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 Teaching Her Neighbor







Amanda Keene came home to an empty house. It had been two months since her husband had left her for another woman, but Amanda was still not used to the silence that greeted her when she walked through the front door.


I feel like I'm in a mausoleum,
 she thought.

In a way, the house was a tomb, one that housed the remains of her former life. She'd tried to eliminate all evidence of her husband's presence-- taking down pictures, putting his clothes into storage, even throwing out the recliner he used to sit in to watch baseball games-- but that did nothing to erase the memories that the house held.


Twenty-one years of marriage. We raised a child together in this house.


Amanda's son Thomas was away at college. Summer break had started but, still sulking over the news that his parents were divorcing, Thomas had chosen to stay on campus for an extra Summer Quarter.


He's still trying to wrap his head around all this. So am I.


Her husband's affair had caught Amanda completely by surprise. She had thought her marriage was fine until the day her husband had sat her down at the dining room table.

"I'm leaving," he said.

"Another business trip?"

"No," he said. "I'm leaving you."

That had been that. Her husband was gone. Divorce papers were being processed.

At thirty-nine years old, Amanda was on her own.

The last two months had seemed like an eternity. Amanda had thought she would get used to the sudden change in her life by now, but she hadn't. She still kept expecting her husband to come walking through the front door, asking her if dinner was ready.


Of course I was always the one expected to do the cooking.


Sighing, Amanda dropped her computer satchel and purse on the floor and slumped down on the couch, kicking off her shoes. It had been a rough week at work, her boss pressuring her to finish a report by the coming Monday. Amanda had slaved over the report all day, knowing she would have to work on it over the weekend as well.


Another thrilling Friday night for Amanda Keene.


Amanda's stomach growled. She had skipped lunch to work on the report and now she was famished. The thought of making a meal for herself depressed her badly. Cooking for one was just too sad.

Amanda put her hand to her forehead. She could feel a headache starting to throb just behind her left temple. Amanda always got headaches when she was under stress. She knew her headache would only get worse and that aspirin would do nothing to stop it.


I need to cum.


Orgasms had always worked where aspirin failed.

Feeling cheerier than she had all day, Amanda pulled her computer from her satchel and set it on her lap. She opened the laptop and brought up the special folder she kept hidden on her hard drive.

The folder was filled with video files, files that she and her husband had made when they were still together. Despite his other failings, her husband had always satisfied Amanda in bed. He had also loved filming them fucking.

Amanda loved being filmed, too. She loved the feeling of being watched by a camera as her husband fucked her and she loved watching herself getting fucked. Masturbating to her home videos always made Amanda feel a delicious thrill. Even after he left her, Amanda had always turned to their videos when she needed to get off. Seeing the two of them so happy together, spouses enjoying each other's bodies, had helped nurse Amanda's secret hope that her husband would return to his senses and come home.


He's never coming back. I need to accept that.


Amanda ignored the report sitting on her home screen. She would be buried in it the whole weekend. There was no point paying attention to it now. Instead, she unlocked her special folder.


I know I use this laptop for work, but it's still my own property. I have every right to keep my personal files on it.


Keeping the locked folder on the machine also made Amanda feel naughty. The remote possibility that one of her coworkers might stumble upon it thrilled Amanda, as if she were keeping a dirty little secret right in plain sight. In truth, that was the main reason why she did it.

Tonight, however, Amanda found that she just couldn't bear to see her husband's face again. After the day she had at work and now sitting by herself in a house that suddenly felt much too big, Amanda just couldn't deal with another reminder of what she had lost.


Guess I'll just have to watch strangers fucking to get myself off.


Launching her browser, Amanda did a search online for porn sites. She picked the first one that seemed promising. She scrolled through the site, found a video that caught her eye, and pressed play.

The video started immediately, focusing on a blonde woman sucking a muscle-bound stud's cock while two men penetrated her from behind.


Airtight. Lucky girl.


Amanda grinned as she slipped her hand under her skirt and down the waist of her panties. Her fingers dipped between her lips, teasing out the wetness that was starting to come from inside her. She spread her juices on her clit, rubbing in small circles as she watched the video.

The blonde woman had just swallowed a huge load from the muscle-bound stud's cock when the video suddenly stopped. Amanda hissed in frustration, jabbing at her keyboard as she tried to get the video to restart.


I was just starting to feel it!


Instead of playing, the video went black. A second later, her browser crashed.

"God damn it!" Amanda shouted. She tried to relaunch the browser but the cursor would not respond. She held down the key combination one of her coworkers had shown her, but nothing happened.

The computer was completely locked down.

Amanda held down the laptop's power button. The computer shut down immediately. She waited a few seconds before pressing the power button again.

Nothing.

Amanda began to panic. She pressed it again and again, but the laptop refused to start up.


My report is on there.


The thought sent a bolt of fear through Amanda. The report was due on Monday. She absolutely had to have access to it. Her boss had made it clear how important it was.


Losing my job is NOT an option. Not now, not when I'm on my own.


"Come on!" she shouted, slapping her hand against the side of the laptop before slamming the lid down in frustration.

"Shit!"

Amanda's head was throbbing. She clenched her eyes shut, her hands massaging her temples.


Think, Amanda.


She glanced at the clock. The computer store was still open, but the tech guys were done for the day. Taking her computer in for fixing was not an option, not on a Friday night. The only way to get tech support tonight would be to call their emergency home service.


That's three hundred dollars I can't spare.


"Beth!" Amanda said out loud.

Beth was Amanda's neighbor. Beth had lived next door for years, her son had gone to the same high school as Amanda's son, the two boys friends since they first met. Amanda and Beth had always been friendly.

Beth knew computers. She ran a web based business from home.

