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VERY GENTLE FEMDOM WITH MY HOT MILF NEIGHBOR

By

LEO MICHAELS

I'd like to say that the reason I was shovelling my neighbour's driveway for her was because I wanted to be a good neighbour, and while that might be a part of it, most of it was due to the fact that she was a total MILF babe that I'd had a quiet thing for ever since she moved in next door about a year ago. Her name was Mandy, and she was easily the hottest woman I knew in real life, with huge natural breasts and an amazing ass, all packed on a seductive, feminine body and a gorgeous face, her eyes sensual and piercing, her thick lips always making my imagination bubble whenever she talks to me.

With her being somewhere in her 40's and me being 21, I assumed nothing would ever happen between us, but it was fun to fantasize, and it was nice the way she spoke to me, very bubbly and flirtatious, all smiles and giggles.

I'd been pretty nervous the first time I introduced myself to her, her natural attractiveness making me a little awkward, but she'd been lovely from the start, and I soon felt comfortable around her, although, as I said, I assumed this was down to her being a naturally friendly and flirty type and not any kind of attraction on her part.

Tossing another shovel load of snow to one side, my thoughts mostly of Mandy and mostly on autopilot, my foot slid on a patch of black ice. The shovel flew from my hands and I crashed down hard onto my back, my head hitting the snow with a dull thud, a bolt of pure white pain lancing up my left leg as it twisted under me at an odd angle. A string of curses left my lips as I clutched at my thigh, the world swimming for a moment from the impact.

"Jake? Are you OK?" Mandy's voice, laced with concern, cuts through the white world. I blink up at her, seeing her in her now open doorway. Looking gorgeous even in loose sweatpants and an oversized hoodie. "Hold on, I'm coming."

She rushes out, her bare feet crunching in the snow as she kneels beside me. Her proximity and the scent of her perfume, something warm and vanilla-like, all hit me at once, making my head swim for a different reason now.

"Where does it hurt? Let me see." Her hands are gentle but firm as she examines my leg. "It's your thigh, isn't it? Can you put any weight on it?"

"Yeah," I say, as she helps me to my feet, not wanting to look helpless and trying not to wince in front of her, a sharp pain shooting up my leg as I put my weight on it.

"Let's get you inside." She says, grabbing my arm and guiding it around her shoulders, as I hobble-walk back with her, unable to not focus on the warmth of her body against mine, the soft curve of her hip pressing into my side.

Inside, the warmth of her house envelops me. She guides me to her plush living room sofa, easing me down with a care that's both maternal and surprisingly intimate.

"You can't stay in those wet, snowy clothes," she says, her voice soft but firm. "You'll catch your death. Let's get these pants off so I can see the damage."

Her fingers are deft as she works my belt buckle open, then the button and zipper of my jeans. My breath hitches as she tugs them down my hips, over my thighs. I've never had a woman remove my pants with such purpose before, but I like it. I know it's so she can see my potential injury, but I immediately imagine it's what it must be like to be with her in the heat of passion, with an aroused Mandy pulling at your jeans, desperate to get at your cock.

I'm left in my boxers, a dark bruise already blooming across my thigh, angry and purple against my skin. Mandy makes a soft, sympathetic sound, her gaze fixed on the injury, my hands automatically covering my crotch as I feel more than a little exposed, my body prickling with a growing heat.

"Oh, Jake. That looks painful." She kneels on the floor in front of me, her hands delicately touching my skin. "I have some arnica gel. It'll help with the bruising."

"Ok."

She disappears for a moment, returning with a tube of cream and a soft cloth. As she begins to rub the gel onto my thigh, her touch is light, tentative at first, then more confident. Her fingers are cool against my heated skin, and despite the pain, I'm loving every second of this.

Her hands move in slow, circular motions, working the gel into my muscles. The pain starts to fade, replaced by a dull, pleasant ache. And then, despite my best efforts to control it, I feel a familiar stirring beneath the thin fabric of my underwear.

I tense up, my body going rigid as panic sets in. No, no, not now. Not here.

But it's too late. My cock, oblivious to my mental pleading, begins to swell, hardening rapidly until my hands are no longer casually covering my crotch, they're obviously holding down an erection, Mandy's kneeling position meaning my swollen cock couldn't possibly be more prominent.

My face flames with embarrassment. I squeeze my eyes shut, wishing I could disappear into the sofa cushions, hoping that as long as I don't look Mandy in the eyes, I can pretend this isn't really happening right now.

"Mandy, I'm so sorry," I mumble, my face burning with shame, my heart hammering against my ribs. "I..."

"Shhh," she whispers, her voice a husky murmur that sends a jolt straight through me. "It's OK, Jake. It's a natural reaction."

Her hands stop their careful work on my thigh. For a second, I think she's going to pull away, leaving me to sit here with no pants on and the world's most awkward erection.

Instead, I feel her fingers move. They don't retreat. They slide, slow and deliberate, down the inside of my thigh. My breath catches in my throat as they trace the line of the seam on my boxers, inching closer and closer to the throbbing heat of my erection.

Every muscle in my body is coiled tight. I'm torn between pushing her hand away and begging her to keep going. I risk a glance down at her.

Her face is tilted up to mine, her eyes dark with an emotion I've never seen in them before. It's not the friendly, flirty sparkle I'm used to. This is raw, unadulterated lust. Her lips are slightly parted, her breathing a little shallow.

"Does it hurt here?" she asks, her voice a low purr as her fingers ghost over the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, just inches from where I'm straining against my boxers.

"N-no," I manage to stammer out, the word barely audible.

She smiles, a slow, wicked smile that transforms her face. "Good," she whispers.

And then, her fingers brush against the fabric of my boxers, right over my balls.

My hips jerk involuntarily, a gasp tearing from my lips. The touch is electric, sending a shockwave of pure pleasure through my entire system. It's just a feather-light brush, but it's more intense than anything I've ever felt.

"Sorry, my fingers went a little too high."

"That's ok," I reply, my heart hammering in my chest, Mandy's hands gently caressing and massaging my thigh again.

"I tell you what, Jake. It's a bit hard to check your thigh properly with you sitting like this. Would you be alright with lying down on my bed so I can have a proper look?" she asks, her tone casual, but her eyes telling a different story.

