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TEACHER’S HELP TO BECOME A MAN

I’ve always been awkward around women, always. I don’t know why, but as soon as a woman enters the room I feel myself clamming up, and god forbid if one speaks to me, turning me into a stuttering mess. My friends laugh at me, but not in a cruel way, thinking it strange that I'm so unable to speak to women as they say I’m not a bad looking guy. But that just makes it worse as I’ll be at a party having a great time and then a stunner will start chatting with me and all my cool goes out the window, leaving me barely even able to make eye contact with them. After a few minutes of talking to me, they end up realising I’m not trying to be cute or play hard to get, I’m just really that uncomfortable and they’ll walk away, with me left standing there hating myself for being so stupid again.


Part of me hoped this would naturally go away as I got older and became a young man, but here I am, 19 and in college, supposed to be living life to the max and sowing my oats and all those other memes but instead I’m still a virgin, and not just a no sex virgin, I mean a never touched sexually by a woman at all virgin. The furthest I’ve ever gone is kissing, and I was so scared and trembling she kept asking me if I was cold, assuming my shaking was shivering.

I keep getting appreciative looks from women on campus, but as soon as they smile at me the best I can do is a stilted wave back before looking at the ground and rushing off. It’s not that I don’t like women, I jerk off multiple times every day and the porn I watch while doing it is always hetero, so my body certainly is attracted to women, its just something in my head that make me lose my nerve when it comes to the real thing.

I’m excited because one of my classes today is Science with Mrs Pert, and she is the hottest MILF teacher I’ve ever laid eyes on, and the great thing is, amongst a whole room of students, she hardly notices me so I can stare and look at her voluptuous body all I want, unnoticed. Perhaps because part of me sees her as a teacher and not just a woman, I can actually talk to her in small bursts before I lose my nerve, usually because her large bust takes too much of my attention and I start getting hard and need to exit. I’ve lost count how many times I’ve jerked off while thinking about Mrs Pert, bending her over in my mind and gripping her full ass in my hands while I bury my cock inside her, turning her around so I can look at her beautiful face and shoot my load into her mouth, her thick ruby lips getting pasted with my come.

Shuffling into the classroom with everyone else, I discreetly check out what Mrs Pert is wearing today. It looks like a one piece dress, figure hugging, her curves full and on display, it’s red fabric stretched over her body and with a low cut neckline, giving us lots of cleavage to view. Short pumps make her calves flex as she walks in front of the blackboard, her thick black hair loose and flowing down her back and over her shoulders. Smokey eyes encircled with mascara give her a hint of sexuality. She’s a teacher, but also a beautiful woman and wears both roles perfectly.

The lesson is pretty run of the mill, and other than a few nice glimpses down her top or at her ass it passes without incident. The trouble starts when the class finishes and just as I’m about to get up from my seat, two hot girls from my class approach me and start talking, telling me how a third friend thinks I’m cute and wants to know if I’m going to be at a party that’s happening this Friday. Trying so hard but unable to look up, I open a textbook and stare down at it, mumbling incoherently about being busy, the rest of the class flowing out of the room as I sit there feeling ridiculous and stupid, my palms instantly getting sweaty.

After a few more failed attempts at getting a conversation flowing with me, the girls give up, saying bye and walking off. I give them a weak wave as they go, finally able to look up once I figure their backs are turned as the walk away.

Closing my textbook and getting up from my seat, suddenly feeling down, I see from her desk that Mrs Pert has witnessed the entire exchange. Until now she’s probably only known me as yet another student, not the best, but also not the worst. But now she knows just how awkward I am with women, incapable of talking to them.

“Brad, could you come here, please?” Mrs Pert asks as I walk between the seats.

I approach her and glance at her cleavage, before looking away, “Hi, Mrs Pert.”

“Yes, Hello Brad. Is everything ok? You seemed very uncomfortable just then talking to Anne and Sarah. There wasn’t any bullying happening was there?” She asks, friendly concern on her face.

“No, nothing like that, Mrs Pert. “ I answer.

“So they weren’t being mean?”

“No, they have a friend who likes me I guess and wanted me to be at the same party this weekend.” I tell her.

“Well that sounds great! Can I ask why you looked so unhappy then? You’re not allowed to go to parties and feel disappointed?” Mrs Pert guesses.

“It’s just...it’s just...I can’t talk to girls. When they talk to me I get very nervous and almost feel sick.” I confess.

“Is this a recent thing, Brad?”

“No, I’ve always been like this, Mrs Pert.” I tell her, looking up to meet her eyes, but only for half a second before I lose my nerve and have to look away again.

“Really? A handsome young man such as yourself? I can see all the students from my desk during class Brad, and you’re always getting looks from the girls. I had assumed you were having a great time at college, with lots of girlfriends and all that teenage fun.”

This gets an involuntary laugh from me. “Lot’s of girlfriends? I’d settle for one woman being with me, Mrs Pert.”

“You’re not telling me a boy with your good looks surrounded by this many willing women is still a virgin are you, Brad?” Mrs Pert asks, looking me up and down like I’m some sort of alien anomaly.

“I am, yeah,” I tell her, “Not that I want to be, but it’s hard to lose your virginity when you can’t even hug a girl without trembling.”

“So given the chance you would
 like to go to this party and maybe even be with this hot friend of theirs?” Mrs Pert asks, a smile starting to warm her already beautiful face.

“Of course, I hate being like this, Mrs Pert.” I admit, frustration creeping into my voice.

“Well, as your teacher, it’s my job to teach you things. Tell me honestly now, would you like me to teach you to be able to talk to girls, Brad?”

“That would be awesome, Mrs Pert.” I say, assuming as she is a woman she’ll have all the answers to help me stop being so awkward around the opposite sex.

“Great. But we wouldn’t be able to do it during school hours, would you be ok with coming to my house so I could tutor you after school?”

“At this point, I’ll try anything, Mrs Pert.”

“That’s good to hear,” She answers, grabbing a scrap of paper and scribbling her address on it, “Come see me tonight, about 6pm.”

Tucking the address into my pocket, I thank her and make my way out, excited for a future where I can talk to women with nearly puking.

*   *   *

Pulling up in her driveway a few minutes before 6, I get out of the car and excitedly walk up her path, knocking on the door, eager to learn.

Opening her door, Mrs Pert immediately sends my brain into overdrive, causing me to look down hurriedly and unable to say hello. She’s dressed in a much sexier outfit than I’ve ever seen her in, a short crop top showing off her tight stomach, the tops v-neck cut very low, her large breasts practically 2/3rds exposed, a lacy black brassiere showing, cupping her boobs and giving them extra volume that they really don’t need help with, her cleavage deep. A tiny skirt just covering enough to hide her underwear, her stockings and suspenders wrapping her perfect legs nicely, making her look like a high end escort. Staring at the ground, even her sexy legs are too much and I look away, staring at a potted plant she keeps on her porch.

“It’s ok, Brad. This right now is already part of the lesson, learning not to be intimidated by the female form. Come on in.” She says, leading me in and closing the door.

Leading me into her living room, she tells me to sit on the couch. The lighting is dimmed but not dark. Sitting down, I look around the room, taking in her pictures, paintings and furniture, everything but actually look at Mrs Pert.

“Part of the reason you might not be able to look at women when they’re looking at you is deep down you might be worried that they're going to be offended by your stare, or maybe even disgusted or angry? But here is a safe space, Brad, you can look at me, and keep looking until you become comfortable looking and not intimidated by my feminine body.” Mrs Pert tells me, standing in front of me.

“You’re sure?” I ask, managing to look at her stockinged feet.

“Yes Brad. Think of this as lesson one: Looking at a woman comfortably. Look at me, check me out, take your time and get used to it.”

Slowly lifting my head, I take in all of Mrs Pert’s full figure. She really is gorgeous, her massive tits screaming for attention as they practically spill out of her top, her bra barely keeping them in check. I watch her stomach move as she breathes in and out, and feel myself wishing I could run my fingertips over it, and kiss it softly. I falter a little when I look at her face and her eyes meet mine, but she reassures me not to look away, that my looks are 100% welcomed.

“Do you like what you see, Brad?” Mrs Pert asks, sweeping her hands up and down either side of her body, indicating herself.

“Yes, Mrs Pert.” I answer, looking at her curves and feeling a rumble from my crotch, my cock not being anywhere near as shy as me.

“Good, you’re doing very well. There’s nothing to be scared of so far is there? Now, stand up for me, Brad.” She says, motioning for me to get up as she takes a step back.

Standing up, Mrs Pert holds out her hands, wanting me to put mine in hers. Swallowing hard, a reach out with shaking hands and she grasps them, her soft palms pressing against mine. Feeling giddy, I try to focus on my breathing while we stand before each other, our hands entwined.

“It’s ok Brad. It’s ok,” Mrs Pert tells me in a low, reassuring voice, “Take slow breaths and relax. It’s just my hands in yours. You shake hands yes? Well it’s just like that, only with a woman.”

Looking down, holding her hands, the terror starts to subside as I think of it as just like a more intimate handshake. My cock has started tenting my pants though and with my hands clasped with her’s, there's no way I can move my dick into a less obviously erect looking position. Starting to freshly panic that my boner is going to offend Mrs Pert I start trembling again.

Seeing my growing cock, Mrs Pert tells me to look at her. Reluctantly, I meet her eye, “It’s ok Brad, don’t worry about that. Men have very little control over when they get an erection. I’m not angry, really. This is about overcoming what’s going on in your head, although it is nice to know that when you’re ready to talk to girls, you’ll also be able to do the thing that comes afterwards.” She finishes with a wink.

Calming down, I try to ignore my aching manhood and focus on my hands. After another minute of us standing there gripping each other, it has become normal and I’m smiling and looking at Mrs Pert happily, having not gone this far with a woman in about a year, as sad as that is.

Smiling back, Mrs Pert takes my hands from hers and grabs my wrists, guiding my palms onto her hips and holding them there. My cock throbbing in my boxers, I stand there holding Mrs Pert by the hips, my thumbs on her exposed waist, her smooth skin, right there under my thumbs.

“How’s that, Brad?” She asks, her hands on my forearms.

“Very nice.” I squeak, another bout of lightheadedness passing through me.

“What’s the furthest you’ve ever gone with a woman before you couldn’t go on?”

“Kissing, Mrs Pert.”

“Did you touch their butt when you kissed them? Or their breasts?”

“N-no, Mrs Pert.”

“Touch my butt, Brad, run your hands lower and around. Touch my butt.” Mrs Pert purrs, her voice now low and husky.

“Are you sure? I mean am I allowed?” I ask, panic rising in my voice.

“Of course you are Brad. We’re both adults and I’m helping you. I want to show you it’s just a butt, nothing to be terrified of. Go on, grab my ass.”

Encouraged, and obviously wanting to, my shaking hands make their way around Mrs Pert’s voluptuous form and grab her ass, my big hands filling with her firm cheeks. Mrs Pert now quite close, her full cleavage pressing on my chest and my tent brushing against her skirt front, sending bolts of pleasure down my shafts’s length.

“How does it feel to finally have a woman’s ass in your hands, Brad?” Mrs Pert asks with a smile.

“Very good, Mrs Pert. Very...very good.” I tell her, pretty inelegantly.

“Good, now just relax and let the next bit happen, ok?” She tells me, before leaning in, her face approaching mine, her full lips suddenly pressing on my mouth, kissing me, taking my breath away. My hands on her ass I hold her, trembling, my cock poking into her and her boobs mashed against my chest. Trying to stay focussed on our kissing, I open my mouth and kiss her back inexpertly, my entire body shaking. I feel her tongue enter my mouth and I gasp, never having done it before, trying to do to her mouth with my tongue what she’s doing to me, and probably not doing it well.

Pulling her mouth from mine, Mrs Pert smiles and tells me I’m doing very well and will be ready for girls in no time.

“But now that you can approach girls and touch them, we’ll need to make sure you’re going to have the stamina to get the job done.” She tells me, her hands touching my chest before slowly sliding down over my belly and to the belt of my pants, making me almost double over with butterflies.

“This is what I mean, Brad. I’m going to teach your body to not be so nervous at another’s touch. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mrs Pert.” I tell her, my abdomen fluttering like mad.

Unfastening my belt, Mrs Pert opens my pants and pushes them down to my knees, my cock springing out, tenting inside my boxers. Breathing heavy like I’m about to take my first bungee jump, I try to remain calm as I feel her fingers gripping my underwear and pulling them down, the air of her living room suddenly flowing around my exposed cock, my head glistening with pre-come.