"Save me, Beth," Amanda whispered to herself as she hurriedly slipped back into her shoes.

Outside, the sun had just set. Hot, sticky air washed over Amanda as she jogged across the side yard and on to her neighbor's porch, the laptop tucked under her arm.

Amanda rapped hard on the door, trying to calm herself as she waited.

"Beth?" she called out as the door swung open. "I really need--"

Beth's son Drew was standing in the doorway.

"Oh," Amanda spluttered.

"Hi, Mrs. Keene," Drew said.

"You're home from college?"

"For the whole summer," he said.

Drew was a handsome boy, six feet tall and well built. Despite his looks, Drew had never been as successful with girls as her own son had been. Amanda had always thought Drew should do better than he did, but Drew was very shy around women he didn't know. He had been that way since he was a boy.

Drew was comfortable with Amanda, however. He and Amanda's son had often spent the night at each other's houses, watching horror movies instead of doing homework. Amanda had cooked countless meals for the boys, trying her best to ignore the looks Drew had given her as he got older. Amanda knew what young men were like, what they were thinking. Amanda would never admit it, but Drew's attentions had always flattered her. Even now, Drew's eyes were darting up and down Amanda's body.

Her young neighbor's attraction was the last thing on Amanda's mind at the moment, though.

"Drew," she said. "Where's your mom?"

"She went away for the weekend," he replied. "She and Dad are visiting my Aunt upstate."

"Shit!" Amanda said, stamping her foot.

Drew looked alarmed.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

Amanda shook her head, holding up the laptop.

"The damn thing died on me," she said. "I was hoping she could help me. I've got an important report to do and it's all locked up and if I don't finish it by Monday--"

"Whoa," Drew said. "Take it easy, Mrs. Keene."


Take it easy!? My job is on the line, kid!


Amanda forced herself to take a deep, steadying breath. Her head was pounding.

"It's just… very important that I finish my report," she said slowly.

"Maybe I can take a look at it."

"Could you?" Amanda asked.

Drew shrugged.

"I'm studying Comp Sci at college," he said. "I'm not a hardware guy but I know my way around a PC."

Amanda felt hope suddenly flaring inside her. She handed the laptop to Drew. Drew opened the machine and pressed the power button.

"Hmm," he said. "Looks like it's locked. What were you doing when it crashed?"


Watching a blonde swallowing cum while getting DPed.


"Just browsing online," she said.

"Were you running an anti-virus program while you browsed?"

Amanda shook her head.

"I don't know," she said.

"Some sites can be pretty dodgy. Were you playing an online video game? Or visiting a foreign site?"

"No."

"Hmm."

Amanda watched as Drew tapped a finger to his lips. Again, she was struck by how good looking he was.


But so shy around girls. Thomas was always trying to get him to go double-dating with him, but Drew never would.


Drew looked up at Amanda.

"I can run some disk aid and antivirus software through your computer and see if that will help. It might take awhile to process, though. Can you leave this with me tonight?"

Amanda nodded vigorously.

"Just get it to work again, Drew," she said.

Drew smiled. Amanda felt her own spirits lifting.


Maybe I'll still be employed come Monday.


"I'll get right on it," Drew said.

"Thank you," Amanda said gratefully.

She put her hand on Drew's shoulder.


He's got muscles.


Drew's smile got wider. He seemed to be enjoying her touch quite a bit. Embarrassed, Amanda let her hand drop.

"I'll bring it by tomorrow morning," he said.

"Thank you so much, Drew."

"My pleasure. I didn't have any plans for tonight anyways."

"Still, thank you," Amanda said. "Good night."

"Good night, Mrs. Keene," Drew said.

Amanda walked off the porch and headed back to her house. She was almost to her own porch before she finally heard Drew closing his front door.


He watched me walking away?


A sudden realization struck Amanda.


He was watching my ass.


A thrill ran down Amanda's spine. Despite all the trouble she had just gone through, Amanda started to grin.





***





It had been a few hours since Amanda had given the laptop to Drew and she was finally starting to relax. Drew was a smart kid. If anyone could get her computer working, it would be him.

After a quick bite of salad, Amanda showered and changed into her pajamas, hoping to do some reading before going to sleep.

She had just gotten in bed when she suddenly remembered the unlocked folder she had left open on her home screen.

"Oh, fuck!"

Amanda sat bolt upright. If Drew did get her computer running again, the first thing he would see were all the homemade videos she had made with her husband.

"God damn it," Amanda muttered.

She got out of bed, unsure of what she should do. The idea of Drew seeing her videos mortified Amanda. She and her husband had always played hard and rough. The things they had recorded were definitely not things she wanted her nineteen-year-old neighbor watching.


You sure about that?


Amanda had to admit that there was a part of her that was secretly turned on by the idea that young Drew, a boy she had known for so long, a boy who had grown up to be a very handsome young man, might get off on seeing Amanda getting fucked. She had seen the way he had looked at her, even when he was still just sleeping over with her son. When she had gone to his house today, Drew's eyes had been practically crawling all over her body.

For the last two months, Amanda had led a sexless life, dragging herself to work and then back home, alone with no one to keep her company but the people who inhabited her television. She had almost forgotten that she was still an attractive woman until Drew's attention had reminded her. Amanda had to admit, it felt really good to see the desire in his young eyes.


Stop it! You are twenty years older than Drew and he was Thomas's best friend. Act like an adult!


Amanda forced aside her thoughts about Drew. She needed to do something to keep him from watching those files. But what?


Maybe he won't watch them, even if the folder is open.


Amanda shook her head. What young man would pass up the opportunity to watch his sexy neighbor getting fucked?


He'll definitely watch them.


Should she call Drew? What would she say? "Please don't look at the videos of me screwing my ex-husband?"

Amanda snorted at the absurdity of it all.


