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Christina glanced at her watch as her boyfriend panted over her, kissing her neck in the back of the car. “I better get inside, Dear,” she told him.

Ted leaned back. His body was trembling with excitement and his little dick was hard in his slacks. Eventually she was going to have to take things to the next stage and actually put out for him. It had already been three months, and even a sweet, shy boy like Ted had his limits. 

“Maybe I could come inside for a drink or something?” he asked.

“Not tonight,” the cute, 19-year-old brunette said. “I want to, so bad. But I’m just not ready. You know I’ve been hurt before. Besides, I really have to study.” She gave him an innocent flutter of her eyelashes as she smiled sympathetically. She knew what he saw when he looked at her. A cute, innocent little brunette, skinny and a little helpless looking, adorable and sweet with a tight, trim frame. When she was with him, she dressed like she had no idea how hot she really was, and he ate it up. He was putty in her hand. “Soon,” she purred. “I promise.”

“Okay,” Ted agreed. He got out of the car and walked around to the sidewalk to open her door for her. As she stepped out, she could feel him aching for her tight, slinky body. “I love you,” he said.

“Oh Sweetie,” she said. “I love you too.” She meant it too. He was the sweetest little boyfriend a girl could ask for. She leaned her lithe little body against him and kissed his cheek before slipping out of his grasp and walking up to the door.

She opened the door so he would know she was home safe, then she stood in the doorway and watched him leave. When his car pulled around the corner, she stepped back outside and pulled the door closed. She didn’t have much time. She began to wiggle her body out of her sweet, conservative dress. Standing on her front porch wearing just her black heels and black lingerie she stuffed the dress into her purse. She then grabbed a tight denim miniskirt out of it and began to slither as she pulled it up past the curve of her hips. She slipped on a skintight white top that showed off the luscious curves of her miniature frame. It was soft and thin enough to show the outline of her lacy black bra. She walked to her car and checked the side mirror, adding more lipstick, eyeliner and mascara. Barely two minutes had passed before she was in her car and on her way to the hotel.

Christina was just on time as she stepped up to the hotel room door. She rang the bell and struck and elegant and alluring pose, her hip pushed out, chest lifted so her firm breasts looked big on her tiny frame. She stared intensely to the side, as if absorbed in some deep, sensual contemplation. First impressions were everything. 

She waited there, letting the customer inspect her through the peephole before he finally opened the door.

He was a nice-looking older man, but Christina didn’t really care about that. With her boyfriends all she cared about was a good heart, a great sense of humor and a doting demeanor. With her clients she only cared about a big dick and a fat wallet. And of course, the minimum standards of grooming. 

Mark had the grooming down. Nicely trimmed grey beard and short salt and pepper hair. She could smell the clean scent of body wash and fabric softener. “You must be Christina,” he said. “At least, I really hope you are.”

She smiled. He actually seemed kind of charming, not to mention athletic. He must have been over fifty, but he had a fit, well-built body. He looked like he did CrossFit or something. She stepped into the room. “I am. And you’re Mark?”

She smiled at him expectantly, still standing in the open doorway. 

He smiled back. “Oh yes,” he said, pulling out his wallet. “Your website said money up front.”

He held out two-hundred-dollar bills. His hand was beefy and wide but perfectly balanced, his fingers immaculately manicured.

Before she took the money she said, “You understand this is just for my time. If anything else happens between us, that has nothing to do with the money, right?”

“Of course,” he said. “Your charming presence is all I’m paying for.”

Legal formalities out of the way, she took the money and slipped it into her purse. “Now where do you want to fuck?” she asked.

The man laughed in a deep, thrilling voice as he put his hand on her slender waist and guided her towards him. She stepped up to him, feeling the comforting heat and power of the older man’s strong, healthy body. She breathed in his cologne as he put a hand on the side of her face, palm to her jawline, turning her face up towards him. 

She felt a little tingle as the older man kissed her, his strong lips pressing to her wet mouth, his tongue slipping between her glossy red lips. Most clients didn’t kiss her, they had other things they preferred to do with her mouth, but she was glad this one did. She had gotten so accustomed to her clumsy and inept boyfriend that she had forgotten how it felt to be kissed by a real man. Her slinky little frame pressed against him as his hand slid down the small of her back to her tight, round ass. His other hand moved to her hair, caressing it as she melted against him.