“Brad! Look at the whopper you’ve been hiding! Good looking and
 well hung? I’m glad we’re doing this, you need to be out there, putting this thing to good use, young man.” Mrs Pert says grinning, looking at my fat shaft as it pulses before her, “Now, just look at my eyes while I touch you ok, don’t be nervous. You really
 have nothing to be shy about.”

Her fingertips trailing up and down on my thighs, my body twitching, as much as I try to keep still, Mrs Pert’s hands get closer and closer to my cock, her eyes watching mine, until her hands grasp my shaft and simply hold it for a moment, letting the sensation of my first time having my cock touched by someone else fill me.

“There we go,” She purrs, both hands wrapped around my shaft, unmoving, “And now I’m going to stroke it a little, ok?”

Nodding my head, Mrs Pert starts pulling my dick, rolling the skin over my knob as she pulls towards herself, my pre-come slicking up her hands and my shaft. I feel a powerful sensation hit me like a ton of bricks and my fingers dig into her ass as I suddenly start bucking and shoot my load directly at her, my thick come splashing audibly on her skirt, my moans sounding more like I’ve just seen a ghost as I pant uncontrollably, having never come so hard before, my legs trembling as my pelvis thrusts automatically, my seed running down her legs and splashing to her carpet, her hands stroking my the entire time.

Seeing my disappointed look, Mrs Pert quickly reassures me, “Don’t be sad Brad, no one lasts long the first time! That’s why it’s necessary we practice so you’re ready for the girls on the weekend, yes?”

Nodding my head, Mrs Pert takes my hand and leads me to her bedroom, my cock still swinging from my pants. Motioning me to get onto her bed, she lies down on it herself and smiles.

“Now, while we’re waiting for you to recharge, you can practice something else that’s very important, eating a woman’s pussy, ok?” Mrs Pert purrs, her pelvis gyrating a little, “I’m going to take off my clothes and I want you to try eating me out, alright Brad?”

Sitting on her bed, still recovering from the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had, I watch in wonder as Mrs Pert, the perfect MILF, peels off her skirt and stockings, her suspenders following moments later, Her bare legs flawless. Lifting her butt a little and peeling off her panties, her glistening sex shining in the dim light, a small triangle of short hair crowning her hood, her lips puffy and engorged looking.

“Take off your clothes, Brad, and come and lie face down between my legs, I’ll guide you from there.”

Stepping out of my pants, I pull off my shirt, Mrs Pert looking appreciatively at my muscular body, some of my sexual frustrations having been removed via working out. Nervous as hell, I crawl between her legs and get my face close to her pussy, enraptured, staring at it, having never had a chance to really study one in real life like this before.

Mrs Pert slides a hand down her belly and onto her pussy, her fingers parting and opening herself with them. Her glistening pink on the inside greeting me, filling my body with equal parts nervousness and fire.

“You see my clit up the top, hiding under my hood, Brad?” Mrs Pert asks, her clit peeking out from between her fingers.

“Yes, Mrs Pert.” I answer, bewitched by this real life display happening inches from my face.

“Now, every woman is different, but you usually can’t go wrong by putting some attention there. Licking it, sucking it, rubbing your tongue around it. Give it a try, Brad, lick my clit.”

Her sexy musk filling my nostrils, I lean closer and start licking at her clit, more flicking it with the tip of my tongue before Mrs Pert tells me to go closer, and I press my mouth against her bud, my tongue now licking it properly.


“Mmm, yes. Now suck it a little, Brad, suck my clit.”
 She tells me, her hand stroking my hair as I taste her.

Finding her clit with my tongue, I try to get my lips around it or at least in the general area, and start sucking, feeling her soft pussy pulse under my lips. Moaning, Mrs Pert tells me I’m doing a good job, her pussy grinding against my face as she rocks her pelvis up and down, her full ass clenching and unclenching. Busy trying to do a good job, most of my nerves have gone, my attention focussed on giving Mrs Pert pleasure.


“Lick my pussy now, Brad, slide your tongue up and down my slit, taste me.”
 Mrs Pert moans, her hand gripping my hair as I follow her instructions as best I can.

Licking her pussy, my tongue goes inside her a little, tasting her and feeling the heat of her sex as it enwraps my tongue. My face getting wet, my nose pressed against her clit, I excitedly stick my tongue as deep as I can inside her, relishing her pelvis’ grinding against my face.


“Mmm, fuck. Yes Brad, that’s it, now suck my clit again, suck it harder than last time.”
 Mrs Pert commands, her hand holding my hair guiding it back up, manhandling me until my mouth is back on her clit. Sucking her clit harder now, thinking I’m maybe getting the hang of things, Mrs Pert speaks again, “Now finger me too Brad, shove a finger inside me, fuck me with your fingers.”


Reaching up I press against her pussy lips with a finger, testing it. Her lips part and my finger slides in, her body’s natural lube providing me with an easy entrance. Like with my tongue, the heat of her sex engulfs my finger as I push it in further, getting deeper inside her than my tongue was able.


“Nnng, yes, another finger, Brad, add another finger.”
 Mrs Pert says, her teeth sounding clenched, her grip on my hair tight and her other hand furiously playing with her chest.

I add another finger and start fucking her with them, my mouth wrapped around her clit, her body grinding against me, her moans getting faster and more guttural.


“Good...gooood...don’t stop, Brad, keep doing exactly...what you’re doing.”
 Mrs Pert grunts, her voice trailing off a few times as she seems to focus more and more on her pelvis.

Holding me hard against her, she explodes unexpectedly, a loud cry ripping from her throat as she comes on my face. Shocked at a woman’s orgasm, I finger her and suck her clit, not wanting to stop too soon, sucking and trying to keep my mouth on her clit as she squirms and thrashes, her pussy clamping on my fingers. Feeling like she’s just about pulling my hair out, she holds me in place, grinding against me and practically fucking my face, her thighs tensing and her toes curling as her climax rolls over her.

I hear her panting as her grip on my hair relaxes, her thighs untensing. Her chest rising and falling rapidly as she takes in great gulps of air. Her hand now stroking my head affectionately, I look up at her past her breasts and she looks down at me, a large grin plastered on her face.

“Get up onto your knees Brad, I want to check something.” She purrs.

Doing as she says, I get up onto my knees, my manhood awake again and throbbing

“I thought so. Well I can honestly say you’re a natural at eating pussy, Brad. Keep at it and you’ll soon be the talk of the campus. And a great thing about eating pussy well, is that quite often afterwards the lady will be so appreciative she’ll be overcome with the urge to return the favor, like this.” Mrs Pert says, getting onto her hands and knees and crawling up to my dick, now at face height. With another smile, she looks up at me before wrapping her ruby lips around my shaft, making me grunt in shocked pleasure, her mouth so warm and soft and wet around my knob.

Slurping on my pole, she gets my length a little deeper with each bob of her head, her thick hair spilling down. Wanting to watch, I bundle up her hair and hold it while she sucks my cock, her full ass wiggling as she gyrates herself. Stroking her arm and shoulder, Mrs Pert moans as I start bucking into her mouth, unable to help myself. I feel a hand on my inner thigh a moment before its cupping my balls, squeezing them gently, fondling them. Moaning deep in my chest I close my eyes and enjoy the sensations running through my body.

Taking her face from my dick, Mrs Pert pushes me onto my back, getting between my legs and reattaching her mouth to my manhood, grabbing it with one hand and jerking me off while she slurps hungrily on my first few inches, her other hand playing with my balls. My hands holding her hair, I start to fuck her mouth harder, my hands guiding her head up and down on my pole as I feel myself getting giddy with lust.


“I’m gonna come, Mrs Pert.”
 I tell her, my hips bucking into her as I fuck her mouth harder.


“Mm-hm.”
 Mrs Pert answers, her sucking increasing in intensity and speed.


“Holy shit! Oh fuck!”
 I exclaim as my dick suddenly spasms and unloads into Mrs Pert’s throat, coating her tongue in my hot seed, my grip on her hair involuntarily getting tighter as I fuck her face, pistoning her head on my shaft, my balls tight as they empty inside her, Mrs Pert moaning seductively throughout, goading me to fill her with all I have.

Gasping, I watch as Mrs Pert unimpales her face from my manhood and looks at me, smiling. Swallowing a couple of times, she opens her mouth to show all my semen has gone down the hatch.

“Like a duck to water.” She comments as she crawls up next to me, wrapping an arm around me, feeling my chest and my increased heartbeat.

“Hey?” I ask, not sure what she meant.

“Just saying that you’re a natural in the sack so far, Brad. The girls of this college are going to be happy to have you in the dating pool.” Mrs Pert clarifies, giving my cock a playful tussle.

“I have you to thank, Mrs Pert. Thank you for being willing to teach me.”

“My pleasure, Brad. Literally,” She responds, her hand still toying with my spent cock, “It broke my heart to learn a handsome boy like you wasn’t living life to the full because of some invisible barrier in your head. Now, I’ll go get us a drink, feel free to turn Netflix on and I’ll be back in a minute, then we can get ready for the next lesson.”

Getting comfortable up on the pillows, I grab the remote from Mrs Pert’s bedside table and click on the TV, scrolling through and eventually deciding to watch some comedy cartoons. Possibly immature, but I’m not in the mood for anything serious right now, I’ve just had the best evening off my life and feel like smiling.

Mrs Pert returns, still naked from the waist down, and hands me a cool drink of soda, sipping from her own glass. Snuggling up next to me, her head resting on my chest, I put an arm around her and marvel at how natural it feels. One of her legs draped over mine, her hand on my stomach, I lean in and kiss the top of her head, her hair smelling fantastic and alluring. Laughing at my kiss, Mrs Pert strokes my stomach, turning her head a little to kiss my chest in return.

Half way through the second episode of the cartoon, I feel my cock start to stir and Mrs Pert sees it too, grabbing it and pumping him slowly as he begins to fill. My hands getting busier, one has slid up Mrs Pert’s top and has been playing idly with her breasts for the last 10 minutes.

Sitting up, Mrs Pert pulls off her top and unclasps her bra, her large boobs swinging free, pendulous and heavy looking, engorged nipples topping each one off. Stroking my body with her hand as I lay there, she takes me in with her eyes, seemingly happy to have me naked on her bed, hard and getting harder.

“Ok. So next lesson, Brad. Let’s work on your sexual stamina. Sex is pretty intense, but with the hand job and the blowjob, hopefully we’ve made your next load not too eager, not that it matters if it is. Practice makes perfect. Ready?” She asks, her fingertips trailing up and down my shaft.

Telling her yes, She hops on top of me, her pussy burning on my stomach, her knees either side of me. Her tits in my face, she reaches behind herself and grabs my pulsing dick, before pushing back with her body until her hot lips meet my knob. Grinning, she pushes back further and I slowly start to enter her, my cock penetrating a woman for the first time, the heat of her sex for the third time now engulfing a part of me, making my breath become ragged as my whole dick lights up, every one of my nerve endings buzzing at maximum volume.

Watching me with a broad grin, her head lowered and her hair falling on either side of my face, almost creating a private space with our faces at either end, Mrs Pert pushes back further onto me, her pussy taking all of my dick in inches, her slick lube coating me as she impales herself on my fat girth. Her face the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, I look up at her in awe as my cock sends me signals that almost melt my brain. My first fuck a million times better than in even my most wild imaginings.

Her boobs swinging, she groans happily as I fill her, my cock unable to go in any deeper. Holding herself there, she simply enjoys the sensation of being so full of cock, and I enjoy the warmth of her sex as it soaks into my throbbing manhood, my hands sliding down her body to cup her full ass, gripping her while her pussy grips me.

“How are we, Brad. Ok?” Mrs Pert asks, a smile on her lips, already knowing the answer.

“Heaven. Mrs Pert.” I breathe at her, her pussy hugging my cock in its velvet embrace.

Smiling even wider, Mrs Pert starts to move back and forth, pistoning her sex on my cock, the feeling as her tight pussy grips me on the exit before sliding back down my length taking my breath away. Holding her ass, I moan deep with pleasure as she lowers her chest to my face, telling me to suck on her tits.

My mouth full of breast, I swirl my tongue around her nipple, treating it like a clit, wanting to please Mrs Pert sexually. Sucking it, she starts to moan, telling me that it feels good when I do that. Encouraged, her suck her nipples harder, one after the other, Mrs Perts bouncing on my cock getting faster and faster.