Think! Figure something out!


Amanda remembered that Thomas's bedroom window was directly across from Drew's. The two boys had often shouted to each other across the narrow side yard that separated their houses.


Go see what he's doing.


Amanda left her bedroom, padding down the hallway to her son's bedroom. She made sure the hallway light was off before she opened the door.

Thomas's bedroom was dark, the window shades closed. Amanda crept to the window and slowly opened the shade, just enough so she could peek into Drew's window.

Amanda inhaled sharply at what she saw.

Drew's bedroom was well lit, his shades up. The night was still hot and humid and Drew had opened his window, probably to allow a breeze to circulate.

Drew was standing at his computer desk. Amanda's laptop was open in front of him. Amanda couldn't see what was on the screen, but then she didn't have to.

Drew was staring at the laptop, his eyes wide. He had his pants open, his cock in his hand.


Oh, god. He's so big!


Amanda stared, her mouth agape, as Drew pumped his thick cock. Her husband had been on the smaller end of the scale, making up for his shortcomings with technique and enthusiasm. Amanda had only been with one other man, a boy who took her virginity in high school. Amanda knew she had little to compare her husband with but she'd had no complaints while they were married. Still, Amanda had often wondered what it would be like to play with a sizable cock, how it would feel to be so filled up.


Oh, Drew. I never knew you were so blessed.


Amanda knew the excitement she was feeling wasn't just about the size of Drew's cock, however. It was also the boy that cock was connected to, a boy she had known for so long, one she had watched grow up. To see young Drew now, his manhood so impressive, made watching him feel so naughty.


And he's jerking off while watching me. The nice lady next door. He's getting off on watching me getting fucked.


A chill of dark pleasure tingled down Amanda's spine.

She knew she shouldn't be spying on Drew like this, hiding in her son's room with the lights off, but Amanda couldn't tear her eyes away. Her heart was racing and her mouth had gone dry. Her knees felt weak, her legs wobbly.

Amanda slipped her hand under her skirt and down her panties. Her pussy was almost dripping. It had been a long time since she had been so revved up.

Amanda dipped her finger between her lips, spreading her juices over her clit as she rubbed it in tight, firm circles. Her other hand was on her breast, massaging her nipple through the thin fabric of her blouse.

Next door, Drew was pumping his fist up and down his cock faster and faster. Amanda imagined how it would feel to have his big cock inside her pussy, how deep he would go, how much she would stretch around his girth.


I can hear him moaning.


Drew grabbed what looked like an old T-shirt. Arching his back and throwing his head back, his hand a blur as he pumped his cock, Drew came, unloading into the T-shirt balled in his fist.

Amanda sucked in a sharp breath as she watched the tendons on Drew's neck standing out, his eyes squeezed shut as he thrust his hips back and forth.


He's cumming so hard.


Drew's orgasm went on for a long time. Finally he slumped over, panting hard as he wiped his cock with his T-shirt. He looked exhausted, utterly spent.


All because of me.


Amanda slipped her fingers from her panties and stuck them in her mouth. She sucked on her fingers, savoring the tang of her juices as she watched Drew cleaning himself off. When Drew was done, he sat down at his desk.


Now he's going to copy the files, keep them for his own personal use.


Amanda felt a sudden dread filling her. It was one thing to see Drew masturbating to her videos. Him keeping his own copies was a step too far, however.

Thoughts of how she would have to confront Drew filled Amanda's head. Having copies of those videos anywhere but on her laptop was simply unacceptable. If they ever got out on the Internet…

But Drew wasn't making copies. Instead, he was sitting at his desk with his head in his hands. His chest was heaving.


Is… is he crying?


Drew wiped at his eyes, the slammed his fist on the desk.


He is crying. Why?


Amanda leaned closer to the window, her breath fogging the pane.

Across the way, Drew was shutting down Amanda's machine. He closed the laptop and set it aside. Drew stood and went to the other side of his bedroom, out of the sight of Amanda. A moment later, the bedroom light shut off and the room went dark.

Amanda frowned.


What was that all about?


Amanda snuck back to her bed. She worked her aching pussy with her fingers as she lay in the dark, replaying in her mind the way Drew's back had arched while he unloaded into his T-shirt. Her orgasm, when it came, was sudden and brutal, a hard climax that curled her toes and left her breathless.

For the rest of the night, Amanda tossed and turned, her mind going over how Drew had reacted after his own orgasm.


Why was he so upset?


Drew would be bringing the computer back the next morning. Amanda would have to find some way of talking to him about what she had seen. The way he had pounded the desk had disturbed her.

But that was only part of why Amanda couldn't sleep. Even when she closed her eyes, all Amanda could see was Drew.


The boy next door.


She wanted him.

She wanted him badly.

A plan had started to take root in Amanda's mind, a plan that only grew larger the more she tried to push it away.


Am I really going to do this?


Amanda drifted off to sleep, a small smile on her lips.





***





Amanda was making breakfast when she heard the knock at her kitchen door. Drew was standing on her back deck, her laptop under his arm. 



Here we go.


Amanda set aside the bowl of pancake batter she was mixing and smoothed down the front of her robe. She had dug out the short silk kimono style sleeping robe that her husband had given to her several years ago, knowing how well it flattered her curvy body. The hem of the robe only reached her mid-thighs and Amanda had loosely tied the front, her deep cleavage framed between the two lapels. She was naked beneath, loving the way the silk felt against her body.

Through the kitchen door's window, Amanda could see Drew's eyes widening as she approached. She put on a bright smile, waving at him as she crossed the kitchen. Drew waved back hesitantly, lowering his eyes as she got to the door.


Still such a shy boy.


Amanda undid the lock as Drew shuffled nervously outside. She swung the door open. Warm summer air spilled in.

