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The Cougar Next Door

	 

	She’d been torturing him for months. Ever since he turned 18.

	He used to call her Mrs. Samson, but two weeks ago he’d asked if she wanted help bringing in the groceries and it happened.

	She put down the brown paper bags, looked up and down their quiet, suburban street to see if anyone was watching, and pulled him close.

	Even though she was old enough to be his mother, her breasts were high and firm. Her nipples hardened quickly against his chest, and he got hard in his pants before he could stop himself.

	“Call me Karen,” she whispered into his ear, her breath hot against his flesh.

	She also couldn’t help herself, letting her hand run down the front of his lithe, muscled football player’s body to squeeze the growing bulge in the front of his shorts.

	He almost came then and there and they both knew it.

	Of course, she was never like this when anyone else was around. Which was a good thing, because the Samsons had been family friends pretty much forever, as far as Ayden was concerned.

	That was its own sort of special torture. Ayden’s parents would invite Karen and her husband over for a barbecue, to watch a game, to use the pool in the backyard. All that neighborly stuff.

	And the whole time, Ayden couldn’t help himself. He’d sneak glances at her. He’d wonder what sort of panties she had on beneath her skirt or dress or shorts.

	So many times, she almost had him fooled. Almost had him believing before she’d grabbed his hard cock through his pants that he was making the whole thing up.

	That he was just a horny 18-year-old guy and she was an attractive older woman just being nice to him. That she was just being supportive when she came to watch him at his football games.

	Still, Ayden couldn’t help himself.

	He showed his lithe and toned body off to her every chance he got after the cock-grabbing incident. Which was usually when he was out by the pool.

	It didn’t take long to escalate much farther and faster than even Ayden’s hormone-drenched mind could’ve anticipated.

	He stood in the shower, the hot water hissing from the showerhead sluicing down his body.

	He cupped his balls with one hand and stroked his hard, thick shaft with the other.

	A look that mixed concentration and need creased his youthful face, and he kept his eyes closed.

	In his head, he imagined storming into the Samson house next door, finding Karen by herself.

	She’d demand to know why h let himself in.

	But he wouldn’t answer. No, he’d do something else. His balls tensed up and he eased back a bit, not wanting to finish yet before the fantasy played out.

	No, he wouldn’t say anything. He’d pull her up off the couch and then bend her back over it. With a quick jerk, he’d wrench off her panties.

	Then he would be in here. All the way. He imagined how tight she’d be. How wet she’d get for him.

	His balls tightened again, and he almost finished.

	But then his cell rang. He’d left it on the vanity, and the sudden sound threw him off his gain.

	He checked the text he’d received after ending the shower incomplete, his balls aching from the frustration.

	Perhaps it was that frustration that made him walk down the hall completely naked. His parents weren’t home, and he was 18, so he didn’t really care.

	Except that he’d forgotten to close the drapes in his bedroom. His window looked directly over into the Samson master bedroom.

	And just as luck would have it, Karen stood there trying on a dress.

	Ayden did a double-take when he saw her, and his cock went instantly rock-hard. Before he could stop himself, he began stroking his rigid member.

	His breathing quickened. His pulse pounded hot through his veins. His cock had never been so hard before. Not even when his ex, Kim, had taken him behind her garage and sucked on it while everyone was having a party just a few feet away.

	Then she looked up and their eyes met. His mouth opened, just a little.

	Some part of him told him he should stop. But he didn’t. And she didn’t stop watching. Instead, she leaned forward and blew him a kiss.

	She pulled up her dress and gave him a slow spin, sticking out her lovely ass when it came into view, watching her effect on him over her shoulder.

	He came then, his handsome features twisting into a snarl. They couldn’t stop what was coming, not anymore. Not after that.

	There was another dinner the next evening. At one point, Karen came over to him. His heartrate raced when he caught a whiff of her perfume. But instead of stopping to chat, or even looking at him, she just pressed a piece of paper into his hand.

	When he was sure no one was looking, he unfolded it. The note told him that Karen’s husband was gone the next evening, and that he should come over after supper. And to wear something nice.

	He should’ve thrown he note away. He should’ve put this all out of mind and concentrated on the coming first year at college.