A hand sliding down her stomach, Mrs Pert starts to diddle herself while we fuck, my own concentration focussed as much as I can on sucking her tits so I don’t come too quick, my balls tight and my lust at an all time high. Grinding on me with her pelvis, Mrs Pert moans as I suck her tits and she rubs her clit. Swearing loudly, she starts coming, her pussy twitching around my girth as she shakes on top of me, my own excitement reaching fever pitch. I try to hold in my orgasm for just a few seconds more while Mrs Pert’s climax reaches its crescendo on me.

Gasping that I can’t hold it in, that I’m going to come, Mrs Pert tells me to blow inside her, to give her my load, lowering her perfect body onto me and locking her lips with mine, bucking wildly on top of me, milking me with her body, her soft hand reaching behind her to fondle my tight balls as we fuck.

Her hot tongue in my mouth, her tits rubbing against my chest as she pistons her soft pussy rapidly up and down my length and her hand playing with my balls all combine to send me over the edge and with a load moan into her mouth I start to come, my hands gripping her full ass tight as I slam her onto my cock, my pulsating manhood coming deep into her pussy, her sex clamping around my shaft as I spasm under her, my cock spitting thick ropes as her body drains me of all I have.

My hands release her ass and flop to the bed, my body melting as in unclenches from my orgasm. Mrs Pert slowly pistons herself on my still hard cock, stirring my come inside her pussy, moaning softly as my slick member slips in and out of her, my fat knob pressing against her cervix as she presses down on me, full to capacity.

Sitting up on my lap, my cock still buried in her, Mrs Pert strokes my hair, looking at me fondly, my own stare bordering on worship, her body making me feel ways I never knew I could. My hands on her thighs, we enjoy each other for a few more minutes, my cock slowly wilting inside her, our sex fluids leaking over my balls as she wetly peels herself off me and joins me back on the mattress, wrapping her arm and leg over me, snuggling in deep, my arms wrapped around her.

Becoming aware the the TV was still on through all this, we half watch, our fingers exploring each other as we enjoy the warmth of one another.

“Well Brad, you’ve done very well for your first day of lessons, but I think it’s best we continue tomorrow to make sure you’re ready for the weekend.” Mrs Pert says eventually, her hand on stomach, drawing vague circles.

“I agree Mrs Pert. Like you said, practice makes perfect.” I reply, my fingers stroking her hair.

“Excellent, then I can expect to see you here tomorrow, around 6 again?”

“Count on it, Mrs Pert.”

“Excellent.” She says, kissing my chest.

I end up staying at her house until the wee hours of the morning, talking to her like a friend and not my teacher, learning much about her as a person and liking very much what I learn. Finally getting back to my dorm, I manage to squeeze in a few hours sleep before it’s time for my first class.

That afternoon when I got to her house, our intimate interactions were much more natural, Mrs Pert barely needing to say anything to guide me, our minds seemingly in sync sexually, my instincts on what she wanted turning out to be correct each time, learning her curves and her buttons and more importantly, what order she liked them pressed in. In return Mrs Pert also learnt every intimate detail of my body and we learned together what I liked in between the sheets.

Somewhat tired from not getting as much sleep as I was used to, I eventually fell asleep in her bed with Mrs Pert wrapped around me, letting me stay the night. The next afternoon a similar thing happening, with me waking up still in her bed on Friday morning.

That night was supposed to be the big night, with a newly trained and made confident Brad going to a party and talking to women, but I found myself not wanting to go. Not because I was still scared, but because I couldn’t get Mrs Pert out of my mind. I found myself comparing all the girls around me to her and they all fell short, her body, her smile, her laugh and her personality all intoxicating me, making me drunk for her and her alone.

Knocking on her door, not sure what to expect as tonight we hadn’t planned on any lessons, my heart skipped a beat when Mrs Pert opened the door and looked at me with such happiness. Asking her if I could come in, she nodded, smiling and we made our way to the couch. I confessed to her that I didn’t want to go to the party tonight and that I would rather spend the night with her, if she’d have me.

Nodding, Mrs Pert seemed like she was ready to cry, telling me that she wasn’t sure if I would come tonight, but she had secretly been hoping I would, hating the thought of me sleeping with someone else tonight. Understanding one another and what we were both feeling, we fell into each other's arms and kissed deeply, our bodies wrapping around one another. Picking her up, I carried her to her bed and didn’t fuck, but made love to her for the first time of many.

Understanding the taboo of our relationship, we kept it quiet as I continued through college, but barely days after I graduated, I officially moved in with Mrs Pert, with people talking and gossiping. We didn’t care though, because we were in love, and always would be.

END

------------------------------

BEST FRIEND’S MOM NEEDS A HAND

I’ve been friends with Jason since we were kids, having first met because we went to the same school and then discovering we lived on the same street. Growing up together, we would spend as much time in the other’s house as we would our own. After highschool, Jason went off to college to study while I stayed behind, a local apprenticeship keeping me busy as I learnt to become a carpenter.

Jason’s mom Pamela has always been attractive, but it wasn’t until I became a man that I realised just how absolutely gorgeous she is. With a full, voluptuous body, smokey eyes and a thick mane of hair, she would make my cock twitch whenever I saw her, which was often. Divorced long ago and with Jason being her only child, she was often by herself in her home and would occasionally call me to come around and help around the house with anything that needed in her words, ‘a man’s touch’. Sometimes the things she needed help with were pretty trifling and I would wonder if she had really just wanted some company, but I never minded as she was my best friend’s mom and I had known her practically all my life.

With Jason interstate with college, I would try to visit Pamela at least once every other week and fill her in on how Jason was, as she said he never told her as much about his college life as he tells me. Never ratting him out on any of his crazier shenanigans, I would fill her in otherwise on what he’d been up to and it seemed to make her happier, which was nice. Also, if I’m completely honest, it was always good visiting her and getting an eyeful of her hot body and sexy face, giving me ammo for my spank bank to enjoy later.

Texting me yesterday, Pamela had asked if I could come and fix a few loose planks on her back patio. Being a wood based chore, I was keen to try out some of my new skills and told her I would be around the next day. Being a nice day I decided to walk the few minutes it would take to get there, carrying my basic toolbox with me.

The sun shining and the smell of freshly cut grass filling my nostrils, I walk up Pamela’s driveway and press the buzzer, letting myself in as I have for the last 15 years. Heading for her back door to get to the patio, Pamela meets me halfway there, a high cut summer dress draped over her exquisite MILF figure, her long, tanned legs catching my eye as she approaches. The dress is pretty damn high, I wouldn’t rate her chances at being able to bend over without flashing her panties, a thought that immediately makes my cock twitch in my pants. The plunging V of the dress offering a substantial amount of cleavage for viewing, two thin little straps over her shoulders the only thing keeping the dress from falling off her body. It doesn’t look like she’s wearing a bra today, the way her naturally large breasts sway as she walks, their rhythmic movements almost hypnotizing me and making me unable to look away.

“Hi Brad. How have you been, sweety?” She says, a warm smile on her lips, coming in close to hug me, her scent intoxicating me, my free arm wrapping around her and squeezing back as much as I think I can get away with whilst being friendly but not sexual.

“Pretty good, Pamela. Same old same old, work work work.” I reply, forcing myself to talk to her face and not her massive free range rack. She’s really looking even sexier than normal today, and she’s normally already pretty fuckin’ hot,
 I think to myself as I take her in.

“I hope this isn’t too annoying for you then? Making you do more carpentry after already doing it all week?”

“Of course not, this stuff is my pleasure.” I reassure her.

“Well you know my patio, it’s getting a little long in the tooth and a few of the boards are loose and keep trying to trip me every time I go outside.”

“No worries, sounds like an easy fix, I’ll go take a look now.” I tell her, rattling my toolbox.

Walking ahead of me, I get to confirm that Pamela is definitely not wearing a bra, the open back of her dress revealing most of her back to me, with not a bra strap in site. The smooth skin looking so tempting, the nape of her neck as she grabs her hair and tosses it over one shoulder, exposing the other, her ear and neck just begging to be nuzzled.

Stepping out through her back door, I can see the area of the patio in question immediately. A few of the planks have become old and warped and twisted right off what looks like their nails. In reality, with a handful of decking screws I can fix this in 10 minutes.

“Too easy, Pamela,” I tell her, looking at the problem area, “I can fix this in no time.”

“That’s great! Thanks, Brad.” Pamela answers, sitting down on a deck chair nearby, crossing her long legs and letting me nearly
 see up her dress. I must be missing out on seeing panty but an inch, 2 at the most. Picking up her cell phone, which was on a small table next to her chair, she starts texting. Judging by the rate of the back and forth, she was probably texting this person already when I rang the doorbell.


Maybe she has a date later? Might explain why she’s looking even sexier than normal?
 I think to myself as I wonder who is at the other end of the phone, it being none of my business but my curiosity flaring up all the same.

Between texts Pamela asks me about Jason and we swap stories on what he’s been up to in the last couple weeks since Pamela and I have spoken to each other. Having removed the old rusted nails, I make short work of securing the planks back down to the fixture with my impact driver and a handful of decking screws.

Stepping on it a few times, testing for any creaks or noises, I give Pamela a thumbs up to let her know it’s done.

“Thanks Brad! That looks great!” She says, getting up from her chair and walking over the freshly secured area. “Are you in a hurry to leave, or could I tempt you to stay and have a drink with me?”

“I wouldn’t say no to a cold drink on a day like today, Pamela,” I answer, more than happy to hang around such a sexy MILF woman.

“Haha, well you’re a man these days, Brad, so I’ll get you a beer?”

“Thanks, yes.” I reply.

“Make yourself comfortable, I’ll be back in a minute.” Pamela says, waving to the other deck chair positioned on the other side of the small table which holds her phone.

Sitting down on the chair and relaxing, Pamela’s phone vibrates, signifying she’s received a text. Looking down at the phone and not meaning to be a snoop but at the same time being able to read the words as they flash on the screen, I see that the message is ‘Are u gonna fuck him?’



Woah! She must be talking to a friend about the date I was speculating about!
 I think as I look at the phone and grin, wondering what the rest of that conversation must be like but deciding to leave well enough alone. But barely 20 seconds later the phone dings again and I look at the screen, with ‘Well?!? Don’t leave me hanging!’
 appearing on it. Feeling terrible as I do it but needing more information, I press the text bubble and watch as the screen lights up, showing the last 8 or so exchanges:

He’s nearly finished

Make sure you get him to stay!

What do I do? So nervous lol

Suck his dick, that’ll make him stay. Jks jks.

OMG

offer him a Drink

K he’s done. Gonna make him stay, brb

Are u gonna fuck him?

Well?!? Don’t leave me hanging!

Warming up inside from my toes to my head, it dawns on me who their conversation is about. Me! Scrolling up I glance at earlier texts, finding the one’s from about when I would have been ringing the doorbell, to see them talking excitedly about ‘go time’
 and scrolling up further, seeing selfies that Pamela has posted to her friend, asking if this looks hot enough, showing her in the dress she’s wearing right now. My cock now aching between my legs, my hands trembling and shaky, I put the phone back down on the table, trying to remember the position it was in and try to look nonchalant as Pamela comes back outside, holding a beer for me and a glass of something bubbly for her. My heart absolutely hammering away inside my chest, I take the beer with a croaky ‘thanks’ and take a deep draught from it, nervous but also excited beyond measure. Pamela, the hottest MILF on the planet talking about fucking me! Dressing sexy deliberately to make me want to fuck her! Unbelievable! My breath rapid, my body feeling hot even though I’m now in the shade, I try to keep my cool and think about how awesome today could be.

“You ok, Brad?” Pamela asks, seeing my unexplained increase in breathing rate.

“Uh-huh.” I answer, giving her a smile. Look at those fucking tits!


Smiling back, Pamela picks up her phone and opens it, a small look crossing her face before I notice she has to scroll down a bunch to get back to the latest entries in her conversation. Fuck! I forgot to scroll back down! I left it open around her selfies area! Fuuuuck!


Typing rapidly, Pamela responds to the question of whether or not she’s going to fuck me before putting her phone back down, pointedly laying it screen down this time. Sipping her drink she looks at me and smiles secretly, and I know I’m busted. Thinking of what to do, knowing that she knows that I know, I decide fuck it, and go for broke.

“Being completely honest with you Pamela, you’ve never looked so sexy as you do right now, which is pretty amazing, because you’ve always been hot, but today? Holy shit!” I tell her standing up to look down at her, letting her see that straining beneath my jeans is a hard cock.

“Brad, that conversation-’

“Doesn’t matter,” I interrupt her, leaning down to take her hand and guiding it to my bulge, “The feeling is mutual, as you can see.”

