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CHAPTER ONE




For the first time in my life, I was excited for morning to come. I couldn’t wait, actually. The evening of my day spent with Mrs. Finnish was a horny one. I jerked off twice and could have easily came twice more with thoughts of my afternoon and fantasies of days to come, but I stopped myself. I didn’t want to overdo it, especially with my plans to return to Mrs. Finnish’s house in the morning to ‘help with chores.’

I woke up with the sun and readied myself. My mother was just getting in the shower when I was already leaving the house. Knocking on Mrs. Finnish’s door, I felt my cock stirring in my pants with anticipation. The only problem? There was no answer.

Seconds turned into minutes, and soon, I was left peeking into dark windows and wondering if the woman was even home. A check in her garage window confirmed she was not. Disappointment couldn’t even begin to describe how I felt. late morning, early afternoon, and late afternoon all went by, with me checking out my house’s windows repeatedly, waiting for her to return. The sun was setting before I saw her headlights turn into her driveway and her garage door open. I moped in my house as I couldn’t find an excuse to go to Mrs. Finnish’s house when it was nighttime. The last thing I needed was for my mom to grow suspicious and stop my visits.

The next day came and went much the same way. Mrs. Finnish was gone from sunup to sundown. Even my mom wondered if I was avoiding assisting the neighbor with her chores. I didn’t see her again until the third day. Knocking on the door that morning, I knew she was home, and she didn’t try to hide it. answering the door, Mrs. Finnish wore a hesitant look on her face but still had a pleasant smile. A familiar enough look on my lifelong neighbor.

“Hey Mrs. Finnish,” I said.

“Hi, Matthew. How are you?” she asked.

“I’m good. Um, how are you? I missed you the past few days,” I said.

A sheepish look came over her expression, “Yes, I decided to go do some volunteer work for my church, but I’ve been doing well. Thanks for asking.”

There was an awkward moment where I waited for her to invite me in but she did not.

“Um, well, did you need my help with chores today? Anything around the house?” I finally blurted out.

Mrs. Finnish licked her lips as her eyes darted behind me as if searching for others listening in.

“No, I-I think I’m fine. You did enough the other day, Matthew. Thank you,” she said with a smile.

My heart sank, “Oh, can I—well, I miss you.”

Mrs. Finnish looked down and sighed, when she looked up again, her eyes were full of pity and conflict. She looked behind me once again, then whispered, “Come inside, but just for a moment.”

I filled with hope as I stepped inside her house, and she closed the door.

“Listen, Matthew,” Mrs. Finnish started as her hands wrung each other nervously. She chewed her lip, which only made me think about kissing her and wondering what she tasted like. “Matthew, I-I made a mistake last time. I should have never touched you like that, or—or have you touched me like that. It was wrong.”

“No, no, it wasn’t,” I replied quickly. “Mrs. Finnish, I’m eighteen years old. I’m going to college. I’m a man—there’s nothing wrong with us⁠—”

She sighed, appearing sad. “I know, honey. I know,” she said, making me feel half as old as I was, “but that doesn’t change the fact that I’m twice your age and have known you since you were little. It’s not right or fair.”

“Fair to who?”

“Fair to you. Fair to the girls your age,” she said with a warm and playful smile. “You’re going to be quite the catch once you find the right girl. You deserve to be with someone your own age.”

“But… I like spending time with you,” I said.

She sighed again, and sadness came over her, “I know… I do, too. More than you know. I think you’re the first man to come inside my home since my husband passed. But⁠—”

“Well, then that settles it,” I said, catching Mrs. Finnish’s attention, “I enjoy spending time with you and you enjoy spending time with me. We’re both adults.”

“Honey, we can’t be having inappropriate relationships, I’m too old⁠—”

“We don’t have to,” I interrupted. “I can just, you know, help around the house and watch TV together, eat together, I really like your cooking…”

Mrs. Finnish giggled as she swayed, uncomfortable from the compliment, “I don’t know…”

“It’s not forever; I only have two and a half weeks before I leave for college after all.”

She hesitated for several more seconds, but I could tell she was being won over.

“Oh, alright, but no funny business,” she said playfully, shaking her finger in my face with a smile.

“Okay, I promise,” I smiled.