I'm unable to speak, so I just nod, my gaze locked with hers. She rises from her knees in one smooth, fluid motion, extending a hand to help me up. As I stand, my cock is a rigid, undeniable presence against the thin cotton of my boxers. There's no hiding it now, my one hand still pressed against it only highlighting, not hiding it.

Her eyes drop for a fraction of a second, a flicker of appreciation in their depths before she carefully leads me down a short hallway to her bedroom.

The room is bathed in the soft, warm glow of a bedside lamp, the air scented with the same vanilla perfume I noticed earlier. It's an intimate space, and being here with her, my erection still prominent, feels both thrilling and terrifying.

"OK, take off your coat and shirt and lie down for me," she says, patting the king-sized bed.

I do as she asks, my movements stiff and awkward as I settle onto the mattress, the duvet soft beneath me. I position myself on my back, my injured leg stretched out. My erection tents my boxers, a silent, throbbing plea for attention that makes my face burn with a fresh wave of heat. I'm completely exposed, and at her mercy, my hands over it as I don't know where else to put them.

She climbs onto the bed, her movements graceful and predatory. She kneels beside my hip, her gaze raking over my almost-naked form.

She kneels there for a moment, her dark eyes taking in the sight of me—my hands pressing down, the fabric stretched tight over my hard length, my flushed face. A soft, knowing smile plays on her lips.

"You don't have to hide it from me, Jake," she says, her voice a low, husky murmur. She reaches out, her fingers gently wrapping around my wrist. "There's no need to be embarrassed."

My breath hitches as she slowly, firmly, pulls my hands away from my crotch. She places my hands on the bed beside my hips, her touch lingering for a second. My cock springs up, unrestrained and fully visible, the outline of it stark against the thin cotton of my boxers.

"It's completely natural," she continues, her gaze dropping to the prominent bulge. "A beautiful reaction, actually. It tells me you like my touch. And I like that you like it."

Her honesty is a shock, a jolt of pure electricity that cuts through my shame. She's not just tolerating it; she's… appreciating it.

Her eyes meet mine again, and the heat in them is undeniable. It's a look of pure, unadulterated desire. She licks her lips, a slow, deliberate gesture that makes my cock twitch, the movement obvious even through the fabric.

"See?" she whispers, her smile widening. "He's happy to see me."

She shifts on the bed, moving closer, her thigh pressing against mine. The warmth of her skin radiates through my boxers, tantalizing. Her gaze is fixed on my straining erection as she brings her hand back to my thigh.

"And honestly, I'm happy to see him too. It's been a while since I had a clear sign that men still find me attractive. " She says conversationally as she starts gently massaging my thighs again, my cock jerking every time her soft hands come close to him.

Her fingers on my thigh, the massage now takes on a distinctly different feel for me. Lying on Mandy's bed with a blatant erection while she rubs my body was not on my bingo card, but here I am, my nervousness dwindling as the warmth of her touch eases me, Mandy's voice soft, soothing, and understanding.

Her fingers trace a maddening path along the seam of my boxers, stopping just short of the curve of my balls. My breath hitches every single time, my hips making tiny, involuntary jerks off the bed.

"You know, Jake," she murmurs, her voice a low and intimate. Her gaze is fixed on the tented fabric, a look of frank admiration in her eyes. "I have a feeling you don't have any trouble with the ladies, do you?"

"I..uhh, I suppose not," I say, my voice almost cracking.

Her smile is slow, knowing. "I didn't think so. A boy with such a generously sized...asset." She pauses, her fingertip stopping mid-rub. "...he must have to fight them off."

The words, coming from her beautiful mouth, make my entire body flush with heat. I've had girls comment on my size before, but hearing it from her, in this situation, is something else entirely. It’s a validation I didn't know I craved.

Her fingers resume their maddening dance, circling, teasing. "It's a shame, really," she continues, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "All those young girls...they probably don't know the first thing about how to properly take care of a big beautiful cock like this."

My mind goes blank at her words. The casual way she says it, mixed with a possessive tone, it sends a shudder of excitement through my entire body.

She sees my reaction. Her smile widens. "Am I right?" she presses, her eyes twinkling with mischief and lust.

"Well...I uhh, I gotta admit that it's pretty rare for a woman to be able to make me finish with her...you know, her mouth, if you get my meaning." I confess, the words tumbling out of me before I can stop them.

"Mmmm, I know exactly what you mean," Mandy purrs, a low, throaty sound that vibrates through me. "They get intimidated. Or they're just not...enthusiastic enough."

She looks down at my straining boxers, then back up to meet my eyes. "But me? I love it. I love the feel of it, the weight of it in my hands, the taste of it on my tongue. There's nothing better than a man who's well-hung and appreciates a woman who knows how to handle him."

Her words are a direct hit, a surge of pure, unadulterated desire that makes my cock throb, a visible pulse that I know she can see.

Her fingers stop their teasing trace. The sudden lack of contact is jarring. I look down at her, and her expression has shifted. The playful teasing is gone, replaced by something more intense, more deliberate.

"You know," she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that makes the hair on my arms stand up. "This fabric is in the way. It's restricting my movement."

My heart hammers against my ribs, a frantic, desperate rhythm.

"For a proper massage," she continues, her gaze locked with mine, "I need to be able to feel the muscle. To work the gel in properly." She lets her fingers drift back up my thigh, her nails scraping lightly against my skin through the cotton. "Take them off for me, Jake."

My breath catches. It's not a question. It's a command. A soft, sensual command, but a command nonetheless.

"Let me see you," she whispers, her dark eyes pools of raw desire. "Let me take care of you."

My hands tremble slightly as I bring them to my waistband. My mind is a whirlwind of shock, excitement, and a dizzying sense that this is all a dream. I hook my thumbs into the elastic, the simple act feeling monumental.

I lift my hips off the bed, pushing the fabric down. The cotton catches for a moment on the tip of my cock, then slides free. My erection springs up, slapping against my lower abdomen with a soft thud. It's completely bare, hard, and pointing straight at the ceiling, the head flushed and already slick with a bead of pre-come.

The air hits my exposed skin, cool and electric. For a moment, there's silence. I'm lying on Mandy's bed, completely naked now, my cock on full display. I force myself to look at her, bracing for her reaction.