Her hand roving over my aching package, she looks me deep in the eyes, maybe trying to assess me, maybe trying to see if I’ve got a poker face on. Her hand squeezing my dick through my jeans, she bites her lip and I can see that she’s glad I’ve taken the task of getting to this point from her, now there is no doubt we both want one another. Finishing my beer, I put it on the table, watching as Pamela drains her glass and puts her empty next to mine. Looking up at me through her eyelashes, she grabs the hem of my jeans and unbuttons them, grabbing my zipper and pulling it down, my cock pushing forward, still wrapped in boxers.

Grabbing my pockets, Pamela playfully tugs my jeans down past my knees, my cock making a vertical tent in my underwear, throbbing with need to my heartbeat. Sliding her hands back up my thighs she grabs my boxers and starts to pull them down, my cock hooking on them and offering resistance. Pulling outwards and down, she reveals my manhood to herself, her eyebrows raising as she glimpses the girth of my swollen cock, full and ready for her.

“That’s quite a tool you’re packing there, Brad.” Pamela purrs as her fingertips stroke the sides of my length, running down and grazing lightly over my heavy balls, hefting them, feeling my weight.

Smiling, I stroke some hair out of her face and put my hand to the back of her head, guiding her closer to my shaft, her hungry mouth opening as I press my glistening knob to it, her ruby red lips parting to allow my cock entry. Her hands toying with my balls, Pamela starts to suck, slowly at first, taking in just the head, her wet tongue swirling and exploring my girth as I breathe deep and enjoy the warmth of her mouth wrapped around my manhood.

“Jesus that feels good, Pamela.” I say, my voice little more than a whisper as I watch my cock disappear further and further into her mouth, my hands stroking her hair and face, her beautiful eyes looking up at me while she coats my cock with her saliva.

“Mmm.” She responds, her eyes twinkling, her thick lips sealed around my shaft as she pulls back, the suction making her blowjob intense, my balls melting under her touch.

I grab my shirt and take it off, wanting to view her oral skills all the better. Pamela slides a hand over my hard stomach, rising up and caressing my chest, obviously enjoying having her hands on a much younger man. Leaning down, her cock still wrapped around my pole, I peel the spaghetti strings holding her dress up off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and hang for a second from the swell of her breasts before it drops down like a satin curtain, revealing her considerable chest. Pamela’s full breasts swaying as her head bobs back and forth on my shaft, her nipples erect and pink, encircled by light pink areolas, the white flesh of her tits contrasting to her tanned shoulders, making her nipples stand out, two areas of extra sensitivity on two large natural mounds, their shape calling to something primal and deep within me.

Cupping a breast, I fondle it as Pamela’s mouth continues on my cock, her slurping filling my ears as I receive this backyard blowjob. Pulling her up, she gets to her feet and we start to kiss, her large breasts pressing against my chest as I wrap my arms around her naked waist. Holding me close, we kiss wildly, all the times I’ve fantasized about her coming to the fore, actually getting to have the real thing, my body on fire. Grabbing my ass, Pamela holds herself hard against me, my throbbing cock pulsing against her bare belly, her dress finally giving up and falling off completely. Running my hands down her back and cupping her ass through her soft cotton panties, we hold each other by the asses, our crotches pressed hard against one another, our heat mingling.

Still kissing wetly, our tongues wrestling with one another, I slide her panties down over the swell of her ass, her legs opening to let them drop to the patio floor. Grabbing her full ass and kneading it, her cheeks filling my hands and driving me crazy with passion. Grabbing her cheeks and shaking them, never wanting to let them go, their natural wobble making my cock ache even more.

Kissing down her neck and chest, I put my mouth around one swollen nipple and suck it, teasing it with my teeth and tongue, licking it and circling it. One hand running through my hair as I taste her body, my kisses work their way further down, over the gentle swell of her stomach and around her bellybutton before making their way down to her lower abdomen, feeling the mound of her pubis as it rises beneath my lips, smooth and mostly bare except for a small strip of short hair, I lower myself to my knees and look up into her sex, leaning in and kissing it, her pussy lips meeting my lips, mine parting to allow my tongue to dart out and taste her sweet nectar, her pussy glistening in the sunlight as I bury my face in it. Thrusting her pelvis forward, Pamela grinds herself against my eager mouth as I eat her out, my mouth wrapping around her clit and sucking, pulling her hood and lips, filling them, making them swell, her wet little bud making her flinch in pleasure every time I flick my tongue over it.

Her hands on my head, Pamela is on tippy toes as she fucks my face, her long legs flexing as she grinds against me, riding my face like it was the corner of a washing machine spinning an uneven load. My hands full of her ass, I pull her against me, shaking my head and lapping at her moist sex, my cock throbbing down between my legs, her aroma driving my nuts with lust.

Holding my hair, she watches me, her eyes boring into mine as I feast on her, her large natural tits swinging as she bucks against me, my nose and eyes all she can see of my face as the rest buries itself between her legs. One hand still holding her ass, the other runs up and over her tensed in pleasure stomach to fondle her boobs. Grabbing a nipple and teasing it, hearing Pamela’s moans go up a few octaves and knowing I’ve found the right button, I twiddle and tease her nipples more, Pamela’s grinding against my face getting more and more desperate, her grip on my hair getting tighter and tighter as she gives me no chance of escape from her sex until she’s ready to let me be free again.


“Mmm, that's it. Yeah. Eat my pussy, Brad. Yeah you like that don’t you? Yeah, eat my little pussy.”
 Pamela says, her teeth gritting as her grinding on my face becomes more of a shaking tremble. Letting out a sudden loud exclamation, Pamela almost doubles over, her legs wobbling as she starts to come, her hands holding me hard against her sex as I feel it gushing hot juice over me, her pussy vibrating on my lips as she climaxes, her ass cheeks clenching again and again as each wave of the orgasm washes through her. Smashing herself against me, she grunts and bucks as her tension is released, her pussy coating me in her honey. Holding on, I enjoy the ride all the way to the end, unbelievably turned on by watching such a beautiful woman come on me.

Shuddering to a final stop, her eyes closed and her head hanging low, Pamela drops down from her tippy toes and sighs, shaking her head. Still kneeling, my face still inches from her throbbing pussy, I watch her with a smile, enjoying the sight of a sexy woman standing before me nude, too spent and busy with post-orgasmic bliss to even open her eyes for a moment. When she finally does open her eyes she catches mine and grins a lustful glint in her expression. Reaching down and taking my hand, she hurriedly urges me onto my feet and leads me inside, with me kicking off my pants and boxers as I stumble eagerly along with her. Still holding my hand, we’re almost running now down her hallway as she takes me to her room, pushing me onto the bed and onto my back and straddling me, still without a word said.

Lowering herself down, her absolutely sopping wet pussy meets my cock and parts, swallowing my knob, her hot lips wrapping around my girth. Finally speaking, it’s only to let out a long sigh as Pamela quickly works my length into her, rising and falling rapidly, coating my cock in her orgasm’s juices, her massive tits pendulous as she rides me, desperate to have me inside her.

Leaning down, her tits grazing my chest, she smiles at me, one hand on my chest and the other holding my hair. Riding me hard and fast, her full ass wobbling as her sex swallows my cock repeatedly.


“Just come inside me Brad, give it to me now, I want your come inside me! Worry about lasting longer next round, I just need your load in me now!”
 Pamela says, her voice thick and husky with lust and horny desperation, panting as she rides me at 100 miles an hour.

Desperate for my come inside her, I don’t hesitate to give this beautiful MILF what she wants, and grabbing her ass with both hands, start bucking into her, slamming my cock into her hungry pussy. Her massive tits pressing against me and her face just above mine, I start kissing her, the eroticness of this situation helping to drive me over the edge, and with my lips on hers, start grunting as my cock pulsates and spurts deep inside her, my hot seed painting her walls as my cock jerks and spasms inside her, my hands gripping her ass as I empty myself into her, Pamela moaning and sighing as she feels my hot liquid fill her, the slap of our bodies getting wetter as I come.

Kissing me all over the face and head like a woman possessed, Pamela mutters under her breath as I lay there, my cock throbbing inside her, her lips being planted on me every second, her pelvis still gyrating on my cock like a stripper until she eventually flops onto me, her warm body on mine, my hands stroking her back and ass, enjoying how soft her pussy feels wrapped around my still hard shaft.

Still inside her, I wrap one arm around her and roll over, bringing her underneath me, her legs spreading with me in between them. Smiling, I lean in and we start kissing again, her plump lips mashing against mine, her legs wrapping around me and holding me to her, her hands full of my hair as our kiss increases in passion. Flexing herself, I feel her pussy squeezing my length and after a few minutes I start to grow fully hard again inside her, the velvet smooth walls of her sex sliding along my shaft as I start to thrust into her, my butt flexing under her palms as she pulls me closer, encouraging me to fill her with dick.

Leaning down, I start kissing her massive tits, their firm but supple form wobbling as I fuck her harder. Pulling her nipples with my lips I grind my pubis against hers once fully embedded inside her, gyrating myself in such a way that I can mash against her swollen clit with the base of my manhood, Pamela’s legs gripping me tighter as I impale her on my pole.

Still wrapped around me, I push up onto my knees, Pamela now completely off the bed and held up by my hands and cock. Fucking her in this position, simply needing to only loosen my grip on her for her to become fully stuck on my manhood, she starts to moan as I fill her completely, her sex stuffed with my length, her lips stretched around my girth as her body swallows mine. Sitting on my heels, her ass now resting on my thighs, I pump her up and down on my eager cock with my hands under her ass, making her ride me like a woman sized fleshlight, her natural tits bouncing as I penetrate her, her head thrown back as she feels herself being stuffed with no remorse.

Laying her down and positioning her in doggy, I grab her hips and pull her back onto my cock, not wanting to leave the beautiful sanctity of her pussy for a second longer than necessary. Her full ass slapping against my abdomen, I fill her again and again as I fuck her relentlessly, her moans in time with my thrusts as with head lowered, she takes it all.

“You like my cock inside you Pamela? Hey? You like my hard cock inside you?”


“Yes Brad! Your cock feels so good inside me!”
 Pamela answers, a quaver in her voice as my cock plunges inside her again.

Leaning down, I fill my hands with her large natural tits, pulling at her nipples as my cock stays embedded inside her, turning to try and look at me over her shoulder, I kiss her face and she kisses madly back, our tongues lashing at each other. Grabbing her hair, I pull her head back, my body slamming against hers.


“You like that Pamela? You like that?”
 I ask her, pulling her hair and kissing at her neck and face.


“Mmm, yes Brad, harder, harder!”
 Pamela moans, completely caught in the moment.

Pulling her head back harder, my other hand now gripping her shoulder and holding her in place while I fuck her like a ride, Pamela starts to shudder and moan, her back muscles tensing and her hands gripping the bedsheets tight as I feel her pussy start to convulse around my cock, pushing back against me, wanting as much of me inside her as possible. Pamela starts to come hard, her whole body vibrating beneath me, her teeth clenched and her eyes screwed shut as she rides the waves of her orgasm, her sex squeezing my dick as it pulsates in climax. Burying my length inside her, I hold on once again and enjoy the ride, her perfect body flexed and her toes curled, her body wobbling as she tries to hold on before collapsing to the bed, still shaking, with me still inside her, not letting her escape until her orgasm in finished.

Twitching and jerking, Pamela finally does the time out signal with her hands and I release my grip on her hair, her body completely melted under me, now totally undone by orgasm. Panting and laughing, she moans in pleasure as she gyrates her ass for me, my cock still deep inside her sex.

Kissing her, softly now, on the side of her face I can see, and along her neck and shoulders, I slowly pump into her, fucking her gently, my own orgasm unhad, but taking my time on her, waiting for her rush to die down before speeding things back up.

Squirming underneath me, I get off her and roll her over, holding her legs wide as I plunge back into her, her breasts flowing back and forth to my thrusts, watching her pussy as it swallows my cock, her drenched lips stretching as I pull out, her pussy reluctant to let me go. Speeding up again, I lean in and put my weight on her, kissing her boobs and sucking her nipples, Pamela’s hands scratching up and down my back as I get closer and closer to orgasm. Feeling my balls tighten, I fuck her hard and fast before pulling out and quickly moving up, grabbing her hair and holding her head as I start coming, my dick spasming and sending a salvo of hot come splashing all over her eager face, her mouth open, ready to taste my seed. Grunting, I jerk myself off as I come, my dick spitting rope after rope of thick jizz to land on her face, Pamela writhing in pleasure on the bed as I paste her. Finished, I pant and watch as she licks the come from her lips and wipes it from her face, sucking greedily at her come soaked fingers afterwards, then, her fingers clean, she grabs my cock and starts sucking it, drawing out every last drop of my jizz, making me twitch and buck as her mouth slurps on my now ultra-sensitive post orgasm knob. Laughing at how I keep spasming involuntarily as she teases my dick with her mouth, she licks my balls to calm me down and kisses them, her soft lips sending shivers of pleasure through my freshly juices plums.