CHAPTER TWO




The next three days were spent mostly watching TV together. I would come over in the morning and eat a simple breakfast of jam and toast with her. We would talk while I helped with chores around the house. We would do some more gardening. Mrs. Finnish would make me lunch, and by supper time, I returned home. The worst part was the TV we watched were often old shows from before I was born, but besides that, I actually enjoyed my time with my neighbor. I didn’t enjoy it as much as if we had been naked doing naked things, but I still enjoyed it.

Even though I knew each day I probably wasn’t going to have sex with her, just the possibility was such a powerful aphrodisiac. Sitting next to her on the couch was enough to make me hard. Usually, twice a day, I would have to use the bathroom to relieve myself. It was the only way I could get the erection to go away. On Friday, while helping her with her laundry, I stole a pair of her underwear. I didn’t mean to do it… well, I didn’t plan on doing it. But I knew I wasn’t going to see her all weekend, and her smell, the thought of her, had me absolutely intoxicated. Over the weekend, I must have came to the smell of her panties five times.

Come Monday, after chatting over breakfast, she cleared our plates, and we did a little cleaning of the kitchen. Mrs. Finnish seemed quieter than usual, uncomfortable even. When I took the trash out, I could have sworn I heard her gasp when my shoulder brushed hers. It all came to a head after lunch when we sat down for afternoon TV. I sat in my usual spot near the left armrest. Mrs. Finnish had been sitting on the opposite side of the couch for the past few days, but today she sat on the middle cushion—close enough that our shoulders kissed. This was the third green flag I noticed today that something was different. The first was the two glasses of wine she had with lunch. I had never seen her drink before. The second was when she changed her clothes after accidentally spilling a splash of drink on her shirt. She changed into a stunning white sundress. It was low cut with a blue flower design. When she sat beside me, the skirt rode up her thigh above her knee a few inches.

She hasn’t worn anything like that since the day we made each other cum, I noted and felt a wave of heat warm my face.

I decided to play it cool as opposed to what I wanted to do—touch, kiss, and suck on every inch of the massive amount of cleavage she was showing me. Minutes turned into an hour, and I sensed Mrs. Finnish was growing increasingly frustrated. She ringed her hands, sighed, and even scooted closer to me. In the end, my patience paid dividends.

“Um, Matthew,” she began with a clear of her throat.

“Yeah?”

“I, um, I was going through my clothes this weekend—you know, getting dressed and all—and I noticed, um, one of my pairs of underwear was missing,” she said, glancing at me.

The silence was heavy. Heavy enough to drop my stomach several inches. “Oh, uh, really?” I said unconvincingly.

A disapproving look came over Mrs. Finnish’s face as she turned to me. The kind of look only women her age could do.

“Matt…” she said, sounding like a disappointed mother, “did you take them?”

“Maybe a little bit,” I winced, half joking to lighten the mood. She didn’t bite.

“Matt, we talked about this,” she sighed, “I thought we agreed to just a, you know, platonic relationship.”

“I know…” I said, hanging my head. “It’s just difficult for me. Being a teenager and all… I mean, I enjoy spending time with you. I know you are lonely, and just me sitting with you fulfills your needs, but I have needs, too.” Mrs. Finnish hung her head and slid her palms over her face and back down, “I’m sorry, I tried to keep it kind of incognito, but… I can return the underwear right now if⁠—”

“No, no, that’s fine,” she said, resolved, “I think I’ve just been selfish now, I can see that. Looking at the situation from my point of view only… I’m sorry, Matthew. This whole thing has been unfair to you.”

“It’s okay…” I said but was beyond confused.

I don’t think an adult has ever apologized to me before… this is weird…

“Okay…” she said after a moment of silence as she gathered herself. Sitting forward in her seat, she turned to me with her knees together and hands resting on her lap in a proper pose. “Okay, I… I can help you with… I’ll do what I can to give you what you need as well, but you have to swear to keep this between us. My reputation might… People might think this is something different than what it is.”

My face brightened as I sat forward, “Yes, of course. I’ll never tell a soul, I promise,” I blurted out and felt a bit juvenile in my excitement. In an attempt to exude maturity, I lowered my voice and placed a hand on top of Mrs. Finnish’s hands, “You can trust me.”