	He should’ve done a lot, but instead he did just as the note asked, even putting on a nice shirt and slacks.

	Even though they did nothing to hide his now almost-permanent state of arousal. But maybe that was what Karen wanted. He made an excuse to his parents and left the house, waiting a couple minutes in the bushes to make sure they didn’t see him run next door.

	Ayden walked up the front steps to the door. His heart pounded in his chest, and his head felt a little light. He reached down and adjusted the front of his slacks again. The image of Karen’s ass lingered in his mind, and he couldn’t keep himself from sporting a semi.

	He knocked. A muffled voice called out “Come in!” from somewhere inside. Ayden opened the door and walked through. He stood in a little foyer. There was an empty coat rack on his left, so he slipped off his duster and fedora and put them on the hooks.

	“Up here, Ayden!”

	Ayden walked up the stairs two at a time. He opened the door. 

	Karen sat with her crossed legs dangling over the foot of the bed. She wore a red dress, and her tits moved up and down as she breathed. She looked down at his pants. He looked too. The front of his slacks was pointed out like a tent.

	Karen’s lush red lips turned up in a smile, “Hello, sailor. Come here.”

	Ayden walked forward until he stood right in front of Karen. She reached out and grabbed his cock. He closed his eyes and groaned.

	She leaned forward and kissed the tip of his dick through his pants.

	“Your dick is so big,” she whispered. She started to undo his belt and fly.

	Ayden opened his eyes. He pushed her down onto the bed before she could finish unzipping him. 

	“Nuh-uh, not yet,” he said.

	He wanted this on his terms, not hers. He wanted to use his youth, his power, his strength. He wanted to fuck her like she hadn’t been fucked in forever.

	Karen tried to sit up, but he pushed her back down again. “Give me your cock!”

	Ayden grabbed her wrists. He crawled up over top of her and kept her pinned down. With a quick motion, he put both her wrists in one of his hands.

	With his free hand, he slid his fingers into the hair at the back of her head. He tightened his fingers into a fist holding a handful of her hair. She moaned. He pulled her head back so that her long, pearly neck was exposed. 

	“Yes, yes…” she said.

	Slowly, Ayden bent down. He started kissing her neck. Her skin felt smooth and soft under his lips. Her flesh burst out with goosebumps and she groaned as though her panties had just become very wet.

	“You’re so hot,” Ayden muttered between kisses. He was so happy she was enjoying this. He didn’t have much experience, especially not with an older woman.

	He pulled away slightly. He looked at her face. Karen’s mouth was open and her eyes were closed. He pressed his lips against hers. They were warm and moist. Her tongue went into his mouth. Their saliva mixed together and ran out of the corners of their mouths.

	Karen managed to work one of her hands free from his strong grip. She reached down and started to squeeze Ayden’s cock through his slacks. It was already rock-hard, and huge.

	Ayden sat up, straddling her. He grabbed the neckline of her dress with both hands and tore it right now the middle. Karen’s breasts spilled out, the nipples already hard. Ayden grabbed one nipple with each hand and pinched.

	She gave his cock a squeeze in response. 

	“You’ll get that soon enough,” he said.

	Ayden got off her, knelt down on the floor at the foot of the bed, and grabbed Karen by the thighs. He pulled her close so that her legs rested on his shoulders and her ass was partway off the bed. 

	Next, he pushed the remained of her torn dress up to reveal her underwear. He gave her underwear right over her vagina a light kiss and she shuddered. He looked up and saw that she was pinching her own nipples.

	He pressed sloppy kisses on her inner thighs, coming close to but never quite touching her pussy with his mouth. She groaned and rolled her hips, trying to get him to kiss her there. She smelled amazing. Ayden could hardly keep himself from fucking her senseless right that instant.

	***

	“Yes! Oh, yes!” Karen screamed. She couldn’t believe how hot and horny she was. Each of Ayden’s kisses on her thighs sent a little shiver of excitement up her body.

	Her husband didn’t turn her on like this. Hadn’t in years. And Ayden was so young and enthusiastic, as though he actually appreciated every one of her little moans.

	She couldn’t remember being this wet. Not in a long time. It was a good thing, though: Ayden had a huge cock. Better to be nice and slippery for it.

