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Bradley wasn’t sure what to think about
the waitress. Every time he came here, he seemed to get the same
one, and she was good, but it was odd. She was a looker to be sure,
and the short shorts and half shirt which seemed to be the
“official” uniform revealed her youthful figure in a way that left
a man contemplating things that more conservative folks might think
unseemly; all while they were having those same thoughts
themselves.

She was extra friendly it seemed to
Bradley, but he had tipped her nicely when he came in, so perhaps
she was just making sure his generosity continued. At least he had
thought that was what was on her mind until she had brought him the
receipt for his meal tonight. She had penned in a note on the back
of the receipt which read “I’m off in an hour, text me!” She had
included her number, and by the time Bradley had looked up from the
note, she was bouncing her way to her next table. He couldn’t be
sure, but he could swear she was shaking her sexy young ass at
him.

The whole situation had seemed surreal,
and though Bradley could hardly believe she was interested in him
beyond his patronage, still he found himself curious. He wondered
if she was turning tricks with older patrons as a side gig, and
after contemplating that for a few minutes he thought that if that
was the case, he was interested, despite his
reservations.

Bradley waited an hour and a half
before sending a simple text. “This is Bradley, from the
restaurant”. He put his phone in his pocket then, not expecting a
response.

To his surprise, his phone emitted the
characteristic ping of a message received within the space of a few
moments. As he opened the message, his whole plan for the evening
changed. “I’m so glad you messaged me! I’m Brandy, and I really
think you’re handsome. I’d love to get to know you better, if you
have any interest” she had replied.

Bradley spent the next several minutes
trying to word a reply that wouldn’t sound suspicious or
condescending, before finally just being blunt. “I’d love to take
you out, but I’m going to have to require proof of age, and an
explanation of why you aren’t hitting up boys your own age” he
sent, sure that he wouldn’t get a response now.

Again, he found himself mistaken. A
moment later the familiar ping sounded, and he read her response
more than once to make sure he understood. “I will show you my
license, and I’ll happily explain, but you answered the question in
your question. They are boys!”

Bradley didn’t think of himself as old,
being still in his fifth decade, but that was still more than twice
her age he reasoned. A hundred situations went through his mind as,
but he decided to just wait and see what she said.

His phone pinged again, and this time
he felt a matching ping of excitement in his loins. “I’m free now,
if you want to get coffee” she had sent.

Bradley didn’t wait a moment to
respond. “Where can I pick you up?”

Half an hour later, Brandy hopped into
his truck with an exuberance that reminded him so much of their age
difference. Without preamble she held her drivers license up for
him to see, and to his surprise he discovered that she had turned
twenty three a few months earlier. Chuckling to himself, he said “I
guess when you get to be my age, the girls all look too
young”.

Brandy flashed him an almost bashful
smile and said, “I am not too young, and you are certainly not too
old.”

“Where do you like to go for
coffee?” he asked, feeling good about just spending time with this
nubile young woman, regardless of where it went.

This time it was Brandy who chuckled.
“I guess you are old enough to perhaps not be aware of the meaning
of that phrase” she said with a wink. “How about your
place?”

Bradley hoped the flush that he felt
wasn’t showing. He had heard the term used as she had apparently
implied, but he’d not been one to use it. “I tend to say what I
mean directly” he said, smiling to dull any implied bite to his
words. “Probably why I’m single.”

Brandy absently nodded. “Most people
can’t handle honesty. But I like it. It’s one of the biggest
reasons why I prefer dating older men. I’ve tried it with the boys,
as you call them, and they can’t handle honesty; and honestly they
can’t handle me” she said, laughing again at her own
joke.

Bradley joined her laughter, but
privately wondered if he was going to be able to handle her
himself. “Well, I guess we will see” he said, as much to himself as
her, as he turned out of the drive and headed for home.

As he drove Brandy slid her hand over
unto his thigh, and slowly rubbed it, constantly coming close to
his now throbbing member, but never quite touching it. He was so
glad that the drive was short, and when he pulled into his garage
and pressed the button to shut out the world, he reached over and
pulled Brandy close, pressing his lips to hers. For her part Brandy
responded to the kiss with a passion that he had not felt in a very
long time. It was some minutes before he thought to make them both
more comfortable and broke the heated kiss to exit the
truck.

By the time he had circled his pickup
to get her door, Brandy was out of more than just the truck. As he
rounded the corner of the passenger’s side, Brandy stood before him
wearing nothing but a pair of white sneakers. He took her hand,
intent on leading this young beauty into his home, but she used his
offer to lever herself down into a squat in front of him, and in a
moment had undone his belt, button, and zipper and he found himself
caught literally with his pants around his ankles.

Brandy gasped at the site of his turgid
cock standing proudly in front of him. “Oh! That looks delicious!”
she moaned as she leaned forward and licked the purple helmet.
Bradley groaned loudly himself, his eyes riveted on hers as she
stared up at him with big eyes and a coy smile. “Now don’t you
worry if you shoot a load of hot cum down my throat. We
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