It was a small movement, but I saw her eyes weaken, her head tilt, and I watched her chew on the corner of her lower lip. The look did something to me, making me feel lighter and want her worse.

Immediately, I moved in to kiss the gorgeous woman, but she flinched backward, and I worried I had made a mistake.

“I, um, I want to help with what you need, but, um, I want to be careful,” Mrs. Finnish said, holding up both hands. “We’re not having sex.”

“We’re not?” I said, sounding every bit like the 18-year-old I was.

“No, I’ll help you, um, you know, ejaculate, but that’s all, okay?” she said. Her cheeks pinkened, and she looked away from me, clearly uncomfortable.

“Uh, okay,” I said, not understanding.

Mrs. Finnish stood and walked into the kitchen, taking a deep breath. I wasn’t sure whether to follow her or stay, so I stayed and thought through what she had said, trying to determine if I had misunderstood.

Are we having sex or not?

She returned with a stack of towels and a grocery bag containing items. “Please stand for a moment,” she said, and I did. Mrs. Finnish spread out large, plush towels over the couch and floor in front of it as I stood there awkwardly. I became more interested and confused when she removed the moisturizer, paper cups, bottle of water, wet wipes, and paper towel from the grocery bag and set them on the side table beside the couch. She even had a lavender and honey candle that she lit—it smelled quite nice, I admit.

After sitting down properly as she had before, Mrs. Finnish gestured for me to sit back down, which I did.

“Okay… well, um, go ahead…” she said, gesturing to my crotch and the random items on the table. “You can, well, you know… take care of yourself.”

With a confused look on my face, I slowly undid my belt and jeans and felt weird the entire time. “I mean, you want me to, like, masturbate in front of you?”

Mrs. Finnish’s cheeks brightened, “Oh, if it’s uncomfortable for you, I can leave, I can go or, you know, whatever is best for you. I just thought, since you stole my underwear, that you wanted me… Oh, dear…” she sighed, dabbing away a nervous sweat from her brow.

“No, it’s fine, it’s—well, it will be easier for me if, well, could you take your bra off so that I could… it’ll help, is all…” I asked, testing the waters.

“Um…” Mrs. Finnish looked to her bedroom as if she considered grabbing a clean bra from there before looking down and shrugging with a sigh, “I suppose it’s not that big of a deal.”

Through the fabric of her dress, she unlatched her bra behind her back and shrugged out of it one arm at a time. The beige bra was soft and astoundingly large to control her massive boobs. Immediately, I could see a difference in her chest as she moved. Her large breasts seemed to jiggle with the slightest movement.

Shoving down my jeans and boxers, I revealed my already hard cock. Mrs. Finnish looked away and took another deep breath before slowly glancing back. I stroked my shaft with one hand while the other held her bra, but the undergarment was not where my attention was. My eyes flirted with Mrs. Finnish and her body. The bit of her pale inner thigh that was exposed from her raised skirt, the bounce of her breasts, and the way her gaze was locked on my shaft stoked a fire inside me. I decided to try to see how far I could take this.

“Could you lean back and face me some, if that’s alright with you,” I asked.

Hesitating, she did what was asked of her. “Like this?” she asked after turning to face me so her left leg was folded on the couch beside me and her left elbow rested on the back of the couch. Her breasts leaned to the left inside her dress, like dominos about to fall and being held up. With her leg up on the sofa, her skirt retraced to her upper thighs leaving a shadow just ahead of her what lay beneath.

“Y-Yeah, that’s great,” I stammered and felt my cock flex in my hand.

Mrs. Finnish’s lips parted as her breathing increased and I could tell she was becoming aroused. I opened my legs more, turning toward her slightly so she got a better view of my long hard cock, and my ball sack that bounced with every tug.

“Could I see your breasts, again?” I asked.

“Oh, honey, I don’t know,” she gasped, but her fingers were already tracing down her cleavage and plucking at the fabric. It was as if her body wanted the clothes off despite her brain’s hesitation. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt… you already saw them, after all…”

Shifting her dress to one side, she scooted one shoulder out and then did the other side. Slowly, she pulled her dress below her chest, exposing her large, round melons for breasts. Her face was a mess of emotions, from excited to terrified.