	When she could take no more, she reached forward and grabbed his hair. It was already slick with sweat. She pulled, forcing his face right into her crotch. He pushed her underwear to one side.

	His tongue flicked out against her clit. She sucked her bottom lip between her teeth. His tongue felt so good, like a little pleasure tool that made her get a little closer to coming with each passing second.

	Ayden slipped a finger into her sopping pussy. He fucked her with it while continuing to work her clit with his tongue.

	“Oh God!” Karen screamed again. She couldn’t take much more. She kept bucking her hips, forcing his finger deeper into her, forcing his tongue to press harder against her. Something was building up inside of her. She felt the muscles begin to contract.

	With a scream, she came on Ayden’s finger and face.

	When the waves of pleasure passed, she looked down at him. His lips and face glistened with her juices. It was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen. Karen pulled herself away. She got off the bed, stood up, and then got him to stand as well. 

	She grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face to hers. They kissed. She could taste herself in his saliva. As they kissed, she reached down and finished unzipping his pants. His hard cock, which had been straining against the material, popped out through the opening.

	Still kissing, she grabbed his dick with both hands and began stroking it. He started to thrust lightly against her grip.

	Finally, she knelt down so that her mouth was on the same level with his cock. She pulled his pants down all the way and he kicked them away. He pulled off his shirt and tossed that to the ground. She grabbed his dick again. It was so large in her hands that her fingers couldn’t touch as they gripped him.

	She stroked him gently, watching a bead of pre-cum glisten at the tip. Karen smiled.

	Dick still in one hand, she pressed it up against his stomach. She leaned forward and sucked one of his balls into her mouth. She played with it with her tongue. She did the same thing with the other ball.

	Then she kissed slowly up the shaft of his dick, looking up into his eyes the whole time.

	She slowly placed her wide-open mouth over the head of his dick, their eyes still locked together. Ever so gently, she drew back with her teeth pressed against the flesh of the tip of his dick. His head rolled back and he groaned.

	Before he could look back, she jammed her head forward, ramming his long cock into her mouth. She felt it start to go down her throat. She left it there for a second and hummed.

	“You little slut,” he said through clenched teeth. Her grabbed handfuls of hair with both hands. She grabbed him by the hips.

	He pulled his dick partway from her mouth and then rammed it back in, her head gripped in his hands so she couldn’t move. He starting fucking her mouth, him pulling her head, she pulling his hips.

	She loved the way his cock tasted. She’d never sucked a dick that had some much precum. Strings of spit and precum hung from his dick. Karen reached down between her legs and ran two fingers in and out of her pussy. It was so wet. She’d never been that wet before. 

	Ayden pulled his hips back, sliding his glistening cock all the way out of her mouth. She ran her free hand up and down his slippery length as he stood her up.

	“Are you going to fuck me now?” She said. 

	He just grinned at her.

	The next moment, he pushed her onto the bed on her stomach. She brought her knees in so that her ass arched into the air. Ayden grabbed her by the elbows and pressed them together behind her, making her back arch even more. She looked back at him, one side of her face pressed against the bed. 

	He pressed the head of his cock against her pussy. Wet as she was, his dick was still so big that he had to work it in slowly. He pressed harder. The head of his cock pushed into her. Her pussy was so tight around him that it almost hurt. She gritted her teeth.

	“Fuck me hard, big boy,” she said as she pressed back against him. He pushed farther into her.

	They began fucking, slowly at first. She watched as he stared intently down at her ass. The thought of watching his dick slide in and out of her tight pussy made her tighten up even more around him. He closed his eyes and groaned.

	“Is my pussy tight enough around your big cock?” She said, beginning to fuck him faster.

	“Yeah, baby…” he said, his own teeth now clenched. 

	They fucked at a quick pace. Soon enough, she felt her ass cheeks slapping his hips with each thrust. His dick felt electric inside of her. She felt its tip bumping against the end of her pussy, stretching it to its limit.

	He ran one hand down the arch of her back, until she felt his thumb press against her asshole. He pressed it in.

	“You like that? It’s not too hard, is it?” He said. His innocence endeared him to her, made her pussy that much wetter around him.

