
        
            
        

    


	The MILF Next Door

	Jillian Cumming

	 

	Copyright 2020 Jillian Cumming

	All Rights Reserved

	 

	Author’s Note: All characters depicted in intimate acts are 18 years of age or older, of no relation, and are fully consenting.

	 




Kevin would be lying if he said that he didn't find Debra kind of hot.

	"Do your parents know that you're throwing this party?" Debra crossed her arms beneath her breasts, which were lovely and round beneath her top. Kevin did his best not to stare at them.

	"I'm 18 now," Kevin replied with a quirk of his eyebrow, "I don't need their permission."

	She leaned against the doorframe so that Kevin could see over her shoulder and onto the street. Debra lived across from them. Had for his whole life.

	"Not to throw a party, but to use their house you bet your ass they do. And I am betting that they don't know anything about this," Debra nodded, bringing attention to the thump of music and the laughter of what was happening inside the house behind Kevin.

	He swallowed hard, trying to think fast. His parents were out of town so he threw a party with a bunch of people from school. Sort of one last hurrah before college started and everyone moved away.

	Then he caught a whiff of Debra's perfume and that dragged his mind back to other thoughts. Like how Debra was about his mom's age-mid 40s or so-but that didn't stop him from wondering about what she looked like naked.

	He thought again of how he'd known her pretty much his whole life, and how that made those particular lustful thoughts kind of perverted. He pushed them from his mind.

	"Okay, fine, they don't know. Are you going to tell them?" Kevin held his breath, trying to read Debra's face.

	She looked older but not old. Nice skin, bright eyes. Definitely something of a MILF. Kevin suppressed that thought before his cock could start stiffening against his jeans.

	The last thing he wanted was to pop a boner in front of her. What if she laughed?

	Then Debra worked her mouth a little in thought, her lips pressing tightly together for a moment. She gave him a look up and down that Kevin didn't know what to make of.

	"Tell you what," she started, "I won't tell your mom and dad..."

	Kevin's shoulders sagged in relief. He thought about hugging her but decided against it. His cock wasn't exactly soft at the moment and he didn't need her to feel it pressing against her stomach.

	"But," Debra continued, smiling a little at the way Kevin flinched, "I know how young people are. I'm going to chaperone this party. Make sure nothing gets broken and that no one gets in too much trouble."

	"What? Come on!" Kevin didn't resist as she stepped past him into the house.

	"It's either that or we can your parents. You choose," Debra said.

	Kevin gave her an eye roll for the ages, but then said, "Fine. Just... stay out of the way, okay? I don't want people thinking my mom is keeping an eye on us."

	She raised an eyebrow at him, "But I'm not your mother, Kevin. Fine, I'll stay in the parlor. I know no one your age wants to go in there anyway. But I'll be listening the whole time!"

	"Whatever," Kevin shook his head.

	Debra turned to go, and Kevin caught himself letting his eyes run down her body. Debra kept herself in shape, and when he saw the firm-looking curves of her hips and ass a deep tingle ran up from his balls and down his shaft.

	She kept her word, though. Kevin saw her once or twice when she went into the kitchen to grab a beer, but that was it.

	The party went on until it didn't, hitting that critical point where everyone had talked about everything and flirted with everyone that they wanted to flirt with.

	And somehow, no one wanted to stay the night. More than a dozen teens slumped, lurched, or walked off into the night.

	He hadn't even really drank much of anything. It was a night he didn't want hazy from booze.

	Kevin stood at the front door, "See you next week, right?"

	"Sure," came the reply from one of his friends.

	Everything felt a little funny after that. Too empty and quiet. Kevin closed the door and started back down the hall, passing the parlor on the way.

	He caught a glimpse of her from the corner of his eye, the memory of her presence crashing back into his thoughts. She reclined on the couch in the darkness, the screen of her phone the only illumination.

	"Debra?" Kevin flicked on the light.

	She threw a hand up ni front of her face and squinted into the sudden brightness. "Oh wow, how late is it?" She glanced at her phone screen, "Wow."