When Mark stopped kissing her, she felt like she had been zapped awake by electricity. Her entire body felt tingly and alive. 

He smiled playfully. “Are you going to close that door, young lady, or am I going to have to spank you for your bad manners?”

Christina looked back at the door, then turned back to Mark, face turned up to gaze at his powerful, fatherly face. “I’m not closing that door,” she said.

“Tisk tisk,” he said. His demeaner was slow and calm as he reached out past her and gently pushed the door closed. He turned and walked to a large, comfortable looking chair in the corner then sat down. He patted his knees. “Skirt up, panties down,” he said.

Christina felt a tingle in her pussy. She had never considered spanking to be one of her turn-ons, but with the handsome, older man commanding it... She looked at his big hands. They were strong looking, with protruding veins, big knuckles, wide graceful fingers and a sparse coating of coarse black hairs.

“Yes Daddy,” she said. She walked over to him, loving the way he looked at her as she reached up under her skirt. She shimmied her thin body as she peeled her panties down, letting them fall to her ankles. She then lifted her skirt, bunching it at her hips as she lay across the man’s thighs. She could feel the heat of her own tight, shaved pussy pressing against the fabric of the man’s slacks.

The man raised his hand up and brought it down with a deliciously forceful smack, making Christina gasp in surprise. 

“Oh fuck,” she purred. “You hit hard.”

“You can take it, Pumpkin,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” she agreed. “I can take it.”

Mark raised his hand once more and gave her another devilishly stinging slap across her bare ass-cheeks. 

Christina hissed, biting her lip as her ass burned and her cunt flooded. She felt a trembling of anticipation as he raised his hand in the air. She took a deep breath, preparing herself, but it still caught her by surprise when the sharp impact hit her smooth, young flesh.

The sound of his hand pelting her skin rang through the room, as the smell of Christina’s wet pussy filled the air. She wiggled her hips a little, grinding her pussy down on his leg as she prepared for the next powerful blow.

When the next blow came, she involuntarily closed her eyes, her lithe little body rocking forward, her taught skin tremoring under the weight of his hand. “Oh shit,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck.”

Again, he pelted her with his hand and again she cried out, opening her eyes once more. She was breathing deep, her pussy dripping onto the man’s slacks, her eyes glistening with the moisture of unformed tears.

Mark’s hand lingered over her small, ripe ass, gently massaging it. “Manners are important, Pumpkin,” he said in a firm but gentle voice. “Even little whores need to have good manners.”

“I’m sorry for being a rude little whore, Daddy,” Christina moaned. “I’m embarrassed I haven’t even offered to suck your cock yet. A well-mannered whore would have offered right away.”

“That’s better, Pumpkin,” he said. “And yes; you may suck my cock now.”

Christina left her panties dangling around her ankles as she dropped to her knees on the floor.

She began to unbuckle his belt as she looked up at him. She loved fucking and sucking cock, and she got a special, intense thrill from getting paid for it.  But this handsome older man could have had her kneeling on his floor anytime he wanted, money or not. She smiled at the older man’s confident face. “I’m going to love sucking your big cock,” she purred. 

‘Big cock’ was no exaggeration. She could see the bulge of it in his slacks as she pulled his belt free of his waist and tossed it aside.

“My big cock is going to enjoy that little mouth of yours,” Mark said. “But first; let’s have a look at those tits.”

“Yes Sir.” She pulled off her top and threw it aside, followed by her bra. She knew her small, firm tits looked impressive on her tiny frame, and Mark did look impressed. He stared at her ripe boobs with an appreciative eye as the bulge in his slacks grew even larger. 

Christina gave him another moment to enjoy the view, throwing her long, dark hair over her shoulder with a toss of her head. Her luscious hair cascaded across her slim back and her tits jiggled against her tight torso as she sat back in on her heels. She was naked from the waist up, skirt still bunched around her waist, panties still dangling around her ankles, black lace pressed against the straps of her high-heeled shoes.