A soft, appreciative gasp escapes her lips. Her eyes widen, a hungry, predatory gleam in their depths as they rake over my exposed length. Her lips part slightly, her pink tongue darting out to wet them.

"Oh, Jake," she breathes, the words a murmur. "You are...magnificent."

The praise washes over me, hotter than any touch. She looks...starved now. Like she's just been presented with her favorite meal after a long fast.

She doesn't touch me right away. Instead, she shifts her position, moving to kneel between my spread legs. This new position gives her a perfect view, and she takes her time, her gaze a physical caress as it travels from my heavy balls up the thick shaft to the glistening head. Her breathing is shallow, audible in the quiet room.

"Perfect," she whispers, more to herself than to me. Then her eyes lift to mine. "Absolutely perfect."

She reaches for the arnica gel, squeezing a fresh dollop into her palm. The scent of it fills the air, clean and medicinal, a stark contrast to the raw, sexual energy pulsing between us.

Her hands return to their work, but now she's massaging both thighs. They glide over my skin, smoothing up towards my hips, then back down, her thumbs stroking the sensitive crease where my leg meets my torso.

Every sweep of her hands brings her fingers maddeningly close to my balls, so close I can feel the stir of the air as she passes. My cock throbs with each near-miss, a silent, desperate plea.

"You have such a beautiful body, Jake," she murmurs, her voice a husky vibration. "So strong. So...responsive."

Her thumbs finally make contact, brushing against the sensitive skin of my scrotum. My hips jolt off the bed, a choked gasp tearing from my throat. The pleasure is sharp, intense, a lightning bolt of pure sensation.

"Mandy," I gasp, my hands grasping at the duvet on either side of me.

"Shhh, it's ok. Let me help you feel good, Jake. Let me take care of you." She whispers, her fingers no longer just brushing but caressing the soft, wrinkled skin of my balls. Her touch is knowing, confident, and expert.

She doesn't stroke. She cradles. The delicate weight of my balls rests in the palm of her hand, her fingers curling around them possessively. It’s a gesture of ownership, of complete and utter control, and it makes every nerve in my body fire at once. My back arches slightly off the bed, a silent, involuntary offering, my legs spreading for her.

Her thumb begins to move, a slow, maddening circle against the base of my shaft. Each rotation sends a fresh jolt of electricity straight up my spine, coiling tight in my belly. The air in the room feels thick and heavy now. My breath comes in ragged, shallow pants, my eyes locked on her face, on the dark, hungry intensity in her gaze as she watches my reactions to her touch.

"You like that, don't you, sweet boy?" she purrs, her voice a low, seductive husk. I can only manage a shaky nod, the pleasure so blissful.

Her other hand joins the first, the heel of her palm pressing firmly against my perineum, the sensitive spot just behind my balls. The pressure is exquisite, a deep, resonant thrum of pleasure that builds and builds, threatening to overwhelm me completely. She applies a gentle, steady pressure, massaging that spot with a knowing rhythm that makes my toes curl. A low moan escapes my lips, raw and unbidden.

"Mmm, I love hearing you moan for me, Jake," she whispers, her eyes never leaving mine as her fingers trace soft patterns over my balls.

Her touch is light, almost a tickle, a ghost of a sensation that makes my entire body ache with need. She teases me, her fingertips circling, my chest rising and falling, my cock aching and throbbing, so close yet so far from her touch.

"So responsive," she murmurs, her fascination evident. "So hard for me."

I want her to touch me properly, but she seems content to explore, to learn every inch of my most sensitive anatomy with a patient, deliberate curiosity that is driving me insane. She watches my face, my chest, the way my stomach muscles clench and release with every fleeting touch.

"Please, Mandy," I finally manage to gasp out, the plea ragged and desperate. "Please..."

She smiles, a slow, wickedly beautiful smile. "Please what, Jake?" she asks, her fingertips caressing my balls. "Please, what?" she repeats again.

"Please...touch it," I beg, my hips bucking, trying to increase the pressure of her fingers.

"Patience, sweet boy," she purrs, but her compliance is immediate. Her fingers abandon my balls, tracing a slow, deliberate path up the length of my straining shaft. My hips buck again as she wraps her fingers around me.

She doesn't stroke. She just holds me. Her grip is firm and possessive, her thumb stroking gently over the swollen head, smearing the bead of pre-come that has gathered there. The feeling of her warm, soft skin on my bare, aching cock is so intensely pleasurable that I see stars behind my closed eyelids.

"I want to make you feel so good, Jake," she whispers, her hand finally, finally beginning to move. It's a slow, maddeningly deliberate stroke from base to tip, her grip tightening slightly as she reaches the head. "I want to make you feel better than any other woman ever could."

Her words are hypnotic, and I believe her. I've had my cock played with before, but never like this. There's an element of worship in her actions, a reverence that makes me feel like a god. Her other hand returns to my balls, rolling them gently, her nails scraping lightly against the sensitive skin.

She establishes a rhythm, a slow, sensual pumping that builds the pleasure deep in my gut. Her movements are fluid, her touch knowing and sure. Every upstroke sends a jolt of electricity through me, every downstroke coils the tension tighter. I'm completely at her mercy, my body a live wire of sensation.

"You're so big, Jake. So thick," she murmurs, her eyes fixated on my cock as her fist glides up and down. "Look at the way you stretch my fingers."

My gaze follows hers, watching her elegant, manicured fingers wrapped around my girth. The sight is obscenely erotic. My dark, veined shaft disappearing into her pale fist, the angry red head emerging with each upstroke, glistening with pre-come.

Her pace quickens, just a fraction, her thumb pressing into the sensitive vein on the underside of my shaft. My hips begin to move of their own accord, thrusting up to meet her strokes, chasing the pleasure she's so expertly building.

"That's it, sweet boy. Fuck my hand," she urges, her voice a low purr. "Show me how much you like it."

The permission is all I need. I lose myself in the sensation, in the rhythm of her slick fist pumping my cock, in the pressure of her other hand cradling my balls. The room fills with the wet, rhythmic sounds of her stroking me, the sounds of my ragged breathing, my soft, helpless moans.