I let go of her hair and we collapse to the bed, a light sheen of sweat making us shine in the daylight. Her head on my chest, I stroke her hair as I come down from my high, my balls throbbing from having two orgasms so close together. Wrapping a leg around my thigh, I feel her hot, moist sex pressing against me and hold her tighter, kissing the top of her head, her hair smelling luxuriant.

“So...how long before you tell your friend on the phone that you did end up fucking ‘him’?” I ask her, a smile in my voice.

“Haha, honestly, about two seconds after you’ve gone,” Pamela answers, rolling over to look at me, her massive naturals resting on me, their heat warming my skin, “Which I hope isn’t for a while yet though.” She adds, grabbing my cock playfully.

Looking at her smoking hot MILF body and knowing it won't be too long before I’m hard again, I smile back, “I think I could be convinced to stay a little longer, Pamela.”

As she snuggles up close to me, I say a silent thank you to any gods that might be listening while Pamela curls up around me to doze off, presumably before she takes me for another ride…

END

------------------------------

BUSTY MILF NEXT DOOR AND HER ‘MAGIC’ SHIRT

I’ve had a crush on my hot MILF neighbor Jenny for as long as I can remember. Everything about her just turns me on, and I couldn't possibly even estimate how many times I’ve jerked off thinking about her over the last few years. At 5’2” with massive tits, she catches everyone’s eye, her already huge chest looking even bigger on such a compact little package. Her thick, wavy chestnut hair almost always worn loose, tumbling over her shoulders and framing her gorgeous face, barely touched by age, her eyes as twinkling and youthful as any woman in her early 20’s, her full lips pouty and sexy, looking to promise an amazing blowjob. With a narrow waist and broad hips, she has the classic hourglass figure, her silhouette unmistakably feminine. Her full ass looking firm in whatever she wears, the view from behind always being something to behold for any man.

We’ve done a little light play flirting but I’ve never made a move on her. At 22 I still live with my parents and they certainly wouldn’t approve of me sleeping with our 40-something year old neighbor, plus if I did ever actually put the moves on her and was rejected, it would make living here very awkward. So I console myself with jerking off while looking at her every chance I get. It’s not perfect, but it’s pretty good.

We do chat out the front of our houses around once or twice a week whenever we bump into each other, and I’m always happy to linger and absorb as much eye candy as I can from our interactions, enjoying the view of her deep cleavage when she’s wearing a low cut top, or enjoying her bare thighs as she talks to me in a short skirt, or biting my lip in animal lust if she’s wearing leggings, her voluptuous ass begging to be given a squeeze.

Lately she’s been talking about going to these self improvement classes, to help you get what you want in life. It all sounds a little bit wishy washy to me but if it makes her happy, good for her. She’s been speaking of visualising things and making focal points in life, I’m not sure what it means but I’m always happy to nod and continue looking into her smouldering eyes and wonder what they’d look like staring up at me from cock height while she swallowed by manhood.

Seeing Jenny sitting on her porch reading from my window, I decide now is a great time to go check the mail, waving to her as I open the steel flap and peer inside.

“Hi John!” Jenny says, getting up from her chair and walking over to greet me, wearing tight jeans and a simple blue button up shirt, the top 4 buttons undone, revealing a large portion of titty meat and cleavage to my eyes, which I hungrily devour. “How have you been?”

“Great thanks, Jenny,” I reply, my cock shifting in my loose shorts as I try not to stare too obviously at her mammoth chest. “Yourself?”

“Amazing, actually! I’m really learning some great things about the human psyche. I’m sure it’ll all come in very useful for helping me in life.” Jenny says, her hands trailing down the line of her shirt, opening it a little more, giving me even more breast to enjoy.

“Sounds interesting.” I say, distracted by her boobs and frankly not really understanding anyway.

“It is! Did you know that humans can easily transfer responsibility to inanimate objects? Through simple suggestions otherwise ‘impossible’ situations become as easy as picking up a glass.”

“Wow, really? I had no idea, Jenny.” I answer, completely lost.

Smirking at me, I feel sure Jenny knows everything she’s saying is going over my head. “For example John, do you see my shirt?” She asks, tugging at it and making her massive tits wobble.

“Of course.”

“Well, this is a very special magic shirt John. When I’m wearing it, I’m completely susceptible to another person's suggestions, it makes me willing to do anything, the other person merely has to ask.”

“Haha.”

“No really, the other person only has to ask and I’ll do it. Whatever they want. And they don’t have to worry about consequences because it’s the shirt, not them or I.” Jenny continues, looking at me with a sultry look, making my cock ache.

“So if I told you to touch your nose...?” I say, watching as with a smile Jenny immediately touches her nose.

“Spin around on the spot?” I ask, and again listening to my question, Jenny obeys, spinning around a few times on the spot.

“See John? It’s a very special shirt, just imagine the possibilities…” Jenny says, trailing off as she turns and heads back to her porch, looking over her shoulder and giving me a wink.

Walking back to my own place, my mind races. I mean, obviously it’s not a magic shirt, this is just a technique she’s learnt to get what she wants from her courses. But then that means she wants me to fuck her? But can’t say it outright? Needs me to do it? This gives her an out somehow?
 I remember the words responsibility to inanimate objects
 but it was all going in one ear and out the other. I think maybe she’s just let me know that we could fuck if I want, and I do want, very much so.

I’m able to sit still for all of about 2 minutes before I find myself walking up Jenny’s driveway, Jenny watching me approach with a smile, putting down her book. “Hello again, John,” She says as I step up onto her porch, my heart beating fast in my chest as I get ready to actually make a move on a fantasy woman I’ve lusted after for so long.

“Hi Jenny. Undo another button, please.” I say, my voice cracking and my head feeling light.

Smiling, Jenny reaches up and unfastens another button, her shirt now halfway undone, her large breasts pushing out, her black lacy bra barely holding them.

“Unbutton the rest of them too, please.” I say, watching with amazement as she does so, unbuttoning her top right there on her porch, the shirt falling open and her massive tits revealing themselves, the depth of her cleavage easily able to take a hand between them and make it disappear up to the wrist.

Giddy with power, I push further, thinking no way she’ll do it. “Touch my cock, Jenny.”

Leaning forward, Jenny reaches out and grabs my hardening cock through my shorts, making me start a little in surprise. Looking around, wondering if any of the other neighbors saw, I step back out of her reach and tell her that we should go inside. Nodding, Jenny complies and gets up and and leads me into her home.

Inside, Jenny turns and looks at me, waiting to see what I’ll say next. A world of possibilities opening before me, I take in her beautiful body, her massive tits lifting and falling as she breathes.

“Take off all your clothes.” I tell her.

Shrugging off her shirt, Jenny puts on a sexy display for me, biting her lip and looking up at me through her eyelashes as she undoes her jeans and slowly peels them off, turning away and bending over as she slides her panties down, exposing her pussy from behind, her lips looking bald and smooth. Unfastening her bra, Jenny hold the cups and slowly lowers them, showing me for the first time her bare breasts, their size bordering on ridiculous, her puffy pink nipples erect and encircled by areolas of the same color. Pendulous and full, they sway as she stands there and I take her in, admiring her little triangle of chestnut hair adorning her mons. Absolutely stunning and intoxicating me with lust, my cock is pounding with eagerness in my shorts.

“Come her and suck my cock, Jenny.” I command.

Looking at me with a smile, Jenny shakes her head no. “Is that any way to get a girl to sleep with you? Just demand she sucks your cock? You made a rookie mistake John, getting me to take off my shirt.”

“Oh, umm, put your shirt back on Jenny.” I say, realising too late my mistake.

Grinning, Jenny replies. “No, I don’t want to. Now you’re going to have to do it the old fashioned way. You’ve got a naked woman in front of you John, how do you go about seducing her?”

Seeing her grin, understanding that every step of the way I’ve been dancing to her tune, I come close, stroking her face and arms. Leaning in, I kiss her a little hesitantly on the lips, Jenny kissing back. Feeling the warmth of her body so close to mine, I embrace her and kiss deeper, our tongues darting out to flick against one another, her full pouty lips pressed against mine, her scent filling my nostrils. Filling my hands with her ass, I fondle it as we kiss with more and more passion, the urges of so long now being played out in real life. Her arms around me, holding my head and back, our kiss gets wetter and more animalistic, my crotch pushing forward to grind against her, my cock wanting her so badly.

Still kissing, I slowly lead her to the couch, sitting down together and kissing her face and neck. Grabbing her massive tits, I start to kiss and tease them, kneading them with my hands while my mouth explores their surface, my tongue swirling around her nipples and my lips biting at them, pulling them as Jenny runs her finger through my hair, her legs opening as she enjoys me tasting her chest.

Kissing further down, my lips travel over her stomach and to her abdomen, the hair of her triangle tickling my chin as I get lower still. Teasing her, I avoid her glistening pussy lips and instead kiss her inner thighs, getting close but never quite making contact with her sex. Her hands in my hair, Jenny begs me to eat her out and tries to push my face to her pussy but with a chuckle I keep teasing, my lips making her legs quiver as I smooch the flawless skin of her inner thighs, her slit dribbling with lust as she grinds and gyrates, wanting my mouth closer to her heat.

Her legs spread wide, I finally make contact, just kissing her lips lightly, making Jenny moan in pleasure and frustration, her pelvis bucking outwards to meet me, Jenny moreso kissing my mouth with her pussy than I’m kissing her pussy with my mouth. Looking up I can see her expression, past her massive boobs, concentrating as she tries to rub herself against my warm lips, her body squirming in need, turning me on even more than I already am.

Giving her sex another kiss, I linger a little longer, pressing against her, making her shudder and moan and she feels me touching her. Another kiss and another longer pause, with Jenny not bucking as hard now as she simply watches my mouth taste her sex. Another kiss and this time a small opening of my mouth, my tongue ever so lightly flicking along her slit, penetrating her. Another groan escapes Jenny’s throat as I kiss her harder still, my tongue darting back and forth along her sex, her body trembling in lust.

Kissing upwards, I make my way to her mound, my lips wrapping around her hood and my tongue swirling around her swollen bud, Jenny jerking as I press my tongue against her sensitive slit, making her squeeze my hair even tighter. Looking up at her, I start to suck her clit, filling it, making it even more delicate as my mouth forms a seal around her, everything within the seal getting sucked and licked with more and more intensity, Jenny staring at me open mouthed as I pleasure her pussy.

One hand fondling a massive boob, my other teases her slit, dipping a finger in every now and then, her slick lubricant letting me in with slippery ease. Driving further in, I turn my palm and curl my fingers up into the classic ‘come hither’ motion and find her g-spot, Jenny jerking wildly as I first make contact, letting me know with her body that I’ve struck gold. Pulling back with my hand, my fingertips pressing against her special area, I suck her clit at the same pace that I finger fuck her, Jenny’s moans rapidly increasing in intensity as I pull on a nipple too as I bring her closer and closer to orgasm.

Her hands full of my hair, her thighs squeezing my head every few seconds as she tenses and relaxes, I feel a shudder start in her pelvis and work its way out as her climax hits, her thighs clamping on my head and her pussy contracting around my fingers as she starts to buck on the couch, my mouth sucking her clit, my tongue rubbing and flicking over it as she spasms underneath me, her grip on my hair with her hands and my head with her thighs vice-like, with no way to escape until her climax is finished. Watching her face as she comes, her eyes screwed shut, opening every few seconds to look at me, but only able to keep them open for half a second before another waves hits her, Jenny moans and grunts as her body shakes with pleasure.

Her grip on me relaxing, Jenny turns into a ragdoll and melts on the couch, her massive tits rolling as she takes in great gulps of air. Lying there, with her legs spread and a large wet patch, she puts one forearm over her eyes as she laughs and smiles, her toes still curling and uncurling.

Sitting on the couch properly, I smile and watch her enjoy her post orgasm high, my cock throbbing in my shorts, a large tent pointing to the ceiling.

“Well done, John. Hoo boy. That was very good.
” Jenny pants, sitting up, her boobs hypnotic as they sway. “Now you can ask me to suck your cock with a much better chance of a yes, I’d imagine.” She adds, her hand reaching out to grab my cock through my shorts.