	"Yeah, maybe time to get on home to bed?" Kevin tried to ignore the way her shirt had ridden up, exposing her flat tummy. He thought he might jerk off before going to sleep tonight.

	"I think so. The guest bedroom still there?" Debra asked.

	Kevin frowned, "Your place is across the street."

	Debra sat up, her shirt falling down and covering the formerly exposed skin. "It is. But I think your mom and dad would want to know that some girl didn't sneak her way back into the house after everyone left."

	Heat flooded Kevin's cheeks, "Why would...?"

	"It's okay. Here, help me up," Debra reached out for him.

	He knelt over and pulled her to her feet. Slinging one of her arms of his shoulder, he started walking towards the guest room. Her hand slipped down his back. He yelped as she pinched his ass. She giggled again.

	“Wow, your butt is so firm,” she said, “Is mine?”

	She grabbed his hand and put it on one of her ass cheeks, squeezing his fingers into her flesh with his own. His cock jumped in his pants. He jerked his hand away.

	“Cut it out,” he said, opening the bedroom door and flicking on the light. 

	He tried to put her on the bed, but she moved in front of him, putting her arms over his shoulders and looking up into his face. He tried his damndest to make his growing cock soften as he felt her stiff nipples against him. 

	“Kevin? Kevin?” Debra said. She ran one of her hands over his cheek.

	“Yeah?” He said, trying to look anywhere but at her.

	“I need you to do something for me.”

	Kevin sighed, rolling his eyes. “Fine, so long as you promise to go to sleep after.”

	“I promise!”

	“So what is it?” He said.

	When he looked at her, he didn’t like the devilish grin she had on her face. 

	“I've been thinking about you a lot lately. You're so big and strong and handsome now. There's something I've never let a guy do to me before, not even my husband, and I want you to be the first. As a going away present for college. I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

	Is this a dream? Kevin wondered, squeezing his eyes shut and shaking his head. When he opened his eyes, Debra was still there. She’d started grinding her hips against his, making his cock harden even more.

	“You want me to what?” He said.

	She tapped the tip of his nose with her finger. “Listen to me! I want you to shove that stiff cock of yours into my tight little asshole!”

	No woman had ever spoken to him like that before. So forward. He'd heard of cougars before, but this was ridiculous.

	And hot. So fucking hot. 

	He came to full hardness against her. He actually considered it for a moment before realizing what he was doing.

	“Debra, no, don’t be silly. Look, you’ve had a few to drink. So, let me put you to bed and we’ll talk—“

	She pulled her face to his, kissing him. He could taste beer in that kiss, but no very strong. She'd only had a couple over the course of the whole night. She also shoved her hand down his pants, wrapping her fingers around his cock. He grunted, trying to pull back as she stroked him. 

	His lips felt numb when she finally pulled back. “Come on, I’ve seen you look at me sometimes. You don’t know how many times I’ve thought about your cock since my husband left me...”

	Kevin pushed the heels of his hands against his closed eyes as she slid down onto her knees in front of him. Is this really happening? He asked himself as she undid his pants and pulled them down.

	He felt his cock spring up, then felt her fingers grasp it again.

	“Ooh. It’s bigger than I thought. Gonna need to be good and wet if it’s going into my asshole.”

	God! Yes, it’s happening! Kevin said to himself as he felt her lips plunge down over the head of his cock. He groaned as his older neighbor's tongue slurped around him. She made gargling, choking noises as her mouth slid up and down his length.

	She was good at it. Even with his eyes closed, he knew she’d soaked him with her saliva already. He could feel gobs and strings of it being pushed down his shaft by her lips. 

	Finally, he opened his eyes and looked. She was staring up into his face as her mouth slid up and down him. That wicked look returned to her eyes when she noticed him watching. 

	“Fuck...” Kevin said as she pushed her lips all the way down him. He felt the tip of her nose touch his stomach.

	She moaned on him, and he hissed. He felt those vibrations go all the way up his back. 