“Is this… good?” she squeaked in a quiet question.

Stroking myself, I leaned back into the couch, my eyes bouncing between her cautious eyes and her gorgeous breasts, I said, “You’re beautiful.”

A bright smile broke across her lips as her cheeks turned bright red, “Really?” she asked and twisted a little, making her breasts sway from left to right as she did.

“God, yes. Just look at what you do to me.”

She did, and Mrs. Finnish bit the corner of her lip as she watched. When I felt the dribble of precum drip down the head of my cock, she licked her lips and looked up quickly to see if I saw. I did.

After a moment, she moved her hands uncomfortably up to her breasts. She touched them like she wasn’t sure how. Lifting them, she mashed them together, squeezed them, and shook them back and forth. All the while, she stared at me, staring at her. We were intoxicated with each other. Having been stroking for several minutes, I decided to try pushing it a little further.

Stopping, I looked up the older woman and saw her still in a trance until it broke, “Wha—is something wrong?” she asked.

“Well, I don’t know, when I do it, it normally doesn’t take this long,” I lied, “Maybe you can use your hand and try?”

Mrs. Finnish’s eyes went wide and her eyebrows tall as she leaned back some, “Oh, Matthew, I don’t know… we said no sexual contact and⁠—”

“I mean, we said no sex, and I get that and all, but using your hand isn’t sex, right?”

“Maybe technically not, but…” Mrs. Finnish said, chewing her lip nervously. She held her dress up to her nipples like she was grasping a blanket.

“There’s nothing much different between you watching me touch myself next to you and you touching me. I mean, technically speaking,” I offered with a shrug.

Mrs. Finnish’s look changed as she returned her gaze to my still iron rod before flicking her eyes back to mine. She smiled sheepishly as she brushed a lock of her blond hair out of her face. “I guess a little touching is fine,” she shrugged.

I smiled and watched as the woman leaned forward with trepidation and arousal growing on her face. As her fingers cautiously wrapped around my shaft, my eyes were focused on her breasts, which now dangled by their own heavy weight. They knocked into one another like an upside-down metronome.

Her fingers were gentle and exploratory. They brushed down my shaft, palpated my balls, and slid back up to the tip. This motion was repeated several times before her eyes lifted to mine and her hand slipped around my shaft and began to pump in a small and almost massaging motion.

“Ugh…” I groaned, and there was a flare of lust in Mrs. Finnish’s eyes. It wasn’t long before her grip firmed, and her strokes grew longer and deeper.

“Good lord, you’re so hard…” she gasped as I flexed in her palm. “…so big…”

My breathing increased, matching her panting breaths. For every stroke of my shaft she made, her tits seemed to bounce twice as much. The heavy knockers bounced together and forward and back as she pumped my shaft.

“Are you close?” she asked, her blond hair dangling beside her face.

“I’m… I’m getting there,” I said.

“Okay, honey, keep going. Tell me when you’re close,” she said and bit her lip as she pumped me harder.

Lost in the moment and the drunk effect her bouncing tits had on me, I reached out, groping her left breast in my warm palm.

“Oh, Matthew… ohhhmmm…” The admonishment in Mrs. Finnish’s voice was gone by the end of her pronunciation of my name. Her eyes closed, and her mouth dangled open as she basked in my touch. With my hand full of her massive breast, my thumb rubbed circles over her nipple continually as I saw it have an effect on her. When she spoke again, it sounded more like a moan than a warning, “Oh, Matthew…”

Opening her eyes, weakly, Mrs. Finnish stared at me from under heavy eyelids as she pumped my cock faster. Her face matched mine as I winced from the spike in pleasure and she felt my hard cock flex in her palm.

“Oh, Matthew… honey, yes,” she nodded as she whispered, “yes, that’s it. do it, honey.”

My eyes rolled back as I was able to mutter a brief warning before the orgasm struck. My balls lifted and fell as Mrs. Finnish milked the cum out of my shaft, spurt after spurt. Hearing the heavy pants, I pitched whimpers of this mature woman as she masturbated me, bringing the pleasure to a new level as it filled my body. Mrs. Finnish was just barely able to get her other hand up above the tip of my cock before the cum came out, shooting the load to her palm and over the towels beneath us.

