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FREE USE MILF NEXT DOOR

By

LEO MICHAELS

I’m nursing a cheap beer at 'The Rusty Nail', a bit of a dive bar, but a dive bar with a bigger TV than me and always has the game playing, waiting for my friend Mark to join me. During a lull in the game it cuts to ad breaks and I tune the sound of the TV out and that’s when I hear them, two guys at the next table, old enough to be my dad, their faces crinkled with a mix of nostalgia and something more risque, which gets my attention. They’re laughing, leaning in, their voices a low, conspiratorial sound that cuts through the bar’s generic background noise.

“I’m telling you, Frank,” One of them says, a burly guy with a grey-streaked beard, “Best years of our lives. Remember Breanna?”

Frank lets out a gravelly laugh, taking a long swallow of his drink, “How could I forget? Breanna…goddamn. You could just…do it. Anytime. Anywhere.”

“‘Free use,’ they call it now,” The first one replies, “Back then, we just called it winning the fucking lottery haha. You could walk up, get behind her without a word and just pull her shorts down and she’d push that perfect ass right back at you. Never said no. Never.”

Huh. My MILF neighbor's name is Breanna, and looks about the right age to have been in the same circles as these guys back in the day, I think to myself as I listen nonchalantly, although there must be a million Breannas.

“Wonder what ever happened to her?” The one named Frank muses, finishing his beer. “Haven't seen her in...what, 25 years? Bet she’s still got it, though.”

“Probably some prim and proper housewife somewhere,” The bearded one chuckles. “Imagine that. Sexy as fuck Breanna, baking cookies for some grandkids or something.”

"Hah! Remember those tits? Christ they were huge!"

"How can I forget? I've never to this day been with a woman who had puppies as big as hers."

Huh, my Breanna has ridiculously big breasts too, I think to myself, although lots of MILFs seem to have big boobs. Maybe they're like ears and noses? They never stop growing? I find myself wondering before Frank says something that stops my thoughts dead.

"That cute little mole on her face, just like Cindy Crawford."

"Beauty mark, Frank," The other one corrects with a chuckle, while all I can think about is that Breanna has a mole, grabbing my phone and googling Cindy Crawford, my eyebrows lifting as I see she has a mole in the same place as Breanna, the coincidences piling up, my ears straining as I listen carefully for any other clues, but none come, their conversation flowing onto something else as they get up and shuffle out of the bar, leaving me alone with a million questions.

Mark arrives and grabs a beer, looking at me with a quizzical expression.

"What's up, Jake? You look like you've got the weight of the world on your mind, man."

"Huh? Oh, nothing. Just...thought I overheard something interesting."

Mark shrugs and takes a long pull from his beer, "Well, whatever it is, you're missing the game."

I try to focus, but my mind is already a million miles away again. I need to know if my Breanna is their Breanna. I mean, it can't be, surely? But what if it is? What if the total babe MILF next door, the woman I've thought about countless times when I'm jerking off but never thought I could have a chance with, is actually hiding a free use kink?

I start looking back over all our interactions over the last few years, searching for any clues that she was maybe dangling in front of me, knowing I probably would have missed them either way, my flirt radar basically non-existent. I'm trying to remember every smile, every touch of my arm that lasted a little too long. Every 'accidental' brush past me in her driveway. The way she looks at me sometimes. There was that one summer she was always sunbathing in a tiny bikini when I mowed the lawn. Was she just sunbathing, or was she hoping I'd come over and do more than just the usual say hello? Like...actually make a move on her? God, the thought of it makes my cock twitch in my pants, the buzz from the cheap beer not doing anything to dampen my sudden, horny mindset.

Mark and I hang out at the bar for the rest of the game and a couple more beers afterward, but I'm distracted now, the two old guys' words replaying in my head over and over, "Anytime. Anywhere. Never said no. Never." By the time I leave the bar, my mind is made up. I've got to find out if this is real or not.

***

The next morning, I'm up before my alarm, my cock hard as I think about Breanna, my mind a blur of what-ifs. I need a plan, a reason to talk to her.

I decide to 'forget' something in her yard. It’s a stupid, flimsy excuse, I know, but my arousal tells me it's good enough. Grabbing a bright orange frisbee that I haven't played with in years, I toss it over her fence into her backyard, the plastic hitting her grass with a soft thud. My heart is pounding in my chest as I wait a few minutes, letting the 'mistake' settle in before I walk over and ring her doorbell. My palms sweaty and my mouth dry. This is either going to be the best or the worst day of my life.