"Good morning," she said cheerfully.

"Good morning, Mrs. Keene," Drew mumbled.

"Come in, come in."

Amanda stepped aside as Drew entered her kitchen. She shut the door behind him, latching the lock.

"I hope you have good news for me," she said.

Drew nodded.

"It's all fixed," he said.

Drew held up the laptop, keeping it between them almost like a shield. Aside from a quick glance at her when she greeted him, Drew's eyes were firmly fixed on the kitchen floor.

"You did?" Amanda asked breathlessly.

She took the laptop from Drew and opened it. Her home screen popped immediately on to the screen. The report was where she had left it. Amanda saw that the folder of her home videos had been closed.


We can deal with that later.


Amanda squealed as she set the computer down on the kitchen table, closing it as she did so. She turned back to Drew, clapping her hands excitedly.

"Oh, thank goodness!" she said.

She rushed over to the boy and wrapped her arms around him, squeezing him tightly as she pressed her face into his chest. Drew returned the hug awkwardly, his hand patting her back gently.

"You just saved my job!" Amanda said.

She bounced up and down on her toes, her excitement a mix of joy that her computer was fixed and excitement at the strong young body she was clinging to. Amanda knew Drew could feel how happy she was. She also knew he could feel her tits rubbing up and down his torso as she bounced against him.

"Thank you," she whispered into his ear.

Amanda planted her lips on his cheek, kissing him firmly. When she pulled away, she saw that her lip gloss had left a shiny smear on Drew's smooth skin.

Amanda let her head rest against his shoulder as she giggled with relief. Drew was starting to hold her more strongly now. She could feel his muscles flexing beneath his T-shirt as she stroked his back.

Amanda noticed Drew shifting his hips, backing them away from her.


He's getting hard.


Amanda snickered silently, knowing the effect she was having on her young neighbor. Amanda could hear how shallow his breathing had gone, how warm his skin had suddenly gotten. With a final hard squeeze, she let him go.

Drew's face was flushed, a blush creeping up his neck. Amanda snuck a peek at his crotch. The outline of his erection was plain to see, a thick bulge running down his right thigh.


I know what you've got inside those jeans, naughty boy.


Amanda stepped back, letting Drew take a good look at her. Her bouncing against him had rumpled the front of her robe and one of her breasts was almost entirely uncovered. She saw Drew's gaze darting down to her chest then back to her eyes before again dropping down to her chest.


He can't stop looking. He wants to, but he can't.


Amanda smirked as she watched Drew struggling not to ogle her breasts. She didn't bother to straighten her robe, pretending that she was unaware that she was exposed.


Will he tell me my robe is open?


"Um, Mrs. Keene?" Drew said. "Your robe…"


Sweet sweet boy.


Amanda looked down, letting out a theatrical gasp as she saw herself uncovered.

"Oh dear," she said.

Amanda tugged the robe shut and straightened it, smoothing her hand down her breasts and belly. When she looked up, Drew was staring at the space above her head.


He's trying so hard.


"Sorry," Amanda said. "You just got me sooo excited, Drew."

"I did?"

"For fixing my computer!"

"Oh," he said softly.

Drew was staring at the ground again. His face was a bright scarlet.

"How can I repay you?" Amanda asked, her voice low and throaty.

Drew shook his head.

"Just happy to help," he said. "After all you did for me growing up, it's the least I can do."

Amanda laid a hand on his forearm, waiting until he finally looked up into her eyes.

"There must be something I can do for you," she said.

Drew blinked. He licked his lips, his eyes again sweeping over Amanda's body.


I know what you're thinking. Just say it, Drew. You'll get what you ask for.


But Drew only shook his head.

"It's okay," he said. "Just… it's okay. I really should get going."

Amanda could see her young neighbor getting ready to bolt for the door.


Oh, no. You're not getting away that easily.


"Have you eaten yet?" she asked, her hand tightening on his forearm.

Drew shook his head.

"Well then sit down, Drew," Amanda said. "At least let me cook you breakfast."

"Don't go to any trouble on my account, Mrs. Keene." 


"After all the breakfasts I made for you and Thomas," Amanda said, "one more is no trouble at all."

Amanda led Drew to the kitchen table, guiding him into a seat. He sat down and rested his hands on the table, his eyes still lowered.

"I'm making banana pancakes," Amanda said cheerfully. "I know how much you like my banana pancakes. You always loved them when you spent the night."

Amanda chatted non-stop as she cooked the pancakes. She asked about his schooling, what he planned to do for the summer.

"Your parents must be happy to have you back," Amanda said. "It's really great to see you again, Drew."

"Thanks, Mrs. Keene."

Drew mentioned that he still talked with Thomas, though the two went to different colleges. Drew told her how he was struggling a bit to fit into his new campus. Amanda could hear the loneliness in Drew's voice as he described his life in the dorms.

"No girlfriend?" she asked.

"No," Drew replied. "No time, really. My studies keep me busy."

"A handsome boy like you?" Amanda said. "I expected you to be fighting them off."


Especially if they knew what you were packing in your trousers.


Drew chuckled. "You know how I am around girls I don't know."

Amanda did know. Drew's shyness had always baffled her. She'd never seen him with a girl and Thomas had never spoken of Drew even going on dates.

Amanda knew that Drew wasn't gay. The way he kept sneaking looks at her as she cooked left no doubt on that score.


Poor kid. He doesn't know how sexy he is. Or maybe he does and is just too scared to enjoy it. Then again, he's only nineteen. He must not have much experience with girls. Or sex.


Amanda's back was to Drew as she worked. In the reflection of the stainless steel stove hood, she could see Drew watching her, his eyes drinking in the sight of her legs, her ass.