When my eyes returned forward and unblurred, I saw Mrs. Finnish’s face hovering in front of mine. Her mouth agape, her eyes lost in the pleasure written on my face, she was drunk from the moment. Suddenly aware of herself, she blinked and licked her lips as she sat back and got to work redressing and standing.

“You should, um, stand up so I can replace those towels,” she said with a clear of her throat.

Redressing, I complied.

And that was how our afternoon went. After several minutes of cleaning and straightening, we returned to the couch to watch the news and daytime TV as we always did.


CHAPTER THREE




Over the next week, things became even more interesting and complicated. Our assisted masturbation sessions grew and melded with our daily routine. The following day it was much the same as the first day, though with less hesitation from Mrs. Finnish. By the third day, not only was there no hesitation but there wasn’t much of an uncomfortableness to the situation.

As we watched TV, I simply unbuckled and unzipped my pants, and Mrs. Finnish moved into action right away. pumping a handful of creamy vanilla-scented moisturizer into her palm, she flicked her blond hair to the side as she rested her head against my chest while I leaned back in my seat. Her clean hand unbuttoned the top buttons of her blouse, exposing her naked breasts, then fished my semi-hard cock out of my jeans.

Wrapping her hand around my shaft, I felt the cool moisturizer quickly warm as she lathered my cock. Mrs. Finnish’s body melded to my side as she stroked my shaft. Her face was nuzzled between my chest and neck like she was trying to burrow inside me. I’d listen to her whimper and whine as I molested her breasts freely, and she’d listen to me grunt and groan as she squeezed my shaft and fucked her hand with it. By the time I came, Mrs. Finnish was moaning so much I wondered if she had orgasmed as well.

The next day was the same, but instead of just once, I came in the morning and the afternoon. Mrs. Finnish seemed just as eager both times. It seemed that she was enjoying pleasing me as much as I was enjoying the pleasure. Each time I would undo my jeans, it was like a Pavlovian reaction for her to squirt a healthy amount of moisturizer in her palm and have her way with me. We never spoke about it before or after, and we never talked during it for the most part. It was like we had this ruse of us watching TV, and no matter how much I came or how much I groped her breasts, it didn’t count because we pretended it didn’t.

And yet, it was the only thing I thought about, and I was beginning to believe the same was true for Mrs. Finnish. By the fifth day, we sat in our usual spots on the couch in the early morning, and I didn’t even touch my pants when I took the liberty to begin undoing them for me. It was as if she couldn’t wait for me to get around to it. Her head rested low on my chest. So low that as she pumped my shaft, I wondered how close her lips were to my tip and felt myself throbbing at the thought. Her hand explored my entire shaft, leaving no surface untouched. Mrs. Finnish even spent time circling and massaging behind and under my balls before returning to milking my cock.

She leaned so far down on me that I didn’t have access to her breasts but had my hands explore elsewhere. My left caressed the back of her head gently, brushing her hair back behind her ear, while my right palm rubbed circles in her upper back that quickly slid lower. I felt her hips rock, and the pumps with her hand grew more intense the deeper down my hand went. When she didn’t smack my hand away as my fingers pressed over the curve of her ass, I pressed down further. The skirt she wore was soft and loose. I didn’t have to reach far for my fingertips to brush the bottom side of her thighs. The tender, warm flesh that was rarely touched. It felt like silk as I slid my hand over it, lifting her skirt more and more.

Mrs. Finnish didn’t protest but I could feel and hear her breaths grow deeper as she squirmed and whined with anticipation. My fingers teased and barely touched the sensitive skin of her butt crack and brushed over her slit, making her hum with approval.

“Mmmmmmm… Mmmmmmmm…” she whined as she pressed her lips into my abdomen and pumped my cock harder.

The creamy juices leaked from her pussy had made a mess, spreading over her thighs and butt, and I didn’t make it any cleaner as I slid my middle finger inside of her. Worming it this way and that inside of her, I throbbed when I heard her gasp and felt her body arch and her pussy walls tighten on me.

“Ohhh, Godmmmm…” she moaned into me. Her hand paused as she stroked me before continuing, distracted.

Pulling out, I shoved my finger back inside her and repeated this motion, slowly at first, then faster and faster.