"Mandy," I gasp, my hands clutching the duvet. "I...I'm getting close."

She immediately slows her pace, her grip loosening slightly, bringing me back from the edge. A disappointed whimper escapes my lips.

"No, not yet," she whispers, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "We have all the time in the world. And I have so much more I want to do to you."

She leans down, her massive, natural breasts pressing against my thigh. The soft weight of them is intoxicating. Her warm breath ghosts over the head of my cock. I watch, mesmerized, as her pink, glistening tongue darts out, tasting the bead of pre-come gathered at my slit.

A jolt, so pure and intense it's almost painful, shoots through me. My back arches off the bed. "Oh, fuck," I moan, the words torn from my throat.

She hums, a low, pleased sound, as if she's just tasted the most delicious thing in the world. "You taste so good, Jake. Salty. Sweet. All man."

Her words make my head spin. Her tongue laps at me again, this time in a slow, deliberate circle around the head. My entire body shudders. No one has ever taken their time like this. Every touch, every word is designed to draw out my pleasure, to make me burn with need.

Then her lips part, and she takes me into her mouth. Just the head at first. The wet, velvet heat of her is overwhelming. She seals her lips around my shaft, her tongue swirling, exploring every ridge and vein. Her fist is still wrapped around the base, holding me steady.

She begins to sink down, slowly, inch by inch. My cock disappears into her beautiful face. I’m, completely transfixed, as her full, sensual lips stretch around my girth. Her cheeks hollow slightly as she creates a perfect, exquisite suction.

She takes me deeper, and deeper still. I feel the head of my cock brush against the back of her throat, and I expect her to gag, to pull back. But she doesn't. She just relaxes her throat and swallows, a deliberate, convulsive movement that grips my cock in a tight, wet hug.

"Fuck, Mandy," I gasp, my hands flying to her head, my fingers tangling in her soft hair. "Don't stop."

Her response is a low, vibrating hum that sends shockwaves through my entire length. She starts to move then, a slow, sensual rhythm. Her head bobs, her lips gliding up and down my shaft, her tongue working tirelessly on the underside. Her fist pumps in time with her mouth, creating a seamless, wet tunnel of pleasure.

She pulls back until just the tip is in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, teasing the sensitive slit. Then she plunges down again, taking me all the way to the root, her nose pressing into the neat, trimmed hair at my base.

I can't hold back the groans, even if I wanted to. My hips buck, fucking her face, a desperate, primal rhythm. She takes it, taking me, her throat opening to welcome every inch.

Her other hand is still playing with my balls, rolling them, tugging gently, adding another layer of sensation to the overwhelming pleasure. The dual stimulation is too much. The heat in my belly coils, tight and hot, a knot of pure, unadulterated need.

"Mandy, I'm...I'm gonna come," I croak, my voice strained, my body trembling on the edge.

She doesn't pull back. She doesn't hesitate. Instead, she doubles down. Her suction increases, her stroking becomes faster, more demanding. Her nails scrape lightly against my perineum, a final touch that shatters my control.

My hips jerk, my entire body convulsing as I come, hard, pouring myself down her throat, spurt after spurt of my hot load flooding her, my hands gripping her hair tight as I fuck her face, totally lost in the moment, grunting like an animal, the most intense orgasm I've ever had exploding through me.

She swallows, her throat working around my spilling cock, her moans vibrating around me. She takes it all, not letting a single drop escape, her lips locked tight around my shaft, her fist milking me for every last bit as I shake and shudder in utter ecstasy on her bed, her eyes watching me as I tremble with pleasure.

She looks up at me, her lips swollen and glistening, a triumphant, satisfied smirk on her face. Her eyes are dark, heavy-lidded with lust. "See?" she whispers, her voice husky. "Told you I knew how to handle a big boy like you."

I can only stare at her, my mind blown, my body still humming with the aftershocks. She didn't just finish me with her mouth. She devoured me.

She slowly releases my cock, giving the sensitive head one last, gentle suck as she does, making me shudder.

"You have no idea just how fucking wet I am right now, Jake," she says, a grin playing on her lips, as she leans back onto her knees before reaching out her hands to guide me to sit forward.

Sitting up now, with Mandy on her knees between my legs, my face is it at breast-height, her massive boobs obvious even with a baggy hoodie on. With a hungry smile, she takes one of my unresisting hands and guides it to the hem of her sweatpants, my body jolting as she pushes my fingers down her soft belly and under the fabric, feeling the lace of her panties but going further still, my fingertips now creeping through the soft downy hair of her pubes before coming to the puffy lips of her sex, her pussy absolutely drenched, her slick juices coating my fingers instantly.

"Feel that? Feel what you do to me?" she asks, her own hand pressing mine harder against her, her eyes locked on mine. She moves my fingers for me, my knuckles now dragging between her wet folds, her hips grinding into my touch. "That's all for you, sweet boy."

My mind is reeling, my body is a mess of overstimulated nerves and renewed arousal. I am touching Mandy's pussy, her slick, hot, incredibly wet pussy, and it's better than any fantasy I've ever had.

Her hand releases mine, leaving me to explore on my own. My fingers are tentative at first, tracing the length of her slit, feeling the heat radiating from her. I find her clit, a hard, slick little nub, and I circle it gently, experimentally.

Her sharp intake of breath is all the encouragement I need. I apply a little more pressure, my finger moving in slow, firm circles. Her hips buck against my hand, a low moan escaping her lips.

"Yesss," she hisses, her head falling back slightly, exposing the elegant line of her throat. "Right there. Don't stop."

My confidence soars. I add a second finger, my strokes becoming a little more confident, a little more sure. I watch her face, captivated by the look of pure pleasure that washes over it. Her lips are parted, her eyes are closed, and her breathing is shallow and fast. She is completely lost in the sensation.

I dip my fingers lower, teasing the entrance to her body. I push one finger inside, then a second. She is so wet, so hot, so incredibly tight. Her inner walls clench around my fingers, a rhythmic squeezing that makes my own spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

"Oh, god, Jake," she moans, her hands flying to my shoulders, her nails digging in slightly. "That feels so good. You're making me so hot."

