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 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







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







Hungry for more older women having their way with younger men? Here are a few of my other latest MILF based stories, with plenty more on my author page.








Horny Teacher Is My First Time





My Best Friend’s Son





MILF Next Door Takes It From Behind





Girlfriend’s Mom And Her Perfect Butt





Asian MILF Hotwife Next Door





Girlfriend's Mom Daughter's Boyfriend Bundle: Volume 1. 4 Stories of MILF seduction





Thai Girlfriend’s Mom Was A Bar Girl





Girlfriend’s Mom Needs A Hand





Girlfriend’s Mom Is Addicted To My Taste





Daughter’s Boyfriend Earns His Promotion





MILF Co-Workers FFFM Menage





MILF Next Door And Her Bikini’s





Busty MILF Head Nurse Uses My Body





Girlfriend’s Mom And Her MILF Friends FFFM Menage





The Girlfriend’s Mom MILF Bundle: 4 Stories





Girlfriend’s Mom Just The Butt





Giving The MILF Neighbor A Ride





Seduced By The MILF Next Door





FFFM Menage With MILF Co-Workers





Girlfriend’s Mom Catches Me Going Solo





The Horny MILF bundle: 4 Stories Of Insatiable MILFs





Asian MILF Girlfriend’s Mom Just The Butt








Or some of my other most recent stories:








FFM Asian Threesome While Camping





Husband Shares Me With His Best Friend





Asian FFM Threesome Paying Rent With My Butt





Asian FFM Menage At The Movies












Or check out my author page to see
 all
 my titles (growing in size every week!)
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