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The Insatiable Neighbour

(A cheating Milf Short Story)

Prologue.

This is a coming-of-age story and is the first of two books featuring a young black guy Daniel. The companion book, ‘The Hot Milf From The Business Next Door’ can be found on Smashwords and other fine book retailers. 

Daniel is a shy teenage boy, born in the early 80’s and raised in a middle-class neighborhood in British Columbia, Canada by his Jamaican father and English mother. Naturally shy by nature he was raised to respect his elders and to be hard working, often volunteering to help some of his closer neighbours with tasks like grass cutting and other chores. One of those neighbours is Sharon, she’s the wife of a civil engineer, he spends a lot of time away from home working on large scale projects domestically and abroad. 

Despite being in her early fifties Sharon has maintained her looks and keeps herself in excellent shape with regular exercise and visits to a local fitness centre. She is also leading a secret life, one that involves regularly cheating on her husband with other men. Daniel’s good looks and other physical attributes have not escaped her attention, and with his eighteenth birthday just a few weeks away launches her plan to seduce him.
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Chapter 1. Early Yearnings.
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For as long as I could remember Sharon, or as I always respectfully called her, Mrs. Miller was always ‘that nice lady down the road.’ I guess she had a strong motherly instinct and in my pre-teen years took me under her wing. She was always very kind to me, you know milk and cookies, that sort of thing and I’d often go to her house after school and on weekends to help with chores like mowing her lawns for some pocket money.

Her husband spent a lot of time away from home, sometimes while he was away there’d be a different car in her driveway. She told me not to stop by if there was because she was “entertaining a friend.” In my juvenile naivety I never thought anything of it but of course years later I found out that was just a euphemism for having a guy over for sex.

As an only child my parents were a bit overprotective and consequently I was quite shy and awkward, it didn’t help that I was also bit of a late developer, I was around fourteen when puberty finally started in earnest. Any guy will tell you their early teens were a raging hormone fest, so unsurprisingly that’s when I started looking at females in a different way. However, being as shy as I was I felt awkward about approaching and talking to the girls at school, that’s where Sharon comes into the picture.

You may well relate to this because it’s the classic scenario, I’d often see her on her way out in the evenings all gussied up and dressed to the nines, make up, tight fitting clothes, short skirts and high heels. To my teenage eyes and mind she was a perfect fantasy figure, a kind and very attractive older lady who inevitably became my first boyhood crush.

She didn’t dress too conservatively when I was at her house either, sometimes she’d wear tops that clung to her breasts, and I’d get a glimpse of her cleavage or bare legs above the knee. So with the hormones raging it was inevitable that I’d end up fantasizing about her. I’m sure she caught me looking more than a few times but never said anything. Just the thought of what she looked like under her clothes would mean an instant and sometimes embarrassing erection. Speaking of which, I was genuinely worried about my penis, it seemed abnormally big compared to my peers at school. Not that I ever directly compared it or anything like that, but it was pretty obvious during swimming classes. Almost ironically that was just another reason why I grew up shy around girls.

I discovered masturbation fairly soon after puberty, it seems funny now, but I’d be in my bedroom with a boner fantasizing about Sharon and pre-cum would be oozing out. At first I had no idea what to do but eventually some deeply programmed instinct kicked in and one day I gripped it in my fist and started jerking it. A few seconds later I got this weird but really good feeling and ejaculated, it took me completely by surprise and the semen went everywhere. After that discovery I did it a lot, especially after I’d been to Sharon’s house. 

I should add here that nothing physical or inappropriate ever happened between us, well, not until my later teens of course, but it would be accurate to say she was my main focal point whenever I masturbated. Her mature but toned and shapely body looked better than quite a lot of the girls at school, at least to my young and inexperienced eyes so I’d regularly fantasize about seeing her naked and jerk off with those images in my head.
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Chapter 2. The Seduction Begins.
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Fast forward three years, at seventeen my crush was as strong as ever, I was still on the shy side but by now she was treating me more like an adult. No more milk and cookies, they’d been replaced by the occasional beer and cigarette. She also insisted I should call her Sharon instead of the ‘Mrs. Miller’ I’d been using out of respect ever since we’d first met. I liked to stay active, and it showed, I’d become a lot less self conscious about my appearance. The early gawkiness disappeared and I actually considered myself to be a fairly good-looking guy. Like a lot of young men I’d flaunt my newly developed body and muscles by wearing as few clothes as possible, tank tops and shorts were my preference most days if the weather was good.
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