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CHAPTER ONE




The phone rang for the first time, and my stomach fell deeper into my core. I didn’t think I could feel any more humiliated than I already am…

“Mom, do I have to do this—it was just a joke,” I complained over your shoulder.

“You humiliated a respectful lady behind her back. I raised you better than that,” my mother snapped from the hallway.

A second ring.

“But I’m 18 years old, this is stupid. She doesn’t even know⁠—”

“That’s right, you’re 18 years old and still acting like a juvenile. Maybe you’ll think about this the next time.”

A third ring. Mrs. Finnish answered as it finished.

“Hello?” she said.

I sighed, rubbing my fingers over my brow as I tried to imagine how this conversation was going to play out. “Hello, um, Mrs. Finnish?”

“Yes.”

“This is Matt. Uh, Matt Conwright. Your neighbor from across the street.”

“Oh, yes! Hi there, I thought you were off to college. I haven’t seen you around much,” she said brightly.

“Um, yes, no, I mean. I’m leaving soon. A few weeks…” I stalled and stole a glance over my shoulder and confirmed, yup, mother was still there. “Listen, this is kinda uncomfortable for me to say… I saw you gardening yesterday, and I might have—” my mother slapped the back of my head, “Did. I definitely did take a few photos and a video of you for… personal use… and, well, I just feel really guilty about it now and wanted to apologize.”

“Oh?” the brightness had left Mrs. Finnish’s voice as she measured my words. Okay, now I really did feel a little guilty. Mrs. Finnish was always a nice lady growing up. She was a little older than my mom but certainly didn’t look that way. When I was little, I would go over to her house with other neighborhood kids for cookies and milk. But that was a long time ago. Cookies and milk were not what I was interested in anymore.

“Yeah,” I said in a slump, “And I just wanted to say I’m really sorry for disrespecting you and—and I deleted everything and I hope you can forgive me.”

Turning around with a beet-red face, I shrugged at my Mother as if asking if that was enough. She might have nodded approvingly, but she rolled her finger forward. It was not enough.

“And…” I sighed again and winced, “And to make it up to you, if you like, I’d be happy to help with gardening this week if you need a hand.”

Please say no. Please say no. Please say no…

“Um, well,” Mrs. Finnish giggled uncomfortably like she was as eager as I was to change the subject, “Now that you mention it, I could use another pair of hands for my rose bushes. They always cut me up.”

Fuck!

“Great, I’d be happy to help.”

“Oh, that’s so nice of you. I always knew you were such a good boy. Um, see you tomorrow, say around eight?”

“Eight in the morning?” I blurted out and felt a swift smack to the back of my head.

“Too early?” Mrs. Finnish asked.

“Nope, nope. Eight sounds great. I was just making sure. See you then.”

“Bye-bye,” she replied and hung up.

“Gardening at eight,” I said, turning to face my Mother. “Happy now?”

“You stay there until she tells you you can go,” she warned with an extended finger, “If she keeps you all day, so be it.”

“Yes, Mom,” I moped.


CHAPTER TWO




“Ah!” I growled and yanked my hand back, which of course, only made the scratch worse.

“Ooo, did they get you again?” Mrs. Finnish asked.

“No, I’m fine. Just sharp thorns,” I said and got back to weeding beneath the rose bushes. I always thought everything would change once I turned eighteen. I’d be a man and people would respect me. Now look at me. Gardening for the middle-aged neighbor under threat of my Mother.

I’ll never grow up. But I guess this is what happens when you’re stupid enough to accidentally text sexy photos of your neighbor to your Mother instead of your best friend—Matthew.

I arrived at Mrs. Finnish’s house at eight sharp. I hadn’t seen the morning sun since I graduated high school, and I definitely didn’t miss it. Finding Mrs. Finnish wearing a long-sleeved shirt and jeans that revealed little to no skin left me feeling more than a little sad. I didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable around me. So, despite the fact that she carried with her the most enormous breasts in the neighborhood, I made it a point to fight my teenage urges and not look at them once the entire morning.

Hours added with more hours until the sun was high noon and I was covered in sweat, cuts, and dirt—and she still didn’t release me!

“Why don’t you come on in,” She finally said, standing. “The least I can do is fix you some lunch for all the work you’ve done.”

