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“It’s wet,” he said.  “Is it supposed to be wet?”

“Not always,” I said.  “Only when I’m turned on.”

He shot me a confused look amidst his frightened angst.

“What’s turning you on?”

“You are, Paul,” I answered.  “You and your big cock.”

As I said the words I gripped it in my hand, feeling the blood beat through it as he stayed stiff.

“Mmm,” I soothed, kissing at his cheek and moving to his ear.  “Nice ... big ... cock.”

I came away from him and Paul took a look down my naked frame, shaking his head in disbelief.

I smirked as I turned, bending over at the waist and gripping my calves with my arms so he could get a good look at all I had to offer.

“And there’s your first pussy,” I said through my legs.

I looked at Paul’s upside down face as he let out another whimper, his instincts taking over now as he began to feel a magnetic attraction to my salivating pussy.

“Come taste it,” I said, stretching myself as I stayed folded in half in front of him.

“Taste it?” he asked, perplexed.

“Yes, Paul,” I said calmly.  “Come over here and put your mouth on it.”

Ordering him around like this felt naughtier than anything I’d ever done, but I had to admit I enjoyed the control I wielded.

“Can I—are you—”

“Just do it, Paul,” I said a little sterner.

Paul crouched on all-fours and crawled over, drawing ever nearer to my honey-pot until I could feel his breath washing over it.

“Now open your mouth,” I said slowly, “and taste it.”

He shifted his weight and I felt his breath again, only closer now and soon I could feel his lips enveloping my wet crease.

“That’s right, honey,” I soothed, letting out a sigh.

Paul kissed it with his lips at first, seeming somewhat tentative and unfamiliar.  It was clear he needed some guidance.

“Kiss it with your tongue,” I said, sliding my hands forward until I too was on all fours.

Paul went for it again, clasping his mouth over my groove and teasing a tongue along it.

“That’s right,” I encouraged.  “Really get in there.”

I moved a hand behind and pushed him into my sex, feeling his nose tickle my asshole as his tongue darted all over my loose flesh.

“Keep going, honey,” I said sliding my ass up and down his face as he began to stab into my core with his tongue and really get a good taste of me.
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My ballet class was probably my proudest achievement.  I’d started it after a successful career performing and it had gathered quite a lot of momentum.  I was at a point now where I was choreographing my own shows and the pressure could be quite daunting.

Naturally Paul, always got the lead role, but then I there wasn’t exactly a surfeit of male ballet dancers under my command.  There were two and Paul was by-far the most dedicated.

He always pushed himself and he seemed to have a similar kind of drive and passion as I did.  He’d often stay late after class or be studying the greats at home, sometimes at the expense of having fun with his friends.  He was attractive but didn't seem to do great with girls.

I worried that he might be working a little too hard.  The rest of the class were out enjoying themselves and exploring their sexuality, but I’d never once see or hear about Paul going out with the rest of the class.  I knew he wasn’t gay—I think a woman knows—so I was somewhat perturbed by his reluctance.  At nineteen I’d have expected him to have lost his virginity, but a large part of me doubted that.  Fuck, I wondered if he’d ever even seen a woman’s ... you know.

It was one fateful day after class that everything changed for the both of us.  There’d been a good turn-out of around forty people and, just like always, when the session was over Paul wanted to continue.

“That’s all for today, guys,” I said, stood before my students in my tight, black leotard.  “Make sure you go over the moves for ‘The Nutcracker’ at some point before next week.”

I leant against the bar that ran along the mirrored wall, watching as everybody left the big square studio.  Everyone, that is, except Paul.

“Miss. Reynolds, I was thinking—”

“Here we go ...” I said expecting the usual.

“Maybe you could help me with some of my routine?”

I sighed.  “Every week, Paul.”

“What?” he asked, confused.

“Every single week you want to carry on after class.  I wonder if it’s healthy.”

“Healthy?  It’s called dedication.”

I looked Paul up and down.  He was a fine specimen of a man but I worried about him.  Beneath those ripped muscles and impressive physique was my innocent boy.