Breanna answers the door, and she looks amazing as always. Her long, dark hair is up in a messy bun, a few stray strands framing her face and drawing my eyes to that little beauty mark. She's wearing a simple, white tank top and a pair of tight, grey yoga pants that hug every curve of her hips and that amazing ass, and my god, her breasts...they’re so fucking big, the thin fabric of the tank top doing nothing to hide the fact that she's not wearing a bra, her nipples obvious points pressing against the material.

"Hey, Jake," She says, her voice warm and husky, "Everything ok?"

"Uh, yeah, Breanna. Everything's fine," I stammer, trying to keep my eyes from dropping to her chest. "I, uh...I threw my frisbee into your backyard. Dumb, I know. Sorry to bother you."

A slow smile spreads across her face, a genuine, easy smile that reaches her eyes. "No bother at all. Come on in, you can go through to the backyard."

She holds the door open for me, and I have to squeeze past her to get inside. I can feel the heat radiating from her body, and a momentary soft graze of her breast against my arm. The brief contact sends a jolt of electricity straight to my dick, feeling it immediately start to plump up again for the 100th time today.

I follow her through the house, my eyes glued to the sway of her hips, the way her ass cheeks move with each step she takes. The air in her house smells like her, a subtle, sweet scent.

"Here we are," She says, sliding open the glass door to her backyard, "Just grab it when you see it."

I step back out into the bright sunshine, the frisbee lying in the middle of her well-manicured lawn. I walk over and pick it up, my mind racing. This is it. This is my chance. I take a deep breath, my heart hammering against my ribs, and turn to face her.

She's standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame, her arms crossed under her breasts, which only serves to push them up and make them look even more incredible. She's watching me, a curious, almost bemused look on her face.

I walk back towards the house, the bright orange plastic of the frisbee feeling ridiculous in my hand. My heart isn't just beating, it's a frantic drum solo. Every nerve ending is on fire, screaming at me that this is a stupid, reckless idea that could get me slapped, or worse, have the cops called on me.

My throat is bone-dry as I stop a few feet from her, the frisbee dangling from my fingers.

"Got it," I say unnecessarily, swallowing before I step past the point of no return, "Thanks. You're...you're really generous to let me just come into your yard like this. To make free use of it."

The words hang in the air, clumsy and obvious. I cringe internally, but I force myself to meet her gaze.

She doesn't flinch. Her smile doesn't falter. If anything, a new kind of warmth blooms in her eyes, a deep, knowing light that makes my cock throb with renewed urgency. She tilts her head slightly, the motion sending a stray curl of dark hair to brush against her cheek.

"Generous? Maybe," she murmurs, her voice now a low, honeyed purr. "Neighbors should be helpful to each other."

"You know," I continue, my courage buoyed by her lack of rejection, "I was at the bar last night. Overheard some older guys talking...about a woman they knew. A very beautiful woman. And umm...they said...they said...a guy could just...use her. Freely. Whenever."

I hold my breath, my entire body tensed for the slap, or the scream, or the demand to get the fuck off her property.

Breanna just watches me, her expression unreadable for a long, agonizing moment. She slowly uncrosses her arms, and I have a perfect, fleeting view of the magnificent weight of her breasts as they settle. Her lips, full and glistening with a hint of gloss, curve into a faint, mysterious smile.

"Wow, that sounds like quite an arrangement to have, doesn't it?" Breanna muses, her hands on her hips.

"Yeah, it does," I reply, my body boiling from the inside out, "It...it sounds like heaven."

"Yes, well. You shouldn't believe everything you hear in a bar, Jake," She says softly, her voice barely a whisper.

My heart sinks. A wave of humiliation washes over me. This is it. I've made a complete fool of myself.

Then she finishes.

"But sometimes...maybe you should."

Without another word, Breanna turns and slinks inside, her ass so inviting as I stand there, swallowing hard over and over before finally following her back into her house.

"If this story you've heard is true," Breanna says, going to her fridge to grab a juice, "The thing is, something like that? It's 100% on the guy. He has to be a big boy and make all the moves. If he doesn't initiate, then he doesn't get any. At least, that's how I think that sort of thing goes..." She adds, trailing off as she takes a sip of juice before smiling innocently at me, her eyebrows raised expectantly. A shudder runs through me, a mixture of raw, unadulterated lust and pure, unadulterated fear, my cock swelling as I stand there, willing myself to take the next step.

So horny, my ears pounding from my own heartbeat, I watch her closely as I approach, Breanna looking back innocently, sipping her juice, my hands trembling as I reach out and place them on her hips, the soft warmth of her body on my palms making me swallow hard.

