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CHAPTER ONE




Ipeeked through the tiny slit in the cracked bathroom door. I won’t try to justify my actions—there was no justification. Spying on a naked woman was wrong, but what can I say? I was a horny eighteen-year-old boy. Walking through my neighbor’s house while she was getting out of the shower with the door partially open was like baiting the hook and dangling it in front of me.

Miss. Bennet had been my curvy neighbor all my life. A pleasant woman who lived alone in the house beside my parents and never caused any problems. She was a middle school teacher at a private school, so I never had her as my teacher, but we had kept up with one another over the years. During my youngest years, she taught a bible study group with all the kids in the neighborhood; then, as I aged and entered my entrepreneurial years, Miss. Bennet became my first customer for cutting grass at twelve years old.

Over the years, my services expanded and grew to include mulch, weeding, gardening, and power washing to the point now, as I am on the verge of graduating high school, I didn’t have to go to college if I didn’t want to. I was already making a livable wage with over a hundred clients. However, with the money I saved up throughout middle school and high school, I decided to put myself through college and business school. I’d still keep my business going, but I would be starting fresh with new clients a hundred miles away near the University of Tennessee. After six years of handling her lawn, today was my last cut.

Last weekend was my graduation, and tonight, after I went home and showered, I was moving to my apartment to get a head start on building a client base over the summer before school began. So when I came into her house to say goodbye and thanks, I guess I didn’t really expect to find Miss. Bennet here. I shouldn’t have peeked a look. I shouldn’t have kept looking after peeking; I knew this. But there was something captivating about seeing her step out of the shower. She had been my friendly neighbor and mother-like figure for so long it was like I was just seeing her as a woman for the first time.

A curvy, sexy woman… I thought. Her long brunette hair clung to her back as she reached for a towel and got to work drying her body off. Her plump breasts were scarred with stretch marks and swayed with her every turn. She had more padding, as most women did in their forties, but carried it well. Adjusting my jeans, I felt my cock continue to grow and harden at the sight. I swear I was just about to look away and leave when I was spotted. It was if Miss. Bennet had a sixth sense that just kicked in. Without warning, her eyes snapped to the mirror from which I had been watching her reflection, and shock washed over her face.

Backing away from the bathroom door was futile now, but the juvenile portion of my brain took over and did it anyway. I was caught with my hand in the cookie jar. I looked for the exit and started running. The thing that stopped me was the sharp and swift shriek of Miss. Bennet’s voice halted me in my tracks and sent my mind reeling back a decade to bible study school. She’d use the same voice then to chastise me for playing in the back of class rather than paying attention.

“Ben!” her voice was wrought with unstable emotions. “You turn around and look at me.”

Turning around like a whipped dog, I squinted through winced eyes up at Ms. Bennet. She stood in the doorway to her bathroom with a towel clenched around her body and over her bountiful breasts. The surprise in her wide eyes hurt almost as much as the fear in her tight grip on her towel as if I would try to take it from her or do anything else that was unconscionable to think.

“And what were you doing, mister?” she asked, cocking her head to the side. Her wet hair that wasn’t clung to her back dangled with the direction of motion.

“I—I’m sorry, Miss. Bennet,” I stuttered and looked away to hide my embarrassment. While I had always had an unparalleled work ethic and drive when it came to business and school, my confidence was constantly lacking when it came to social situations—especially women. I had a feeling this interaction wasn’t going to improve that. “I finished your lawn and just came in to say goodbye because, you know, I—I was leaving for college, so I wanted to say bye, and I heard the shower running, but…” The staccato and stutters of my words became so much that I simply slumped where I stood and sighed. “I’m sorry I spied on you. Please don’t tell my parents.”

Ms. Bennet huffed a sigh and made a face as she tilted her head back the other way. The stiff lines of the stern, middle-aged teacher softened as her shoulders fell before she made an apologetic face.

“I—I’ll just go,” I said in a hurry to leave the increasingly awkward moment. “Sorry, again.”

“Wait, wait,” Ms. Bennet said with a final exasperated sigh. “I’m not gonna let you leave on a bad note. Not after so many years of you being a good young man. Come in over here to the living room. Have a seat.”

I winced again, preferring to just leave on a bad, awkward note than prolong this moment, but she was already walking to the living room, so I followed.

I sat down on a loveseat and expected her to sit in the chair beside it, but instead, she sat next to me. Immediately, I locked my neck and stared as high on her face as possible as she was still naked except for the beige towel she had wrapped around her. When she sat down, the towel slipped up, revealing the length of her thick thighs and her creamy skin that led all the way to her shaved pussy that I spied on earlier. It was like a magnet that pulled on my sight down with a tractor beam, but I resisted.

“I’m a forgiving woman, and I know ‘boys will be boys,’ so I won’t hold it against you, but just know, you should only look on a lady who is naked if you asked permission first, okay?” she said in a voice I thought only teachers had mastered.