“Fantastic,” Mark said. “It’s worth the price just for the view.” He leaned back in his chair, relaxing with a sigh. He gave her a casual nod to tell her it was time to get to work. 

She finished pulling down his slacks, releasing the powerful older man’s fat erection. She looked at the thing for just a moment, hard and throbbing and crossed with bulging veins. The swollen purple tip seemed a little dry, as if it was in desperate need of her mouth. She wrapped her fingers around the fat pole and gave the man one last innocent smile before she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the ridge beneath his cock-head.

He moaned a little as she drenched his tip in saliva. She swirled the spit around the sensitive flesh of his tip, then began to plunge her lips lower, letting his fat pole glide farther into her mouth. She loved the feeling of his hot flesh moving through her lips as she began to slide them farther down his shaft, letting them sink to the base, letting his cock glide into her throat.

She could feel his shock as she swallowed him whole. Clients were always surprised when such a cute, innocent looking young girl could deepthroat their dirty, fat dicks with ease. Practice made perfect, and there was rarely a day she wasn’t practicing on some sleazy guy’s filthy cock. Mark’s cock was nice and clean though, seeming to radiate in her mouth with nothing but fresh sweat and throbbing manhood. She purred softly like a kitten, sending vibrations down his pole as her lips moved up and down.

Mark caressed her dark hair, telling her how pretty she was and what a good cocksucker she was, but she was barely listening. She was in her zone, feeling that powerful mushroom head locking the suction of her throat as she bobbed her head up and down in a steady, rhythmic pace. Mark had the kind of cock girls loved to suck; the kind of cock that deserved to be pampered and adored. Christina was so absorbed in the worship of the older man’s beautiful dick that she didn’t notice him signaling her to stop. 

He finally grabbed hold of the sides of her adorable young face and pried her mouth from his meat. She gazed up at him, eyes full of lust, mouth dripping with saliva. “You’re a great little cocksucker,” he said. “But I paid for more than your mouth.”

She giggled. “Sorry Daddy. I got carried away.” She stared into his steady gaze and began to unbutton his luxuriously soft shirt. She raised up higher on her knees, pressing her flat, tan belly against his throbbing, spit-wet erection as she helped him out of his shirt.

Mark grabbed her behind the head and pulled her mouth to his, kissing her sloppy, spit covered lips. She pushed back from him and stood up. She finally kicked her panties off, flinging them aside with the heel of one of her strappy black shoes. She turned away from him, giving him a fantastic view of her gorgeous backside, slim legs and narrow back. She began to shimmy out of her skirt as she bent forward, showing him her perfect round ass and dripping wet pussy.

She purred, “I bet the only thing better than sucking your beautiful cock, is having it slamming deep inside me.” She looked over her shoulder at him as she straightened up and kicked her skirt aside. She could feel him admiring her tight young body as she stood, completely naked except for her sexy black heels.

Mark reached forward and took hold of her waist, pulling her back to sit on his lap. She eased back onto him, his huge dick pressing against her back, the heat of it intense on her tight, youthful skin.  He lifted her up like she weighed nothing, guiding her up over his magnificent hardon. She reached between her legs, finding his pole by feel and taking it in both hands. She pointed his massive erection at her dripping wet cunt, feeling the heat of his cockhead as it pressed lightly against her pussy-lips. “I’m ready,” she whimpered, her womb aching with need.

Mark’s powerful grip tightened on her slender waist as he eased her body down. She felt his cockhead working into her, stretching her open as she floated down his pole. She whimpered as the intensity of throbbing meat filled her cunt. “Yes, Daddy,” she purred. “Oh, fuck yes. I love your big dick.”

She cried out as he kept easing her down on his lap. His dick was so deep inside her she felt overwhelmed by the sensation of fullness. She could feel every bulging inch of him, hot and hard inside her wet, tender cunt. “You’re so deep,” she purred as her ass finally came to rest on his lap. “Oh fuck, you’re so fucking deep.” He wrapped his arms around her, one around her narrow chest, caressing her ripe young boobs as the other hugged her slim waist. She reached over her should and ran her hand threw his hair, turning her face to the side so she could lean back and kiss him. 