Drew may be shy, but he's definitely interested in women. He just needs someone to give him a little nudge.


"Here you are," Amanda said, setting a stack of pancakes on the table in front of Drew. He smiled gratefully.

"Just like old times," Amanda said. "Let me get you some syrup"

Amanda went to the refrigerator. The syrup was right on the middle shelf but Amanda made a big production of rummaging through the fridge, bending over as if she were searching, giving Drew ample opportunities to watch the short kimono riding up her tight ass.

"There you are," she finally said, taking the bottle of syrup from where it had been sitting all along.

Amanda set the syrup and a carton of milk on the table next to Drew's pancakes.

"Dig in!" she said merrily.

As Drew was pouring the syrup over his pancakes, Amanda got herself a cup of coffee. She returned to the table with the mug in her hand. There was a seat across the table from Drew. She had always sat there when Drew and Thomas were eating breakfast. This time, Amanda took the chair that was right next to Drew.

Drew was lifting a sliver of pancake to his mouth when Amanda slid into the chair beside him. They were so close, their arms were almost touching. Amanda watched as Drew hesitated a moment before slowly putting the food into his mouth and chewing methodically.

"You like that?" she asked, her voice husky.

Drew flinched a bit at her nearness, the tone of her voice.


Still so nervous.


"Your banana pancakes are awesome, Mrs. Keene," Drew said.

"You used to always ask for seconds," Amanda said. "You could never get enough."

Drew swallowed and took a sip of milk.

"Are you going to have some?" he asked.

"I'm not hungry," she replied, "for pancakes."

"Oh," Drew said in a small voice as he scooped up more pancake with his fork.


His hand is shaking. Slow down, you'll scare the poor kid off.


Amanda reached across the table and pulled her laptop to her.

"So what was the problem?" she asked.

"Virus," Drew said. "I think you must have accidentally downloaded it from the web."


God damned dodgy porn site.


"I wiped it out with some anti-virus software," Drew continued. "No data lost. I also installed a good active scanning program so you'll be protected automatically from now on. Just update when it says to update and you'll be good to go."

Drew's voice had grown more assured as he spoke, the subject of computers and viruses bolstering his confidence. Amanda could sense the boy regaining his footing as he described how some websites tried to install spyware to steal a user's information.

"Problem is," he said, "most of the spyware is so poorly written that it ends up just shutting down the computer. We studied this last semester in class."

Amanda listened as Drew went on, nodding her head and asking questions when she thought it appropriate. Drew was becoming more animated, more relaxed, as he warmed to his subject.

Drew was explaining computer worms when Amanda opened the laptop. Her screen illuminated immediately, her desktop springing up on screen. Amanda checked her report again. She launched the file and did a quick scan of it. Everything was in order.

"All good?" Drew asked.

"All good," she said.

Drew smiled proudly.

"Except…" Amanda let her voice trail off.

"What?" Drew asked, frowning. "Something wrong?"

"It's just… there was a folder I had open when the machine crashed."

Drew froze, his fork half-way to his mouth. Amanda turned towards him, her arm resting against his.

"Did you see it when the computer rebooted?" she asked.

Drew slowly set his fork back down on his plate. His whole body had gone tense.

"I… I did notice the… open folder," he stuttered.

"I see," Amanda said.

"It's still all there," Drew said quickly. "Like I said, no data loss. Everything is just like it was before the crash."

Amanda cleared her throat and shifted her weight, her arm pressing a little tighter against Drew's.

"It's just that the folder held some very personal files," she said. "So I was wondering…"

"It's all still there," Drew said. "I just… just closed the folder."

Amanda took in a deep breath.

"Before you closed the folder, did you look at the files, Drew?"

Amanda could feel the boy trembling. His shoulder had slumped and his head was hanging. He couldn't meet her eyes.

"It's okay," she said soothingly. "You can tell me if you did. I promise I won't be angry."

Drew glanced at her. Amanda smiled warmly at him.

"I… yes," he whispered.

"So you saw me doing things with my husband?"

Drew nodded.

"I'm so sorry," he said. "I was just curious."

"I understand."

Drew shook his head.

"I shouldn't have looked," he muttered. "I know I shouldn't have. You've been such a good person to me and… and I disrespected you like that. I'm so sorry, Mrs. Keene."

Drew's whole body had tightened up, coiled like a spring. Amanda put her arm around the boy's shoulders.

"There's no need to apologize," she said. "Really there isn't."

"No," he said, still shaking his head. "What I did was wrong, it was an invasion of your privacy. I feel awful about it, I really, really do. I know I shouldn't have. I knew it was wrong, but I still did it."


He's working himself into a state.


Amanda reached over with her other arm and took Drew's hand in hers.

"It's okay, Drew," she said. "I'm not angry. You're a young man. It's okay to be curious. I don't hold that against you."

Drew took a long, slow breath. He looked up at Amanda. His eyes were glistening.

"You're really not mad, Mrs. Keene?"

Amanda shook her head.

"I'm really not," she said.

Drew exhaled, relief flooding over his handsome face.

"Thanks," he said.

Amanda chuckled. She lifted his hand to her lips and gently kissed his wrist. She felt Drew shudder.

"See?" she said. "You got all worried for nothing. I've known you since you were a kid. I've always been your friend, haven't I?"

"You have, Mrs. Keene."

"But I do have a question," she said. "You can answer one question, can't you, Drew?"

Drew nodded.

"What I want to know is," she said, "did you like what you saw?"

Drew jumped as if he had just been jolted by a shock of electricity. Amanda waited, letting the question hang between them.

"I… I…"

"You can tell me, Drew."

The boy looked at her then looked away. He took a deep, shuddering breath.

"Yes," he whispered.


Do it.


Amanda took Drew's hand and placed it on her breast.