I begin to move my fingers inside her, a slow, deliberate rhythm, curling them slightly to find that special spot, that rough patch of tissue on her front wall. Her hips begin to move, grinding against my hand, meeting my thrusts. Her moans become louder, more insistent, her hands slide up to my head and pull me into her breasts, guiding my face right into her huge cleavage, her massive, natural boobs pillowed against my cheeks on either side. I feel the soft, heavy weight of them through the fabric of her hoodie. The scent of her perfume, mixed with the warm, intimate scent of her arousal, fills my senses, a potent cocktail that makes my head spin.

"Is this what you want, sweet boy?" she purrs, her voice a low, throaty rumble against my ear. "Have you been dreaming about my big tits since you moved in next door?"

I can only nod, my face buried in the soft warmth of her chest. My fingers are still working inside her, my thumb circling her clit, my other hand gripping her hip.

She laughs, a low, husky sound. "I thought so. I've seen the way you look at me. The way your eyes get all primal and hungry."

She pulls back just enough to grab the hem of her hoodie. In one smooth, fluid motion, she pulls it over her head and tosses it aside.

Her breasts are magnificent. Huge, natural, and utterly perfect. They spill out of a simple black lace bra, the cups struggling to contain their full weight. Her skin is pale and flawless, the cleavage deep and inviting. They are bigger than I ever imagined, heavy and full, the large dark nipples clearly visible through the delicate lace, already hard, aching to be touched.

Still grinding on my hand, biting her lip, Mandy looks at me as she reaches behind herself and unclasps her bra, tossing it aside like her hoodie a few moments later, her breasts now totally free and completely mesmerizing, her dark, hard nipples pointing right at me.

Pulling me back in, she guides my face to her breasts, cooing softly as she smothers me with her chest, her sex rubbing back and forth on my hand, my thumb on her clit. She shudders as my hungry mouth finds her nipple, my tongue swirling over the tight bud, my teeth scraping gently. She moans, her fingers tightening in my hair, holding me to her.

"Oh, yes, Jake," she gasps, her hips bucking wildly against my hand. "Good boy. Just like that. Suck my tits. Make me feel good."

Reaching up with my free hand, I cradle her breast, the soft weight of it in my hand, the hard nub of her nipple against my tongue, the slick, wet heat of her pussy around my fingers. My cock is rock hard again, throbbing against my stomach, aching with need.

"Mmmm, yes. Such a good boy. Such a very good boy," She whispers, her voice strained with pleasure, her hands in my hair, caressing my head while I devour her breasts. Her hips are moving faster now, her breathing is coming in short, sharp gasps, her inner walls are clenching around my fingers, her body is tensing, her thighs trembling. I know she's close. I can feel it in the way her body responds to my touch, in the desperate, needy sounds she's making. "Don't you dare stop, sweet boy. Don't you dare stop."

My thumb presses harder on her clit, my fingers curling inside her, hitting that spot again and again. I suck harder on her nipple, my other hand squeezing her soft breast. She cries out, her body convulsing as she comes, her pussy gushing around my fingers, her hot juices flooding my hand. She holds my face to her heaving chest, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm, her moans of pleasure music to my ears. I don't stop, I keep stroking her, drawing out her pleasure, prolonging her release. I want to give her everything. I want her to feel as good as she made me feel.

After a long moment, her body sags, her grip on my hair loosening. I gently ease my fingers from her, my hand now slick and shiny with her juices. I look up at her face. Her eyes are closed, her cheeks are flushed, her lips are parted as she pants for breath. A sheen of sweat glistens on her skin, making her glow in the soft light of the room. She looks beautiful. Sated. Radiant.

She opens her eyes and looks down at me, a slow, lazy smile spreading across her face. "Wow," she whispers, her voice husky. "No man has ever made me come with just his hand." She adds, taking my glistening hand in hers and bringing it to her mouth, sucking her climax off my fingers, her sultry eyes locked with mine.

Her tongue swirls around my fingers, cleaning them, tasting herself. My cock, already hard, throbs with renewed interest. The sight is so incredibly erotic and dirty.

"He's happy to see me again already?" Mandy purrs, a hand reaching down to caress my throbbing shaft. "Such a good, responsive boy."

Her other hand pushes gently on my chest, guiding me to lie back down on the bed. I go willingly, my body pliant under her touch. Smiling, she stands up between my legs, her thumbs hooking under the elastic of her sweatpants.

"Would you like me to make you feel very, very nice?" she asks, her dark eyes glinting with mischief.

"Yes, please," I say in almost a squeak as I watch this utter MILF babe start sliding her sweatpants down her gorgeous legs.

She pushes the fabric down over her hips, revealing a tiny scrap of black lace that barely covers her mound. Her pussy is plump and swollen, and the lace is soaked, clinging to her, leaving nothing to the imagination.

She shimmies the pants down her thighs, her movements slow and deliberate, a strip tease designed to drive me wild. She kicks them away, standing before me in only that tiny, wet pair of panties. Her body is a work of art. Curvy in all the right places, her hips flaring out, her legs toned and shapely, and her breasts, heavy and full, the dark nipples hard and pointing.

She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, her eyes never leaving mine. She slides them down, her pussy coming into view. A small tuft of soft-looking hair on her mons, both her pubes and her lips glistening with her arousal. It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. She steps out of them, standing before me completely naked. She's a MILF goddess.

My already sky-high excitement growing, she kneels over me, her knees on either side of my hips. She reaches down, her hand wrapping around my cock, guiding it towards her. She slides the head against her entrance, the wet heat of her pussy so tantalizing, my cock jerking and twitching as her lips slip and slide over my glans, sending bolts of pleasure through my shaft.

"Are you ready, sweet boy?" she asks, her voice a husky whisper, her hand guiding my knob back and forth along her slit, back and forth.

I nod, my heart hammering against my ribs. My hands reach up, shaking, to caress and hold her hips. I feel more nervous than the night I lost my virginity.

She starts to sink down, slowly, torturously. I watch, hypnotized, as the head of my cock disappears inside her. Her entrance is tight, a hot, slick ring of muscle that resists for a moment before yielding to my girth. The feeling is incredible, a wet, velvety heat that grips me, pulls me in.