They kissed once more over her shoulder, tongues entwining across each other’s lips as Christina began to grind herself down into his lap. She moved her pelvis back and forth and side to side, moving his fat tool around in her depths.

His hand squeezed her breast, nipple hard against his palm as she lost herself in the feeling of his touch both inside and outside of her skin. She could already feel the outer edges of ecstasy as Mark’s fat cock ground deep in her womb, the contours of his shaft working tiny vibrations all through her soft, wet flesh. She moved her body faster.

They were both grinding against each other in unison. Their mouths locked together, bodies writhing as one, she felt her heat building. His hands caressed her body, one hand squeezing her ripe young breast as the other moved across her fat tummy and down her bare pelvis. He pressed one of his strong, thick fingers to her wet slit, rubbing her clit with the pad of his finger as his cock moved inside her. 

She shivered as her body radiated with pleasure. She rocked her body down on him, savoring the intense feeling of being so thoroughly stuffed with throbbing cock. “Fuck Daddy,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck. You perfect cock... I love your big, beautiful cock.”

He fingered her clit as he began to rock his body harder against her, adding a back and forth motion to their grinding. The throbbing cock began to pound inside her as her clit tingled under the force of his fingertip. Her body began to tense and soon Mark was the only one moving as a bright, burning orgasm shot through her, making her cry out in ecstasy. 

When the blissful intensity passed, she was panting on his lap, his hard dick still planted deep inside her. 

“You ready to get started again?” he asked.

“Let me suck you again Daddy,” she begged. “Please. I want to taste your cum. A man like you, I bet your semen is so delicious.” She liked her lips, imagining the thick, creamy flavor of the older man’s sperm.

“As you wish, Young Lady,” he said. “Just don’t waste any.”

“Never. Not a drop,” she promised as she slid up, letting his dick pop out of her tight cunt. She turned and dropped to her knees. His huge prick glistened with vaginal fluid as she wrapped her small hand around the base and pulled it slightly towards her. She rose up on her knees and brought her lips over it. She began stroking him vigorously as she took him in her mouth once more. She bobbed her head up and down, slurping up her own juices as she jacked him into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “That’s a good girl.”

She slurped and slobbered her way up and down his pole, dark hair bouncing as she knelt between his strong, hairy thighs. 

“That’s it girl,” he said, the pitch of his voice raising slightly as his dick began to swell and twitch in her mouth. “Eat it. Eat every filthy drop.”

As the intense flavor of the powerful man’s seed hit her tongue, she felt a shiver of orgasmic aftershock. She eagerly slurped up his potent sperm, gulping as she swallowed every drop. When she had stroked and sucked every salty ounce of semen from his balls, she looked up at him, smiling, her hand caressing his softening cock. “Did I do good?” she asked.

Mark laughed gently, petting her dark hair. “You know you’re the perfect little whore. You don’t need me to tell you that.”

She giggled and gave the tip of his cock a sweet little kiss. She patted his thigh and stood up, gathering up her clothes. As she stretched her top back over her slender frame, she heard a buzz coming from her purse. She opened it to peek at her cellphone. Her face lit up when she saw the message from her boyfriend.

“Hope studying is going well. I love you.”

Mark must have seen her joy. “Love note from your boyfriend,” he asked.

She looked up from the text, still smiling. “How did you know?”

“Girls like you always have boyfriends; and you’re the kind of girl that inspires love notes. I bet he adores you.”

“Yes,” she admitted, smiling at the thought of her sweet little man. “He does.”

“He going to get some tonight?”

Christina laughed. “Oh no. We don’t fuck.”

Mark raised an eyebrow. “Why not?”

She tucked her phone back into her purse without answering the text. “I don’t date him for fucking. That’s not what he’s for. He’s sweet, and I like to keep him sweet. I’m sure I’ll have to fuck him occasionally someday, but I’m going to keep it innocent for as long as possible.”

Mark laughed. “Well, enjoy it Pumpkin. You deserve it.”