“Yes, of course,” I mumbled, though in the back of my head, I wondered what would happen if I asked for permission right then and there.

“Good,” Ms. Bennet said with a proud smile. “Now I just wanted to say I’m so happy to see you going to college. I remember when you were a little tike in my Sunday school. Now look at you. The only problem is you’ve been doing my lawn so long, I don’t know if I can do it myself.” She laughed and patted my shoulder as I joined in. “Well, I hope you enjoy your time there, have lots of experiences, and learn lots, okay?”

“Yes—yeah, I’ll do my best,” I said.

“Now, let me go find my wallet. I want to give you a little something extra since it’s your last—oh!” Ms. Bennet patted my lap as she stood, but she wasn’t prepared—and I hadn’t realized—the erection standing tall in my jeans poked down at an odd angle and wrote where she touched.

As shock over came her Ms. Bennet’s face as her hand recoiled, horror drowned my face. I didn’t think there was a lower level of shame I could possibly stoop to but somehow I found it.

“Oh God, I’m—I’m so sorry, I—I didn’t know,” I blurted out and moved to stand, but Ms. Bennet stopped and quieted me.

“It’s okay, dear. It’s okay. It’s my fault; I shouldn’t have touched you so recently after… seeing those things,” she said hesitantly. A smile was stuck in the corner of her lips, and she pursed her lips as she looked down on it with pity. “It’s not the first penis I’ve seen, and I’m sure it's not the first time that’s happened to you.”

“In public, it is,” I admitted. “God, this is so embarrassing. I didn’t even realize—I’m sorry…”

Ms. Bennet laughed a light giggle and petted my shoulder this time, “Stop apologizing, Ben. You did nothing wrong. Honestly, it’s kind of flattering. I didn’t think a young man like you could even possibly still find me attractive.”

“Are you kidding?” I blurted out. The smile on her face deepened, and a slight pink hue warmed her cheek.

“Well… I am over twice your age, so…” she said, pulling her wet hair over one shoulder distractedly.

“That—” I started but hesitated as I didn’t want to dig myself a deeper hole but then looked back down at my raging boner pressing through my jeans and realized I was already at the bottom. “Well, that doesn’t bother me.”

“Oh, you’re too kind, Ben. You definitely got the butterflies airborne in this old gal’s belly.” Ms. Bennet laughed, trying to break the tension as the pink of her cheeks turned ruby red.

There were several seconds that followed her laughter, which was filled with awkward silence. Had I not already been immune to the discomfort in the air, they might have killed me, but then Ms. Bennet did something so surprising that it caught me off guard.

In a sudden burst of motion, she pulled her towel down, flashing me with her massive breasts, and quickly covered them again. A devious grin and giggle consumed her as she hid her face and nuclear red cheeks with a hand. “Ah! I can’t believe I did that!”

“Can I touch them? I’ve never…”

Ms. Bennet’s eyebrows went high with shock. “You mean you never… you’re a virgin?” she asked, blinked, and suddenly realized the forwardness of her words when she saw the hurt in my reaction. “I’m sorry to sound so… I just… you’re a handsome young man and always seem so popular. I just thought…”

I was so caught up in the moment that I didn’t realize what I was admitting to until it was too late. Now I was afraid to say anything else and was afraid of divulging even more. This conversation just went from one of the most embarrassing of my life to the most insulting.

“I have just always been busy, you know, with school or the business…” my words trailed off as I hung my head.

“Hey…” Ms. Bennet whispered and scooted an inch closer to me as she rested a hand on my knee. “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s a good thing. It means you have discipline and character. You’re going off to college; you have plenty of time for all that. Trust me,” she said with a small chuckle at the end. Pursing her lips, she looked around her living room as if people might have magically appeared without her knowing, then loosened her towel. “Here… just don’t let your parents know, okay?”

The towel fell to her lap and I was able to truly appreciate the beauty of Ms. Bennet’s figure. The curve of her large, round natural breasts as they hung from her chest. The circle of pink areola surrounding the hard nub of a nipple.

She smiled and giggled a little at my face of wonder, “Well, go on.”

Raising my palms to her breasts, I couldn’t help but feel astonished at how soft her skin was. Compared to my coarse and calloused hands from years of strenuous labor, slipping my hands over, around, and under her breasts felt like massaging silk pillows. I don’t know how long my hands were on her while stuck in my trance, but when I finally looked up at Ms. Bennet, I saw her eyes were closed, and her lips parted in a silent gasp.

She’s enjoying my touch, I realized with bubbling excitement. My cock flexed, trying its hardest to rip through my jeans. When her eyes flicked open, I returned my gaze to her breasts and pretended to have not noticed.

My touch changed from one of exploration to one with a purpose. I had a goal now. Gently, I pressed my palms into her nipples and rubbed in outward circles, my strong fingers groping her thickness with every motion. I noticed her chest rise and fall with greater speed, and the sound of her breath grew louder. When I moved my thumbs to her nipples and started to circle them, Ms. Bennet pushed a hand down to the couch cushion to steady herself, but while doing so, she knocked part of the towel from her lap. I could almost see what lay between her legs.