“Oh, Matt… Matt… Oh, honey, I can’t… Oh God…” she whimpered as her body rocked with the penetration.

The sound of my shaft squishing through her moisturized palm was overtaken by the sound of my hand smacking her rear as I fingered Mrs. Finnish hard. Her cries became desperate, and her voice was loud as her body tensed.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh, God, honey, yessss!” she moaned.

Everything stopped for an extended moment except the sound of my finger clapping inside her. The building silence overflowed as her body began to seize, and her pussy began to gush.

“Oh, honey, Jesus! Ahhhh!” She screamed as her pussy squirted on my hand and the towels beneath her. Her whining moans continued as my fingers continued to swipe over her pussy lips.

As she came down from her orgasm and her hand returned to stroking me, I could feel the heat from her heavy breaths on the tip of my cock. It took everything in me to keep from pressing her head down or my hips up to feel the inside of her mouth. But the thought was enough to descend me into depravity. I came hard and suddenly.

Mrs. Finnish’s strokes on my cock were slow and tight. When she finished pumping the last of my cum from my cock, she straightened. My 18-year-old semen was slung across her mouth, chin, and cheek. The mature woman stood and went to the bathroom to clean up. While she did, I replaced the towels, as was becoming routine, and cleaned myself up. It took some time because she had to redo some of her makeup, but when Mrs. Finnish returned, it was just as it was every other day. We didn’t talk about what happened and just went on with chores, TV, and lunch.

It was then I decided that today was the day. This afternoon, I would make my move.


CHAPTER FOUR




It was Friday, and Mrs. Finnish usually cleaned her house on Fridays. This afternoon started no differently, with me vacuuming and her swifting the hard floors. Typically, after that, she would grab the paper towels and cleaner and wipe down the surfaces while I took the rags and windows to clean the windows; however, when I reached for the cabinet where the Windex was stored, she stopped me.

“Oh, don’t mind doing the windows; you’ve done enough for today,” she said.

I made a face, “Yeah?”

She waved me down as she left the kitchen, “Sure, windows are still clean from last week. Besides, I wanted to catch the news this afternoon. I heard there was going to be a heat wave this weekend.”

I followed her back to the living and sat on the couch as she turned on the TV. It was strange; this morning, we had done everything that we had done weeks ago, and yet there was no mention of it, nor was there protesting like she did last time. Throughout the day, we ate lunch, chatted about what I wanted to study in school once I began college, and completed chores around the house like nothing had happened. It was as if Mrs. Finnish and I weren’t just keeping a secret away from the outside world, but we were also keeping it away from Mrs. Finnish, like she had two different people inside her.

She was a very church-going person and spent most of her weekends volunteering at church and going to service, but it wasn’t like we were cheating or anything. No laws were being broken. I was a man, and I wanted her, and she clearly wanted me. As hot as the tension between us was, it was also frustrating.

If we both want it, why do we have to play these games? Is all of adulthood like this??

Mrs. Finnish had changed from her morning outfit and now wore a black skirt that dangled just below her knees. The white top she wore hugged her breasts fittingly and left more than a little bit of cleavage. The news played and covered the weather and other things. Despite her close proximity to me and our shoulders and thighs touching, I didn’t make a move on her. Another half hour passed, and Mrs. Finnish grew restless. From the corner of my eye, I saw her hands rubbing her legs, the back of her neck, and back to her legs, fidgeting.

I fought every urge in my body to ignore her. I stared at the TV and picked at my pants to keep a tent from forming. I wanted her to make the first move again. When she did, I was ready. Slowly, she curled to my side as she always did, resting her head on my shoulder. Mrs. Finnish’s hand palmed my arm and rubbed up and down as it worked to my chest and finally down to my jeans. I allowed her to unbutton my pants, but when she returned to her side of the couch to fill her hand with moisturizer, I followed her.

Mrs. Finnish gasped when she realized I had crowded her on the opposite side of the couch and turned to face me, “Matthew—hmm!”

My lips pressed to hers as she slipped to her backside and lay on the couch. There was a tenseness and shock from the kiss that stiffened her body. Clambering between her legs, I quickly felt her feet hook behind my knees and her tongue rise to meet mine. Like butter melting in a warm pan, her lips softened, and she exhaled as she took me in. My hand cupped her cheek, and I felt her hips rise to meet mine as our crotches ground on one another through the fabric.

