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About This Book

Strait-laced milfs break bad, transforming into big-breasted, blonde-haired bimbos with a very sexy point to prove!  Don’t think these women have it in them?  Guess again!  The milfs in this bundle are taking every drop and more from their surprised counterparts!
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“Good boy, Clark,” she said.  “Now which of you is on my pussy?”

Casper didn’t say a thing.  Instead, he jumped up onto the table and went on his back, maneuvering beneath Jennifer so that he was upside down and straddled by her arms.  His face looked up at her kempt fur.

Jennifer looked down at the thick packet at the front of Casper’s shorts and gave it a quick squeeze.  She hummed, impressed.

“Eat,” she said, squeezing his thigh.

Casper leaned his head up off the table and sucked at Jennifer’s clit.  The furry triangle atop her pussy became soaked as Casper searched out her pearly, sensitive stud and started to stimulate it.

Jennifer shivered excitedly as she experienced a tongue on her ass and pussy together.  She’d never known anything like it and fought to remain composed.  She didn’t want the men in her charge to assume she was out of her comfort zone.

“Now,” she said, closing her eyes and breathing deep.  “Your cock, Trent.”

Trent got up on the table too, unfastening his belt-buckle and reaching into his pants.  It was tough not to be aroused given the view of Jennifer’s delicious, mature ass and perfectly trimmed pussy.

Clark and Casper’s lips smacked at Jennifer’s ass and sex as they tongued their targets masterfully.

Trent came beside Jennifer and produced a thick, hard cock that made Jennifer swoon.

“Good boy,” she said.  “That’s my cock now.”

Jennfier claimed it in her fist and started to pull at it while Trent looked down and shook his head in disbelief.

Jorge knew he was next but hadn’t yet been able to move.  His cock throbbed in his pants, pressing so hard against the front of his boxer-shorts that it was almost painful.

“Honey?” asked Jennifer.  “I’ve got an empty mouth for you.”

The other three looked at Jorge and goaded him on.  All they wanted to do was please their business associate, and they had already got off to a flying start.

Jorge got up on the table just like Trent had, arriving on his knees before Jennifer.

“Take it out,” said Jennfier.

By now Clark was pressing his pointed tongue right into Jennifer’s asshole and testing the resolve of her muscle.

Casper had made her clit swollen, and he was mouthing at it.  He pulled at it with his lips wrapped over his teeth and it sent shivers of delight up Jennifer’s spine.

She could feel the pulse of Trent’s cock in her midst.  She pulled at him, though her focus now was on Jorge.

“Put it in my mouth,” she said.

Jorge opened his pants slowly.  He reached inside and Jennifer held her breath.  She let out a gasp of joy when she saw that Jorge was just as hard as the rest of her suitors.

“Good boy,” she said.  “Now put it here.”

Jennifer dropped Trent’s cock and tapped her tongue.  “Right here.”
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Jennifer Campos is a woman in a man’s world, and brokering deals and securing partners is all part of her day-to-day business as she vies to be taken seriously.

Uncompromising, the strictly professional Jennifer drove a hard bargain, and was well known in the industry as a woman who doesn’t take any shit.

Jennifer often took the path of least resistance where possible and would do anything to get her company the clients she felt they deserved.  Anything.

Her close friend’s son Jorge worked in the same industry and drove a hard bargain too.  His instincts were the same, and he fought equally hard to ensure he got the best terms on the contracts he drew up.

That day was a meeting of minds, with Jennifer heading into the city to go head-to-head with Jorge and the team behind him.  Jennifer liked to work alone though and would find extra satisfaction in having the team of no-doubt men bend to her will.

Jennifer was running late.  She slinked along the busy morning’s streets with her coffee in hand—that part was non-negotiable.  Jennifer couldn’t handle a workday without caffeine and today was no different.

She looked at her gold watch and saw the hand tick towards her ten o’clock meeting.  Everything seemed to go faster when she was late.

Meeting in the city was something Jennifer despised, and as she meandered through the crowds, she remembered how she’d arrived at that conclusion.

Oblivious city-workers talked loudly into their phones and commanded their space on the sidewalk.  Jennfier had always felt ill-at-ease amongst them.  She wanted desperately to be part of that corporate world, but cared little for the dick-swinging inhabitants that so often frequented it.

Most didn’t move aside, causing Jennifer to put in an ungodly amount of footwork as she tap-danced briskly to her fast-approaching meeting.

The hard sidewalk pavestones weren’t kind to the heel of Jennifer’s shoes, and the pressure she applied with each pivot could only be supported for so long.  The hairline heel-fracture that was imperceptible when she’d donned the shoes that morning was now widening.