She continues her descent, taking me inch by inch. Her pussy stretches to accommodate me, her inner walls hugging my cock in a tight, wet embrace. I've never felt anything like it. She's so tight, so hot, so incredibly wet. Her breath hitches, a soft moan escaping her lips as she takes me deeper.

"God, you're so big," she gasps, her eyes closing as she adjusts to my size. "You're filling me up so good."

Finally, she's all the way down, her ass resting on my thighs, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. We stay like that for a moment, savoring the feeling of being connected, of my cock throbbing inside her, her pussy pulsing hotly around me. Her hands rest on my chest, her nails digging into my skin.

Then she starts to move.

She rises up slowly, her slick walls dragging along my length, creating a friction so exquisite it makes my toes curl. Just when I think she's going to pull all the way off, she sinks back down, a slow, deliberate descent that buries me deep inside her again.

She establishes a rhythm, a slow, sensual grinding that rocks my world. Her hips sway, her body undulating on top of me, her breasts swaying with her movements. I reach up, my hands cupping her heavy breasts, my thumbs brushing over her hard nipples. She moans, smiling at me, watching me enjoy her body while she enjoys mine.

I start to move with her, my hips rising to meet her downward thrusts, driving my cock deeper inside her. The pain in my thigh all but forgotten, replaced by the pure, unadulterated pleasure of her body. The room fills with the sounds of our sex, the wet, rhythmic slap of our bodies, our soft moans and gasps, our ragged breathing.

She leans down, her breasts pressing against my chest, her lips finding mine. Our tongues find each other, wrestling, tangling, tasting each other. Her hips never stop their slow, sensual rhythm. My hands roam her body, exploring the curve of her back, the swell of her full ass, pulling her down harder onto my cock.

She breaks the kiss, her forehead resting against mine, her dark eyes locked with mine, her breath warm on my face. "You feel so fucking good inside me, Jake," she whispers, her voice husky. "So big. So hard. You're stretching me so good."

Her words are a potent aphrodisiac, fueling my desire further. I grip her hips, feeling her as she pumps herself relentlessly up and down my shaft, her soft body so feminine as her pussy grips my length, every inch of my body in ecstasy.

"I've wanted this for so long, Mandy," I admit, my voice strained with pleasure. "I've wanted you for so long."

"I know, sweet boy," she purrs, a triumphant smirk on her lips. "I've seen the way you look at me. I've seen the hunger in your eyes. And I've wanted you too."

Her words send a jolt of pure, raw lust through me. She wanted me too. The thought is almost too much to process. She straightens up, her hands on my chest for support, her hips grinding in a slow, circular motion that makes my head spin. My cock is so deep inside her, her heat soaking into my balls.

She starts to ride me with more urgency, her hips bucking faster now, her movements becoming more erratic as she chases her release. Her breasts bounce wildly, her head thrown back in ecstasy, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

"Yes, Jake, yes," she gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders. "Harder. Fuck me harder."

I comply, my hips pistoning up to meet her downward thrusts, driving my cock into her with a newfound intensity. The pleasure is building, a growing tightness in my balls, my shaft somehow becoming even more sensitive. I can feel her body tensing too, her inner walls starting to convulse around my length.

The bed shaking, this beautiful MILF rides me harder and faster, my hands on her hips, my cock feeling like it's a million degrees, watching her enjoy my body, biting her lip as she bounces and grinds on my cock.

"I'm...I'm close," she stammers, her body trembling. "So close, sweet boy. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"I won't," I grunt, even though my own orgasm is approaching with terrifying speed, "I won't stop."

My grip on her hips tightens as I concentrate on holding back my own release, wanting to fuck this MILF babe as best I can, her pussy gripping my cock so tight as she slides up and down it faster and faster.

Then suddenly, her orgasm hits, a powerful, convulsive wave that racks her body. She cries out, her back arching, her nails digging into my shoulders as she comes, her pussy clamping down on my cock in a rhythmic, pulsating grip, her entire body shuddering as she shakes and squirms, impaled on my cock, a fresh flood of warmth gushing from her pussy as her juices run over my balls, her eyes screwed shut and her mouth agape, grunting and moaning with each fresh wave of pleasure, while I basically hold on and try to hold back my own release, watching this MILF goddess come on top of me, this sexy older woman feeling so much pleasure because of me. She collapses against me, her body spent, her head resting on my chest, her breathing ragged.

I hold her, my cock still throbbing urgently inside her, my own release held at bay by sheer force of will. I stroke her hair, her back, my hands gentle on her trembling body.

After a long moment, she stirs, lifting her head to look at me, a lazy, sated smile on her face. "Mmmm," she whispers, her voice husky. "Good boy."

Her pussy still spasming around my length, she pushes herself up, her hands on my chest, her hips starting to move again. This new rhythm is slower, more deliberate, but no less intense.

"My turn to make you feel good, sweet boy," she purrs, a wicked glint in her eyes.

She rides me with a renewed purpose, her hips rolling, her body undulating in a hypnotic, sensual rhythm that's designed to drive me wild. Her hands slide up my chest, her nails scraping lightly against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. She leans down, her breasts brushing against my chest, her lips finding my ear.

"I want you to come for me, Jake," she whispers, her hot breath sending shivers down my spine. "I want you to fill me up. I want to feel your hot come deep inside my pussy."

Her words are my undoing. The knot in my stomach finally snaps, and my orgasm crashes over me, a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. My hips buck uncontrollably, driving my cock deep inside her as I come, spurt after spurt of my hot load flooding her, my entire body convulsing with the force of my release. The ecstasy of the orgasm she's giving me makes my mind go blank. There is nothing but the feeling of her pussy, the heat of it, the tight, wet grip milking me of every last drop. I grunt again and again, a raw, primal sound from deep in my throat. My hands gripping her hips, holding her to me as I shoot myself into her, her sounds of pleasure and delight mixing with my own, watching me with a gentle smile as I empty my balls deep inside her.

My orgasm finally subsiding, I lay there under her, shaking and twitching with post-orgasm flutters, Mandy still watching me with her little smile, my cock jerking and randomly spasming inside her, my hands caressing her hips, my glans red hot.

"That was a lot of come you just blew inside me, sweet boy," Mandy whispers, a playful look in her eyes as she starts to slowly rock her hips, a fresh wave of pleasure making me gasp. She leans down and kisses me softly. "You filled me up so good."