She doesn't resist or pull away. My hands moving up and down just a little, getting used to the surreal moment, Breanna sipping her juice like I'm not even there.

Biting my lip, my hands slide from her hips up and under her tank top onto her bare skin, so soft and feminine, my hands continuing up, shaking even more as I make contact with her massive breasts, my earlier assumption of no bra proven true as I cup their heavy weight, feeling their warmth, her nipples erect and my heart hammering as I stand here randomly fondling my MILF nieghbor, Breanna's face holding a sweet distracted smile but otherwise giving off nothing.

Removing my hands, I grab her tank top and lift it up over her breasts, their massive size keeping the top bunched up around her collarbone, my eyes wide as I take in the sight of her boobs, heavy and pendulous, my cock raging now as my hands return to them, kneading and massaging.

Then I lean down and take a nipple into my mouth, the hard nub between my lips as I flick my tongue over it, a tiny hum from Breanna above me the only reaction as I continue to suckle, my hands pressing her breasts together, making a deep valley to bury my face in.

Standing up straight, I look at her, Breanna smiling back patiently, this freeuse kink almost feeling like a newfound superpower, making my dick throb even harder. I unzip my jeans and shove them and my boxers down to my knees in one clumsy motion, my rock-hard cock springing free, slapping against my stomach with a dull thud. I stand before her, completely exposed, my length pointing directly at her, the tip already glistening with pre-come.

Reaching out, I take her hand, her fingers limp and compliant in mine. I bring her palm to my dick, her warm skin a shock against my hot, aching hardness. I wrap her fingers around my shaft, my own hand over hers, guiding her, showing her the rhythm I want.

Her fingers begin to move on their own, her grip tightening, still simply smiling at me like we're strangers on a bus that happen to be standing near one another and nothing more.

"Fuck...yes," I groan, my head falling back as I lose myself in the sensation of her hand on me. She's good at this, her movements fluid and sure, her thumb smearing my pre-come over the head of my dick, making it slick, the utterly alien sensation of just getting a handjob with no prior flirtation or anything, knowing I could have done this at any time if only I'd known, so bizarre but also sensual.

A strangled gasp escapes my lips, my hips starting to rock, fucking her fist as she stands there passively, her expression still placid. The sight of her beautiful, serene face while her hand works my cock like a perfect machine is the most erotic thing I have ever seen. My balls draw up tight, a familiar tingling starting at the base of my spine.

"Fuck...Breanna...I'm gonna..." I grunt, my thrusts becoming erratic, desperate, Breanna not even acknowledging my words, her hand simply continuing its work.

A guttural groan escapes my throat as my body locks up. My cock pulses violently in her grip, and thick, white ropes of come erupt from the tip, splashing across her smooth, soft belly, painting her skin in sticky, hot stripes, grunting and gasping as I shoot my load over her, my hips bucking. I watch, mesmerized, as my seed drips over her navel and trickles down towards the waistband of her yoga pants.

Panting, I pull away, my slowly softening cock slipping from her grasp. Her hand is sticky with my release, but she doesn't seem to notice or care. She just lowers it to her side, her smile unchanged, her other hand bringing the juice nonchalantly to her lips for a small sip. Her belly, coated in my lust, glistens in the morning light filtering through her kitchen window. She doesn't move to clean it up but just stands there as I shakily pull my jeans back up, the craziness of this situation hitting me as post-nut clarity floods my brain.

"I'm glad you were able to find your frizzbee, Jake," She says, as if the last few minutes didn't happen and we've just walked back inside, her breasts still exposed and swaying as she takes another sip of her juice.

"Ah...yeah...thanks," I say, still trying to catch up, deciding to reach out and gently pull her top back down, wondering if her earlier comment of it being 100% up to the guy includes afterward, Breanna 'not noticing' as I adjust her top to a more modest position.

"My pleasure," She replies, "And actually, since you're here, I was wondering if you could do me a small favor?"

"Sure," I answer, assuming there might actually be a price to pay in return for getting unrestricted access to Breanna's body, although I already know I'll be happy to pay it, whatever it is.

Going to a cupboard, she pulls out a small bunch of keys, 3 or 4 in total and hands them to me.

"These are the spare keys to my house, take them. Just in case there's ever an emergency or something, or I lock myself out. I'm pretty sure I can trust you with them?"