Mrs. Finnish had been talking and telling stories all morning. She wasn’t usually the ‘talk too much’ type, but I figured she was lonely. Her husband died a number of years ago, and they never had children. Inside, I rinsed the sweat from my face in the sink and toweled off, only to return to the kitchen to hear Mrs. Finnish continue another story. I never considered how rarely I saw her leave her house or how I couldn’t recall ever seeing any visitors.

Great, as if I needed more of a reason to feel guilty for objectifying her.

“I’m such a blabbermouth. Listen to me go.” Mrs. Finnish rolled her eyes and shook her head as she stood, gathering our empty plates. Her blonde hair brushed back and forth on her shoulders. “I’m sorry. I guess I had a lot of words pent up, huh?”

She set the plates down in the sink and returned to her seat beside mine in the dining room. I sipped at my orange juice, fidgeting with the glass.

“No, not all. I actually enjoy listening to you. It’s, um, you’re kind of relaxing to be around.”

Mrs. Finnish’s eyes flicked to and from mine a few times. An open sensitivity in them that I hadn’t seen before. “Really?” she asked. Her voice was gentle.

My stomach clenched as I felt on the cusp of a serious and/or emotional conversation, which I didn’t do well with either. What? I’m a month away from being a freshman college boy. My life revolves around girls, video games, and alcohol!

“Sure, I like this time I get to spend with you,” I said, wondering if I was lying.

Those words broke the camel’s back as she frowned, and tears broke loose down her cheeks. “Thank you,” she cried.

“Ahh, don’t cry, Mrs. Finnish,” I reassured, reaching out a hand to rub her upper back. She quickly turned to me and cried harder into my chest.

“I’m so sorry, it’s just—I’ve been so alone these past few years and—and haven’t had many people to talk to,” she said between sniffles. “It’s so nice to be heard and considered again, you know?”

“Of course, that’s only natural,” I said, though my eyes were locked on the ceiling as I tried not to focus on the sweet smell of her perfume, the feel of her large breasts pressed into my chest, or the growing bulge in my pants.

“Oh, dear! Look at your hands!” Mrs. Finnish noticed them as she pulled away from the hug. They were puzzled with red scrapes from the rose bushes.

“Oh, they’re fine,” I said but it did feel nice to be babied a bit as she cupped them tenderly.

“You poor things. Now I feel even worse for making you help me,” Mrs. Finnish said and seemed to get lost in her own world as she kissed one of the larger cuts on my hand.

That’s not helping my problem…

I froze as she kissed my hand a few times, then gently brushed her cheek with the back of my hand.

“I know you just worked all morning, but would you mind just staying, keeping me company a little longer? We can watch TV or whatever you want,” she said. Her starry eyes were wide and begging.

“Um, sure, yeah,” I said in a trance, still thinking about her lips on my hand.


CHAPTER THREE




Afew minutes later, we had moved to the living room. A pristine room that was perfectly clean and vacuum-sealed like no one had ever been in it. I had to quickly pick at the crotch of my jeans before sitting to hide my growing erection. Mrs. Finnish changed her shirt because it was dotted with tears. Her new shirt was short-sleeved and revealed a healthy amount of cleavage. Was this a signal?

She sat beside me on the couch and took my hand in hers in a familiar sort of way. Like we were an old couple watching daytime TV. A few minutes into watching whatever talk show this was, Mrs. Finnish rested her head on my shoulder. A stolen glance to my side gave me a direct sight down her shirt. She adjusted her grip so that she hugged my arm at the elbow. This meant my arm was squished between her breasts, and my palm rested casually on the thigh above her knee.

There were a couple more adjustments that left my cheeks flush and my body rigid as I tried to focus. If my mother chewed me out this much for a simple pic, I’m screwed if Mrs. Finnish spots me leering at her and freaks out—or sees my hard-on.

As if she could read my mind, Mrs. Finnish straightened suddenly and looked at me. Shit!

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Hm?”

“It feels like you’re pulling away from me. I’m not making you uncomfortable, am I?”

“Oh, no, no, not at all. This is very comfortable… a little too comfortable,” I half chuckled and cleared my throat as I picked at my jeans.