	She cleared her throat as she pulled her lips back all the way to the head. She kissed it, nuzzled it, let the tip of her tongue press into the little slit on the end. 

	“You’re so hard for me. Are you thinking about shoving this into my little asshole? Can you see it in your mind? Can you see my little asshole stretched around this big cock?”

	She pushed her mouth down him again before he could reply. She laughed when she pulled off him.

	"I didn't know you were so dirty, Debra," Kevin said.

	“Just think about how I’m going to moan while you’re fucking me. God, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted to have this.”

	Working up some saliva, she spat down on the top of his shaft. Holding the head with one hand, she used the other to smooth the new layer of spit over his flesh. Kevin couldn’t keep himself from groaning as he watched his stepsister’s hands lube him up. 

	As she stood up, she pulled off her shirt, then her bra. Falling back on the bed and laughing, she pushed her shorts and panties down to her ankles and kicked them off. 

	She let her tongue slowly lick her lips and she pulled her knees back to her chest. Kevin found her couldn’t take her eyes off her pussy. She’d shaved it completely. Her lips looked so sexy. He could see her juices glistening in her slit.

	“I made myself ready for you. Do you like it?”

	Kevin’s mouth went dry, and his cock flexed. 

	He took a step toward her. She laughed, then turned over onto her stomach. The next instant, she’d arched her ass in the air. She pulled her cheeks apart so that he could see her tight little rosebud. She wriggled her body at him. 

	“Come on.”

	Kevin fell to his knees by the bed. He moved her hands away from her cheeks and replaced them with his own. He pulled her cheeks apart again, squeezing them. When he spread them farther apart, her asshole opened slightly. It looked so good. 

	She squealed when he put his lips on her. His tongue flicked out, licking the wrinkled ring of flesh. She kept wriggling as he rubbed his tongue against her hole, getting it good and wet. 

	When he finished with that, he let his tongue slide down to her pussy for a moment. He stuck the tip into her, moving it around. She gasped. The taste of her juices intoxicated him, and he felt his cock pulse.

	Standing up, he gave her ass a small spanking. She kept laughing, smiling back at him, as he moved closer to her. He put the sopping head of his cock against her wet asshole. 

	Debra’s mouth opened wide as he pushed against the tightness of that hole. Her laughs disappeared as her teeth gritted and she frowned in effort. 

	“Get that cock in there,” she said, pushing back against him.

	She was so forward, so open with what she wanted. Kevin wondered if all older women were like this.

	Her asshole was the tightest thing he’d ever felt around his cock. Even so, all the lubing they’d done began paying off. Kevin hissed as he watched her rosebud begin stretching around him. He’d flexed his cock as hard as he could; the head was so taut that he could see his reflection in its purple flesh.

	“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Debra kept muttering.

	Kevin kept her ass cheeks spread apart as far as he could, trying to stretch her asshole as much as he could.

	After the ridge around the head entered, it was almost easy from there.

	Debra’s mutters and gasps turned to moans. She squeezed handfuls of his comforter as Kevin grunted. He pushed inch after inch of his cock into her asshole. She cried out, begging him to shove it all into her. 

	He did his best to oblige her request. He watched as her tightness gripped him, pushing back against his cock. Keeping himself flexed in her, Kevin moved his hands to her hips. When he pulled, they both groaned. More of his cock slipped through that tight hole. 

	It was different from anything he’d felt before. There was tightness all around his shaft, and warmth. She felt so hot on him, as though the heat of her lust permeated her entire body. 

	As his hips bumped against her cheeks, he let out a little triumphant laugh. 

	“Do you like it?” he said. He flexed harder in her, and she yelped. Her body stiffened, and she squeezed him harder. 

	“You feel so good in me. It’s so hard and big.”

	Kevin gritted his teeth, pulling his lips back in a snarl. He began pulling back out of her. Her asshole pulled back along his length. It still felt so tight around him. Then Debra squeezed it around him, like she didn’t want him to leave. He pulled back harder, watching her tight ring stretch back along his shaft. 

