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Chester looked at the gorgeous brunette in front of him as she peeled off her skin tight dress. He couldn’t believe his incredible luck. Every guy at work was always hitting on this girl, yet here she was, getting naked in his room.  

Ever since the doll-like beauty got hired as a receptionist, all the guys would hang around the lobby, making excuses to talk to her or to just stealing looks at her tight, slim young body. But somehow, she was here with him. He never would have had the courage to even consider asking her out, and even when she pressed him, saying “Why haven’t you asked me out yet, Mr. Jameson?” He still struggled to actually get out the invitation. But he finally had, and now here she was. 

She was half his age, barely over twenty. Her skin was soft and supple as she stripped down to her bra, panties and sexy nylon stockings.

Chester was beyond nervous. He hadn’t been with a woman in over a year, since his wife left him for another man. And before that he’d only with one woman since high school. His lovely Brenda, who one day up and told him she’d been fucking another man for two years. She left him and took everything, and when he begged her to come back she had laughed and told him she’d never settle for inferior sex from inferior men again.

Chester had been crushed, and that moment still weighed on him as he looked at Trish’s flawless body, wiggling in front of him, showing off with giddy confidence.

Chester took a deep breath and began unbuttoning his shirt. He knew he had a big belly still, but Brenda had always said she liked it. Of course that was before she left him for a super-fit, six foot tall black man.  His hands were shaking as he pulled off his shirt, looking at the hot girl standing in front of him, biting her lip and smiling a beautiful, dirty smile. He dropped the shirt and before it hit the floor Trish was pushing her young, firm body against him, turning her face up to his, and pushing out her lips. 

“Kiss me,” she said.

He pressed his nervous lips to hers, and tasted the sweetness of her beautiful mouth. Her soft hands ran up and down his back.

“Do you like my body?” she asked, giving it another provocative wiggle.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes. I love it.”

She purred, “Aren’t you sweet,” and pushed him back, knocking him back down onto the bed that he’d previously only ever shared with his wife. She followed him down to the mattress and ground her barely covered, smooth little body against him. His body responded with throbbing pulse and heavy breathing. He felt her ass, the skin of her cheeks, sticking out around the v of her panties were perfectly smooth and soft. She had the narrowest waist and tiniest thighs, with a full, round ass that felt incredible in his hands. His cock was hard in his Khakis as she reached down and started working the latch of his belt. She unlatched his belt as she kissed his chest with her pretty, red lips. Then she sat up suddenly, looking at him with her dark, intense eyes, clear and full of wicked intentions.

“Whenever I’m with a new guy,” she told him. “I like to get things started with a nice little get-to-know-you blowjob.”

Chester was stunned to silence. He stared at her beautiful plump lips on the young, doll-like brunette, imagining how soft they would feel against the sensitive skin of his throbbing erection. He swallowed.

“But I need you to behave, okay? No touching.”

He nodded.

“I don’t trust you,” she teased. “I think I better tie you up.”

He laughed but realized an instant later that she was serious as she began flipping the bedsheet into a thick rope. Chester didn’t care. He was ready for anything. She tied his hands securely at his sides and asked, “Too tight.”

“No,” he said with a slight grimace.

She wrenched the sheets tighter. “How about now? Too tight?”

He couldn’t hold back the grimace now. “Yeah, a little.”

She nodded. “Perfect. Now you just lie back and let me do all the work. Okay?”

Chester just nodded, heart pounding with excitement over his tremendous luck, in spite of the discomfort and pain of his binds.

Trish giggled at his nervous movement and pained expression. “Good boy,” she told him and began to softly kiss down his belly with her wet, little mouth.

Chester’s body shuddered with pleasure at the sexy young girl’s touch. He again couldn’t believe his luck. Trish pulled his pants and underwear to his ankles. He could feel her breath passing over his sensitive skin as she seemed to inspect his balls and raging hard-on.

“Oh wow,” Trish said. “Hi there little guy.” She was giggling as she stroked his hard, throbbing cock. Her beautiful face hovering over it as she tauntingly laughed at him. She looked up at him as if completely fascinated, “You’re really small.”

Chester felt like his heart had stopped. This was one of his worst fears, suddenly coming true. “I’m sorry,” was all he could think to say.