In my distraction, my hands moved on their own, rolling her nipples between my fingers, flicking her aching nipples with the pads of my thumbs, and squeezing and mashing her heavy breasts with a stronger grip now. Ms. Bennet’s brow was knitted, and her forehead creased as she screamed in silence. I bit my lip and read her body’s cues, continuing to molest her breasts and nipples in whatever way caused the older woman the most agony until it happened.

Jutting out a hand, Ms. Bennet gripped my strong biceps. At first, I thought she tried to stop me, but then I felt her pull me closer as she leaned forward. Pressing her thighs together, she heaved and gasped until a stuttered moan escaped her lips as she rocked forward and back. With eyes closed, I don’t think she realized how close she came to kissing me in one motion, then nearly putting her head in my lap in the next. I smelled the fruity odor of her hair conditioner and the familiar spice of the perfume she had been lightly using for decades now. My cock flexed so hard in my jeans, for a moment, I wondered if I just came accidentally.


CHAPTER TWO




When the moment passed, Ms. Bennet sucked in a deep breath and exhaled, shuttering. Opening her eyes, it was as if she just remembered where she was and who she was as she quickly leaned back and covered her breasts with one arm while the other hand searched for the towel.

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I retracted, wondering if I crossed a line.

“Oh, um, don’t be. No, dear. You did nothing wrong,” Ms. Bennet said, licking her lips. “It’s um, it’s just I haven’t been touched like that in quite some time. My body just isn’t used to it is all. Maybe it’s best if you head on home.”

“Okay,” I said and stood. Ms. Bennet and I froze at the same time with our eyes locked on my crotch. If my hard-on was a small tent before, it had now turned my pants into a triangle. At the tip of my tent, a small round wet spot formed on the crotch of my jeans. If the pre-cum made it that far, I couldn’t even imagine the mess in my boxers. “Oh, sorry, I—I don’t think I can,” I sighed, humiliated. “Can I just wait here for a few minutes? Let it go down before going back home.”

“Uh, sure. Yeah, of course,” she said. “I’m… just going to get my robe.”

When Ms. Bennet left for the bathroom, I spent the next several minutes trying to calm down and relax, but nothing made it budge. It got to the point that I was even getting concerned; normally, they went away after a minute or two. Ten minutes later, Ms. Bennet returned with drier hair, a layer of makeup applied, and wearing a black silk robe, which wasn’t helping anything. The robe was thin and hugged her hips and breasts. Her nipples showed through the fabric as if it was see-through mesh.

“No, luck?” she said, looking down at the growing stain on my jeans.

“No, sorry. Um, you think I could use your bathroom… um, for a few minutes?” I asked, tossing another shovel full of embarrassment out of the hole I was digging.

Ms. Bennet flattened her lips disapprovingly and rubbed a hand on her forehead, expressing her dismay at their strange situation.

“Um, sure, yeah. I suppose it’s fine. Kind of a strange situation we’re in, huh?” she giggled and led me to the bathroom.

Ms. Bennet had a water closet-style bathroom with a toilet and shower in a separate room within the bathroom. Stepping into the toilet room, I felt a flush of heat hit my face as I closed the door. Ms. Bennet awkwardly turned to the mirror over the sink and went back to applying her makeup.

Removing my jeans and boxers, I found a mess of pre-cum covering my shaft that protruded like a kickstand. As soon as I started stroking, logic and reason diminished in my mind until they were forgotten concepts. I couldn’t believe I was jacking off alone in front of this toilet when there was this curvy cougar who had already come from me, touching her breasts on the other side of this door. Twisting the doorknob carefully with my free hand, I pulled it open a few millimeters until I could see through the sliver of a crack.

Ms. Bennet flicked on eye shadow and mascara while leaning over her sink. The bulge of her fat ass stuck through her robe. When she leaned back to search through her tray of makeup, I could see the flaps of her robe had loosened, and her breasts were visibly shaking as she moved about. Seconds went by as I jerked off when, to my surprise, she undid her robe entirely. The black silk hugged the outside of her breasts and thighs like it was begging to fall off completely. I bit my lip as she reached for something close to the door, moving closer. I could see the small mound of blonde hair between her legs, and my cock throbbed.

I relived a familiar startle when Ms. Bennet finished applying her lipstick and pushed her nearest hand slowly through the cracked door.

She knows! I thought, and my heart dropped on my stomach.

I was preparing my next in a series of apologies when her hand continued in until it bumped against the side of my cock. Immediately, her delicate fingers slipped around my shaft and began to stroke me. The sound that escaped my lips was something between a gasp and a groan, but it was the first time another person had touched me there—let alone an attractive woman over twice my age who used to read to me in Sunday school.