"Do you want to do those things with me?" she asked.

"I… I don't know…"

Amanda slipped his hand under her robe, pressing it against her full breast.

"Drew," she whispered, leaning close to him, her breath washing over his ear. "You want me, don't you? Be honest."

"Yes," he sighed.

His hand was cupping her breast, his thumb slowly stroking her hard nipple.

"Do you want to fuck me, Drew?" Amanda asked. "You can tell me."

"I… it's wrong…"

Amanda reached down and placed her hand on his thigh. She could feel his cock through the denim of his jeans.

Drew was rock hard.

"Your body disagrees," she says.

Amanda stroked her fingertips up and down his engorged shaft.

"Just tell me, Drew," she whispered. "I know you've been fantasizing about me, haven't you?"

"Yes."

"For how long?"

"Years," he admitted guiltily.

"Well, now you don't need to fantasize anymore," Amanda said. "All you have to do is say it. Just tell me you want to fuck me."

"I… I want…"

Amanda lightly squeezed his cock, running her finger over its head. Drew moaned softly, his eyes narrowing.

"Just say it, Drew."

"I want to fuck you," he gasped.

"And I want to fuck you," Amanda said.

She took his face in her hands. Drew's eyes were wide and staring. Amanda smiled, tilting her head. She leaned in and kissed the trembling boy.

Drew hesitated, then wrapped her in his strong arms. She opened her mouth and their tongues darted. Drew reached into her robe, running his hands over her breasts as Amanda stroked his back, luxuriating in the feel of his hard muscles under his soft skin.

"The bedroom," she said.

Amanda stood and took Drew's hand. She led him out of the kitchen and up the stairs and into the master bedroom.

"This is where we made all those videos," she said. 


Amanda sat Drew down on the bed and knelt between his open legs.

"I've never fucked any man but my husband on this bed," Amanda said. "You're going to be the first."

Drew leaned forward, taking Amanda's upturned face in his hands and kissing her deeply.

Amanda tugged the T-Shirt off of Drew. She kissed his chest, her tongue flicking his nipples. She kissed his stomach, tonguing his navel. Her hands fumbled with his belt and unzipped his jeans.

"Stand up," she said.

Drew stood and Amanda tugged down his jeans and underwear.

Drew's cock sprang free, jutting lewdly at Amanda's face.

"You're so fucking big," she sighed.

Drew groaned as Amanda took his cock in both her hands. She loved how thick his shaft was, how heavy it felt in her grip. Amanda licked the swollen head, its skin stretched tight and shiny.

"Mrs. Keene," Drew groaned.

Amanda wrapped her lips around Drew's cock, her tongue stroking back and forth across the head. It felt amazing to have so much cock in her mouth.

"Mrs. Keene."

Amanda took as much of his massive rod into her mouth as she could, then began bobbing her head up and down as her hands twisted on his shaft.

Drew's hands stroked the top of her head, his fingers running through her silky hair.

"Mmm," she moaned, her mouth vibrating, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him.

"Mrs. Keene!"

Amanda looked up at Drew. His eyes were screwed shut and his whole body was shaking.


Oh dear…


Amanda bobbed her head faster, her hands twisting rapidly.

With a groan, Drew bucked his hips forward, unloading his hot cum into Amanda's mouth in powerful spurts that hit the back of her throat. Amanda milked him hard, cupping his balls and squeezing his shaft, getting every last drop out of the shuddering boy and swallowing it down.


God, there's so much of it!


Amanda kept swallowing as Drew grunted, still cumming. With a final spasm, Drew pulled free of Amanda's hungry mouth and sat down heavily on the bed.

"I'm so sorry," he panted.

Drew looked at her then quickly looked away. Amanda could see the shame etched into the boy's face.

Amanda sat on the bed beside him, her arms around his shoulders.

"It's okay, Drew," she said. "It's all okay."

Amanda licked her lips, the taste of the boy's cum still fresh in her mouth.

"I… I wanted to tell you, but…" Drew stuttered.

"Tell me?"

"It's just…"

Amanda waited, holding the boy as he struggled to get the words out.

"I've never been with a woman before," Drew whispered.

Amanda blinked in surprise.

"Never?" she asked softly.

Drew shook his head.

Amanda struggled to keep the shock from her face. She had known Drew was shy around girls, but she had never suspected that he was still a virgin.


You never forget your first time.


Amanda's mind went back to her own first time. Even though it had been decades, she could still remember the name of the boy she had lost her virginity to, she could still remember every detail, every thought she had during the moment she had first been penetrated. It was one of the most vivid memories of her life.


If I do this, young Drew will go to his grave remembering me.


A weight had settled on Amanda's shoulders, a burden that she could feel pressing down upon her. At the same time, a dark thrill was coursing through her entire body, making her breath hitch and her heart gallop.


Fucking my young neighbor. Taking the virginity of a boy twenty years younger than me. Making him a man.


Amanda shivered at the thought. She felt a hunger inside her that she had never felt before. It was a yearning that was beyond just being naughty. It was a dirty, filthy hunger howling deep inside of her, one that made her nipples harden and her pussy drip.


It feels so fucking good.


Amanda gently ran her hand up and down Drew's back. With her other hand, she cupped his softening cock, loving the weight of it in her palm.

Amanda smiled at the boy, her thumb rubbing up and down his shaft. Drew was so young, Amanda knew he would soon be ready again. She leaned close, her eyes locked on his.

"Do you want still want to?" she asked.

"Yes," Drew replied.

"Good boy," she said, grinning.

Amanda stood, getting between the sitting Drew's legs.

"Take this off me," she said.

Drew tugged at her robe's belt. Amanda shrugged her shoulders and the robe slipped off of her, pooling around her feet on the floor.

