe
this! I found myself catching his glances
and each time they made me blush even more. Oh, no! He sat on the far end of the
bench. It was more than I could have hoped for. All I could do was
look straight ahead and try to keep myself from trembling. I just
about died when he scootched a bit closer.

 


“You're very pretty,” he
said. My mind raced for something to say. Anything.

 


“Twenty dollars,” I
blurted without even looking his way. I don't know why I said that.
I'm not a hooker and I definitely didn't need the money.

 


“Excuse me?” he
questioned.

 


“Twenty dollars,” I
replied, this time more coolly. I was getting a handle on my
nerves. “Twenty dollars for a blowjob in the bushes.”

 


He seemed to think for a moment or maybe I
just caught him off-guard. “Fuck you,” he replied, standing up and
walking away.

 


“That's extra,” I said.
I'm not sure he heard me. All that unused adrenaline caused me to
shake. Panting, I smiled at my own boldness, hardly believing what
I had just done.

 


I had been dressing for some time, just
around the apartment. Watching videos, looking at pictures, and
dreaming. I'm guessing most girls get lessons in how to do makeup
from their moms, sisters, or girlfriends. I had YouTube.

 


I remember my first pair of panties. There
was a very pretty and popular girl who lived next door, Beverly.
Most every guy I knew wanted to get into her panties. I think I was
the only one who wanted to do that in a literal sense. One day, I
noticed her mom doing the laundry. When she went back inside, I
snuck into their garage and stole one of Bev's lacy things. I hid
it for several days inside my closet. First, to let it dry, then
because I was so afraid. Finally, when no one else was home, I
stripped naked and put them on. They were high-cut, she was very
leggy and I was jealous. I'm sure I didn't look as good as her in
them but they had a magical quality about them. I ended up wearing
them frequently.

 


Years later, I had my own place, like I
said, where I didn't have to worry about anyone bursting in
unannounced, although that's also a fantasy of mine...

 


For some time, though, I had been wanting to
go outside, wanting to show the world the new me. The real me.
Debbi. (No “e” at the end!) Norman was gone, as far as I was
concerned.

 


Every day, I went to the door, grabbing the
handle. It was days before I actually opened the door, though.
Twice, after that, I quickly closed it, my heart threatening to
pound its way out of my chest in fear. Finally, though, I did it. I
quickly made it out of my building and down the street. It was
liberating!

 


At first, I was afraid
someone would see me and know that I didn't have all the right
parts for someone wearing such a cute little outfit. But with each
step, my confidence grew. I could see guys looking me over. My hair
was long and real, my makeup impeccable, my legs smooth and
lean. The schoolgirl outfit was a good
choice.
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