With her whole arm in the toilet room with me, she pumped my shaft, making a wet gooey sound as she spread my juices along my cock. She faced forward, staring at herself in the mirror, and watched her breasts jiggle uncontrollably as her robe slipped down her shoulders. It was like she was trying to hide that she was giving me a hand job even though there was no one here to hide it from. My breathing increased to a pant as I leaned forward, catching myself with a hand on the wall as she sapped the strength from me with every stroke. The girth of my cock flexed against her grip, and she squeezed back with every stroke. Ms. Bennet was panting now nearly as hard as she was before when she came. Her teeth clenched; I could feel her hand willing me to cum. With one final hard flex, I shot my load, spilling over the toilet seat and tank as she continued to stroke me until the last dribble fell from my tip.


CHAPTER THREE




When the waves of euphoria finally dissipated, I opened my eyes to see the mess I had made. Thick, smokey white cum covered the toilet, and logic, reason, and embarrassment reappeared in my mind. Ms. Bennet stuck her head inside to observe me and the mess. Before I could apologize, she was waving me away and using a small bottle of cleaner and toilet paper to wipe up my mess. For a moment, with her on her bent over wiping, she looked over at my softening cock a few inches from her face. I held my breath, but the moment passed, and she finished cleaning before straightening to look at me. There was a mixed bag of emotions cluttering her face. Apologies, admonishments, and arousal all competed for dominance.

The moment grew too much for me and my shrinking cock. I reached down for my jeans, and Ms. Bennet held up a hand.

“Wait. Wait…” she said, then sighed, making an uncomfortable face. “Come here.”

Taking me by the hand like a Sunday school teacher would, she led me out of the bathroom, down the hall, and into her bedroom. It was modestly decorated in grays, whites, and soft blues. In the center against the wall was her king-sized bed, which had a dozen square pillows covering it. Standing in front of her bed, I was in a daze. It was like being walked through one of my dreams. Letting her robe fall to the floor, she grabbed the tail of my shirt and pulled it off so that I was as naked as she was.

Ms. Bennet teethed on the corner of her lip, a sign that she was as nervous as I was, which oddly gave me a jolt of confidence. Stepping forward, I kissed her, and she kissed me back. Her warm lips were soft and wet. When her tongue swirled against mine, a crash of vertigo nearly knocked me off my feet. While my hands cupped her hips and slowly inched over her ass in ever-expanding circles, Ms. Bennet’s hands seemed content with rubbing over every hard muscle and divot on my chest, shoulders, and arms.

Just when the kissing was beginning to turn into something else, Ms. Bennet pulled away with a smile on the corner of her lips. “Here, lay down.”

I did and tried to focus on memorizing the sight of Ms. Bennet crawling on all four toward me on her bed, her breasts bouncing between her arms as she neared. Sidling beside me, she licked her lips as she propped herself up on her pillows and fed one of her breasts to me.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered.

Without hesitation, my lips parted, and I accepted her nipple into my mouth. My hands cupped her chest as I licked and kissed her nipple. The soft moans that slowly grew louder egged me on to suck on her nipple.

“Oh, God yes, honey,” she rasped, her fingers combing through my hair. “It’s okay, sweety. Y—you can be a little rough with them. Ahmm… I don’t mind.”

Eyeing her face, I began to teeth on her nipple as I saw the shock mix with pleasure in her eyes. “Oh my God, honey, I’m so sensitive,” she panted.

My rough hands explored her body, rubbing every inch I could reach until they brushed the start of her pubic hair and hesitated. Ms. Bennet’s hand found mine and guided it down between her thighs until the hairs I felt were wet. She pressed my fingers down on her clit and made slow, repetitive circles. Instantly, she reacted.

“Oh my God,” she trembled, her other hand holding me tighter to her breast. “Oh, honey—sweety, don’t stop.”

Switching to her other breast, my lips clamped down on her nipple and began sucking hard immediately. Ms. Bennet bent forward and cried out as her legs clamped around my hand, and her entire body began to tremble.

“Keep going, keep going, keeping, honey—oh… God…” she whispered into the top of my head as I sped my fingers up on her clit. When I bit her nipple, she let out a loud scream and cursed for the time I had ever heard. “Oh shhhiiiit, God!”

My hand slipped off her clit when a splash squirted from her pussy, and her flexed thighs quivered. I had seen women squirt in porn before, but I had always thought it was made up and not a real thing. Touching her clit again, I was able to make one circle on her clit before she jolted back on her hand and grabbed mine, pulling it away from her.

“I… I…” she panted, still trying to catch her breath as she giggled. “I need a second—oh God…” her eyes rolled back as every muscle in her body appeared to tense and loosen sporadically. “It’s been so long since I—I orgasmed like that… God…”

“Are you okay?” I asked, frozen, worried I had done something wrong.

She smiled down at me like I was an adorable pet. Her body finally began to relax, and her panting slowed slightly.