I stare at the keys in my palm. Keys to her house. My mind races with the implications. She's giving me unrestricted access. In some way I guess I passed. This isn't a one-time thing. This is an actual lifestyle thing. And she's just handed me the keys to her kingdom.

"Uh, yeah. Of course, Breanna. You can totally trust me," I say, my voice a little shaky, my throat tight.

"Wonderful," She says, giving me a genuine, warm smile. "Thank you, Jake. I really appreciate it."

I just stand there for a second, unsure what to say, my come literally running down her belly and soaking into her tank top, the etiquette of what to do in such a scenario not something I'd ever thought about, so I just nod again, my mind a complete blank.

"Well, I should get going?" I manage to say, worried I'm maybe being rude after just blowing a load over her, but also understanding this is the whole point, and possibly the very thing that gives Breanna pleasure?

"Ok, Jake. You have a good day," She says, her smile real and encouraging, like she approves of my actions but doesn't want to instruct or guide.

I walk back to my house in a daze, the bright sunlight feeling surreal. I fumble with my own keys, my hands still trembling slightly as I let myself in. I go straight to my room, close the door, and lean back against it, my heart hammering. The keys to Breanna’s house feel heavy and real in my pocket, knowing that I can use them to gain access to an orgasm whenever I feel like it, and not just an orgasm, but an orgasm with the hottest MILF I know.

Trying unsuccessfully to do anything else, my mind keeps wandering to the fact that just next door is an unlimited supply of pleasure, my brain distracted as I try to read, game, or grab a bite to eat, catching myself sitting and staring into space, a half chewed morsel in my mouth, my cock already hard and begging me to go back for more.

Is it rude to go back again so soon? Is it silly to even ask that? Would Breanna be surprised if I showed up again? Probably not, I guess. Everyone has a tendency to overindulge when they get a new toy, device, hobby, etc.

Swallowing hard again, I get up, resolved to go over there and enjoy myself, still feeling strange as I leave my house and approach hers, this situation still feeling very alien to me, my hands trembling a bit as I find the right key and open her front door, feeling more like an intruder than a friendly, horny neighbor.

Walking carefully inside, I find Breanna on her couch, scrolling through her phone. She looks up as I enter the living room.

"Hi, Jake," She says with a smile, before going back to her phone, my cock aching as I stand there.

"Hi," I croak in return, my legs rubbery as I walk to her, my hands unsure as I unzip my jeans and step out of them and my boxers, my cock urgent as I now stand in front of her, Breanna's attention very deliberately on her phone, her eyes not even flicking to my throbbing length.

Putting one foot carefully on the couch for better aim, I bring my cock to her face, my glans, already slick with pre-come, pressing against her lips, Breanna opening her mouth and letting me inside without a word, sucking on my knob as I start to thrust gently into her warm, wet mouth.

I shudder with pleasure as I savor the feeling of her lips and tongue on my cock, my hips starting to move a little faster, a little deeper, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock each time I pull back. My hands go to her head, my fingers tangling in her dark hair as I hold her in place and start to fuck her face in earnest, her head bobbing in rhythm with my thrusts, my balls slapping against her chin.

The wet, sloppy sounds of the blowjob fill the quiet room, a fleshy counterpoint to the gentle tapping of her fingers on her phone screen, which she still scrolls through, my mind blown at this total disconnect between the mundane and the intensely erotic. I look down and watch as my cock disappears between her lips, the sight of her full lips stretched around my girth almost enough to make me come right then and there.

I suddenly feel my orgasm building, a tightening in my balls. I try to hold back, wanting this to last, but the sight of her beautiful face, the feeling of her hot mouth, the sheer audacity of the situation...it's all too much. With a loud groan, I thrust deep one last time, my cock pulsating as I empty myself into her mouth repeatedly, her lips holding my cock as it twitches and spasms in her grip, my come hitting the back of her throat. She swallows it all down, her throat working, her only outward reaction a slight widening of her eyes before they go back to her phone.

I pull out, my cock still twitching, a thin string of come and saliva connecting the tip to her lips. She doesn't even seem to notice. She just licks her lips, a small, almost unconscious gesture, and continues to scroll.

My legs are shaking so bad I have to sit down on the couch next to her, my chest heaving. I watch her for a few moments, her face illuminated by the screen of her phone, my softening cock resting on my thigh, slick with her saliva, the reality of what just happened settling in. I face-fucked my hot MILF neighbor while she scrolled through her phone, and she just...took it.

"Wow," I breathe, the word barely audible, Breanna still not reacting.