“Oh… Oh,” she said and her eyes showed worried signs of understanding. “M-Maybe I should sit over here.”

“No, no, this is fine,” I said, placing my hand on her thigh again. I lied to myself. I’m doing this for her. She’s lonely.

Her genuine smile eased over her lips at the touch, and slowly eased back into my side, her arms hugging mine against her body. “Aren’t you growing up to be such a fine young man,” she said and planted a kiss on the blade of my shoulder. I noticed her linger and bask in my scent before resting her head on my shoulder again.

The next few minutes were a bit different than before. Mrs. Finnish’s hands continued to rub up and down my arm and hand. She adjusted herself a few times and then began to breathe out of her mouth.

“D-Do you want to touch them?” she asked suddenly.

“You mean…” I start but see her placing a hand on her chest.

“It was sweet of you to call and apologize for taking pictures of me and all, and even sweeter that you’re spending time with me, but I won’t mind if you want to touch them a bit,” she ducked her head and shrugged her shoulders a bit deviously. “It can be our little secret.”

“Yeah, I mean, if it’s okay with you,” I confirmed.

“Sure, you’ve been so nice, and I don’t mind at all,” she laughed sheepishly.

Chewing on the corner of my lip, I reached out and carefully placed a hand on her chest. I rubbed my hand down the fabric, cupping her right breast. Instantly, my cock throbbed. I wished the shirt wasn’t in the way, but I didn’t complain. The only other woman I had made it to second base with was my ex-girlfriend, and she barely had a chest.

I licked my lips as both my hands rubbed over her breasts. I pretended not to notice her breathing increase as I did. My fingers grew bold as I began to squeeze and rub my thumbs over her hardening nipples beneath the fabric.

“Hmm…” Mrs. Finnish pressed her lips together to mute the moan, but I still heard it. I rubbed and squeezed to try and elicit more of those amazing sounds.

Chewing her own lips now, Mrs. Finnish’s body relaxed and seemed to melt into the couch as my palms repeated slow, massaging circles into her chest.

“Oh…” the older woman sighed, “Matthew…”

The woman’s hand rested on my thigh closest to her and rubbed up and down slightly. I felt her red-painted fingernails drag on my jeans. Her eyes were more closed than open. Not wanting to stop, I decided to see how far I could progress.

I worked my massaging circles higher on her heavy breasts until my palms were swiping over the skin of her cleavage. Slowly, my fingertips edged underneath the thin fabric of her shirt. Deeper and deeper, they pushed with every circle until they began to scoop inside her enormous beige bra.

“Oh… Oh, Matt,” Mrs. Finnish whimpered weakly as my hands pulled out her right breast from her bra and shirt. The massive tit hung from her chest, revealing faded stretch marks along the side and a hard nipple pointing at me. I rubbed my thumb over the nipple several times and watched the mature woman’s eyes close and her back arch. “Ooo… honey… Matt, we shouldn’t be doing this. We really shouldn’t be doing this, honey.”

“Okay,” I said, my hands slowly retreating from her breast as she looked to be recovering her strength. “If you don’t want me to, I won’t, but, I’d really like to kiss your nipple.”

“Oh, baby, we c—” Mrs. Finnish started but stopped herself as she looked around the room as if to make sure no one magically appeared. She chewed the corner of her lip and knitted her brow with angst for a moment, before relenting. “Okay, I suppose a kiss isn’t too bad.”

Licking my lips, I lifted the heavy breast to my mouth and took her nipple. My warm saliva bathed it as my lips suckled and pulled on the hard nub.

“Oh, God,” Mrs. Finnish moan. “Oh, honey, that feels so goo—ahmm!”

Mrs. Finnish put one hand to her lips to silence the loud moan she made when my tongue began to flick back and forth on her nipple. My free hand had reached inside her bra and scooped out her other fat breast from the neck of her shirt. The large breast hung low and stretched her shirt, but Mrs. Finnish didn’t seem to mind.

“Jesus, Matt, Matt—no, Matt, I don’t think… I don’t know if…” Mrs. Finnish’s breath became stuttered and short as she gasped and shook. “Oh my God.”

My right hand roughly massaged one breast as my lips sucked and pulled at the other. My cock was so hard it formed close to a baseball bat in my jeans.