“Come here,” she whispered, though I didn’t even have to move. Ms. Bennet rolled over on top of me. Her lips covered mine as her breasts mashed into my chest. It was her turn to rub a hand down my chest to the half-mast cock between my legs. She hummed a note of approval at its touch and pumped it erect with a few strokes. “Oh, God, honey… you’re so hard…”

Inching one leg over my hips while we kissed, after several minutes, Ms. Bennet was very nearly completely mounted on top of me when I felt her pussy hairs brush the tip of my cock.

“We… we don’t have to do this…” Ms. Bennet whispered suddenly. Her cheek pressed against mine as we broke briefly from our wild make out session. Our hot breath bathed each other as we panted groaned for another. “I don’t—maybe your first time should be, mmm, with someone—someone your own age.”

“No,” I protested, one hand rubbing over her fat ass cheeks and squeezing. This caused Ms. Bennet to cry out and inch her pussy nearer to the tip of my cock. “I want you.” I groaned the first thing that came to mind. “Your body, your lips, God… you have me so turned on. I want you so bad.”

Surprise sprouted on Ms. Bennet’s face and voice, “You do?”

“God, yes. You have no idea how many times I’ve thought about you,” I admitted.

A fire ignited in Ms. Bennet’s eyes that I had never seen before. It was a hunger of insatiability and full of excitement. Her hands cupped my cheeks as she kissed me hard and deep as she lowered her pussy onto my shaft. My hands gripped her fat ass cheeks as I willed her to move quicker, but she refused, savoring the moment as the tip of my cock pierced the tender flesh of her pussy lips.

Breaking the kiss, Ms. Bennet gasped when I was halfway in. The surprise swirled with pleasure on her face as she squinted and moaned. Her tight moist pussy walls squeezed on me as I flexed inside her.

“Oh my God, honey,” she gasped, her eyes flirting with the ceiling as she bit her lip.

Ms. Bennet leaned back, and my cock slipped all the way inside her, and her eyes locked with mine. They were squinted and focused as she gasped for each breath.

“It’s—it’s been so—so many years since I’ve had such a—a hard cock inside me,” she whispered and squealed. My cock throbbed, and she groped her own breasts as she cooed.

Slowly, she started to rock on top of me. The last inches of my cock slipped in and out of her slippery pussy with ease as she mouthed a silent moan with every insertion. The tease wasn’t enough for me. I wanted more.

Gripping Ms. Bennet’s ass with both my fists, I pushed up on my feet and began pumping my cock inside her.

“Oh, lord!” Ms. Bennet yelped and fell forward, catching herself on her hands on either side of my face. Her long blonde hair, still damp from her shower, dangled over my face.

My strong legs and muscular core flexed as I rammed my cock up and into my neighbor’s pussy as I pulled down on her ass. Her swaying tits clapped and made circled above my chest as the older woman squinted and arched her back.

“Yes, yes! Oh God, Ben—yes! Take me!” she cried as the sound of my cock thumping inside her grew louder.

Looking up at this gorgeous, mature, naked woman made my hard cock throb as Ms. Bennet began to ride me more aggressively. The whole bed shook and creaked as her hips moved in unison with my thrusts. I moved my hands up her body and cupped her bouncing breasts in my warm, rough palms. Lifting my head, I fed one of the nipples into my mouth—sucking, tonguing, and biting it before switching to the other.

“Ahh! Ben!” was all she shrieked before her thighs locked around my hips and her pussy tightened around my cock. It was like her body had become a giant hand that clenched around me. Flicking her hair to one side, she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and neck and forced her lips on mine. Kissing me hard and with a passion I didn’t think I would ever know again, Ms. Bennet hummed a note of pleasure.

Despite her shuddering body clamped down on mine, my warm palms slipped down her tender ribs, around the small of her back, and pressed down on her ass as I forced my cock up and into her. Ms. Bennet’s eyebrow went high during the kiss, and she moaned a squeal that I swallowed. Continuing my short, hard thrusts, Ms. Bennet finally broke the kiss as the pleasure became too much, and she released a guttural moan, her hot breath bathing my chin and neck. A violent quiver shuddered through her body, and I felt this mature cougar’s pussy flex and squirt on my cock. She tensed again and released a louder moan and a smaller squirt of juices on my cock.

I was so close to cumming myself that I couldn’t stop. Pressing down on her ass with every hard buck into her turned Ms. Bennet’s face more innocent. Her wide eyes and gaping mouth hovered over me with almost a look of betrayal with every thrust.

“Oh… oh honey, oh God, yes! Keep going!” she cried. “Let it go. Let it go inside me, honey—ugh… sweety, yes! Give it to me!”

With a final thrust inside her, my cock flexed and filled her with spurts of warm semen. Her slippery lips milked my shaft as my balls emptied inside her. Ms. Bennet leaned forward, kissing me deeply. Her breasts mashed against my chest, and her hair draped around my face like a curtain that shut out the entire world from our moment. The euphoria lasted forever, and still, it didn’t feel long enough. After several minutes of making out, my neighbor pulled away from the kiss that I didn’t want to end.