She smiled teasingly up at the handsome, older man, she could still taste his potent sperm. “I know I deserve it, Daddy. I hope you’ll call me again?”

“You’re at the top of my list,” Mark said. 

She pressed her small body against his and kissed his neck, then pressed a twenty-dollar bill into his pocket. When he looked at her, she smiled wickedly.  “That’s a discount,” she teased. “For making me cum.”

Christina pulled up the driveway of her apartment. Her pulse quickened when she saw her boyfriend sitting on the steps in front of her front door with flowers and dessert beside him. She felt a moment of panic. Had she just been caught? She had said she would be home all night and he had to be wondering. What could she possible say she was doing out dressed like this? She shut off the engine and began stripping out of her slutty skirt and top as Ted stood up and began walking towards her car. She threw the clothes under the seat and grabbed her respectable dress out of the purse. She threw the dress over her head and wiggled into it just in time to slip out and greet him.

“Hi, Sweetie,” she said. “What a pleasant surprise.”

He had a hint of suspicion in his eyes. “I felt bad for you studying all alone,” he said. “So, I brought desert.” He held up a lemon cake from her favorite bakery. 

She smiled her most innocent smile and blinked her eyes adorably. “Thank you so much. My sweet, considerate man.”

“Where were you?” he asked.

She had no idea how long he’d been waiting so she said, “My sister called right after you left. I had to help her with something, baby daddy drama. You don’t want to know.” His stare, fixating on her lips, reminded her of the thick, glossy red lipstick she’d slathered over them. She leaned in close, pressing her tight frame against him. It was time to pull out the big guns.

She purred into his ear. “Do you like my lipstick? I put it on when I saw you waiting. I think it’s time I did something special for you.” Her fingertips lightly brushed his slacks, passing gently over his crotch. “Would you like me to do something special for you?”

He swallowed, his breath increasing and his heart thundering. When she leaned back and looked into his eyes, all doubt of her had been erased. She took him by the hand and led him back into her apartment. She sat him down on the edge of her bed and dropped to her knees. Trying not to laugh at his little dick, she sucked him quickly to completion. When she was done, she spit his semen into a tissue so he wouldn’t think she was too naughty. After all, this sweet little man was going to be her husband someday.
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Donald almost never took her out anymore, so when he did, she always made the most of it. She had a closet full of dresses she never got the chance to wear, some of them with price-tags still dangling from little plastic strings. Gena picked out her favorite, a slinky blue dress that hugged her tight curved frame. She held the dress against her body, clad in only her panties and bra. She turned to the mirror to check how the shade looked with her dark curls but was surprised suddenly by her own body.

All those Pilates and kickboxing classes were paying off. At thirty-eight she looked better than she had at twenty; and not just because of the magnificent, naturally looking fake breasts her husband had reluctantly bought her. She was fitter, healthier and more radiant than she ever had been before. She had spent the day at the salon and her dark hair shimmered in the light. Her skin seemed to glow, and her makeup had been done flawlessly.

Gena pulled the dress on, shimmying to get the tight fabric over her wide, curving hips. The material stretched around her body, looking delicious and provocative. She almost took it off. She couldn’t possibly wear that to a company party, but she changed her mind. Why not live a little? Why work so hard to have a great body if no one is going to appreciate it?

Her husband did appreciate it, staring at her body all night. He seemed to like that he had the hottest wife at the party. Even the younger guys who brought dates, didn’t seem to have as much interest in them as they had in her. She basked in attention for hours as she floated around the hotel banquet room, dreading the moment when the party would come to an end.

She was standing with her husband at the bar near the outskirts of the party. She could feel that he was winding down. Any minute now he was going to say it was “time to get going”. She looked across the party one last time, trying to take it all in as she sipped at what she was pretty sure was going to be her last drink of the night.

That’s when she saw James walking towards her. James was one of Donald’s coworkers. It would have been more accurate to say he worked for Donald than he worked with Donald. James was barely over twenty, built like a college athlete with a handsome face and a cocky smile. He wore jeans and a tight t shirt that showed off his long lean torso. He walked right up to Gena, seemingly oblivious to her husband. “Not leaving yet, are you?”
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