I can only moan in response, my body a live wire of overstimulated pleasure. Her pussy feels incredible, a hot, wet sheath that grips my still-hard cock, her slow, gentle movements sending jolts of electricity through my exhausted body.

She continues to rock her hips, a slow, maddening rhythm that keeps my cock from deflating, sending bolt after bolt of stimulation through my now extra-sensitive post-orgasm glans. She smiles at me, her dark eyes glinting with mischief and satisfaction, obviously fully aware of what she's doing, each one of my little convulsions making her smile a little wider.

"Such a responsive body," she murmurs, her hands caressing my chest, her fingers tracing the ridges of my muscles. "So easy to please."

With a final, grinding roll of her hips, Mandy lifts herself off me. I watch, enraptured, as my shaft emerges from her, glistening and slick with our combined juices.

She shifts her position, a fluid, graceful movement that brings her to kneel between my legs once more. Her eyes are fixed on my glistening cock, a hungry gleam in their depths. A satisfied, knowing smile plays on her lips.

"I wonder what I could do with this magnificent cock, sweet boy?" she purrs, her voice a low, seductive husk that makes my entire body tense with anticipation. "Could I keep it hard and maybe even make it come for me again without a rest?"

She doesn't wait for an answer. She leans down, and a moment of shock, a jolt of pure pleasure, shoots through me as her warm, wet tongue makes a long, slow lick from my balls all the way up my slick shaft, stimulating me with deliberate, sensual strokes.

The sensation is overwhelming. My cock, which was just barely beginning to relax, immediately surges back to 100%, hardening instantly under her skilled, attentive ministrations. Her tongue swirls around the head, tasting the mixture of my essence and her own.

"Mmm," she hums, a low, pleased vibration against my sensitive flesh. "You and I taste so good together."

She takes me into her mouth again, her lips a soft, warm seal around my shaft. This time, there's no slow build-up. She takes me deep, her head bobbing in a steady, confident rhythm, her tongue working tirelessly on the underside. Her fist wraps around the base, pumping in perfect sync with her mouth, creating a seamless, wet tunnel of pleasure.

My hips buck off the bed, a choked gasp tearing from my throat. My hands go to her head, my fingers tangling in her soft hair. The pleasure is so good, a blinding, white-hot fire, every nerve ending on every inch of my cock buzzing.

"Mandy," I gasp, my voice strained. "Mandy..." I gasp again, almost wanting to tell her to slow down, the sensation too much, her skilled mouth unlike anything I've ever experienced before.

Seemingly sensing my overloaded nerves, she doesn't stop. If anything, she increases her pace, her suction growing stronger, her strokes more demanding. Her other hand finds my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, her nails scraping lightly against the sensitive skin. The dual stimulation is exquisite, a perfect symphony of sensation that has my head spinning and my body trembling, her eyes on mine, watching me as I squirm in ecstasy powerlessly.

After a minute of this, my body twitching and shaking with every bob of her head, Mandy releases my cock with a final, wet pop. She gives me a wicked, knowing smile before she leans back, her hands on her thighs, and slowly, deliberately, turns around, presenting me with the glorious, full curve of her ass.

It's magnificent. Round, firm, and utterly perfect. Her skin is flawless, the twin globes of her ass a breathtaking sight.

She kneels on the bed, her back to me, and looks over her shoulder, her hair cascading down her back. "You like what you see, sweet boy?" she purrs, a playful glint in her eyes.

I nod. My gaze is fixed on her, on the perfect swell of her ass, on the inviting cleavage between her cheeks.

She reaches back slowly, her hands spreading her cheeks, exposing herself to me completely. Her tight, puckered asshole is a small, dark, forbidden circle. A fresh wave of arousal crashes over me.

"I want you to fuck me in my ass, Jake," she says, her voice a low, sultry command. "I want you to take my ass. Will you be a good boy and do that for me? Will you fill my ass with your magnificent cock?"

My brain short-circuits. Her words are so direct, so dirty, so utterly unexpected. My cock, slick and rock-hard, throbs with a desperate, urgent need, my eyes locked onto her asshole, already wondering just how tight it's going to be on my thick length.

"Yes," I manage to choke out, my voice a hoarse croak. "Yes, Mandy."

She smiles, a slow, erotic smile, before she reaches over to the bedside table and pulls open the drawer. She retrieves a small, elegant bottle of lube.

"Get on your knees, sweet boy," she orders, her voice firm but gentle.

I scramble to obey, my movements clumsy with lust. I kneel behind her, my hands resting on her hips, my cock throbbing insistently against her ass.

She uncaps the lube and squirts a generous amount onto her fingers. Then, she reaches back and begins to prepare herself. I watch as she circles her tight little asshole with her slick fingers, her body shuddering slightly at the sensation. She pushes one finger inside, then a second, stretching herself, loosening the tight ring of muscle.

I can't help myself. I lean forward, my hands gripping her full, beautiful ass, my lips finding her shoulder and neck, kissing at her hungrily, Mandy purring with approval and tilting her head, making her neck more easily kissable, her lubed hand finding my aching cock and stroking it, coating it in the slick gel.

"I love how hard you are for me, Jake," she whispers, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she works her fingers caress my length. "So ready for me."

Stopping her strokes and grabbing, she guides the head of my slick cock to her equally slick entrance. "Now, be a good boy and push it in. Slowly."

I press forward, my heart pounding. The resistance is immediate, a tight, hot pressure that fights my advance. I push a little harder, and with a sudden, breathtaking pop, the head of my cock slips past the tight ring of muscle and into her ass.

The sensation is indescribable. A tight, intense heat that grips me, a pressure so exquisite. She is so much tighter than her pussy, a hot, slick sheath that hugs my cock in a vise-like grip.

"Yessss," she hisses, her body trembling. "Just like that. Now give me more, sweet boy."

I push forward again, slowly, inch by inch. Her ass opens for me, yielding to my girth, her inner walls stretching to accommodate my thickness. My cock disappears into her perfect, round ass. The sight is so incredibly erotic, so forbidden.

Finally, I am buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her ass, my cock deep inside her, throbbing inside her tightest hole.