Pulling down my shorts and lifting my butt to get them all the way off, I sit on Jenny’s couch with my cock throbbing before her. Jenny, smiling, leans down to kiss my knob, her fat boobs pressing against my thigh as she does so. Her hand cupping my full balls, Jenny starts to slurp on my thick cock, her pouting lips wrapping around my shaft and her tongue washing around my knob as she gobbles me. Grabbing a handful of her thick hair, I move it out of the way so I can watch my manhood disappear down Jenny’s throat. My other hand slides down her back and makes its way to her ass, cupping a cheek and squeezing it, Jenny’s pelvis gyrating as she impales her face on my length.

Breathing in through my teeth, I feel it as Jenny takes my cock to heaven and back, her mouth all over my shaft, kissing and licking the underside, sucking my balls and teasing the eye of my cock with her tongue, my hands creeping between her ass cheeks to toy with her slit, still sopping wet and burning hot.

Unable to take any more I pull Jenny off my cock, needing to fuck her now. Seeing the look of animal need in my eyes, Jenny grins and stays where she is, pretty much already in doggystyle. Moving to be behind her, I kneel on the couch between her legs, my fat cock in my hand as I guide it to Jenny’s eager sex, Jenny reaching under herself to open her pussy with two fingers, giving me a vivid pink target to aim my throbbing cock for.

An involuntary sigh escapes me as my tingling cock head makes contact with her hot sex, her body wrapping around my shaft and hugging it, her velvet softness sliding over my length as Jenny pushes back as I push in, my cock sliding inside her, her lips stretching around my girth as my cock impales her. Grabbing her full ass I start to pump, my plums slapping against her bud as I work up steam, Jenny’s ass wobbling with each thrust.

Grabbing her hair and slapping her ass, I fuck Jenny deep on her couch, her pussy juices running down her thigh as her body gets wetter for me, her back flexing as she arches, letting me impale her fully. Pulling out, I roll her over and spread her legs, quickly sliding my cock back inside her, her sex greeting me warmly. Pounding into her, I watch as her massive tits ebb and flow to my thrusts, Jenny reaching out to play with my stomach and chest as I embed my cock in her. Biting her lip, her eyes bore into mine as I fuck her, the sounds of our bodies slapping together wetly the only noise in the house except Jenny’s groans and my breathing.

Pulling out again, I sit on the couch and pull Jenny towards me, wanting her to straddle me. Her legs on either side of mine, she lowers herself down, her wet pussy kissing my cock before opening to wrap around and engulf it as she lowers herself further, my hands on her full ass, kneading it as her body swallows mine. Her arms around my neck, she kisses me as she starts bouncing up and down, her massive tits swaying as she fucks me, my eyes glued to them when not kissing her.

Grabbing a tit, I lift it up as I lean my head down, my mouth wrapping around its nipple and sucking, making Jenny moan as she bounces faster and faster on my pole. Feeling my balls getting tighter, I warn Jenny that I’m going to come but she doesn’t slow down, telling me she wants to feel my cock erupting inside her.


“You want my come, Jenny?”
 I ask her, breathing heavy, her tits rubbing against my chest as we fuck.


“Yes baby, fill me, fill me up with your come!”
 Jenny pants, her face flushed as she rides me.


“Tell me how much you want it, Jenny.’


“I want it so bad, baby! Please give it to me!”

“Yeah? You want my come, Jenny? You want my come?”

“Please baby, come for me, come for me now!”

Driven over the edge with her talk, I grunt loudly as my ass clenches and my pelvis bucks wildly, my cock erupting deep inside Jenny’s pussy, filling her with my hot seed as spurt after spurt of my come splashes inside her, Jenny moaning as she feels my hot load coating the insides of her sex. Still coming, I clasp my mouth to hers, kissing her deeply as my body shakes and releases my semen, our arms wrapped around each other, our hands roving over one another.

My head falling back to the couch, I smile and let out a big breath, Jenny’s hot body still impaled on mine, squirming as she stirs my come inside herself with my cock. Kissing my chest, she moans with satisfaction, her fingertips tracing all over me as I come down from my high, her body having milked me so well.

“I’ve wanted to do that for sooo long.” I tell her, kissing the top of her head as it rests on my chest, my heart hammering in her ear.

“Haha, me too, John,” Jenny replies. “I’ve seen you more than once peeking at me from your windows, your shoulder shaking as you took matters into your own hands.”

“That obvious, huh?”

“Yep. Not really your fault though, many’s a time I’ve deliberately bent over in front of you when I didn’t really need to, getting wet at the thought of you stroking your fat young cock while thinking about fucking me.” Jenny confesses, her warm sex still wrapped around my cock.

Putting a hand under her chin and lifting her face to mine, I start to kiss her again, the warmth of her body as she straddles me, the softness of her skin, and her scent all turning me back on. Grinding against me, Jenny feels me hardening up inside her and looks at me with an astonished smile.

“You can’t really be getting hard again already, can you?” She asks, gyrating a little on my lap and feeling my hard cock offering resistance.

“What can I say? I’m young and you’re incredibly sexy.” I respond, my hands running down her back to cup her ass cheeks, grinding her sex against me.

Holding her by the ass, I get up from the couch, Jenny’s small frame wrapped around me, holding on with arms and legs as I stand there in her living room, fucking her. Walking into her kitchen, I see her counter top and put her on it, it being the perfect height with her pussy sitting right before my cock. Holding her thighs I pump into her, my cock sliding inside her before our eyes, both watching as my manhood parts her swollen lips and fills her, my come from the couch fuck foaming and slicking my dick.

Leaning back on her hands on the counter, Jenny arches her back, making her mons grind against me with every inward thrust. My hands slide over her taut stomach and fondle her breasts, so big that they spill from either side of my palms, my thumbs rolling over her nipples, keeping them erect. Leaning in, I kiss her while we fuck, our bodies rocking together in her kitchen, the wet slide of my cock slipping within her clearly audible. Taking her hands off the counter and wrapping them around me, Jenny holds on as I fuck her faster, my balls slapping against her ass, her pussy wet and dribbling down my thighs as I stand there and piston my body into hers. Pushing further against her, I drive her down to the counter top and crawl up, joining her, my cock never leaving her sex. With one hand under her head and the other cupping a full ass cheek, I thrust my cock into her, gyrating a little as I do it, finding her sweet spot and making her moan. Her hands grabbing my ass, Jenny bites at my neck and shoulder, nipping at me and kissing me wildly. I kiss and nip back, biting at her neck and ear, burying my face into the crook of her shoulder and breathing in her delicious aroma as I piston my cock inside her, her legs wrapped around mine, the coolness of the counter quickly heated up from our writhing bodies.

Feeling my balls tighten, I breath into Jenny’s ear that I want to come and she tells me to do it, squeezing my ass harder as my thighs tense and I start pumping into her at full speed, my cock aching to blow again.

Her boobs pressed against my chest, her hands full of my ass and her mouth biting at my shoulder as I bite at hers, I moan into her as my cock pulsates and with a twitch stars to come, great ropes of hot jizz filling Jenny’s already full sex, my convulsing manhood making me buck and spasm as my orgasm takes over, my hand squeezing her ass as I hold on and pump her full of my come.

Her fingernails trailing up and down my back, Jenny kisses my neck and shoulder, sighing happily. Resting on my elbows, keeping the bulk of my weight off her, I stroke her hair and gaze at her adorable face, her eyes twinkling as they meet mine.

“How do you feel, John?” She asks me.

“Much lighter,” I joke.

Slowly peeling myself off her, loathe to leave the comfort of her massive chest, I step down off the counter onto the cool tiles of her kitchen floor. Hearing a car pull up in my driveway, I look out the window and see that my mom is home. Kissing Jenny’s naked body as she lays on the counter, paying extra special attention with my mouth on her large breasts, while she runs her fingers languidly through my hair, I hear my phone ringing in my shorts back in Jenny’s living room.

Grabbing my shorts and fishing the phone out of the pocket, I see it’s my mom and I answer it. She wants to know if I’m nearby as she needs help setting up a new electronic gadget she has (most likely) impulsively purchased. Pulling on my clothes, I explain to Jenny that I have to go as she hops off the counter, watching my dick swing as I pull my clothes back on.

Coming close, she gives me one last kiss, grabbing my cock and giving it a friendly squeeze. “Don’t be a stranger.” She says.

Heading home and I was right, mom has bought a new piece of electronics whilst having no idea what to do with it. Eventually getting it to work, I go to my room and reminisce over the amazing day I’ve had, Jenny’s amazing rack forever burnt into my brain. Staring out the window, I see Jenny’s front door open, with Jenny exiting her house and sitting back down on her porch chair, picking up her book. She’s back in her clothes, the blue top with only two buttons done up and even from here, sporting obviously unharness breasts, her massive chest swaying majestically as she shifts around and gets comfortable. Looking up in my direction, she sees me staring and waves, before grabbing the collar of her shirt and tugging it theatrically, showing me she’s wearing her blue shirt and what that signifies. After giving it all of three seconds thought, I’m heading for my front door, calling out to my mom that I’m...going for a walk, I eventually decide.

But what I’m really doing is going back to Jenny’s, to make my 10/10 day an 11!

END

------------------------------

MILF BOSS JUST THE BUTT

“John? Can I speak with you for a minute, please?” I hear Jocelyn, our boss, saying as she approaches the three of us just as we’re sitting at a table during the start of our lunch break. “Sorry to cut into your personal time.”

“No problem.” I answer, always more than happy to have a bit of one on one with Jocelyn as she is easily the hottest MILF I’ve ever laid eyes on. There’s not one guy I work with who hasn’t talked about her at length at one point or another, and no wonder, with long, thick natural blonde hair and alluring smokey blue eyes, a perfect little nose and full lips, her face is enough to make most of us forget our words and lose 20 IQ points whenever she walks into the room, and then there’s her body! Wrapped in a woman’s dress suit one piece, the cut well above her knee, we can see very nearly all of her gorgeous long legs, her thighs toned and well tanned. Buttoned in the middle, pinching the dress and showing off her amazing hourglass figure, her suit opens at the front, her massive chest pushing it open, her crisp white blouse barely holding her massive tits in. The blouse also always remains at practically half undone, a huge display of cleavage on show, a thin gold chain around her neck plunging into it, drawing one’s eye inexorably towards her breasts, tanned and with the lightest of dustings of freckles at the top. Her ass is big, not fat or anything, just a nice big ass, firm and rhythmic whenever you get to watch her walking away, sitting astride her long legs.

Following her closely through the building to her office, she stands aside to let me enter and then closes her office door. Motioning to a chair on the other side of her desk Jocelyn sits down in her own chair and steeples her fingers, looking at me over them.

“Do you know why I’ve called you here, John?” She asks me after her stare goes for just a second longer than I would like, making me feel a bit like I’m a gazelle and she’s a lion.

“No, Jocelyn.”

“There’s been a complaint about you regarding inappropriate comments towards one of the female members of staff.”


Shit
, I think to myself. I’ve certainly talked about most of the women that work here amongst the other men as they have with me, but I’ve never said anything to any of the women. So one of the guys has squealed? What a bastard!

“No way, Jocelyn. I wouldn’t do anything like that, I’ve never been inappropriate towards any of the women here.” I tell her, that much at least being true. I’d rate the women in order of preference for sex with the other guys, but I’d never actually say anything like that towards one of the women themselves. 

“Really? So three days ago you didn’t
 approach a female member of staff when you two were alone and proposition her to come with you for a quickie in the storeroom?” Jocelyn asks, her face totally blank.

If I had been drinking right at that moment it would have sprayed out of my mouth in shock. “What? No! That’s utter bullshit!” I exclaim, adding: “Pardon my French.” Remembering who I’m talking to.

Watching me over her steepled fingers, Jocelyn looks to be assessing me.

“No...you’ve always been such a gentleman since you got here, haven’t you. Young and probably full of desire, but you’ve never ‘tried it on’ with any of your female co-workers. Tell me this then, have you recently rejected anyone that works here?”

“Umm, is it appropriate for me to say if I have?”

“I’d be very curious to know if this person you’re hesitant to mention was indeed the same one that levelled the complaint against you, that's all.”

“Alright, well, a few weeks ago on a Friday, Sarah and me were chatting as we were walking to the carpark, and she asked if I’d be interested in coming back to her house for a few drinks and ‘who knows’ and I told her as nicely as I could that I wasn’t keen.”

