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* * *



About



My mom’s smoking hot best friend finds out I’m a 19-year-old virgin because I’m nervous about my first time. She says all I need is practice. Imagine my surprise when she drags me to my room for some filthy hands-on experience! My hands all over her gorgeous body, I learn how to thoroughly please a woman.



Taught by My Mom’s Best Friend is a steamy first time mom’s best friend story featuring a hot older woman who’s ready to give this inexperienced guy a hands-on education!
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Preview



“Love is a natural thing, just relax,” she said, walking around the kitchen island to stroke my back comfortingly. “You will know what to do.”

“I’m not so sure,” I said, trying to calm my heartbeat with a steadying breath. “Okay, okay. The way you responded to Sarah was good, it’s true. I’m just overreacting.”

“Look, I’m sorry,” Angela said, putting her arm around me and squeezing me. “I thought I was helping.”

I just hugged her back. I couldn’t believe Sarah was ready to go all the way. Sarah was so cute, I never actually expected that she would want to give herself to me. She had some stunning cleavage, and I always imagined what was under her shirt. Her tight body occupied my thoughts every night. The idea of Sarah’s body pressed against me, her warmth mixing with mine, sliding myself into her…

I squeezed Angela’s waist, forgetting that she wasn’t Sarah for just one second. I suddenly felt weird that I was getting physically excited while holding my mom’s trusty best friend, so I let go of her.

Angela leaned back and gave me a sly look, quickly scanning me up and down. I suddenly felt a little self-conscious. 

She can’t know I was thinking just now, right?

“Look, let me help you,” Angela offered, patting my chest. “I can show you what to do.”

“Show me?” I said, furrowing my brow. “Show me how?”

She laughed, stepping back and gesturing at her curvy body.

“I’m a woman,” she said, shrugging. “I have all the same parts as Sarah.”

I wasn’t sure what to say, the weirdness level of this moment ascending right off the charts.

“My parts are probably even nicer that hers,” Angela said, raising her chin and tossing her curly hair proudly.

“What?” I said with a nervous laugh. “Are we allowed to do that?”




Taught by My Mom's Best Friend


“Ah, no!” I cried out, tilting the controller fruitlessly to one side and stabbing a button. “You fucked me!”

Nineteen years old and taking a gap year before college, I was playing video games on the couch with my friend, Toby. I was staying at my mom’s best friend’s house temporarily while my mom was away at a conference.

“Sean, watch your language,” Angela said as she walked around the couch. “If you have a filthy mouth when your mom comes home from her work trip, she’s going to blame me!”

She leaned over, placing a banana on the coffee table in front of me and my buddy Toby.

“Sorry, Angela.”

My character on the TV burst violently in an excessive shower of gore, as Toby’s character delivered a devastating killing blow.

“Damn it,” I said under my breath.

“Thank you, Ms. Anderson,” Toby fawned, his eyes locked shamelessly on Angela’s bosom.

Angela smiled with appreciation, her hands on her hips. I would have smacked Toby, if she wasn’t watching.

“You’re welcome, Toby,” she said, turning to head back to the kitchen. “You boys eat your fruit, it’s good for you.”

She winked and walked back to the kitchen. I dropped my controller in my lap, rubbing my eyes. Toby obediently leaned forward and grabbed the banana, peeling it open.

“Dude,” Toby leaned over to whisper in my ear. “Your mom’s friend is hot.”

“Shut the fuck up, man,” I said as I winced and shook my head. “She’s going to hear you.”

Toby craned his neck as he took a bite, turning to eyeball Angela as she puttered around in the kitchen. 

“Have you seen her cooking videos online?” Toby asked, leaning close to me again, smelling strongly of banana. “My sister edits them for her. You want to get an eye full of Angela’s huge tits, just watch her videos. Trust me, I do it all the time now.”

“Man,” I said and leaned the opposite way, shoving him back in annoyance. “Just shut up and be normal, I have to stay here all week and it would be cool if you didn’t make it awkward.”

Ignoring me, he persisted anyway.

“She smells so good,” Toby said, watching Angela again. “I just want to slap her fat titties around, motorboat the fuck out of that shit.”

“Last time my mom went to one of these doctor conferences, we wrecked the house,” I sighed, and I plucked the video game controller from Toby’s hand, placing it on the armrest of the couch beside me. “So now, I have to stay here instead of my own house because of you. You’re making this weird, so just go home for now.”

“What?” Toby said, suddenly looking slighted. “I thought we were playing.”

“Just go home and chill,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ll see you later, man.”

“You kidding me?” Toby complained, getting visibly upset.

“No, I’m not kidding,” I insisted, shrugging. “I asked you to shut up but you had to keep going.”