As she stood and put her robe back on, I did my best to savor the sight of her deliciously curvy body, as this was probably the only time I’d see her like this. While I was dressed, Ms. Bennet asked me about my classes and if I was nervous. Suddenly, she was my neighbor again.

“I’m leaving tonight, but plan on coming back for Christmas or Spring Break,” I said. “Maybe we’ll see each other then?” my breath baited with hope.

Ms. Bennet smiled coyly, “I’d like that.” She said.

Walking me to the door, we said our goodbyes, and then, without warning, she pulled me back inside for one final lingering kiss. My neighbor giggled afterward.

“Just needed one more from you,” she admitted.

“I’m going to need more than one from you the next time I see you,” I smiled. Leaving her freshly mowed lawn for the last time, I felt a seed of confidence planted in me that I didn’t have before. I wasn’t a virgin anymore, and I wasn’t a boy anymore. I was a man and ready to start my life, thanks to my neighborly cougar.


EPILOGUE




The sound of a lawn mower interrupted the reality show I was watching, but I didn’t mind; it was an episode I had seen before in a season I had seen before. It wasn’t until the sound of the lawnmower grew louder that I realized it wasn’t a neighbor mowing their lawn. Someone was mowing my lawn.

Furrowing my brow, I stood and moved to the front door. Opening it, I saw that the shock that appeared on my face was genuine at the sight of Ben. The young man, without so much as a ‘hello’ had helped himself to the small push mower I had bought in the absence of his services. As he made a passing run on my lawn, the young man waved and smiled. Even though it had only been a year since I’d last seen him, I could see how much he’d grown. Already a muscular man at eighteen, now nineteen, he had filled out even more. His jaw had squared and looked more defined, or perhaps it was the five o’clock shadow he now wore—whatever it was, he looked twenty-five rather than still a teenager.

Except for that smile, I blushed at his boyish charm. That smile looks like the boy I remember.

Giving Ben my best-surprised face, I shook my head and beamed a nuclear smile back at him before waving for him to come inside. He shook his head and pointed at the center of the lawn, which was still overgrown. I rolled my eyes but nodded and went back inside. As soon as the door closed, I ran like a mad woman. Yanking off the hoodie I wore and hopping out of the sweatpants I was wearing on my lazy Saturday in, I stumbled into the bathroom, where I simultaneously combed my hair with one hand while spreading shaving cream on my legs and shaving with the other.

This Saturday might have been the start of spring break for Ben and the college kids, but for my school, today and tomorrow were the last days of our spring break. I had not planned to see anyone until Monday morning. By the time Ben had knocked on my door, I had applied a thin but necessary layer of foundation and light lipstick and slipped into a red, almost pink, sundress to show off my smooth legs. I even impressed myself with my speed.

“Ben! I had no idea you were back in town! You should have called,” I said as we greeted with a hug.

“I wanted to surprise you,” he replied. “Thought I would give you a trim for old time’s sake.”

He followed me into the kitchen, where I made us coffee, and we reconnected. He updated me on his classes and his rapidly growing business while I told him of my many failed attempts to replace him with different lawn services before just giving up and doing it myself.

“That’s why when you find someone good at something, you never let them go,” I said while wiping down the counters. I had been piddling around with pointless tasks for the last half hour to keep myself busy.

“I know,” he chuckled, “you taught me that.”

I blushed instantly, not knowing exactly what he meant but having my suspicions. It was strange talking to him. We hadn’t seen or spoken to each other since he left my bed a year ago, and now our relationship bounced in a murky territory between an old friend and the child I watched grow up into a man. And yet, there was something different about how he spoke to me now. His eyes seemed to constantly be searching for mine; his words were loud, clear, and direct. There was a confidence about him that wasn’t there a year ago. It felt like a tractor beam that I had to fight to keep from getting pulled into him.

“You look beautiful in that dress, by the way,” Ben said when I had my back turned to him while I was drying the sink with a towel.

A million butterflies fluttered in my belly at once, and I strained to keep from letting it show. Glancing over my shoulder, I smiled as innocently as I could, “Oh, this? It’s just something I wear around the house sometimes,” I lied.

The truth was, of course, it was a dress I wore for special occasions—mainly when I wanted to attract men’s eyes, which meant I never wore it. It accented my breasts, and the skirt was cut short on one side, exposing a large portion of my thighs. Though I made it seem that the past year had gone by without me thinking of him, the reality was I couldn’t remember the last orgasm I had where Ben wasn’t the central figure of my fantasy. Being a single middle-aged woman who didn’t date often, I had plenty of toys hidden away in my bedroom, and all of them, in one shape or another, had turned into Ben’s cock, tongue, or hands over the past year.