Drew drank in the sight of Amanda's naked body. He ran his hands up and down her torso, cupping her breasts and rubbing her nipples, brushing his fingers through the coarse pubic hair V-ing between her legs.

"You've been wanting to see me naked for so long, haven't you?"

Drew nodded.

Leaning over, Amanda took Drew's head and gently guided him to her. He took her nipple into his mouth, his tongue caressing it as Amanda moaned softly.

"Suck it," she said. "Use your teeth."

Drew gently took her hard nipple between his teeth.

"Mmm, that feels so good, Drew," she sighed.

Amanda straightened, pushing Drew's head to her belly, loving the way his lips felt as he kissed her stomach. In the mirror above the bed's headboard, Amanda watched herself rubbing against Drew's smooth face.


Cradle robber!


Amanda stifled her giggles.

Taking a step back, Amanda spread her feet and softly pushed Drew's head lower. She could feel his hot breath washing over her clit as Drew nuzzled her mound.

"You've watched porn, Drew?"

Drew nodded, his cheek pressed against her pubic hair.

"Do you know where my clit is?"

"I think so," he replied hesitantly.

"Just lick a little lower," she said. "You'll find it."

Drew began running his tongue through Amanda's pubic hair, searching for her clit.

"A little lower, Drew. There. That's it. Lick it. Lick it like you're licking a lollipop."

Amanda moaned as Drew lapped at her swollen clit, grinding her hips against his face.

"You're doing so well," she said. "Put your fingers on my pussy."

Drew slid two fingers between her legs, caressing Amanda's wet slit.

"Ahh," she moaned. "That feels so nice, Drew. Do you feel how wet I am? Look at your fingers."

Drew pulled his head away and looked at his glistening fingers.

"Suck your fingers," Amanda said. "Taste them."

Drew snuck a peek up at Amanda. She smiled down at him encouragingly.

Drew slid his fingers into his mouth. He sucked on them, his eyes narrowing as he savored her juices.

"That's what a woman tastes like," she said. "Do you like it?"

"Yes," Drew said.

Amanda giggled. She leaned forward and kissed the top of Drew's head, then clambered on to the bed. Amanda grabbed a pillow and put it under her hips, loving how the pillow raised her pussy up.

"Come here," she said, spreading her legs wide.

Drew got on the bed, kneeling between her legs. He watched, hypnotized, as Amanda spread her lips, showing him her opening.

"I'm dripping," she cooed.

Drew watched the juices dribbling down Amanda's pussy, trickling over her quivering asshole.

"Kiss it," she said.

Gripping her thighs, Drew lowered his head to Amanda's pussy and began lapping at her juices, his throat working as he swallowed. Amanda moaned as Drew licked up and down her lips, his tongue slipping inside her, swirling around her entrance.

Amanda tapped her clit with her finger.

"This is my clit," she said. "It's like the tip of your cock, only more sensitive. Lick it, Drew. Be gentle, at first"

Drew flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, gradually shifting to longer strokes as Amanda grew more excited.

"Suck it," she said.

Drew pursed his lips and sucked on her clit, his wet tongue sliding back and forth across it as his cheeks hollowed.

"Oh, that feels so good," Amanda groaned.

She tangled her fingers in Drew's thick hair, grinding against the boy's handsome face, his eyes watching her face as Amanda's pleasure grew.


He's so eager to please.


Amanda gently pushed Drew's head lower.

"Lick my asshole," she said.

Amanda loved getting her asshole rimmed. It was the one thing her husband had always denied her, even though Amanda had always rimmed his ass when she went down on him. It was unfair of her husband not to return the favor and Amanda had always resented him for it.


Drew will do it, though. He'll give me what I need.


Drew lapped Amanda's tight ring, his tongue pushing inside her. Amanda groaned, rubbing her clit as Drew tongued her ass.

"Put a finger inside me," she urged.

Drew licked his pinky and gently pushed it against her tight asshole, working against her resistance until he finally slipped in.

"All the way," Amanda gasped.

Drew pushed his finger in until he was buried up to his knuckle.

"Oh god, yes," Amanda panted.

She guided his mouth back to her clit.

"Put your other finger in my pussy," she said.

Drew shifted his weight and brought his other hand between her legs. Still sucking her clit, he slid a finger deep into her slit.

"Use two fingers, Drew," Amanda said.

Drew slid in a second finger.

"Stroke up," Amanda urged. "Like you're telling someone, 'Come here.'"

Drew did as she asked, his fingers rubbing firmly on Amanda's G-spot.

Drew's mouth on her clit, his fingers in her pussy and asshole, Amanda began bucking her hips as she felt her climax building inside her.

"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop."

She rode his face and fingers, pulling his head hard between her legs.

"Ahh, fuck!"

Amanda's whole body went tense, her legs clamping tight around Drew's head as her orgasm rushed through her. Drew kept working her pussy and asshole, frantically sucking and stroking as she climaxed against his face.

"Ahh," Amanda gasped, as the final spasm shook her. She collapsed back into the mattress, her chest heaving as the aftershocks rumbled through her.

Drew climbed up to her face and kissed her deeply. Amanda wrapped her legs around him, loving the feeling of his weight resting on top of her.

"Was it okay?" he asked her softly.

"It was more than okay," she grinned.

They held each other tightly, kissing and stroking each other's body.

Amanda reached between Drew's legs. A smile spread across her face. Drew's cock had begun to stiffen again.

"Roll over," she told him.

Drew rolled on to his back. Amanda got up and straddled his knees. She took his cock in her hands and leaned over, gently nuzzling his balls, sucking them in and caressing them with her tongue.

"Oh, god," Drew groaned.

Amanda moved up to his shaft, licking up and down its length then taking his head in her mouth, stroking her tongue back and forth as she sucked.