“About your mom’s super hot friend?” Toby pressed, jerking his thumb over his shoulder at her. “It’s a compliment, dude.”

“Nah, you took it too far,” I shook my head. “Just leave before I throw you out the window.”

“Fuck,” Toby stood up in a huff. “Whatever, man.”

He marched off toward our apartment door, stopping by the kitchen on his way past.

“It was nice to see you, Ms. Anderson,” Toby gushed, and I wanted to hit him. “Thanks for having me.”

“Nice to see you too, Toby,” Angela smiled back at him, dropping her oven mitts on the counter as she turned off the oven.

I got up and pulled my phone out of my pocket. Toby opened the door to our apartment, eating his banana and discreetly flipping me the bird on his way out.

I sat down on a stool beside the kitchen island as the front door closed. I idly tapped at my phone, pointlessly opening and closing apps.

Toby was really crass about it, but he wasn’t wrong. I knew Angela was very obviously a beautiful woman, but the idea of Toby ever touching Angela just didn’t sit right with me. I wasn’t sorry I kicked him out, but it wasn’t the first time we’ve argued and I knew we would both forget about this in a day or so.

Today Angela was wearing a loose, white summer dress as she made cookies in the kitchen. She had blonde hair with shiny curls that fell around her shoulders. She had an hourglass figure that still drew the eye of men everywhere and undoubtedly contributed to the great success of her online cooking show. I had grown accustomed to it, but with the way this dress displayed her generous amount of cleavage, it was no shock that Toby couldn’t keep his eyes off her today.

My phone vibrated in my hand, drawing my attention away from Angela washing dishes.

<my parents won’t be home saturday night. i think im ready to go all the way :)

I inhaled wrong somehow, choking a little on my own spit.

It was my new girlfriend, Sarah. I coughed and balked at the message, my heart suddenly hammering in my chest.

All the way?

I had been dating her for about a month, and we had made out a few times but I was still a 19-year old virgin. I was now in panic mode, beginning to sweat as I tried to come up with a good reply. The message had sent a read receipt already, so my blanking mind needed to work fast.

I’d watched lots of porn, jerked off many times, and I had certainly done my research on the matter. I knew how things worked mechanically, but the thought of actually doing it for real felt a little too real.

What if I’m bad at it and Sarah tells all her friends? What if I cum too fast?

“Sean?”

I jumped, jolted out of my downward spiral.

Angela tilted her head questioningly, finishing up drying her hands and leaning over the counter. Her blue eyes searched my face with concern.

“What’s wrong?” she prompted again.

“Nothing,” I said right away, not making eye contact.

I looked at the message in my hands. Sighing, I lay my phone on the counter and slid it across for her to see.

I guess it can’t hurt to get a second opinion.

“Sarah sent me this,” I groaned, putting my head down on my arms. “I don’t know how to reply to that, I’m really nervous.”

After a moment there was a quiet chime, and I popped my head back up when I realized what it meant. Angela had a sly smirk on her face as she slid the phone back to me.

>sounds great! looking forward to it <3

She had replied to Sarah for me.

“Angie!” I exclaimed, grabbing my phone and jumping up from my stool.

I stared at the reply in horror, the world beginning to blacken and crumble around me.

“Sean, please,” she laughed, putting one hand on her hip. “You’re a catch. Sarah is a lucky girl.”

I felt like I was dying, and I yearned to be plucked from existence.

“What did you do?” I cried, pacing as I stared at my phone in panicked disbelief.

“You have nothing to worry about,” Angela shrugged, raising her hands. “Calm down!”

“What if I don’t know what to do?” I wheezed, starting to hyperventilate.

“Sex is a natural thing, just relax,” she said, walking around the kitchen island to stroke my back comfortingly. “You will know what to do.”

“I’m not so sure,” I said, trying to calm my heartbeat with a steadying breath. “Okay, okay. The reply was good, it’s true. I’m just overreacting.”

“Look, I’m sorry,” Angela said, putting her arm around me and squeezing me. “I thought I was helping.”

I just hugged her back. I couldn’t believe Sarah was ready for sex. Sarah was so cute, I never actually expected that she would want to give herself to me. She had some stunning cleavage, and I always imagined what was under her shirt. Her tight body occupied my thoughts every night. The idea of Sarah’s body pressed against me, her warmth mixing with mine, sliding my cock into her tight, wet little pussy…

I squeezed Angela’s waist, forgetting that she wasn’t Sarah for just one second. I suddenly felt weird that I was getting a boner while holding my mom’s trusty best friend, so I let go of her.

Angela leaned back and gave me a sly look, quickly scanning me up and down. I suddenly felt a little self-conscious. 

She can
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