She shrugged, still stroking his cock. “You don’t have to apologize. You can’t help what you are. Besides, I don’t mind. I didn’t want to go out with you because I thought you’d have a big cock, obviously. I like you. You’re sweet and sensitive and caring. I mean, lots of guys have big cocks. I can have a big cock anytime I want. You should have seen the cock on the guy I was with this morning...”

“Wait,” he said, suddenly feeling nervous and a little threatened. “You were with another man today?”

“Oh yeah,” she said without the slightest hint of shame. “It was really fucking hot. David from distribution... I think his name’s David, anyway, he comes up to me in the parking lot on my way in and he says, ‘Hey Bitch, show me your tits,” so I’m like ‘Okay,’ and next thing I know he’s just railing me on the hood of my car.” She was still stroking him, her eyes distant as if lost in her memory. “Yeah,” she added. “He had a beautiful dick.”

“I don’t... I don’t know what to say,” 

She suddenly looked at him as if finally coming back from that memory. “Oh, honey. Don’t feel threatened or anything. He was just a fuck. I would never date a guy like that. Guys like that make terrible boyfriends. They never care about how your day was or take care of you when you’re feeling down. No. I need a sensitive, loving guy who can take care of me as a boyfriend: An older guy, with money and a good heart. I really think you’re boyfriend material. I don’t care about your cock,” she said, still stroking it. “Cocks are everywhere.”

“I don’t understand,” Chester said, his voice a weak, almost pathetic whimper. “Are you saying I’m too small for you?” 

“No Sweetie,” she said. “I’m not saying that you’re too small for me. I’m saying you’re too small for anyone, but I don’t mind.” Immediately after saying this she turned her face and swallowed his dick deep into her mouth.

The wetness of her mouth felt incredible on his throbbing cock, but it only lasted a second before she slid her lips off his meat and looked back up at him with that curious, almost amused look in her eyes. She stroked his wet dick with her lovely hand, her luxurious, dark hair pouring down over his thighs. “Is that why your wife left you? Because you have such a little dick?”

Chester closed his eyes from frustration and humiliation. His cock was throbbing in her delicate touch. The memory of her mouth was still vivid in his senses. 

She gave his balls a sharp little flick with her finger to get his attention, “Hey. Answer me,” she said suddenly stern.

“I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe. She left me for a black guy so I guess, maybe.”

She laughed softly. “MMMM,” she purred, stroking him absently. “That’s so hot.  I can imagine her surprise, after all those years with you, the first time a real cock was pushed into her cunt. Was she a natural blonde? Did she have a little blonde bush to match her pretty curls?”

Chester followed his eyes to the wall were he realized he still had a picture of his ex-wife hanging. 

“I bet she was,” Trish said. “She looks like a natural blonde. I bet her big, black man loves seeing her pretty blonde bush while she’s splitting open her tight little cunt.”

Chester whimpered. How could this adorable young girl be so filthy? How could that sweet face be so mean? But the sensation of her soft, tender hand on his penis was impossible to resist, even as her beautiful mouth was saying such cruel things. 

“Why are you being so mean?” he asked, more shocked and mystified than anything.

“Oh sweetie,” she said. “Don’t be mad. I’m not being mean, I’m just being honest. Would you rather I pretend? Don’t be sad. If I become your girlfriend, you’ll never have to worry about me leaving you for another man. I like my boyfriends to have cute little dicks.” Before he could say anything she slid her mouth back over his prick, overloading his brain with powerful sensations as she sucked him, twirling her agile tongue around his narrow shaft.

Chester whimpered as she pumped him with her soft lips, then nearly cried when she stopped once more, looking at his face again, smiling deviously as she held him in her hand, barely touching his skin as she slid her hand loosely up and down his spit wet rod. 

“I love your cute little dick, Sweetheart,” she told him. “Guys with big dicks make terrible boyfriends. They are only good for fucking. Little dick guys like you are so much more fun. You are eager and doting and very easy to control. I find control to be very, very sexy.” 

Chester opened his mouth to protest but she interrupted him with a sudden question.

“Do you want to see my cunt?” she asked.