I don’t know how long we made out for—it could have been minutes or hours for how lost in her I was. My other hand explored her body, groping her marvelous breasts through her shirt, slipping down to her waist, and groping her ass until I felt the zipper on the back of her skirt. When I unzipped her skirt and felt the piece of clothing become loose around her waist, Mrs. Finnish pulled away from me. I already knew what was coming.

“We shouldn’t be doing this…” she whispered as she lifted her butt so I could pull her skirt off and away, “Matthew… this is so wrong…”

“Then why does it feel so right?” I asked as I descended upon her again, my pant and boxers already dangling from one ankle.

“Oh, honey, I c—ahmm!” Mrs. Finnish bit the back of her hand to hide her moan as my hard, young cock pressed onto her slit. I kissed her neck, then wrapped my lips around her lower earlobe and heard her pant. “Honey… Hon… Oh God… Baby, we can’t… I’m—I’m old enough to be your mother…”

My hips pushed forward and back, rubbing my throbbing veiny shaft along her slippery pussy lips and her sensitive clitoris. Her body writhed, lifting and shifting as if she was crawling out of her skin.

“Oh, my God… Oh my God…” she repeated over and over again in a whisper. Every slow buck of my hips drew my swollen head closer to slipping inside her, and Mrs. Finnish gasped a deep breath each time as if anticipating the moment. “Oh, God… Baby… baby, we—ohhhh my…”

It was a shock to both of us when my throbbing shaft slipped inside Mrs. Finnish’s pussy. The sudden rush of warmth and wetness engulfed me, and it felt like heaven. I pushed deeper inside her, heard her whine, and felt her fingers dig into my back.

“Ooooohh God—honey… honey… You’re too big, I can’t—Oh God!” she yelped as I pulled out and shoved my cock back inside her. Her hand smacked the side of the couch before reaching above her head and gripping the armrest as if my bucking hips would knock her out of the house. “Ah ahh ahhhgod!”

The older woman moaned with every thrust I made. I felt her legs snake around my hips like a boa constrictor holding its prey.

“Oh, baby—yes… oh God… oh God… yes… just like that,” Mrs. Finnish moaned between short breaths. Her reluctance gave way to lust as her hands grabbed at the back of my shirt as I straightened and peeled it over my head.

Naked and sitting upright, I gripped the back of her knees and pushed her legs and hips up and back, spreading her legs and stuffing her into the corner of the couch. Gritting my teeth, I bucked harder into the older woman until my balls smacked into her, and so did my body, making a clapping sound.

“Ughh Jesus—God!” she cried. Her narrowed eyes and pleading face looked up at me as waves of pleasure crashed over her expression. “Yes, yes, yes, honey, just like that. Give it to me—ugh, oh my God!”

Slamming my cock inside her, I watched her panic and grow desperate. Her hands tried to grip me, but when that failed, they grabbed at the couch. Her mouth opened wide as she gasped, and her eyebrows went tall.

“Oh, my—honey… honey… hon—fuck! I’m cumming!” she screamed as her eyes rolled backward and her body convulsed.

I felt an immense pressure and pulled my shaft out of her pussy just as a burst of liquid shot from her hole, soaking the towels beneath us. Mrs. Finnish groaned and panted as she tried to recover, but I wasn’t finished yet.

“Oh, Matthew… ughhh…” she whimpered as I shoved my cock back inside her. In a sprint of thrusts, I heard our wet bodies slop together as I fucked her harder and harder. Watching her massive breasts bounce in her white top was mesmerizing. Her huge tits bounced up to her chin with every thrust. Finally, it became too much. I groaned, rolling my eyes to the ceiling as I lost control.

Pulling my cock out, my shaft flexed, shooting its seed over Mrs. Finnish’s pussy and her belly as I groaned.

“Oh, Matthew… oh… oh, honey…” she gasped, catching her breath. Her head lulled from side to side as she tried to focus. “Oh my God… I’ve never been fucked like that before…”

I slumped into the couch, leaning on Mrs. Finnish’s thick thigh as I remained between her legs. Both of us sucked down air as we recovered. Even my head still spun from that powerful orgasm. I couldn’t believe we hadn’t done this in the last two weeks!