For so long, I had been able to ignore my often-lackluster sex drive. It had gone dormant since I left my twenties, but something about Ben had… well, awoken it within me. The month following Ben’s departure for college, I think I masturbated more than in all of my twenties. So, yes, the simplest of comments from the young man about my appearance had a significant impact on the bubblies I felt in my belly.

Ben stood and approached me from behind. I froze in anticipation of the touch I knew was coming. His hands lightly brushed the back of my waist and slid around to my sides as his body formed to the back of mine. His touch circled around my front and rubbed down the front of my thighs as I felt his scruffy chin press in the crook of my neck where my hair didn’t hang. I melted immediately into his embrace and released long sigh that sounded suspiciously like a moan.

“We shouldn’t make a habit of doing this…” I hummed as I grabbed the lip of my granite countertops. Ben’s warm hands slid up my sides and scooped under my breasts through my dress. Mashing them together before massaging them individually.

“How many times does it take before its considered a habit?” he asked. His hot breath sent chills down my spine that were punctuated with his wet kisses at the crook of my neck leading up beneath my earlobe.

“I… oh… I don’t know… two or three…” I gasped as his right hand moved up my chest and slipped inside my dress, groping my bare breast and rubbing over my nipple.

“Well, let’s draw the line at three then,” he said.

I bit my lower lip as I smirked a devious smile, “Okay. Mmm!”

Ben’s hand raised to my cheek and pulled my lips to his over my shoulder. Stunned by his assertiveness, my eyebrows went tall as he kissed me hard and kissed me deep. My head swam from the kiss as I lost my place in this world and in time. Reaching back with one hand, I cupped the back of his head as I felt his tongue lap at the roof of my mouth.

This is it. This is my fantasy come to life. After a year of molesting myself, dreaming of this moment, and it is finally here… he is finally here…

As we kissed, Ben’s fingers plucked the straps to my dress off my shoulders and down the sides of my arms. Peeling the fabric down from my cleavage, suddenly, I was standing in my kitchen, pinned against the sink with my breasts hanging out. My breathing quickened as fast as it could through my nose only as his calloused hands groped my bare breasts. His touch was gentle and rough at the same time. His fingers were explorative and purposeful. Ben rolled my nipples between his fingers and thumbs while lifting and circling my breasts simultaneously.

“Oh—honey…” I cried, the moans ending our kiss against both our wishes, but the surge of pleasure from my over-sensitive nipples was too much. “Baby, I need this so—so bad… oh, lord—ah!”

Ben’s fingers plucked at my nipples while his lips and tongue traversed the length of my long neck to my earlobe. The strength left my legs as I stood upright by bracing against the kitchen counter and leaning back against the hard nineteen-year-old man behind me.

Rubbing his hands up and down my breasts, every one of his fingers brushed, pulled, and rubbed against my hard, aching nipples in quick succession. My chest raised and fell as my breathing grew uncontrollably. The constant friction and attention on my nipples made me want to run away and climb on top of Ben at the same time. The pleasure was agonizing as my knees began to shake ungovernably.

“Oh, Ben—Sweetie, oh… my… g—God!” I cried out as the orgasm peaked.

The squirt of juices exiting my pussy drenched my inner thighs before splattering on my hardwood floor. I would have collapsed to the ground with it had Ben not been holding me upright. When I had finally reclaimed ownership of my bodily functions, I leaned forward and tested my legs out. My bare feet felt the wet puddle I stood in.

“You want to go to my bedroom?” I asked over my shoulder softly. A coy smile on my lips.

“Not yet,” he replied, pecking a kiss on my cheek. I beamed a wider grin but furrowed my brow.

Why not yet?

Ben’s hands hooked on my hips and tugged me back and away from the sink, only to press on my back and bend me over onto the countertops.

“Ben!” I said with an astonished giggle in my voice, but immediately after, I felt the length of his finger swirling between my pussy lips and wiping over my clit. My jaw dropped, and my eyes squinted from the crash of pleasure they brought me, and my voice turned thin, begging even. “Oh, Ben…”

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I recognized the sound of his belt jiggling and pants falling, but the speed and precision that Ben used to constantly rub over my clit was intoxicating and all-consuming of my attention. Without even meaning to, I lowered my back and arched my ass back toward him to give him a better angle to finger me at.

“Oh, my God, oh my God, oh God—Ben!” My voice went high into a squeal as a second orgasm broke loose. Drips rained down my inner thigh as my legs trembled, and I lowered my head between my arms. “…God—ugh!”

My vision turned to black and blue spots for a moment when I opened them and remembered where I was. The orgasms Ben gave me were more intense than any I could possibly give to myself. They left me sleepy and sore, and feeling my age.

I barely had enough time to recover when I felt the tip of his hard cock tease the entrance to my pussy. Gasping, my voice was caught in my throat as he fed the length of his cock inside me inch by inch.

“Oh, shit, baby!” I grunted, my body not knowing how to react. “Ah—baby, baby!”