Chester closed his mouth and nodded eagerly. She giggled and stood up, letting his dick drop, leaving it pointing desperately up at her beautiful body. She turned away from him so that he was staring up at her tight, gorgeous ass. Her narrow waist curved sharply and dramatically, giving the slender girl a dramatically full, round ass and lovely hips. She bent at that slender waist now, showing him her lovely round cheeks as she peeled her panties off and stepped out of them. She turned to face him, dropping her silky panties over his throbbing erection. He stared up at her gorgeous body. She had the cutest, shaved little cunt he’d ever laid eyes on. 

“Oh fuck,” Chester said. “You’re so beautiful. I want to make love to you.”

She reached up and unhooked her bra, letting it fall over his stomach and reveal her perfect, perky young breasts. “How are you going to do that?” she asked.  “Describe it to me.”

Chester stumbled over his words for a moment, not sure what to say. I’m going to kiss you, and I’m going to put my hard cock inside your beautiful pussy.”

She laughed. “No. That’s not what you’re going to do. Honestly, after the amazing cock I had this morning, I’m not sure I’d even feel you. No. You are going to make love to me with your mouth.”

Chester didn’t understand why he was still so hard. But he couldn’t stop the blood flowing to his erection as he stared at the flawless young girl standing over him in nothing but red, six inch heels. “Yes,” he practically begged, his mouth watering at the thought of tasting that amazing, perfect young pussy. He had always loved eating pussy, and he liked to think he was good at it. “Okay, yes. I’ll make love to you with my mouth.”

“See,” she said. “I knew you were a sweet guy. I knew you were good boyfriend material. I have already been fucked so good today; all I really need is your mouth, licking my hot, tired little snatch.”

Chester’s mouth watered and his tongue unconsciously passed over his lips. His whole body burned with aching need to taste that delicious little cunt that was hovering over him. The cute young girl standing over him looked down at his face, smiling like she’d already won. She knew he would do anything to taste her. Chester nodded, telling her again, yes.

“Oh sweetie,” she purred. “I don’t want to feel like I’m forcing you. I need to see some enthusiasm. Tell me how much you want to do it. Tell me how much you want to eat my wet, well fucked pussy.”

“I want to,” Chester told her, his whole body throbbing with longing to have her delicious pussy pressed down against his face. “I want to eat it so bad.”

She lowered her body above his head, but she stopped, hovering over his face, her hand gripping his hair and keeping him from moving his head closer. “Beg me for it,” she told him. “Beg me to let you lick my cute little cunt that has been too deeply fucked to feel anything but your mouth.”

“Please,” he begged. “Please let me eat your perfect pussy. I don’t care that someone else has had sex with you today. That was before... now... now I need you. Please. I need it so bad.”

She giggled. “I like you Chester. You’re fun.” Then she pressed her hot, wet cunt to his face.

Chester opened his mouth and let her soft slit press to his lips. He pushed out his tongue and eagerly lapped at the delicious juices that flowed from her tight little pussy. She moaned, pressing down on his forehead and his hair as she leaned over, thighs tight against the sides of his face. “Oh fuck,” she purred. “That’s nice. That’s a good little pussy licker. Make love to me. Make love to my wet cunt with your mouth.”

Chester kissed and licked and sucked on Trish’s gorgeous pink pussy, drinking down the sweet juices that ran down his face. His dick was hard and throbbing. He could feel the soft lace of the panties she’d dropped on his erection, and he worked his hips, trying desperately to fuck that light silky fabric.

Trish laughed, looking back over her shoulder as she ground her crotch down on his eager face. “Are you trying to hump my panties? You dirty little freak. Did I say you could fuck my panties?”

Chester tried to answer but her wet cunt muffled him. She giggled and snatched the panties up. Chester moaned with frustration. She reached down pulling her panties down onto his head, the wet crotch of them against his forehead. 

“That’s better,” she said. “Now you look like the sweet boy you are. Are you going to be my sweet little panty boy from now on?”

Chester grunted that he would, as he slurped at the wet cunt being ground roughly into his face. She roughly humped his face, her tits bouncing beautifully as she popped her pussy up and down and ground it back and forth.

“I’m going to ride your face like a horsey,” she told him. “Are you my horsey baby? Are you my horsey little panty boy?”