	“Yes! Fuck me harder!”

	He let go of her elbows and grabbed her hair. He pulled back so that her neck now arched. He rode her hard, thrusting his cock in as deep as it would go.

	“Your pussy is so wet,” he said between grunts, “So wet and tight.”

	She looked back at him. His eyes were scrunched shut, and sweat ran down his face. More sweat glistened on his bare chest and abs.

	The energy was building inside of her again. All the muscles around her pussy were tightening up, begging for sweet release. She realized that she wanted his cum, wanted to feel its hot stickiness in her pussy. She wanted it more than anything.

	She fucked him with wild abandon. His breath came in short gasps.

	“I’m going to come, baby,” he said.

	She could feel her orgasm building. She looked back at him, “Not yet.” She liked toying with him, after all.

	His cock was like a jackhammer, ramming into her soft, wet pussy.

	Finally, Karen pressed her face into the bed and screamed. Her pussy clenched so tightly around his cock that he could barely move it. Her pussy clenched and unclenched, clenched and unclenched. Waves of pleasure rocked her each time. His cock was magical. 

	“Fuck!” Ayden said. He pressed his thumb farther into her asshole, and pulled back more on her hair.

	His cock got even harder. She pressed back against him as he came. His cum spurted into her pussy. She could feel it hitting inside of herself. Her pussy clenched again, milking it all. 

	They both collapsed onto their sides on the bed, his dick still inside her. His breath was hot against her ear.

	After they shared the warm afterglow of their fucking for a while, he pulled his shaft out of her. His cum, hot and sticky, ran out and down one of her ass cheeks. 

	She reached over and squeezed his cock, smiling. “You have such a nice big one.”

	He slapped her ass and grinned at her.

	“A job well done?” He said. She smiled at his need for her approval. He already had it. Her pussy hadn’t been stretched like that in a long time, and already she felt a deep and satisfying ache where moments before his thickness had forced its way into her.

	“Mmm, yeah baby. In fact I think I’m going to have lots of jobs in the future for you. You know, odd things around the house you can come over and help me with while I’m here all alone.” She watched as he stood up and began pulling his clothes back on. “Do you think you can handle all that work?”

	He fished around in his pants pocket for a moment, then pulled out a small card. He threw it onto the bed next to her. “Any time.”

	She smiled at him as he walked out.

	



	



The Mommy Next Door

	 

	"Dude," Rylan said, "I didn't know your parents were so kinky."

	"What?" Stan shifted his spot on the bed to frown at him, "Why are you down on the floor anyway?"

	"To find these!" Rylan replied by reaching beneath the bed and pulling out the cardboard box. The metal loops he'd spied originally glinted in the light coming in from the window.

	He fished the handcuffs out of the box, letting the chain hang off his index finger so that the cuffs could sway back and forth.

	"What the hell?" Stan sneered at him while he hit pause on the remote. 

	Normally when Rylan came over they would watch TV down in the rec room, but the rec room TV was out of commission thanks to some recent heavy rain and a wet basement. 

	The TV in Stan's parents' room was the next best in the house, and so of course they'd chosen that as a stand-in.

	Rylan grinned wickedly, "So, do you think Johnny-boy handcuffs Barb, or do you think your mom's in charge?"

	"That's fucking gross! Just put that shit back so that we can get back to the movie. God, I never want to think about those again," Stan stuck out his tongue and grimaced in a mock-puking expression.

	"Whatever," Rylan replied. He dropped the cuffs into the box and kicked it back under the bed, intending on forgetting about them until he needed to rib Stan about something again.

	But he couldn't.

	Because he thought that Barb, Stan's mom, was smoking hot. A total fucking MILF. She'd figured in several of his late-night fantasies already.

	It didn't help that he and Barb had locked eyes a few times now. Especially that one time last weekend down at the public pool when he'd been in his swim shorts and she in her bikini. He remembered how her ass looked amazing, and that he couldn't keep himself from staring.

	Even after she caught him. She'd just smiled at him. He'd blushed and turned away, scampering back to the locker room with one of the most embarrassing boners of his life.

	He wondered if she liked being cuffed. Liked having a man in total control, holding her wrists bound as a cock ran in and out of her tight, wet cunt.