Still watching me closely, after a few seconds Jocelyn simply says “Hmm.” Getting up from her chair and walking to the side of her desk, she leans against it, her full ass on the edge, her body language looking more relaxed now.

“And why didn’t you say yes? Sounds like Sarah was offering you a sure thing.”

“I dunno, she just doesn’t really do it for me I guess.”

“Such resolve! And how old are you again John? 23? 24?”

“I’m 21 actually, Jocelyn.”

“21 and not jumping at it every chance he gets? You must
 have a type then? Describe it for me.” Jocelyn says, a smirk entering her expression.

“Umm, what?” I say, stalling.

“Come on now, John, you heard me. Describe your type, the sort that if they offered it to you on a plate, you wouldn’t be able to help but say yes.”

“Permission to be blunt then, Jocelyn?” I ask her, heating up inside, her cleavage really drawing my eyes in again and again.

“Of course, a blunt question often requires a blunt answer.” Jocelyn answers, leaning in a bit, her massive tits hypnotising me as her gold chain slips free of her cleavage’s grip and swings, her thick hair spilling over her shoulders, her scent seeming like it’s getting stronger in this small room, filling my nostrils and making it hard to think of anything else but her body.

“Well, blonde with a big ass and tits. Not very original, but I like what I like, haha.” I tell her.

“Ahh, the classic taste, nothing wrong with that.” Jocelyn says, her smile getting broader. “And you can’t say no to that, you say?”

“No, ma’am.” I answer jokingly.

“Good to know. John?”

“Yes, Jocelyn?”

“I want you to fuck me in my ass. You can also fuck my mouth if you want, but I especially want it in my ass. But you may not fuck my pussy. You can lick it if you wish, but no vaginal sex must occur between us.” Jocelyn says, coming to stand before me in my chair, her perfect body taking up all of my vision. My heartbeat pulsing in my ears, I gawp at her for a few seconds before my mind catches up with current events.

“But you’re...umm” I falter, my cock already growing in my work slacks.

“Your boss? Yes, so you don’t have to worry about getting in trouble with the boss because I am her. And as long as there’s no vaginal intercourse, we technically haven’t done anything wrong within the framework of this corporations regulations. It’s a loophole I found one day, interesting, isn’t it?” She says, slipping out of her pumps and kicking them into the corner, her eyes getting hungrier with every passing second.

“Ah yes, very interesting.” I answer, my cock rock hard now, Jocelyn’s eyes glued to it, her wet tongue slipping out to lick her lips in hungry anticipation, her massive chest rising and falling as she seems to work herself into a lather.

Grabbing me and tugging at me to get to my feet, I stand before her, at least 6 inches taller, her hands gripping my shirt as she holds me close, her full rack pressed against me, her cleavage deep and mesmerising. “I’ve wanted you from the moment you walked into this building,” She breathes at me huskily. “So innocent yet so handsome. All the other men stare at me so bluntly with lust, but you’re always soooo careful. I still see you doing it, but you’re ever so sneaky with your looks aren’t you, John? Always so careful to make sure no one is watching you
 watch me
. But there’s cameras everywhere, and I’ve played them back. When you’re sure
 no one can see you, oh my, then you’re ever so blunt and open with your looks. I’ve seen how badly you want me, and now you can have me, you sweet young thing.”

Seeing no point in denying it, having never thought about the cameras and realising that if she really has looked at footage then yeah, she would have seen me practically drooling over her ass when no one else was around. Opening my mouth once or twice to think of something witty to say, in the end I just shrug and pull Jocelyn even closer, leaning in with a grin to press my lips to hers.

Responding hungrily, Jocelyn’s hands wrap around me, holding my head to hers and across my back, her body squirming against mine as she presses as much of herself against me as she can. My arms wrapped around her, holding her close, sliding down to the swell of her ass, grabbing it with both hands and squeezing it, her cheeks big and firm. Rubbing her ass, I kiss her face and neck, nuzzling her ear before my lips kiss their way down to her cleavage. Letting go of her ass I scrabble for the buttons of her dress suit, unfastening them and letting her massive boobs push through as it opens, then unbutton her blouse, the sexy material of her black lacy bra greeting me as her blouse opens up. Burying my face in her cleavage, I kiss her massive puppies, their feel beneath my lips and the seductive perfume she’s wearing driving me nuts.

My face roving over her chest, planting kisses all over, I push her dress suit off her shoulders and pull it down, the onesie getting a little stuck on the voluptuous mounds of her ass cheeks. My hands sliding around her back over her flawless soft skin, I grab her brassiere and unclasp it, watching it become loose at the front and allowing my hungry lips to kiss even more of her massive breasts, Her areolas now peeking out over the top of her dropping cups.

Her hands running through my hair as I kiss her, I pull her blouse off her shoulders and she wiggles out of it, her bra following seconds later. Now topless, I stop kissing her for a second to lean back and admire her body, her massive pendulous breasts swaying and bobbing a little as she stands there, watching me watching her, a smile on her face, it being quite obvious how enamoured I am with the view. Erect pink nipples stand proudly on each boob, encircled by large areolas, her naturally huge breasts full and heavy looking. Cupping them, hefting them in my palms and feeling their weight, my cock aches harder in my pants and I lean back in and kiss them, my lips, teeth and tongue teasing and playing with her nipples, Jocelyn holding me close as I bury my face in her chest.

“Yes. You’ve wanted to do this for a long time, haven’t you John?” Jocelyn whispers huskily as I enjoy her massive naturals, her hands running up and down my body, grabbing my cock through my pants and squeezing my shaft. “Oooh, and look at how hard he is for me! I can’t wait to meet him face to face.”

Grinding myself against her as she grinds against me, my lust building, I grab her dress suit and tug it down over her ass, pulling her sexy panties down with it, the onesie falling to the floor and Jocelyn stepping out of it, her hands still touching me all over, but continuously going back to my throbbing cock. Now naked, I grab her ass and relish in how good it feels, two large, warm mounds of flesh beneath my fingers, kneading her cheeks as I grope her, pulling her to me and feeling the mound of her mons as it presses against my manhood, the heat of her sex penetrating through my pants.

Lifting her up by the ass, Jocelyn’s arms going around my neck for balance, I lift her naked body and deposit her on the edge of her desk, kissing her deeply as my hands explore her naked body. Her legs spread wide for me, my hands trail down over her stomach and to her pussy, running through the small patch of her pubis, feeling the heat roiling off her. Touching lightly, I make contact with her sex, her lips slick with lust, a finger slipping in to the first knuckle with no effort, her body so hungry to be penetrated, her pussy so wet. Cupping her pussy and rubbing it, my mouth starts to travel down her body, kissing along the way, stopping off for a brief intermission at her breasts before continuing down her stomach, Jocelyn leaning back, anticipation in her eyes as my mouth reaches her lower abdomen and continues, with me slowly lowering myself to my knees until I’m kneeling in front of her, her glistening sex right before me.

Rubbing her legs, I kiss her inner thighs, getting closer and closer with each pass to her pussy, breathing in its heady musk as my lips tease her, making her squirm, her stomach tensing as each time she thinks this is the time I’ll make contact. Leaning back on her hands, Jocelyn watches as my mouth comes ever closer to her sex, finally making her gasp with pleasure when my mouth suddenly lands on her clit, kissing and sucking it before my mouth laps at her lips, tasting her sweet nectar as her soft pussy parts and allows my darting tongue access.

Lying down, Jocelyn moans deep in her throat, her now free hands grabbing my hair and guiding me as I eat her pussy, her pelvis gyrating as I find her sweet spots and tickle them, making her shudder and tremble as bolts of sexual bliss hit her. Her legs lifting, her full ass on the edge of the desk, Jocelyn opens herself even more for me, my face buried in her sex, my mouth sucking her entire pussy, pulling her lips with my suction, my tongue fucking her as I alternate between her pussy and her clit.

Pushing my head down, Jocelyn guides my mouth to her asshole, her body scrupulously clean. Licking and lapping at her puckered asshole, I swirl my tongue around it and Jocelyn’s moans increase in length and volume, this obviously being a main button for her. Encouraged by her reaction, I lick her entire area, lapping at her sex and her ass, my arms wrapped around her thighs as I go for it, my face lathered with her pussy’s slick juices.


“That’s it baby, eat my ass. Yes, yes that’s it. So good, sooo fucking good baby.”
 Jocelyn moans as my mouth explores her, her hands gripping my hair hard now as I drive her closer and closer to orgasm.

My mouth back on her pussy, I slide a hand between her legs and start pressing against her asshole with a thumb, Jocelyn’s reaction being to moan and tell me yes, stick it in. Sucking her clit, my thumb slides into her tight asshole, her pussy juices lubricating its entry into her. Slowly at first bit with an ever increasing pace, I start to fuck her asshole with my thumb as I eat her out, Jocelyn’s moans now transforming more into grunts of pleasure as her body tenses more and more, her tight ass gripping my thumb.

Reaching up and squeezing a nipple between my thumb and forefinger, I drive Jocelyn over the edge and she starts to buck against my face as her climax hits, holding me firmly in her hands as she grinds herself against me, my one hand pulling her nipple while the other continues to use its thumb to fuck her ass.


“Mmmmm!”
 She grunts through clenched teeth, her eyes screwed shut as her orgasm’s waves roll through her, her body trembling as it wracks her, her massive naturals wobbling as her body shakes.

Panting, Jocelyn lets go of my hair and her arms flop to the desk at her sides. A glowing smile on her face. Sliding my thumb out of her and getting to my feet, I look down at the perfect MILF boss before me, naked and spent on her desk, her crotch shiny with my spit and her juices.

Sitting up, Jocelyn drops to the floor. Stepping up to me she grabs my shirt and pulls me down and kisses me, my own mouth responding a split second later. Grabbing my shirt, she lifts it and I break away from our kiss just long enough to take it off, our mouths connecting once again straight after. Her hands roving over my chest, her soft, delicate palms and fingertips exploring me, they make their way down to my pants and unbutton them before pushing them down. My cock tenting my underwear, Jocelyn grabs them and pulls them down too, my manhood springing like a diving board as the elastic of the underwear pulls my length downward before letting go, my knob glistening with pre-come.

Cupping my balls with one hand, Jocelyn strokes my shaft with the other, her thumb rolling over the slick eye of my cock, making me twitch with sensory overload. Chuckling while she kisses me, Jocelyn does it again and again, each time making me twitch, even though I know it’s coming, unable to help myself.

Breaking off from our kiss, Jocelyn kisses my chest and gets to her knees, looking up at me with a hungry grin. On her knees, she looks at my cock and kisses it, her full lips wrapping around my knob as her kiss becomes more. Tasting me, she kisses and licks along my length, running her tongue over my balls as she jerks me off, her eyes piercing mine as I watch her sexy display, my cock and heartbeat pounding. Sucking on one ball, then the other, her tongue swirling over each plum as she does it, I moan with pleasure and stroke her hair, the sounds of her oral filling the closed office. Going back to my shaft, Jocelyn opens her mouth wide and starts to impale her face on my manhood, pushing down deeper and deeper, feeling my knob get to the back of her mouth and then continue, the tightness of her throat wrapping around my girth as she deepthroats me. Her tongue sliding around on the underside of my cock, she takes me deeper and deeper until my balls are against her chin, her nose pressing into my trimmed patch and her eyes looking up at me, turning me on beyond belief.

Throatfucking her, I buck into her, my pelvis humping as her mouth takes my entire length. Grabbing her head and fucking her harder, Jocelyne with one hand toying with my balls while her other holds my ass, pulling me into her, wanting me to fuck her throat harder. Watching her tits sway as I pound into her mouth, her wet lips slurping around my manhood.

Unimpaling herself from my shaft. A long string of pre-come and saliva still connecting my cock to her mouth, Jocelyn slowly stands back up and with a smile turns around, leaning forward onto her desk, proffering her ass to me, wiggling it a little, making her full ass wobble, her cheek’s rhythmic jiggle hypnotising me. Reaching behind herself with one hand, Jocelyn grabs an ass cheek and pulls it open, showing me her asshole. Gyrating her hips, she looks at me over her shoulder and without a word looks down at my cock, expectantly.

Stepping out of my pants, I walk up to her perfect ass and grab it with both hands, fondling and kneading it, my cock jerking to my pulse, desperate to bury itself inside her. Standing on tippy toes, Jocelyn bends over more, presenting her ass to me, one hand coming from underneath to toy with her sopping pussy, smearing her juices all over her asshole, getting it ready. Holding her hip, my other hand guides my cock to her asshole and presses against it, Jocelyn moaning and pushing back against me, as keen to be embedded as I am keen to embed.