One more twist of the toes wall all it took for the heel to sheer off and leave Jennifer wobbling towards a tall, suited man on his mobile phone.

Jennifer dived to avoid him and landed face-first on the sidewalk, crushing the cup of coffee beneath her.  She felt the wet heat bleed into her suit and shirt and scrambled up off the pavement.

The man she’d avoided was already several meters further along, having barely tilted his head when Jennifer had sprawled before him.

In fact, no-one paid Jennifer much attention at all as she picked herself up from the cool pavestones and pulled the front of her shirt forward to break its contact with her chest.

Jennifer wanted to cry, but that was unbecoming.  She didn’t know what she was going to do, but it wasn’t going to be that.

Suddenly a hand, delicate and with purple-painted nails, arrived in front of her.  Jennifer relaxed her clenched jaw and looked up at the beautiful, mature, pale woman before her, who wore a loose, billowing, black and maroon dress.

“Come,” she said simply.

Jennifer found the stranger intoxicating.  She felt so out-of-place and yet, no-one else on the street seemed to look at her.

“Let’s get you something new,” the mystery woman said.

“I don’t have time for that,” said Jennifer, but she didn’t attempt to pull herself away.

“You do,” the woman said simply.

Jennifer went with her, like a leaf floating on the current of a river as her savior led her down a side alley and through a door in the side of a big brick building, twenty meters from the street.

“Where are you taking me?” asked Jennifer.

“You need something new for your meeting,” the woman said.  “You can’t knock anyone dead like that.”

“How did you ...?”

“Choose,” said the woman, and she presented a shop full of clothes to Jennifer, lit from above by a soft orange light.

Fabrics hung everywhere, spilling over and out into the room as though the shop was a middle eastern bazaar.

“Or I can choose for you,” offered the woman, her palms clasped together in front of her.

Jennifer’s look of confusion was palpable.  She felt the front of her wet shirt stick to her chest again and pulled it forwards.

“Okay,” the shopkeeper said.  “I will choose.  I know exactly what you need.”

Jennifer noticed now that the clothes that adorned the wall weren’t just regular dresses and shirts.  As the seamstress shuffled through the racks, Jennifer noted that each garment had a risqué allure that wouldn’t be found on the pegs of the stores that Jennifer shopped in.

They were revealing and bold, and the pale, fifty-something shopkeeper selected them quickly, as though she had already prepared for Jennifer.

“A room full of men will go weak for this,” she said.

“How do you know they’re all men?”

“Dear, you could spend a lifetime asking me how I know what I know, and you’d be no nearer the truth.  I just know.  Now take off those awful shoes and let me pick something out for you.”

Jennifer stepped out of her broken footwear and stood flat on the floor.  Her tights were laddered at the heel, having too become a victim of the city streets outside.

“You need a full change of dress,” said the lady, and she fished in a basket of what appeared to be lingerie.

“I can’t go to a business-meeting in those!” remarked Jennifer.

“You absolutely must,” said the seamstress.  “This will get you everything you want and more.”

“I’ll look like a stripper!”

The shop-owner turned serious, tilting her head.  “Jennifer, let your hair down.  Literally, I think.”  She touched Jennifer’s tight, blonde bun.  “We can do much better.”

“Come with me,” the shopkeeper said, and she grabbed a handful of clothes, draping more over her arm.

Jennifer followed again, unable to resist the quiet command of the mystery-woman’s voice.  In a tight cubicle Jennifer was transformed.

She emerged like a slutty butterfly from a drabby chrysalis.  The woman took Jennifer to a long, full-length mirror and pushed aside the fabrics that draped in front of it.

“Your new look,” the older lady said.

Jennifer was speechless.  She stared at the sultry bimbo that looked back and had to remind herself that it was her.  Her formerly reserved hairstyle had been let down.  Some spray and expert handiwork had made her blonde locks fuller and bouncier.

Her old suit was gone and replaced with a tight, white suit with black trim and a plunging neckline.  The matching skirt was shorter than Jennifer would ever wear, coming so far above the knee that it showed the top of her stockings beneath.

Beneath the suit Jennifer’s blouse was open far enough to show the frilly cups of her lacy bra that pushed her big breasts together into an inviting cleavage.  Jennifer stood tall in new, white stilettos, and the extra height gave her confidence.

“I look like a slut,” she said.

“No, no, no,” the lady said.  “You look like a bimbo, and bimbos get what they want.”
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