	Just thinking about it got him so hard that he had to lean forward so that Stan wouldn't see his burgeoning hard-on. And of course it went without saying that he never shared this deepest of fantasies with Stan.

	They were both 18 now, freshmen at college. Different schools, unfortunately, but when they both came home on breaks they tried to hang out.

	Then Barb knocked on the bedroom door and peered in through the opening, "You boys doing okay?"

	"Yeah, mom," Stan said dismissively, not even bothering to turn around.

	But Rylan turned around. Their eyes locked again.

	He thought about how she was old enough to be his mother. How he'd known her pretty much his whole life.

	And of course how her body looked in that bathing suit. He swallowed hard.

	She smiled at him and leaned back out. But not before offering him a wink.

	Was it just his imagination or was she coming on to him? He hadn't found a girlfriend at college yet, so his hormones were beginning to cloud his judgment.

	"Hey man, I gotta take a leak," Rylan pushed himself off the bed.

	"Whatever. I'm not pausing again," Stan replied.

	Rylan didn't actually care. He'd tuned out from the movie as soon as those fantasies about Barb started.

	He needed to get to the bathroom and stroke his aching cock. Needed that relief. It was too much to take.

	He hurried down the hallway and into the upstairs bathroom. And in that hurry he forgot to close the door all the way.

	He took his cock out, already almost full mast. It took only a couple of quick strokes of his hand until he was fully hard.

	His jaw jutted out. He grabbed onto the towel rack to steady himself, stroking harder and faster.

	"Barb..." he groaned when he came, the spasms seizing his youthful body in their powerful grip.

	His body trembled and swayed and he barely held himself up.

	It was only when his breathing slowed that he felt someone watching him. His back stiffened up, thinking it was Stan about to lay into him for jerking off.

	But when he glanced back it was Barb standing there, her lower lip held thoughtfully between her teeth.

	"Fuck..." Rylan said, thinking he was about to get kicked out.

	"Nice cock," Barb said instead, the words sending and electric pulse down Rylan's shaft, "Get yourself cleaned up."

	Rylan made some excuse to Stan and went home. Stan just shrugged.

	But Barb never told her son about what happened, because Stan asked him over again the next day. With the rec room TV down, they decided to go out.

	Rylan had noticed that Stan's dad wasn't home, but that Barb was. On impulse, he tossed his wallet onto the rack beside his shoes, not really sure why he did it.

	It was only partway to the mall that he realized it.

	"Hey! We gotta go back, I forgot my wallet," Rylan said from his spot in the passenger seat of Stan's car.

	Stan threw his head back against the headrest and rolled his eyes. "Fine, but you're taking the bus to the mall. We're meeting Dave there and I don't wanna be late."

	"Whatever," Rylan said.

	True to his word, Stan dropped him off in the driveway and then pulled back out.

	Rylan rushed up the stairs and through the front door. He looked down at the rack, but didn't see his wallet anywhere.

	"I was wondering when you'd be back for this," Barb leaned again the doorway into the living room, holding the brown leather rectangle of his wallet up in one hand.

	"Yeah, stupid me," Rylan said, moving closer while trying not to think about Barb telling him he had a nice cock.

	He reached for his wallet, but she pulled it back and smiled up at him. "What are you going to do for it?"

	He swallowed hard and realized how close they stood. His cock started hardening again. "What do you want?"

	She looked him up and down, real slow. His heart sped up.

	"What if I said I wanted some of what I saw yesterday?"

	His cock surged and he grimaced at the ache of it being trapped in his pants. "Ok."

	"Right answer," she said. She dropped his wallet on the floor, grabbed him by the hips, and pulled him close.

	She kissed him hard and he tasted her fruity lipgloss. One of her hands went between their bodies to rub and squeeze at the straining bulge in the front of his pants.

	When they parted his own lips felt numb. And tasted sweet. She looked up at him with the bedroom eyes he'd fantasized about so many times. She hadn't stopped rubbing his member through his pants.

	She bit down on her lip again in that sexy, thoughtful way.

	"You really want to do this?" he said, not quite believing it.