Gasping in pleasure, Mandy leans forward, moving from kneeling to doggy style position, pushing back against me, impaling herself on my cock, my hands caressing her perfect, full ass cheeks. "Now, I want you to fuck me, Jake. Hard."

Shaking with excitement, I pull back slowly, until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. The friction is incredible, a hot, slick drag that sends bolts of pure pleasure through my entire body.

"Mmm, just like that, sweet boy, " she grunts, her head thrown back, her hands gripping the duvet. "Give me that big cock."

I establish a rhythm, a slow, deliberate pace that allows me to savor every inch of her tight, hot passage. My hands grip her hips, holding her steady as I drive into her again and again, my movements growing more confident, more demanding with each thrust.

Her entire body shudders at my work, her pussy suddenly gushing, her arousal dribbling down her thighs. "Yessss," she cries out, a hand flying back to grip my hip, pulling me deeper. "I love your huge fucking cock in my tight ass. Fuck me harder, sweet boy. Make me take it!"

My hips piston, a raw, primal rhythm, my balls slapping against her ass with each deep thrust. The bed creaks in protest, the headboard banging loudly against the wall, but I don't care. All that matters is the heat of her ass, the tight grip of her inner walls, the sounds of her pleasure, her dirty talk driving me mad with lust, a stunning MILF babe begging me to pound her ass.

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back, my hands sliding up her body to cup her heavy, swaying breasts. I pinch her hard nipples, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger. Her back arches, a guttural moan tearing from her throat, her inner walls clenching around my cock.

"That's it, Jake," she gasps, her head turned to the side, her cheek now pressed against the duvet. "Play with my tits while you fuck my ass. Oh, god, you're so deep!"

I drive into her again and again, powerful, punishing thrusts that bury me to the hilt, my balls tight against her. The sight of her perfect, round ass taking my cock, the feel of her tight heat, the sounds of her pleasure, it's all too much. The pressure in my balls builds, a hot, aching knot of pure need.

"Mandy," I groan, my hips bucking, my movements becoming erratic. "Mandy, I'm... I'm gonna come!"

"Yes," she hisses, her body trembling beneath me. "Yes, sweet boy. Come for me. Fill my ass with your hot come. I want to feel you exploding inside me."

Her permission is all it takes. The little bit of restraint I was managing to hold onto disappears. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and let go, my cock erupting, a torrent of hot come flooding her tightest passage. My entire body convulses, a raw, primal grunt tearing from my throat as I empty myself into her. Mandy's asshole gripping my length as it spasms and twitches inside her, pushing her flat onto the bed as I thrust and buck, fully on top of her and shaking in orgasm, my hands creeping under her body to find her saturated pussy, slick with lust, rubbing it as I come.

Arching up against me as I climax, Mandy gasps, her face flushed as her own orgasm hits, her tight muscles pulsing around my cock as her pussy gushes over my busy fingers. The two of us trembling in ecstasy together, my face buried in her neck, her skin slick with a light sheen of sweat.

My body becomes a limp, heavy blanket on top of hers, my cock slowly softening inside her, my balls aching pleasantly. For a long while, we just lie there, a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing, occasionally kissing her neck and face as I slowly come down from the highest of highs.

Finally, I stir, pushing myself up on shaky arms. I look down at her, at her beautiful face, flushed and serene, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips. She looks so beautiful, so utterly spent and sated. I pull out of her with a wet, slick sound. Mandy whimpers slightly, her body shuddering at the sudden emptiness. I collapse onto the bed beside her, my body completely drained, my mind a happy, blissful blank.

She turns to face me, her eyes heavy-lidded with exhaustion and contentment. She reaches out, her hand gently stroking my cheek. "You are an amazing lover, Jake," she whispers, her voice husky. "A natural. So passionate, so eager to please."

I just smile, a dopey, lovestruck grin. My brain is too fogged with pleasure to form a coherent sentence.

She leans in and kisses me, a slow, deep, tender kiss that tastes of sex and satisfaction. "You've completely worn me out, sweet boy," she murmurs against my lips. "I haven't been fucked like that in...well, in a very long time."

I wrap my arm around her, pulling her closer, my body still humming with the aftershocks of our sex. I nuzzle my face into her hair, inhaling the sweet, musky scent of her. I don't think I've ever felt so content before.

We lie in comfortable silence for a while longer, Mandy partially draped over me, her soft sex pressed against my thigh, one leg over mine, her heavy breasts against me, her arm over my chest and her gorgeous face pressed into my neck, her breath warm and sweet on my skin. The room is quiet, the only sound our soft, steady breathing.

Mandy rolls off me, the sudden loss of her warmth making me shiver. She sits up, stretching like a cat, her body a beautiful, graceful curve in the dim light. I watch her, my gaze appreciative, my cock twitching with a renewed interest that I quickly ignore. I'm too tired, too sore, too utterly spent for another round. For now, at least.

She glances over her shoulder at me, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. "Eyes up here, sweet boy," she teases.

I grin, sitting up myself, my hand automatically going to her waist and caressing her side without even thinking about it, her body so tempting, my hands unable to keep to themselves.

A slow, happy smile spreads across Mandy's face. She shifts, turning to face me more fully, her heavy breasts swaying with the movement. Her hand rests on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin, my own fingers trailing over her curves.

"I'm getting hungry," she says, her eyebrows rising in question.

My stomach rumbles at the mention of food. "Me too," I admit.

"So then, how about you stay for dinner?" she offers, her voice a low, husky purr. "I was thinking of ordering a pizza."

I'd like that," I say, a genuine smile spreading across my face.

Her smile widens, becoming even more predatory, more erotic. She leans in, her lips brushing against my ear, her hot breath sending a shiver down my spine.

"Good," she whispers, her voice sultry. "Because I was thinking...after we eat dinner, I'd quite like another serving of a sweet boy's cock for dessert."

"Mmmm, sounds good. But I have one condition."

"Yes?" Mandy asks, playing along as I slide my hand between her legs and cup the hot bulge of her sex.

"I get to eat as much of this as I want for dessert, too."

"Deal, sweet boy," Mandy replies, grinding her wet sex against my palm, our sexual adventures having only just begun!

END

------------------------------
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