Chester tried his best to whinny like a horse as she pressed and ground her delicious cunt in his face, smearing her wetness all over him, glazing his face with her pussy juice, her voice rising higher and higher in pitch. Her chest was heaving as her breath grew faster and harder. Her long brown hair was whipping up and down as she rode him, falling over her gorgeous narrow shoulders and brushing against her beautiful bouncing breasts. Her thighs were squeezing the sides of his head. Her pretty face looked down at him with excitement as she grabbed him by the hair, where it stuck out the leg holes of her panties, yanking painfully at his scalp as she mercilessly fucked his face. 

“Oh fuck,” she cried. “Eat me baby. Eat me you sweet man. Eat your little girl.” She rocked back, grabbing her own gorgeous tits and squeezing her hard nipples. She arched her back, the long line of her ribcage extending as she pressed hard into his mouth, smothering him with the strong scent and soft wet flesh of her flawless pussy. “Oh yes,” she cried, her lovely voice full of pleasure and passion as she pressed herself down on his face, grinding roughly, pinching her own tits. “Eat it bitch. Eat that cunt you sweet little bitch!” Then she cried out, her thighs tightening on the sides of his face as orgasm made her body shake and quiver.

When her orgasm passed she laid down beside him, cuddling up against him, her head on his chest. She didn’t untie him or take the panties off his head, but she looked up at him, smiling sweetly. “Thank you Sweetie,” she said. “You did a very good job being my sweet little pussy licker.”

Chester savored the flavor of her on his lips and tongue. He felt happy and strangely content having given her an orgasm. He couldn’t remember the last time he had given Brenda an orgasm. But he also felt intensely frustrated and deeply in need of release. “Thank you,” he told the beautiful young girl in his arms. “Maybe now you could, maybe...” he looked down at his throbbing erection, pointing up at the sky like he was a desperate teenager again.

She looked down at his dick as if she had forgotten it was there. Then she looked up at his face with an expression in her eyes that looked like pity. “Oh honey,” she said. “I’m not going to let you cum on the first date. What kind of girl do you think I am?”

“But,” Chester complained. “That story... the guy this morning... Was that true? Did you have sex with him? It wasn’t even a date, let alone the first date.”

“That was different. It was just fucking. I didn’t care about him. But I really like you. This could really be something special, I think. Do you want that?” She kissed his chest in a way that felt submissive and feminine, and looked dreamlike and adorable. “Do you want to have something special with me?”

“Of course but...”

“Good boy,” she said, kissing his mouth to shut him up. “I’m going to untie you now Sweetie. Put away your sad little dick, okay? No one wants to see that thing.” She laughed as if she was just teasing him.

He nodded. “Okay.”

“Don’t look so sad Sweetie,” she said, pulling off his restraints. “If you’re extra Sweet, and a really good boyfriend, I’m sure I’ll let you cum eventually.” She gave his balls another little flick with her finger.

He whimpered pathetically and she laughed.

“That’s one of my most favorite sounds in the whole world,” she said, leaning in and kissing his cheek. “We are going to have so much fun together.”
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Trish looked in the mirror as she squeezed her full ass into the tight little shorts she was wearing tonight. The black denim shorts were so small they didn’t cover the cleft of her ass-cheeks. They were skin-tight, hugging her flesh like and leaving nothing to the imagination. They were far too tight for her to wear panties with, and the way the thin black denim pulled up into her ass crack it was easy to tell she wasn’t wearing them. She would feel silly wearing a bra when she wasn’t wearing panties so she slid the tight white top on over her firm breasts. You could see the dents of her nipples pressing against the thin cotton of her tight little t shirt.

She turned sideways and looked at her ass in the mirror. She looked good. Her legs were silky, long and tan, and her narrow thighs accented her firm, rounded ass. Her tight t shirt hugged her narrow torso, stopping just above the waistline, showing off a thin strip of supple tan skin. She stepped into her platform heels, accenting the curve of her ass even more. She turned forward and checked her makeup. She had a sweet looking face, and she did her makeup to highlight it, keeping it subdued in minimal, letting her clothes, actions, and hot little body be trashy for her. Her rich, brown hair hung soft and clean in waves down her back; a few strands that rested down the front of her body brushing lightly against her pointed nipples.