	Her lip slipped out from between her teeth. The pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a slow circle around her lips that sent a tingle up through Rylan’s member. She nodded.

	Then she took him by the hand and led him upstairs into the master bedroom.

	Youthful desire unable to wait any longer, he grabbed Barb up in his arms and kissed her again, running his hands down to cup her ass and grind her hips against his. Her hands sought his cock again, but he collected her wrists and pinned them behind her back with one hand as he continued feeling her. His other hand moved between her legs.

	Looking into her eyes, he slipped one finger into her wet hole. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she bit her lip as he started curling his finger against the front wall of her pussy. Pulling his finger out of her, he put it into his mouth and licked the juices from it. The taste enflamed his desire.

	Rylan could feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered by his ears, as he pushed Barb down onto the bed. Her body writhed, and she stretched like a cat as he hooked her panties with his fingers and pulled them down. 

	The first look he got at her pussy sent a tingle up his cock so strong he thought he was going to come. Her slit glistened with moisture.

	Kneeling down beside the bed put his face right on level with her sex. She pulled her legs back, giving him an even better look at her as he fished around under the bed for the box he knew was there. 

	As his fingers found the cardboard, he leaned forward and his lips touched her pussy. She jolted and moaned, pulling up her shirt to squeeze her own breasts and pinch her nipples.

	Rylan darted his tongue in and out of her, licking up as much of her juices as he could, getting his face and cheeks soaked as he pulled the box out from under the bed. He pulled the lid off and fished around inside. First, he pulled out the cuffs. 

	The next thing to come out was the whip. The final item was the ball gag, the ball red and the straps black. Things he hadn't seen in his first inspection of the box, but now begged to be used.

	He wondered just how kinky Barb was. He'd never been with a girl into this sort of thing. But then again, Barb was a woman. Not some co-ed girl.

	Picking them all up, he set them on the bed beside Barb and stood up. He wiped at his mouth, running his tongue over his lips to make sure he got all her juices. 

	“I’ve wanted you for so long, Rylan...” Barb moaned as she continued playing with her nipples.

	Rylan took off his clothes, pushing his pants down and letting his cock spring out. She watched the hard shaft tremble, her body quivering as she took in its size. She unconsciously angled her hips for him, her pussy quivering with desire to take every inch of him again and again.

	Grabbing the cuffs, Rylan said, “Give me your hands.”

	She held them out obediently, "You're such a naughty boy. What am I going to do with you?"

	He grabbed her wrists again, snapping the steel bands in place around them. He put her hands down on her stomach, then climbed onto the bed. Straddling her body, Rylan put his shaft right between her breasts. He grabbed them and pressed them together around his rod. 

	As he started running his shaft back and forth, he left a clear smear of precum on her chest. She lifted her head and licked at the little pool of liquid as he squeezed it out of himself using her breasts.

	He couldn’t go too fast for fear of coming, it felt so good. There was such need in her eyes.

	When she started to beg for him to fuck her, Rylan got off her. The sides of her breasts and her chest were all red from where he’d been rubbing himself against her.

	“Onto your stomach,” Rylan said, smacking lightly at her hip.

	He felt his cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass. Rylan loved the hourglass figure she had, and the way her ass cheeks curved. A woman, not a girl. Experienced. And she wanted him as bad as he wanted her.

	He could see goosebumps forming on those cheeks, making their way down the backs of her thighs. 

	Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her up so that her back was arched and she was on her knees. With her hands cuffed beneath her, her chest and the side of her face rested against the bed.

	Kneeling down, Rylan took in the magnificent and erotic sight of her ass, displayed a few inches from his face. He looked at the rosebud pucker of her asshole, then at the pink lips of her pussy. The smaller set of lips surrounding her entrance poked out a little. Grabbing one cheek with each hand and pulling her back toward him, he took her with his mouth again. 

	His tongue could enter her more deeply, and he alternated between sticking it as far into her as he could and running the tip of it down through her slit to tease her stiff little clitoris. 

	She moaned as he played with her sex, letting his tongue slip up to tickle at the puckered flesh of her asshole. Her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter, and she kept pressing her hips back into his face, wanting him to jam his cock into her.