Amanda nursed Drew's cock, loving how she could feel it swelling inside her mouth, stiffening as she worked him with her tongue.

After just a few minutes, Drew was rock hard.


Young cock. It's so eager to go again and again.


Straightening up, Amanda shuffled her knees forward until she was positioned over Drew's jutting manhood. She took his cock in her hand and began rubbing his head up and down her wet pussy as she stared into the boy's wide eyes.

"Ready?" she asked.

Drew nodded.


He will never, ever forget this moment.


Shivering with excitement, Amanda leveled his head against her entrance and slowly lowered herself on to his throbbing cock.

"Oh, shit…" Drew gasped as he slid into her.

Amanda was moaning with him, loving the way her pussy was stretching to accommodate his massive girth. She sank lower and lower, groaning as Drew's cock filled her up more than she had ever been filled before.


I never knew what I was missing.


Leaning forward, her hands resting on Drew's hard chest, Amanda began rocking her hips, riding Drew's thick cock, her tits swaying as she ground against him.

"Mmm mmm mmm," Amanda grunted as she rode him faster and faster, her nails digging into his chest.

Drew thrust up into her pussy, matching her rhythm.

Amanda could feel her climax building again, the massive cock sliding in and out of sending waves of pleasure through her entire body.

"Fuck!"

Amanda sucked in a sharp breath and held it, every muscle in her body tensing as she crashed into her orgasm, pleasure radiating through her, her legs clenching and her toes curling as she came hard on Drew's throbbing cock.

Amanda's hips were a blur as she rode Drew, prolonging her climax, his head thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut.

With a shuddering gasp, she fell forward on to Drew's chest. Her body was twitching, her pussy spasming around his hard rod.

Drew stroked her hair as Amanda panted against him.

"Can… can we do it doggie style?" he asked.

Amanda grinned, her breath still ragged.


He's so sweet.


"Of course," she said.

Amanda rolled off Drew, his cock glistening as it slipped from her pussy. Amanda crawled to the edge of the bed and got on all fours, her ass high, her head pressed against the mattress.

Drew got off the bed and got behind her. He ran his hands over her ass, prying her cheeks apart and resting his thumb against her asshole.

"Fuck me, Drew," Amanda moaned.

Drew leveled his cock against her entrance and thrust into her. Amanda gasped as Drew pushed in all the way to his hilt, his balls slapping against her clit.

She had never been penetrated so deeply before.

It felt absolutely amazing.

Gripping her hips tightly, Drew began thrusting hard and fast, sliding his cock almost completely out of her pussy before slamming back in as deep as he could go.

Amanda moaned in both pleasure and pain, her whole body rocking as Drew hammered into her exhausted pussy. Her husband had always been a good fuck, but there was just no way he could match the sheer size of Drew's cock. It changed everything, working her pussy so hard that Amanda could barely stand the fucking she was getting. Every time Drew went balls deep on her, Amanda's insides shook. It hurt, but the pleasure that came with taking such a massive cock drove Amanda absolutely wild. Only one more thing would push her even further than she already was.

"Put your thumb in my ass," she cried out.

Drew roughly jammed his thumb into her tight asshole. Amanda let out a hoarse yelp, her asshole clamping tight around the boy's thumb as she rocked her hips back to meet his deep thrusts.

Amanda could feel herself rushing headlong towards another orgasm, one that she knew would be so intense that it almost scared her. Her legs were getting weak, going wobbly like overcooked spaghetti noodles, her pussy spasming as she got closer and closer to the edge.

Drew was going even faster, his hipbones smacking hard into her ass, driving her face into the mattress with each thrust.

Amanda's climax hit her like a runaway train. She arched her back and threw her head back as Drew thrust faster and faster.

"FUCK!" Amanda screamed.

Amanda's whole body suddenly seized up, her breath torn from her lungs as her orgasm ripped brutally through her. Her face contorted into a frozen howl as wave after wave of pleasure sizzled up and down her whole body, her pussy clamping down hard around Drew's massive cock, her asshole locking down on his thumb.

All thoughts were driven from Amanda's mind as she rode her orgasm, clench and release cycling over and over as she came again and again.

Just when Amanda thought her climax was finally winding down, Drew abruptly thrust his cock as deeply as he could go into her pussy, staying there as Drew bellowed, his orgasm exploding into Amanda's pussy, filling up her stretched cunt with hot, sticky cum as Drew ground hard against her, desperately pumping Amanda full of his seed until it spilled out of her and dripped down her twitching thighs.

The feeling of Drew's cum inside her sent Amanda crashing into another hard orgasm, pleasure ripping through her exhausted nerves, slamming her into a bliss that was just at the edge of pain, Amanda's moans becoming whimpers as she helplessly rode the waves of pleasure tearing through her.

Drew toppled on to the bed beside Amanda. He lay on his back panting, his body drenched with sweat. Amanda rolled into his arms, her body twitching uncontrollably as the aftershocks rumbled through her.

They held each other tightly, their exhausted bodies tangled together. They kissed deeply, their tongues caressing as their breaths mingled.

"You did it," Amanda sighed. "You're a man, Drew."

Drew looked deep into Amanda's eyes.

"Thank you, Mrs. Keene," he whispered.

Amanda smiled, brushing the sweat from Drew's brow.

"Call me Amanda," she said.

"Amanda," Drew said, grinning happily. "Thank you."

"It was my pleasure."


Without a doubt, it was my pleasure.


They lay together without speaking, letting the afterglow wash over them like a warm blanket.

"Amanda?" Drew said.

"Yes?"

"When can we do this again?"

Amanda laughed, squeezing Drew hard.


The pleasures of youth.


Amanda kissed Drew on his damp forehead.

"We have all summer," she sighed.
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