“There’s a fine line between dedication and obsession, Paul, remember that,” I cautioned.

“I’m not obsessed,” he said, quick to defend himself.

“You need to learn to relax,” I said, taking a step towards him.

“This is relaxing,” he said, but I could tell he was trying to convince himself of it more than me.

“Go out,” I said.  “There’s plenty of girls in this class you could date.”

“Not before the performance, Miss. Reynolds.”

“See,” I laughed.  “You’re too caught up on this.”

“You taught me to be,” he countered.

“Paul,” I said, putting a hand on his face.  “I want you to be here, but I want you to enjoy it.”

“I do enjoy it.”

“Good,” I said.  “But you need to find the right balance.”

“I’ve got it, right now.”

“You haven’t, Paul,” I said taking a step back.  “You need to go have some fun.  Talk to girls—date girls—have sex with girls.”

Paul’s eyes drew wide as though I’d just said the most horrible thing.

“Come on, Paul,” I said.  “You’re nineteen.”

“And?”

“And you’ve never ... been with a girl.”

His face flushed with a red hue.  “I have,” he said timidly.

“Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes,” he said, lacking conviction.

“Tell me what it’s like then, Paul,” I said, perhaps teasing a little too much.

“What?”

“Tell me what she was like,” I said.  “Intimately.”

He swallowed hard and said nothing.

“What were her tits like?” I said, moving closer to him.

His pupil’s dilated but he said nothing.

“What was her ass like?”

Again, Paul stayed silent.

“What was her pussy like?”

This time Paul seemed to tense up and I lingered close to him, watching the lie evaporate from him under my scrutiny.  I could tell just from his face that he wasn't telling the truth.

His head fell downwards as he admitted defeat.

“I knew it,” I said, taking a step back now and turning to him.  “So go out and enjoy your—”

I stopped mid-sentence when I saw it.  It seems as I had been talking about the intimate parts of a woman, Paul had been thinking about them.

He tried to look in to my eyes but I’m afraid to say my gaze was elsewhere.  Sat below his tight, white tight I could see the looming shadow under his embossed cock.

“—Enjoy yourself,” I finished distantly.  “Paul, what’s that?”

I knew all too well what it was, but I’d never seen his cock so stiff before underneath his pants.  It was always kind of just there, you know, but it never looked quite so big.

Paul searched down his body, suddenly spotting the protrusion and the reason for my intrigue.

“It’s ... it’s nothing,” he said quickly, the red of his face intensifying.

“It doesn’t look like nothing,” I said, unable to take my eyes of it  “It looks like something very big indeed.”

Paul turned away.

“That doesn’t exactly help, honey," I said, looking at him in the mirror and then back down to his fat cock.

He covered it with a hand.  “Miss. Reynolds!” he cried.

I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Paul, it’s okay.  I’m just happy to know your human.”

“It’s not human to get an ... erection in front of your ballet teacher.”

“I guess not,” I laughed.  “But I don’t mind.”

I moved close behind him, looking about the studio that stayed empty.  No-one would be back for hours.

“Would you like to see?” I asked.

“See what?”

“See all of those things I asked you about.”

“What?” Paul asked, confused.

“If you’d like to see, I can show you.”

He turned back from the mirror now and looked me up and down, from the tight bun on my head and down over my big tits, running his eyes over my curves and lingering a little too long at my crotch.

“You’d show me?”

“If you wanted,” I said.  “For educational purposes,” I added quickly.

I couldn’t decide exactly why I was doing this.  I think a part of me wanted him to know what all of those things were like, but another part of me was intrigued by him.  Seeing that thick cock of his stretching the fabric of his pants was stirring something inside me.  It made me realize how long it had been since I’d been with man.  Since I split with my husband a few years back I’d kind of thrown myself in to teaching this class.  Maybe I needed to relax too.

“I don’t know, Miss. Reynolds,” he said cautiously.

“I don’t mind, honey,” I said.  “Honestly.”

“Isn’t it a bit ... wrong?”

“Does it feel wrong?” I asked, taking a step towards him and putting his palm on my tits.

“No,” he shivered.  “It feels ... good.”