With no preamble or warning, Ben gripped the meat of my hips and yanked back as he thrusted inside me. Pulling out, he repeated the motion, ramming his young cock inside my mature pussy repeatedly.

“Ah ah ah ah! God! Jesus! Christ!” I moaned every syllable with every hard buck inside my pussy.

In my twenties, I may have had plenty of sex, but it was always vanilla, though passionate. I just assumed that was what I liked. Until now, for the first time in my forty years on this planet, I was being bent over the kitchen counter and being pounded by this nineteen-year-old man—God, I fucking love it!

My breasts clapped and swung beneath me as my sundress hung around my mid-drift, barely covering anything anymore. It felt like Ben had more than two hands as he fucked me. They grabbed my shoulders and jerked me back, they gripped my hips and pinched my ass, and they even came underneath and groped my breasts as he fucked me.

This time, when I orgasmed, I did fall. Or started to, at least.

“Oh, oh, oh! St—Baby… God!” I moaned in a panic. My legs shuddered as my pussy pressed his cock out of me a sprayed my juices over the floor. Without warning, my knees gave out, and I dropped like an iron weight. Luckily, Ben’s hands and his young, quick reflexes saved me, scooping me to my feet by my hips and lifting me until I could find my footing.

“Oh… okay…” I said, staggering between the countertop and Ben as I turned around. My feet tapping around the mess I made on the floor. “Okay… I need, um, a minute.” I giggled, resting my head on Ben’s strong chest.

He snickered and began walking me to the bedroom, “Come here. Lay down for a minute.”

“Okay. You sure learned a lot in your first year of college.”

“Only the important stuff,” he quipped.

“I’ll say…”

Once in my bedroom, Ben pealed the dress from my sweaty skin as I brainlessly crawled on all fours into the bed and collapsed, nude and exhausted. Ben chuckled as he stripped off his remaining clothes and followed me. For a second, I was worried he would begin again, and I didn’t know if my mind or body could withstand another orgasm from him right then. But to my delight, the young, hard-bodied man climbed between my creamy thighs and kissed me long and passionately. He was like a lost lover returning to my embrace. My legs wrapped around him gently as I felt his fingers brush the loose strands of hair from my cheek and tuck them behind my ear.

It was when our bodies were fit together that I felt the familiar and firm flex of his shaft. It pressed down on my stomach as we made out and was quickly turning me breathless. Reaching down, my delicate fingers palpated down his thick shaft to his scrotum. The tips of my fingers and fingernails brushed over his testicles several times before I did the same to his shaft. At that moment, I heard his breathing change and felt his body melt into mine. I had the power, but more than that, I had Ben’s trust.

Wrapping my fingers around his shaft, I slowly began to pump his cock between our bodies. I heard the wetness with every stroke I made as his pre-cum leaked from his cock. When his lips fell away from our endless kiss so he could gasp and groan, I began to moan because it was the hottest sound I ever heard in my life. Lifting my head, I eagerly kissed his neck, sucking on the side of his throat as I pumped his shaft faster and felt him flex in my fist.

Everything about this young man was intoxicating: his taste, smell, feel, sound—just the energy he surrounded me with made me feel twenty years younger. At that moment, I was drunk on him and would do anything to please him.

When he raised his face a few inches above mine and our eyes locked, I instantly lifted my hips and began to desperately angle the head of his young, throbbing cock into my pussy. Our faces matched with pleasure and intensity as his head slipped inside me, and he lowered his hips, piercing me deep.

“Oh God, honey… shit…” I gasped, rubbing a hand over my forehead. My sex was already reacting to his member’s entrance.

“Are you with me?” he asked in his baritone voice. His cock buried inside me as his hand cupped my cheek.

“Always,” the word fell out effortlessly and without thought. He kissed me and immediately began to pump his cock in and out of my pussy. my heart raced as I tried my best to stall the quickly approaching orgasm that had lingered on its cusp since I lay in bed. Our hips clapped together as his cock drilled inside me.

I groaned and growled into our kiss as he penetrated me. My hands palmed his back and felt his muscles flex with every thrust. My body acted in survival mode, and my legs clamped around his hips to slow the overstimulation, but he slid his hand down my inner thigh, spreading me wide.

“Oh my God, baby. I’m gonna—you’re going to make me…” I cried. “Oh, honey, I’m cumming!”

I released a scream as the muscles in my thighs flexed and quivered while his cock thrusted in and out of me. Ben squinted and lifted his head to the ceiling as he groaned, burying his shaft deep inside me. Pulling his gaze back to mine, I stared into his marvelous eyes as he orgasmed inside me, spilling his young seed inside my pulsating pussy.

His hand palmed and grabbed my left breast, massaging it as he kissed me with a passion I had never felt before. As our orgasms continued and our naked bodies intertwined, I didn’t know what the future would hold for us lovers separated by decades. I did know that Ben was no longer this cougar’s escape. From that moment forward, I was Ben’s cougar.
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Comforting Neighbor


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.
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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.
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