She smiled. Poor little Chester wasn’t going to know what to do with himself. She loved walking into a club looking like this, with a man like Chester in her arm. If she came in alone then people might think she had some guy somewhere that she was loyal too, and hesitate to approach her, but if she walked in with a loser like Chester then all the guys in the place would know she was ready to cheat and down to fuck. Plus, she didn’t have to worry about who was paying for the drinks or how she would be getting home. Some girls loved being single, but she couldn’t see one advantage to it, not if you choose the right guy to date and you trained him properly.

She grabbed her purse and walked out to the living room where Chester had been waiting for an hour. “What do you think, Sweetie?” she asked, strolling into the room, her long, bare legs drawing his attention immediately. His jaw dropped open and he stared.

She giggled at his pathetic reaction and did a little spin like her apartment was a runway, and he was the salivating masses.

“Is that what you’re wearing out?” his voice sounded almost terrified even as it wavered with arousal.

She moved up and sat down on his lap, feeling his dick, hard against her ass cheek. “Good boyfriend rule number one. You don’t tell me what to wear. If you buy me something pretty I’ll let you see me in it, but I dress how I like.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to...”

She hushed him. “It’s okay,” she said. “You’ll learn the rules. I know. You’re going to find out that I am a very laid back and easy going girlfriend, as long as you always do what I want and never do anything I don’t like.” She added a little giggle to make her declaration sound like it might have been a joke, then she reached down between her thighs and between his legs and squeezed his balls teasingly through his black dress pants. “How’s that sound?”

“Okay,” he said, breathlessly, his dick throbbing.

“Just okay?” she asked, giving him a flirty smile.

“Perfect, I mean. Yes. That sounds perfect.”

She kissed his cheek and stood up. “Take me to the club, Honey,” she ordered in her soft, sweet voice. She could feel his eyes locked to her full, soft ass, squeezed into the tight little black denim shorts. She rocked her hips for him and then waved for him to catch up. “When we get in to the club,” she said. “You can put your hand on my ass as we walk in, so everyone knows we’re together. Would you like that?”

He was practically panting with excitement at the thought and she giggled. “Tell me what a good girlfriend I am,” she said.

“You’re amazing,” he said his eyes drifting over her tight body and full curves. “Perfect.” 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll make it up to me.”

When they got to the club they walked in the door, and were met with the loud thumping music. The place was full of beautiful young people. Strong muscular men and super-hot girls were everywhere, dancing or grinding against each other, or just standing around looking cool. Chester was easily the oldest person in the place, but his chest swelled with pride as they walked in together, her body close against him, his sweaty hand cupping her perfect ass. She looked around, scoping out the guys. 

She saw someone she liked the looks of. A strong, tall guy who had long, dark hair. The tall stranger sat looking powerful and magnificent as he watched the girls in the crowd with casual, arrogant, boredom. His eyes passed over her without showing any particular increase in interest as he sat in a massive overstuffed chair on the other end of the dance floor. The tall, dark stud acted as if he had barely noticed her. She was going to fix that. 

“Sweetie,” she told her new boyfriend. “Go get us a couple drinks. I’ll be right back.”

Chester went over to the bar, to stand and wait for the bartender to notice him in the crowded mob of gorgeous young people, while she strolled across the dance floor. Men everywhere stared at her tight body wrapped in tighter clothes, but they would have to wait. She had already picked her target. She approached him, her feet crossing elegantly in front of each other with every step, making her curved body sway and flow like liquid sex.

Even the bored dark stranger couldn’t help but look at her now, as she strutted her way towards him, eyes smoldering with lust. She walked up to him and stopped. She turned back towards the dance floor and just stood, ignoring him.

The tall stranger laughed. “Get over here,” he said. 

She looked at him innocently. “Are you talking to me,” she purred in her best imitation of a naïve voice. 

He reached out, grasped her narrow wrist in his strong hand and pulled her onto his lap. She could feel the massive girth of his limp member sitting across his muscular thigh. She felt small and fragile against his massive frame. 

She smiled at him. “Hi there,” she said.

One of his strong hands were on one of her narrow thighs and the other was moving up her arm. “What happened to your boyfriend?” he asked.
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