Well, at least I have one more week left with Mrs. Finnish, I thought with a smile creeping on my lips.


[image: Next Book In The Series!]


READ THIS BOOK NEXT!




Read The Next Book

In This Series!

Comforting Neighbor

Kissed

On Amazon!


JOIN THE NEWSLETTER




You’ll receive one (1) email at the beginning of each month with a preview of all upcoming books by Raven Black & April Gold.

Join Now!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR




I write detailed, steamy romance for men and women. While all can enjoy my books, they are separated into two pen names for easy access.

Raven Black has mostly male point-of-view characters and often features female dominant characters.

April Gold has female point-of-view characters and features female submissive characters.

Each book is packed with maximum heat!

Author Website

[image: Instagram icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Facebook icon]


[image: INDECENT BOOK CLUB]


PREVIEW!


Indecent Book Club


“Ohh Derek! Don’t stop!” Angela moaned.

He couldn’t if he wanted to. The gorgeous MILF he fucked had her feet touching behind his back as he thrust inside her and her right hand hooked around the back of his neck, keeping her balanced on the kitchen counter. Glancing up at the rustic mahogany clock Angela kept on her kitchen wall, he could see the big hand hovered a centimeter behind the little one.

It was nearly noon.

“Mrs. Thompson, it’s almost noon,” he said. “They can show up at any minute.”

“Ugh! I don’t care! I don’t care! I need this. I need this now! Now fuck me like the deprived slut that i am!” she screamed so loud I was sure people walking their dogs on the sidewalk in this quiet neighborhood heard her.

What began a week ago as a ‘well, it seemed like a good idea at the time,’ an opportunistic fling with the mature neighbor was about to ruin Derek’s life in one minute. This insatiable woman he had somehow sexually unlocked was the social butterfly with her nose weaseled, not only in Derek’s personal life, but apparently farther than Derek’s liking into his professional life, too. In fact, the longest attending member of her monthly book club also happened to be Derek’s boss’, boss’, boss at the law firm he was just hired into for his first job out of college.

Only I could ruin my career at twenty-five years old, three weeks into my first job as a lawyer.

Another attendee of this well-known book club was the mother of his ex-girlfriend, another gem that connects to every friend and acquaintance he had in real life or social media. So that was a bomb ticking closer to zero, and yet, that wasn’t the bomb he feared the most and the reason he dreaded the two clock hands coming together. This book club, which was beginning in the next few minutes, also attended his mother.

How could things have gotten so fucked in just a week? I’m about to lose all my friends, ruin my career, and be despised by my own family all because I got tipsy and had rebound sex with the hot neighbor.

“Oh, yes. Give it to me! Harder!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

Derek knew from experience if he were to try to disentwine himself from the horny woman her voracious sexual appetite would only urge her to cling tighter and demand more. The fastest way to extricate himself from this conundrum was to finish what he started.

Sliding his left hand up her chest, Derek groped her breasts one at a time. Squeezing and mashing them into her chest, he scooped them out of the white and blue flower-patterned sundress she wore. Mrs. Thompson’s breasts were pale compared to her tanned arms and neck. The heavy and round tits bounced wildly in her sundress and now clapped together with every thrust outside her dress. Out of her hairstyle, which she had scolded him for calling it a ‘Karen haircut’ (it’s a blond with streaks inverted bob with side-swept bangs cut at an angle, she had said after one passionate night of powerful orgasms), the only part of her perfectly sculpted hair that moved was her bangs shook from side to side as her body rocked.

“Yes, take me. Make me your whore!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

Derek’s hand slipped behind her neck, grabbed a lock of her crispy, product-filled hair, and yanked her head down to the kitchen.

“Ahhh! Fuck! Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” Mrs. Thompson screamed.

Flipping the skirt of her dress over her belly, Derek saw his thick throbbing cock force open her tight pussy lips as he entered her. Scooting her lower on the kitchen counter by her hair, he bit his lower lip hard as he rammed her pussy harder.

“Ah ah ah ah ahhh–oh god!” she grunted with every thrust.
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