Paul gave them a squeeze now as if to confirm his intrigue and my nipples responded by turning stiff in seconds.  It was the first time anyone had touched my tits in a while.

“So,” I began, “would you like to see them?”

“In here?” Paul said, looking around.

“Hang on,” I said, and moved to the door to bolt it.  We were doing something so naughty there’d be serious repercussions if we got caught and I didn’t want Paul being any more dissuaded than he already was.

“How about now?” I asked.

“But, Miss. Reynolds,” he said, “it still feels wrong.”

I took my leotard off my shoulders and peeled it down over my tits as Paul watched open-mouthed.

“Does it look wrong?” I asked, bunching my breasts up for his scrutiny.

Paul was speechless.

“So it doesn’t feel wrong and it doesn’t look wrong,” I reiterated.  “So maybe it isn’t really wrong.”

I took a step closer to him, taking his hand all over again and putting it on my naked breast.

Paul let out a whimper when he touched my bare flesh, the sexual tension riding high in the room as his cock continued to press against his skin-tight pants.

“You seem to enjoy it,” I breathed, my face close to his and looking down at his crotch.

I took a step back from him and rolled my leotard down to my waist, turning so my back faced him.

“And this, Paul, is what a woman’s ass looks like.”

As I said the words I rolled the fabric down further, taking it over my panties and showing him my full cheeks as I bent down and stepped out of the garment.

I looked back over my shoulder at him, seeing him rubbing at his cock as though he were mesmerized by the sight before him.

“Like what you see?” I asked, bending each leg in turn and knocking my ass cheeks together for him.

“Yes,” he said simply with a frustrated look on his face.

“And now for the grand finale,” I said, turning back to him.  “You get to know what a woman’s pussy looks like.”

I walked over towards him and Paul backed up to the wall, reaching out to hold the bar behind him as I moved close.

I pressed my body against him and put my lips dangerously close to his.

“Do you want to see Miss. Reynolds’s little pussy?”

He was tense, his big shoulders rising with each scared breath.

“I think so,” he answered nervously.

I curled my fingers over the waist of my panties, sliding them down and keeping my eyes locked on his as I did so.

I was so close that Paul couldn’t yet see a thing, but I could practically hear his heart beating out of his chest as I stood naked before him.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered and I took his hand.

“Feel it first,” I said and I took his fingers to my crease, watching his expression as he felt his first pussy.

“It’s wet,” he said.  “Is it supposed to be wet?”

“Not always,” I said.  “Only when I’m turned on.”

He shot me a confused look amidst his frightened angst.

“What’s turning you on?”

“You are, Paul,” I answered.  “You and your big cock.”

As I said the words I gripped it in my hand, feeling the blood beat through it as he stayed stiff.

“Mmm,” I soothed, kissing at his cheek and moving to his ear.  “Nice ... big ... cock.”

I came away from him and Paul took a look down my naked frame, shaking his head in disbelief.

I smirked as I turned, bending over at the waist and gripping my calves with my arms so he could get a good look at all I had to offer.

“And there’s your first pussy,” I said through my legs.

I looked at Paul’s upside down face as he let out another whimper, his instincts taking over now as he began to feel a magnetic attraction to my salivating pussy.

“Come taste it,” I said, stretching myself as I stayed folded in half in front of him.

“Taste it?” he asked, perplexed.

“Yes, Paul,” I said calmly.  “Come over here and put your mouth on it.”

Ordering him around like this felt naughtier than anything I’d ever done, but I had to admit I enjoyed the control I wielded.

“Can I—are you—”

“Just do it, Paul,” I said a little sterner.

Paul crouched on all-fours and crawled over, drawing ever nearer to my honey-pot until I could feel his breath washing over it.

“Now open your mouth,” I said slowly, “and taste it.”

He shifted his weight and I felt his breath again, only closer now and soon I could feel his lips enveloping my wet crease.

“That’s right, honey,” I soothed, letting out a sigh.

Paul kissed it with his lips at first, seeming somewhat tentative and unfamiliar.  It was clear he needed some guidance.