“Oh, God! No! Ohhh, shhhhiit!” Mrs. Finnish suddenly panicked and started to hyperventilate before stealing a deep gasp of air. Her thighs clamped together and her hands clasped to the back of my head, filling my mouth with her tit, until finally it happened. “God! Oh my God, oh my God, oh my… Goddd!”

Mrs. Finnish cried as she came and came hard. Her entire body trembled and I heard the gush of juices behind me that was loud enough for me to lift off her chest and see a large wet spot in the crotch of her jeans.

God, she squirted! I thought, stunned. Part of me had always wondered if this was a real thing or if squirting was just porn magic, but she really just did it.

A minute later, the tremors subsided, and Mrs. Finnish gasped desperate breaths as she realized the state that she was in. Suddenly, her eyes went wide when she realized how soaked her jeans were and exposed her breasts were.

“Oh, no! Oh my God, I’m so sorry. Oh my God, I’m so embarrassed—I’m so sorry, Matthew. I just—It’s been so long since I’ve been touched by another man. I have to go.”

Mrs. Finnish went to stand to leave, and I paused her with a hand on her arm. “Mrs. Finnish, please wait. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. That was the hottest thing I have ever seen.”

“I should have never—this is my fault, honey. I’m sorry,” she shook her head, still apologizing. “You should go. You should go home. I should have never…”

“Well, I don’t—I can’t really go home like this.”

“Like what?”

I leaned back into the couch, revealing the massive tent in my jeans that could no longer be hidden.

“Oh, Jesus,” Mrs. Finnish gasped at the sight and rubbed a hand over her face but continued to steal looks at it. She thought for a moment before shaking her head, “we can’t—I can’t… you can, um, take care of it if you need to, honey, I understand, but after you, um, you really need to go home.”

Mrs. Finnish was beginning to push her breasts back inside her shirt when I paused her.

“Could—could you leave them out for just right now?” I asked, grabbing my bulging crotch.

“Oh…” she sighed puzzling her breasts. “I suppose a few more minutes would be fine.”

Slowly I unbuttoned and unzipped on her couch while my mature neighbor watched intently. If I hadn’t been so drunk on horniness my anxiety would have been through the roof, but all I could think of at that moment was her breasts and how badly I needed to cum. Mrs. Finnish gasped when my hard cock bounced free from my boxers. The head of my shaft glistened with pre-cum.

Stroking my shaft, I watched my neighbor watch me. Her eyes locked on my cock as I pumped it. She saw me leering at her bare breasts as I stroked, and she turned to give me a better angle on them. When she saw the dribble of precum begin to leak, she even groped her own breasts and pushed them together. I was so close to cumming from the get-go that I didn’t last long.

When she saw the telltale signs that I was about to cum, she panicked.

“Oh, no, don’t—not on my couch, please. Oh dear…” she muttered as she saw my cock was pointing so that I was about to shoot my load on her couch and carpet. She extended her arm, cupping her hand inches above my head to control my spunk.

Instinctively, I reached up and grabbed her hand, thinking she was offering, and wrapped it around my pulsating cock.

“Oh, um, honey—honey, we shouldn’t—I can’t… Oh, God…” Mrs. Finnish hesitated as her tiny hand wrapped around my large shaft. She held my slippery shaft as I bucked my hips and groaned until I exploded. Mrs. Finnish had just enough time to get her other hand up and over my head to block my cum as her other hand jerked me off. Her luscious tits swayed as she moved with my bucking hips. “Oh, my God. Oh, dear…”

When the euphoria waned, I took in Mrs. Finnish and saw her sitting on the edge of the couch. The older woman’s tits hung out the neck of her shirt, the crotch and inner thighs of her jeans were dark blue and soaked, and her palms were glistening with my semen.

“Okay, um… okay,” Mrs. Finnish stuttered as she looked from one hand to the other. “Um, y-you should go home now. W-We don’t have to tell anyone about this, right?”

“Okay,” I said, zipping up my pants. “No, I won’t tell anyone about this. I swear.”

“Okay, um, I’ve uh, I’m going to go clean up some,” she said and hurried off to a bathroom.

I left Mrs. Finnish’s house and crossed the street in a daze. So much so that when I went inside my house, I didn’t even hear my Mom the first time.