	He stopped when it started trying to stretch back over the ridge of the head. Taking a breath, he thrust back into her. 

	Debra got a look that was almost pain on her face, and she pushed her nose against the mattress.

	The first few strokes back and forth were the hardest ones. He started spitting down onto his cock each time he unsheathed it. Soon, he found he could fuck her harder and faster. When this happened, he began slamming into her. 

	She moaned and yelped as he crammed his cock as quickly as he could into her asshole. The bed began shaking.

	“Harder!” Debra cried out.

	Kevin squeezed her hips harder. Her backside slammed against him every time he pushed forward. She began shoving her ass back as well. 

	His cock was a blur as it disappeared into her tightest hole and then pulled back out, over and over. 

	“Fuck me, Kevin! Fuck me in the ass! Oh, yes...” Debra said. She couldn’t even keep her eyes open. 

	The urge to change positions took him. Grabbing her around the waist, he turned Debra around on his cock, putting her on her back. She held her own ankles up as he pushed at the back of her knees. 

	The lips of her pussy had darkened as her body had flushed with blood and desire. 

	Kevin laid into her again, giving her long, full strokes with his shaft. She moaned, and kept sucking her lip into her mouth. From that angle, she could put her chin against her chest and watch his cock as he slid it back and forth.

	When he put the ball of his thumb on her clit, she started shaking. Debra shoved the back of her head against the bed, arching her back up. 

	Kevin kept playing with her little erect love button, moving his thumb in circles over and around it. 

	He went faster when he noticed how hard she was gripping her ankles.

	“Are you going to come?” Kevin asked, feeling his own cock swell at the thought of making his her come on him. He wanted her to come. Wanted to make her feel good. Wanted to show her that even though he wasn't as experienced as her she could still enjoy every inch of him.

	“Kevin, I’m so wet, Kevin. I... I think I’m going to...!” She couldn’t speak anymore.

	Kevin just rubbed her faster, fucked her asshole harder. 

	His eyes widened as he watched her pussy trembled.

	“Oh fuck!” Kevin said as she squirted on him. Her juices spurted from her pussy in a torrent, landing on his bed and on his bare shaft.

	Debra let out a wordless yell as her climax overcame all other senses. Her sex glistened with her juices as her body shuddered. She pushed a handful of the blanket into her mouth and bit down, trying to stifle her screams. 

	As soon as she was able, she spoke again.

	“Come on, brother. Come in my asshole. Shoot your hot cum into me. I want it, I want it so bad.”

	Kevin took his thumb from her pussy. He squeezed her thighs as he gave up control of his body to his desire. His cock slammed in and out of her asshole as hard as he could make it. 

	“Oh!” Kevin groaned. 

	The long, full thrusts stopped. He moved his cock back and forth against her tightness only a few inches as he swelled in her. The first spurt shot from him into her so hard it almost hurt. He gritted his teeth, all the tendons in his neck standing out. 

	“That’s it, Kevin. Fill me up. It’s so warm in me...”

	She squeezed him with her asshole as he spurted into her again and again. 

	He couldn’t believe how many times his cock flexed in her, shooting out more and more cum. 

	His whole body shook with exhaustion when he finally finished. He left his cock in her for a little bit longer, savoring the tightness of it, letting her squeeze out the last few drops of his seed.

	As he pulled out of her, some of his cum came out as well.

	“Stay on your back. I don’t want any of that cum getting into your pussy,” he said.

	She smiled at him devilishly, as though she was considering letting it happen anyway. Kevin shook his head.

	"I'll bet you're glad I decided to keep an eye on you tonight," she said.

	"Maybe. I think I'll make sure to let you know next time I decide to throw a party. You know, so you can chaperone," Kevin replied.

	"Just so long as you drain those big young balls in me when I tell you to," Debra reached over and gave them a squeeze, smiling at him when he yelped in surprise. "I'm not done with you yet, young man."




cover.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