	Finally, Rylan moved away from her. He picked up the short whip, testing the suppleness of the leather between his hands. Then he put it back down and grabbed the ball gag. He wrapped one arm around her stomach and pulled her back slightly so that her face wasn’t against the bed. His cock had slipped between her legs, and the hard shaft rested against her hot, wet lips.

	“Open your mouth,” he said.

	When she did, he pushed the red rubber ball of the gag into it, then did the strap up behind her head. Finishing, he lowered her face and chest back down to the bed and stepped back, whip in hand. 

	She squealed, the sound muffled by the gag, as he whipped one cheek. A bright red line already stood out on it as he whipped the other. He watched the way the firm flesh of those cheeks jiggled and bounced and tensed as he went through the motions of whipping her. Each time she squealed, he felt his cock throb.

	Growing tired of whipping her, he turned the whip over in his hand so that the thick, braided handle pointed up. He rubbed that up and down through her slit, getting the tip nice and wet. She looked back at him with wide eyes as he ran that handle up through the cleft of her ass.

	Putting the tip of the handle against her asshole, he pushed, applying more pressure until the pucker opened up a little, letting the handle slip just barely into her.

	Rylan could no longer restrain himself. He took position behind her, holding the base of his cock with one hand.

	Rylan’s breath shuddered out of him as the head of his cock bumped against her opening. She felt so tight around him, and she whimpered as he pushed against that tightness. He watched as the lips of her pussy parted around his girth, letting him slowly squeeze into her.

	The opening made a tight ring around his shaft, and he felt himself swell inside her as the walls of her sex closed around his member. He didn’t enter her all the way. When he pulled back, he looked at the glistening juices she’d left on him. He could see her tightness as well, in the way her pussy pulled at him.

	Harder this time, he thrust back inside her. This time, she took every inch of his rigid cock in her little pussy. He left himself balls-deep in her, relishing the way her pussy already went through spasms of clenching and unclenching around him. He loved the way she whimpered, and the way her large eyes seemed to beg him to fuck her hard and fast.

	The moans turned to whimpers as he drew his cock back out and then thrust forward again and again. Each stroke left his shaft even wetter than before. Her little asshole also relaxed, letting him push the handle of the whip deeper inside her. 

	Soon, it felt like a little spark had shot up his shaft. He pulled and pushed the whip handle harder and faster as he gritted his teeth, slamming his cock in and out of her pussy.

	She kept getting tighter and tighter around him, and he saw that she had squeezed her eyes shut.

	A moment later, another muffled whimper escaped around the ball gag as her pussy became the tightest he’d felt. It squeezed him in its grip for a moment, then relaxed. He took each pause between squeezing to thrust into her again, as hard as he could. The bed shook each time. 

	His cock got harder and harder, swelling inside her as he succumbed to his own climax. At the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her pussy and the whip from her asshole. He pressed his shaft into the cleft of her ass and thrust against it. He grunted as cum spurted from his cock onto her ass and back. More and more came out, making small pools of pearly liquid on her body. 

	A sudden exhaustion took him as his body relaxed. He realized that every muscle in him had tensed while he came on her young body.

	There was a box of tissues on the nightstand. He grabbed it, pulling out a handful of the tissues. He used them to wipe all of his cum from her body. His cock still throbbed a little as he looked at her. Her ass just looked so perfect, stuck up in the air like it was with her back arched.

	Finishing that, he turned her over onto her back and undid the handcuffs. She looked into his eyes as she lifted her head for him to reach behind and undo the gag. The red ball was covered in teeth marks from where she’d been biting it in the throes of her own climax. 

	Rylan sat beside her on the bed, wanting to look at her for as long as he could. Her nipples were still hard, and he wished he’d spent more time playing with them, pinching them. They hardened up even more as she saw him looking at them.

	Putting her hand on his thigh, she said, “I’m so glad you forgot your wallet.”

	"Yeah. Now you'd better drive me to the mall to meet with Stan before he suspects something," Rylan said.

	Though part of him wanted to spill the beans, to tell him everything. He thought of the look Stan would give him.

	But he decided again it. He wouldn't be able to come over again if Stan found out, and he wanted to come over again. And again, and again.

	



	



The MILF Next Door

	 

	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."
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