I hadn’t expected to put on a show when I decided to come to the mall for lunch today.  I was just going to sit and have a nice, peaceful meal and watch the beautiful people strut around in their shorts and tiny shirts.  It’s the first real warm day of the year, and boy can you tell.  I’m even in the spirit, wearing a very snug baby-doll t-shirt and a pair of shorts that barely cover my ass.  My legs and arms are still winter-pale, but I don’t care right now.  It just feels good to have the fresh spring air on my skin.
But like I was saying, I hadn’t expected to put on a show.  Sure, I knew I’d be getting some stares and some lecherous glances, but I can’t blame them.  I’d be gawking at me too.  
What I didn’t expect was to find such a good looking guy sitting alone at the table in front of me, looking me up and down like a piece of meat.  Don’t you think I know you’re checking me out?  Or don’t you care?  Regardless, your eyes are making it a bit warm in here, you know that?  Knowing that you’re watching every move I make... it’s making me a little... it’s turning me on just a little bit.
I feel so exposed, sitting here in my little tiny pink shirt and my oh-so-short shorts with my long, smooth legs crossed under the table.  Are you a leg man?  Are you thinking about kissing my calves, caressing my thighs, licking my toes?  Or are you a breast man?  Are you staring at my tits, wondering what they would feel like in your hands?  Do you like the way they fill out my tiny little shirt?  Do you like how the fabric is stretched taut over them?  I bet my nipples are hard by now, aren’t they?  Can you see my nipples from where you sit?  Here, let me put my arms down... there, how’s that?

Are you enjoying the show?  Do you like what you see?  I exercise every day to sculpt my tummy, thighs, and ass.  I like being a little on the slender side; it makes my tits look bigger and fuller.  You exercise, too.  I can tell by the shape of your shoulders.  You fill out your shirt nicely, but you’re not bulky – just the way I like it.  I wonder just how tone your muscles are.  I bet you’re gentle, though.  You’ve got that look about you.  Even though you’re strong, you would treat me like I was made of glass.
I can almost feel your eyes on me as if they were your hands. Do you wish it was your hands on me, instead of your eyes?  Do you wish you could undress me with your hands, instead of your mind?  I do.  Oh, how I do.

I would love to feel your strong hands cup my breasts through my shirt and fondle them gently.  I would lean back into your body and feel you hard against my ass.  I’d reach behind me and stroke your cock through your jeans while your hands slowly, so slowly, pull up my shirt.  Your perfect lips would find my neck as you throb in my hand.  Reaching behind me with my other hand, I’d unfasten your pants while you pinch my nipples and twist them painfully.  I love to have my nipples played with.  Can you tell from where you sit?  Can you tell that I can climax from nipple stimulation alone?  I bet you would find out quickly enough.  I bet you would take your slow time playing with my breasts, because you seem to enjoy the sight of them.  They <i>feel</i> even better, let me assure you.  Oh how I would gasp and moan while you play with my nipples, as I pull your long, thick cock out and rub the smooth, velvety head against my lower back.
Is that what you’re thinking about now, love?  Are you imagining my hands around your cock, slowly stroking you as I turn around to face you?  I bet you have a beautiful cock, don’t you?  I bet it’s big and thick and hard.  Are you hard right now, darling?  Are you hard as you watch me?  I bet now you’re imagining my full, soft lips parting and my tongue slipping out to taste the tip of your erection.  Do you want to know a secret, darling?  I can suppress my gag reflex.  But of course, I wouldn’t really tell you that.  I’d let you figure it out on your own when you watch your throbbing shaft disappear into my mouth, deeper and deeper, until your big balls full of cum are tickling my chin.  Oh how I love to feel a cock so deep in my throat.  Would that be enough to make you cum, sweetie?  Or would I have to give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had?  I do love to give head.  I’d love to feel the weight of your cock on my tongue, I’d love to feel my lips stretched around the head, I’d love to watch my hand pumping your veined shaft while I suck and suck and suck.  Would you like to fuck my mouth, darling?  Would you like to grip the back of my head and fuck my face and use me like a dirty little whore?  Is that what you’d like?  To choke me on your cock?  Would that be enough to be able to feel you cum all over my face?  Would that win me a mouthful of your slippery seed?

Or would you rather fill my tight, shaven pussy with your cum?  Oh yeah, I bet that’s what you’re thinking about, isn’t it darling?  You’re thinking about bending me over this table, pulling my shorts and panties down, and shoving your glorious dick right in my pretty little cunt, aren’t you?  All while the rest of the mall watches us.  Oh god, I can practically feel you stretching me, filling me, using me.  Would you make me scream?  Would you fuck me hard enough, fast enough, viciously enough to make me scream?  Would you scream with me as you filled my little pussy with gallons of your cum?  
I bet you would.  I bet you’re an incredible lover.  And I’d love to find out.

Here’s my phone number, baby.  I hope I get a call tonight....