“Kiss it with your tongue,” I said, sliding my hands forward until I too was on all fours.

Paul went for it again, clasping his mouth over my groove and teasing a tongue along it.

“That’s right,” I encouraged.  “Really get in there.”

I moved a hand behind and pushed him into my sex, feeling his nose tickle my asshole as his tongue darted all over my loose flesh.

“Keep going, honey,” I said sliding my ass up and down his face as he began to stab into my core with his tongue and really get a good taste of me.

This continued for a while, with Paul’s inexpert lips slowly driving me towards a fantastic feeling of blissful pleasure that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

I dined out on it, closing my eyes to accentuate each deft flick and lick of his tongue as he really went for it, sucking my cunt into his mouth and sending several lucky strikes across my clitoris.

When he happened upon my stiffening stud by chance I propelled him forward, demanding he continue just like he was until I was a trembling mess of pent-up sexual frustration.

I brought my hand beneath myself to aid the impending climax, circling it around my clit while Paul continued to lick and suck all over me, becoming more adventurous and daring to venture upwards over my taint and around the sensitive knot of my asshole.

I hung my head down beneath myself and saw Paul’s cock pulling the fabric of his pants taut as it swelled beneath them.  Knowing he was still rock-hard was all I needed and as I imagined freeing that thick slab of meat I began to orgasm.

“Oh yes, Paul,” I cried, long and loud.  “Suck my pussy, there’s a good boy.”

He continued in earnest, propelled by my support and intent on pleasing me.  His tongue slithered over my slit until I could feel my pussy convulsing, quivering before him as the orgasm crashed from me in a blast of color that danced across my eyelids.

“I’m coming!” I cried, but wondered if Paul truly knew what he’d achieved.

I gasped in air, my eyes shut tight as I felt him slather over my sex with his innocent mouth, tonguing over my wet lips with naïve exuberance.

I rode out the orgasm across his face, dragging myself off him and falling forwards on the floor when I’d had my fill.

“Are—are you okay?” he asked, coming to my side.

For a moment I was silent with this serene smile adorning my face, savoring the occasion and committing it to memory.

“Miss. Reynolds?” he asked again as I lay there dumb-struck.

I rolled over and looked up at him with a smile.  “I’m fine, Paul—more than fine!”

I sat up now, remembering his hard cock and glancing to check if he was still game.  It was as stiff as it had been this whole time and I rubbed my hand over it and looked up at him as I bit my lip.

“I’m not done yet,” I said with a smile.

Paul’s cock was about mouth-height as I propped myself up on an arm.  I moved my face close to it and felt the nervousness radiate out from him.

“What are you going to do?” he asked, fearful.

“I’ll give you a clue,” I said, moving my face close to this bulge.

I opened my mouth wide and put my teeth either side of his length, nibbling at it through the fabric and giving it a wet kiss.

Paul exhaled deeply as though this had never happened to him before.  The air that left his lungs could well have been waiting in there his whole life.

“That feels good,” he said, casting his head back and enjoying me.

“That’s nothing,” I scoffed.

I sat in front of him now and used both hands to size him up, smoothing them along his cock that stretched out to the left across his thigh.

My hands pulled at his pants impatiently.  I wanted to free him this instant.  I wanted to see that cock of his right now.

Without saying a word I gripped the fabric of his pants in my fists and dug my nails into it, pulling it apart with a ferocious tear that caused Paul to open his eyes and stare down in shock as his fat cock fell out of the fresh opening.

“Miss. Reynolds!” he gasped, looking down at his stiff flesh that bobbed as gravity claimed it.

“Paul!” I said in shock, marveling at what was before me.  “It’s so big!”

“It is?” he asked, as if seeking approval.

“It’s one of the biggest and most beautiful cocks I’ve ever seen,” I said truthfully, taking his smooth length in my grasp and examining the soft pink of his crown and his unblemished shaft.

“Really?”

“Really,” I asserted, putting it close to my face.  “Oh, Paul.”

He looked down as I moved around his cock, taking it in each hand in turn as I tried to find one thing wrong with it.  But it was perfect.
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