“Matt!” she repeated my name, and I snapped out of my trance.

“Hm? Oh, sorry, I didn’t hear you.”

She huffed, shaking her head. Mom was in the middle of cleaning the kitchen floors by the look of the swifter in her hands. “Sometimes I just don’t know where you go in your head. You need to pay attention more.”

“Right, sorry.”

“Saw you working hard this morning gardening. Did Mrs. Finnish appreciate it?”

“Y-Yes, she did, I think,” I replied.

“Where were you this afternoon? I didn’t see you gardening,” she probed with a raised eyebrow.

“This afternoon?” I hesitated and shifted my weight, “Um, she—she had some chores inside she needed help with, and, um, she made me lunch. So that was nice.”

Mother smiled. “That is nice. See how much better things are when you treat people with respect?”

“Yes, yes I do,” I said, hiding a smirk.

“Well, if she needs your help with anything else, you don’t hesitate. I don’t want to hear any if, ands, or buts. You’ve got three weeks left in this house before you leave for college and I want you to consider yourself at Mrs. Finnish’s disposal, you hear me?”

I smiled, nodding, “Yes, yes, I do.”
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PREVIEW!


Two Cougars


Bzzt! Bzzt!

Cynthia took my glass from me to freshen it up. When she bent over in front of me to take my drink, her fake pearl necklaces dangled in front of her cleavage. I eyed the long black line that divided her large breasts that swayed beneath her form-fitting black top. Her eyes watched mine, of course, and she beamed an amused smirk at the lust that flared inside me. Taking my wine glass, she straightened.

“Be right back, baby,” Cynthia said with a playfulness in her voice.

Bzzt! Bzzt!

“Oh, okay,” I said, hoping she didn’t hear the incessant buzzing coming from my pants.

She turned and left the living room of her house and took the corner into her kitchen. I sat on the couch behind an old wooden coffee table. The house was small, but it reminded me of life growing up in Helena, Ohio. The small-town vibe was everywhere in this standard front porch house. The walls had framed posters of deer exiting the woods, windmills from some European countryside, and pink heart designs. The living room had a gray couch and loveseat and appeared to have been hastily cleaned up before my arrival. Looking at the two closets that were cracked open, I wouldn’t be surprised if both were stuffed full of ‘genuine’ Native American blankets that were obviously mass-produced, 50 state quarter collections, and other QVC junk that usually cluttered the house.

I could hear Cynthia drop fresh ice cubes into my glass before pouring another few shots of Jack Daniels into it. My phone continued to vibrate in my pocket despite me continually silencing it. I pulled the phone from my pocket and rejected the unknown number calling. When I did, the screen read 28 missed calls and 84 new text messages.

I didn’t even think I knew that many people…

Most of the numbers were unknown to me, but some were ex-girlfriends, friends from high school, friends from college… mostly people I knew for a semester or two or maybe just for a night. People whose numbers I put in my phone and forgot about until years later now when they called. I knew why they were calling, of course. It was the same reason Cynthia invited me to her home this evening. I should be more cautious, I suppose. I needed to move more carefully and make more measured decisions than simply falling into the life trap being set for me. But there was something freeing in the moment. Something that made me want to just be and do and let what happens happen. One of the missed calls was from a familiar and welcome name, I noticed.

Helen…

I heard footsteps approaching and quickly shoved my cell phone into my front jeans pocket. Cynthia took the corner with the two drinks in her hands and shuffled delicately back to me on the couch. She bent over excessively to ensure I received an ample view of her jiggling breasts as she handed me my glass of wine.

“Thanks,” I said with a nod.

“No problem, baby.” Cynthia clinked my glass with hers before she closed her eyes and tipped the contents of her wineglass in one pull and I kept pace with her, doing the same. I juggled the fruity wine and filled my mouth with flavor before warming my belly. Cynthia shook her head from side to side and fanned herself with a hand as the other rubbed her chest between her shirt and skin. “Whooo… somethin’ about wine always puts a fire to my skin.”

“Me too,” I said with a grunt as the last of the wine slid down my throat. I swiped my wet lips with the back of my hand.

“Oh, really?” Cynthia said coyly, cocking her head to the side. “What else gets you hot and bothered?”