Her slick pussy juices coating her asshole and my pre-come and Jocelyn’s spit lathered all over my cock, I push a little harder and her asshole opens, swallowing my knob suddenly, her butthole’s seal wrapped tight around my girth. Exhaling loudly, Jocelyn’s head drops and she grunts as she starts to back up harder onto my cock as I work my way deeper into her, Jocelyn resting on the desk on her elbows and forearms, her hands clenched into fists as my cock drills deeper into her, her asshole hugging and squeezing my entire length as I get deeper and deeper.

Holding her hips with one hand, my other hand runs over her full ass, watching it wobble with each thrust into her. Up and down her thighs my hand goes, her soft skin flawless and delicate. Over her back and along her shoulders I touch her, feeling her muscles tense as my cock buries itself inside her. Grabbing her shoulders with both hands I start to fuck her harder, my stomach slapping into her ass with each thrust, Jocelyn moaning, her head still bowed as I impale her, her breaths coming out in short little gasps, my cock filling her asshole.

Grabbing one leg, I guide it up onto the desk, opening her legs even wider, still inside her. Now standing on her toes on one foot, I feel her leg shaking as her muscles hold her aloft as I fuck her faster, my balls slapping against her dribbling sex. Her asshole clenching as she tries to stay in position, wrapping even tighter around my shaft, I grunt with pleasure as her body milks me, my cock wrapped in ass and my balls aching for release.


“Hnng, I wanna come, Jocelyn. I wanna come inside you.”
 I tell her, my teeth clenching as the sensation of her tight asshole wrapped around my cock becomes more and more intense, her body feeling like it’s trying to squeeze the come out of me through sheer force and pleasure.


“Yes baby, come! Fill my ass!”
 Jocelyn says, her head thrown back as I pummel my cock into her faster and harder, my orgasm close.

Holding her hips tight, I thrust my pelvis in a blur, my body slapping against Jocelyn’s as I power to get my orgasm out, my knob tingling almost painfully with sensation as her tight body grips my shaft, I start grunting deep in my throat as my cock spasms and starts to erupt, hot come flying out to fill Jocelyn’s waiting body, my body hard against hers, my cock unable to go any deeper as I hold her to me and feel my manhood as it twitches and pulses inside Jocelyn, each spasm releasing another salvo of my semen deep into her, Jocelyn squirming and gyrating as I finish inside her, milking my body and taking my every last drop, her hands holding the edge of her desk and gripping it hard as I buck wildly behind and into her.

With shuddering breaths, my whole body twitching, I come down from my high, my grip on Jocelyn’s hips relaxing, my cock still inside her. Putting her leg back to the floor, Jocelyn stands there, bent over the desk, still standing on her toes due to the height difference. Looking over her shoulder she smiles and ever so slowly moves forward, sliding her asshole off my cock. Once we’re fully separated, turning to embrace me, her head resting on my chest, her massive tits pressed into me, her pert nipples poking.

“Mmm, that was just
 what I needed John, thanks.” She tells me, murmuring against my chest.

“Haha, likewise, Jocelyn.” I answer, my balls aching dully with the aftermath of such a hard orgasm.

“Lunch Break will be over soon, we'd better get dressed.” Jocelyn says, reluctantly unwrapping herself from me, her large breasts taking all my attention as I watch them move about.

“Good point. Umm, so. About this inappropriate behaviour thing…?” I ask, letting the question hang in the air.

“Forget about it. I’ll tell her you’ll be getting closely monitored in case of any repeat incidents, but it’s pretty obvious she just took rejection very badly.”

Our clothes back on, I make my way out of her office, feeling a little bit hungry having missed lunch but certainly having no regrets.

*   *   *

A few days later and Jocelyn approaches me about an hour before our shift ends and asks if I can work back, as it’s vital we get this project finished asap to send it off to the clients for approval. I’m not 100% sure if this is an excuse to fuck again or not until I see Jocelyne waiting until no other staff member is looking, and when they’re not, gives me the sexiest wink I could imagine. My cock immediately twitching in my pants, I tell her of course and spend the next hour looking at the clock, wishing the minutes would go by faster, all my thoughts now centered on Jocelyn and her amazing ass.

Saying bye as my co-workers leave, I stay behind at my station and try to look busy until they’ve all left, at which point I see Jocelyn emerging from her office, her dress suit already unbuttoned and her blouse only held together with one button, her massive chest wobbling as she approaches, her bra obviously already off.

“Follow me, John.” Jocelyn says as she walks past and continues further into the building.

Following her eagerly, her perfect ass shaking as she leads me, we come to the sick bay, never actually used but required by law to exist in this workplace. Consisting of a small room with few features, the one piece of furniture I instantly notice is the small bed, my cock growing as I follow Jocelyn into the room.

Turning and wasting no time, Jocelyn starts kissing me, my hands going straight for her large natural breasts, once again amazing me with their weight and feeling, firm yet supple to my fingers, her nipples already erect. With a small pinch I undo her blouse’s one remaining button and watch as her breasts burst free, Jocelyn’s hands already scrabbling at my now throbbing cock.

Getting my pants undone and dropping them, Jocelyn drops to her knees and hungrily devours my cock, slobbering all over it as she coats it in her slippery saliva. Holding her head, I fuck her mouth, my balls getting massaged as she plays with them, her tongue sliding around my pole as she sucks it.

Pushing her dress suit and blouse of her shoulders, I lean down and play with her tits while she sucks me off. Standing up, Jocelyn peels off her clothes, once again standing before me naked and irresistable, her pussy glistening in the room’s dim light, her hair coated in her slick juices. Getting onto the bed in doggystyle, Jocelyn waves her ass at me and gives me a devious grin.

“Get over here and fuck my ass, young man.” She says playfully, her hand once again slicking her asshole with her own natural lubricant.

Getting onto the narrow bed behind her on my knees, her hand reaches under herself and grabs my shaft, guiding me to her dripping pussy and jerking it up and down, she slicks my knob against her sex, not letting me in but lathering my head with her wetness. Suitably lathered, she guides my knob to her tiny asshole and once in position, starts to back against me, once again doing as much to get my cock inside her as I am. My hands on her hips, I drive my cock inside, getting deeper with each return thrust, Jocelyn arching her back, presenting her ass, making it fill my vision, intoxicating me with animal lust.

Leaning forward to grab her shoulders, I bear down on her, driving my cock deep into her asshole, my weight forcing her to the bed, smooshing her face into the pillow as I pile drive her butt with my length. Her full ass pressed against me as I impale her and hold my cock inside, enjoying the velvet hug of her asshole wrapped tightly around my shaft. My hands on her upper back, pushing her down into the mattress, I have my way with her, my balls slapping against her pussy as I fuck her harder and faster, her asshole gripping my dick with each pump, her body holding onto mine, her hands full of blanket, clenching them tightly.

Grabbing her hair, close to the roots, I pull her head back as I fuck her, Jocelyn moaning like a wounded animal deep in her throat as her head is pulled back, her arched back lifting her ass, her chest on the bed, her thighs flexing as she takes my cock inside her. Slapping her ass, I pull her hair harder as I impale her, our bodies slapping together loudly.


“Harder baby! Pull it harder!”
 Jocelyn moans, making me wrench her head back further still, my slaps on her ass getting faster, making her full cheeks turn red with my handprints. “Yes! Yes!”
 She continues, her pelvis squirming on my length as I drill deep into her ass.


“Fuck yeah, Jocelyn. You like that? You like me slapping your ass raw huh? You like my cock deep in your ass?
” I say, my cock throbbing as much as her ass cheeks must be by now, glowing red.


“Yes baby it feels so good! Slap it harder!”
 Jocelyn commands, my cock burying itself in her butt while my open palm spanks her ass harder, looking for any patches not yet red.

Shaking and without warning, Jocelyn starts to come, her asshole clenching around my manhood as her body explodes, a massive long moan escaping her as her climax takes over, her breath rapid and short, her voice almost a wail as she loses control, thrashing underneath me. Now using my spanking hand to hold her hip, I grip her while she comes, enjoying the ride, her hair still in my grasp, making me able to watch her face as she comes, her eyes shut, her mouth open wide, almost looking like she’s in pain or about to cry, her o-face contorting in the throes of pleasure.

Trembling to a standstill, Jocelyn pants underneath me as she comes down, my ass fucking slowing down as I give her a minute to recover, her body convulsing tightly around my shaft as she twitches and jerks, her nerve endings slowly calming down.

Crawling forward she unimpales herself from my cock and tells me to lie on the bed, brushing her hair out of her way, her face flushed. Lying on my back Jocelyn stands over me., her wet pussy before me as she straddles me and lowers down, her massive natural breasts swinging as she leans forward, her hand reaching down to grab my throbbing cock and re-aim it at her asshole.

Feeling my cock pressing against her sphincter, Jocelyn takes a large breath and slowly lowers herself onto it, my cock sliding into her ass, her body wrapping around me until she’s sitting on me, my cock fully embedded inside her, her glistening sex grinding against my pubis, her large boobs pendulous as she makes herself comfortable on my cock.


“I want your come, John.”
 She says to me as I reach up and fondle her amazing tits, pulling her nipples gently. “I want to feel you throbbing inside me as you fill me with your hot load.”


Resting her hands on my chest, Jocelyn starts to piston herself up and down, her thighs flexing as she lifts and lowers herself on my cock, her ass slapping against my thighs on every downstroke. Grabbing her full ass, I knead it as she fucks me, her boobs swaying rhythmically as she gathers pace. Leaning down, she brings them to my face and I suckle them greedily, her erect nipples getting pinched between my lips as her massive breasts threaten to smother me in their fleshy warmth, my mouth roving over them, wanting to kiss and taste every inch of her voluptuous mounds.

Holding my face between her hands, Jocelyn leans in and we start kissing, her breasts against my chest and her ass pistoning up and down on my cock, her body milking me with it’s tightness. One hand on her ass and the other holding her head to mine, our tongues wrestle wetly against one another, our breathing desperate and lustful as she tries to make me come with her body and I hold my orgasm back, wanting to enjoy this heavenly feeling wrapped around my cock for as long as possible.

Riding me harder and harder, I can feel it’s a losing battle, her body feeling just too good, all of my instincts telling me to come, my animal impulse to fill her coming to the fore. Holding my urges back, I continue to fuck her, drilling her ass from below, Jocelyn breaking away from our kiss to beg me for my come, begging me to release inside her.

Unable to hold on any longer, I grab Jocelyn tighter and hold her to me, fucking her from below now, Jocelyne holding herself in place while my hips thrust upward maniacally, pounding into her asshole, my balls slapping against her cheeks.


“Yes baby! Yes! Come! I can feel you getting closer! Fill me baby, fill me!”
 Jocelyn husks at me, her face inches from mine, her eyes boring into mine as she watches me try to hold on.


“Ung! Fuck!
 I exclaim, Jocelyn smiling as she watches my face contort in orgasm, my cock pulsating inside her, shooting come deep into her asshole, my tight balls twitching as my shaft spasms, spurt after spurt of my semen filling her, gasping in pleasure as Jocelyn watches me, smothering my face in kisses as I climax.


“Yes baby, yes. That’s it. Yes, give it to me, give it all to me.”
 She whispers sweetly as I come, kissing my neck and ear as my orgasm subsides, my cock pulsing a few more times before finally coming to a halt, my balls dropping, their job done.

Spent, I lie there under her and breathe, my chest hammering with my heartbeat, Jocelyn’s boobs smothering it. Kissing my face and neck, Jocelyne murmurs contentedly as she lays on top of me, her body still impaled on mine. Stroking her hair and enjoying her scent, I relish the feeling of her awesome MILF body on mine, her soft skin and full curves. My cock slowly going down, Jocelyn wiggles free of it and moves down a little, resting her head on my chest. My hands running slowly up and down her back, we both enjoy the afterglow for a while before Jocelyn mentions that the cleaners will most likely be here soon. Once again reluctantly, Jocelyn gets up and we slowly get back into our clothes, making sure to tidy the bed and check for any overtly obvious wet patches. Walking slowly to the exit together, my hand on her ass as we do, we get to the car park and exchange one final kiss.

“It’s the busy season coming up John, I might need you to do a lot more overtime.” Jocelyn tells me with a devilish grin after our kiss, her hands on my chest, mine around her and cupping her voluptuous ass.

Pretending to look like I’m giving it lots of thought, I eventually answer. “Oh all right, I suppose I can.” Before grinning and leaning in for one final
 final kiss.

END
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