Cynthia threw a leg to the side and slowly slipped her thighs and ass onto my lap as if I was Santa Clause and she was some naughty schoolgirl telling me she’d do anything to get on the nice list. Wiggling her ample ass from side to side on my stirring cock, Cynthia threw her arms around my neck as her eyes flicked between my eyes and lips. “How about this fat ass, baby? Does this make you hot?”

My hands slid around her hips, and my fingers dug into her ass as she leaned forward and kissed me hard. Her hands took my cheeks as she kissed me wildly like I never have been kissed before. She was like an animal, and her moans began the moment my cock poked between her meaty thighs.

One hand cupped the small of her back while the other slid up her front, cupping her warm cheek as I kissed her. Her large, braless breasts swallowed my forearm on either side as I laid back against the old plush couch. We half lay there as her lips pushed against mine relentlessly. Her tongue tasted of grapes and strawberries, probably from the lip gloss she wore. Without thinking, my right hand slid down her chest, nuzzled beneath her black top, and exposed her left breast from the neck of her shirt. I cupped it and felt her gasp as she kissed me. I could feel her nipple harden as I squeezed her breast. I heard the high-pitched hums as I tweaked her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, rubbing it back and forth.

Cynthia palmed my hand while kissing me and, with strength in her arm, pushed my hand between her thighs. My hand easily slipped underneath her skirt and found a warm, moist, panty-less pussy waiting for me. My middle finger traced the length of her pussy lips, spreading the already-formed juices up and down as I felt her body press harder into my chest.

When two of my fingers pierced her pussy, Cynthia had to break free from the kiss to cry out.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, baby!”

My arm, shoulder, and pecs flexed as I began to finger fuck this woman sitting on my lap her eyes rolled backward, and her head tilted high as the moans continued to pour from her lips.

“Yess, god-just like that, baby. Don’t you fucking sto- ahhh!” Cynthia roared.

My lips kissed down her throat, and I found her exposed breast. Wrapping my lips around her nipple, I felt Cynthia’s hand clasp around the back of my head, holding me tight to her chest.

“Oh, Fffffuck, that’s it baby, drinking mommy’s milk, oh god,” Cynthia cried out in a ragged breath. “If you keep ahhhmm… if you keep this up, baby, you’re going to make me cum right here and now. Oh, fuck- fuck!”

My fingers sloshed inside her pussy, buried in the darkness beneath her skirt and between her thighs. My two fingers hooked inside her pussy with every thrust and caressed her G-spot every time.

“Ahhh oh fuck yes! Oh, baby fuck! Don’t stop!”

I felt her creamy juices drip down the palm of my hand. I heard the squishing sound of her pussy walls squeezing down on my fingers despite my hands strength to continue fucking her. I could feel her red fingernails claw at the back of my neck as my teeth bit down on her hard nipple, pulling and twisting on it just so.

“Ahhh ahhh ahhh oh god… oh fucking- ahhh I’m gonna… I’m gonna ohh, baby!” Cynthia gasped as her body stiffened in my lap and her legs and torso curled into me. A violent shudder went through her body as I saw the whites of her eyes and my two fingers, trapped inside her by her strong, thick thighs, pulsed on her G-spot over and over again.

“Ohh godddd, I’m cumming!” Cynthia cried out.

I could feel her juices drenching my palm and her skirt as every muscle in her body flexed and clung on to me. It was as if her body had laid claim to me. Her hot breath panted into the top of my head, breathing hot air into my hair.

“Fuuuckk….” Cynthia finally gasped as her body relaxed in an instant and she panted for air.


READ THIS BOOK NEXT!




A Cougar Threesome Story

Two Cougars

On Amazon!

OEBPS/image_rsrcEU.jpg
' )"
COUGARS






OEBPS/image_rsrcEP.jpg
NAUGHTY

GCOMFORTING

NEIGHBOR





OEBPS/image_rsrcET.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcEN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcES.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcEM.jpg
TOUCHED

COMFORTING
NEIGHBOR





OEBPS/image_rsrcER.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Copyright

		Title Page

		Also By Raven Black

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Full Page Image

		Read This Book Next!

		Join The Newsletter

		About the Author

		TWO COUGARS

		Preview!

		Read This Book Next!




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29