Knowing I could just get up and walk away now, I don't want to. I lean closer, my head dipping to the exposed skin of her neck. I kiss her there, softly and she tilts her head almost imperceptibly, giving me better access, still completely engrossed in whatever she's looking at, her fingers still moving, her phone screen still glowing.

My hand finds its way to her waist, sliding down and under the hem of her yoga pants. Her skin is hot and smooth as my fingers brush against the lace of her panties, and I can feel the damp heat of her arousal through the thin fabric.

Slipping my fingers inside her panties, I feel the downy hair of her pubes, wet with her lust, my fingers coming to her sex a moment later, her pussy red hot and slick, her lips puffy as I slide a finger between them and feel the red hot heat of her inside, her pussy so smooth and soft, yet right around my digit.

Finding her clit, I tease it, my face still buried in her neck, making out with it while I finger her like a young man's first time after the prom, my cock spent but still plump, everything about Breanna's feminine body driving me wild.

Sliding off the couch and onto my knees in front of her, I grab her yoga pants and tug them down, Breanna lifting her butt a little but still looking at her phone like I'm not even there as I pull her pants down to her ankles, leaving them there in a puddle of grey fabric. Her panties, simple white lace, follow a second later. I'm on my knees on her living room rug, my face now level with her pussy. The air is thick with the scent of her arousal, a sweet, musky perfume that goes straight to my head and makes my cock start twitching back to life.

I place my hands on her thighs, pushing them open wider. She doesn't resist, her legs falling apart limply, granting me full access. Her pussy is beautiful, her lips swollen, glistening with her slick juices. Her small, neat triangle of dark hair rests above her slit.

Mad with need to taste her, I lean in and press my mouth against her sex. I start by licking her from her hole to her clit, tasting her, savoring it. She's so fucking wet, her flavor intoxicating. She makes a small, almost inaudible sound, a quiet hitch in her breath, but her fingers never stop their lazy scrolling on her phone screen.

Encouraged, I do it again, and again, establishing a rhythm. I explore every fold and crevice with my tongue, my hands holding her thighs steady. I can feel the muscles in her legs quiver slightly under my touch. I focus on her clit now, circling it with the tip of my tongue, then flicking it back and forth, fast and light. Her hips give a tiny, involuntary rock against my face, her face trying to remain neutral as she scrolls.

I slide a finger back inside her, then another, curling them upwards to find that sensitive spot inside her while I continue to feast on her clit. I'm lapping at her now, sucking her sensitive nub into my mouth, my fingers pumping into her tight, wet heat. I can feel her inner walls start to clench around my fingers, a sure sign she's close, and it drives me wild.

Her breath is coming in shorter, sharper gasps now, though she tries to muffle them. The hand holding her phone is shaking so badly she can barely scroll anymore. Her other hand flies to my head, her fingers tangling in my hair, not to push me away, but to hold me in place. She arches her back, pushing her pussy hard against my face as a silent, shuddering orgasm ripples through her, her thighs clamping around my head, her scrolling finally ceasing as she sits there, trying not to moan in pleasure I'm sure, gripping her phone, biting her lip urgently as her body trembles and vibrates subtly but definitely.

I keep licking and sucking her through her climax, drawing out her pleasure until her body goes limp and her legs fall open again. I can feel her slickness all over my chin and cheeks, her scent filling my lungs.

I pull back slightly, looking up at her. Her face is flushed and her restarted scrolling is more than a little unsteady, but she's once again fully committed to not reacting to me, although she's now chewing her lip thoughtfully as she scrolls, her chest heaving slowly as she tries to surreptitiously regain her breath.

So sexy and sensual, sitting here before me with her creamy thighs spread wide, my cock goes from mostly hard to fully erect, coming in closer on my knees, her pussy on the edge of the couch and at the perfect height to be penetrated. Taking my cock in my hand, I guide the head to her entrance, Breanna stopping her scrolling for a brief second as she feels my glans at her opening, before resuming as if nothing is happening, my heart hammering as I push my hips forward and sink into her hot, tight, wetness.

The feeling is incredible. Her pussy walls grip me, a perfect, snug fit that sends shivers down my spine. I slide in deep, my balls resting against her ass, my cock enveloped in her velvet heat. I pause for a moment, just savoring the sensation, the feeling of being inside her, of my cock being buried to the hilt in this beautiful, passive woman.

Then I start to move. My hips rock back and forth, my cock sliding in and out of her in a steady rhythm. The room is filled with the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies meeting, a filthy, beautiful sound that makes my head spin. I watch my dick disappear into her over and over, her lips stretched around my girth, pink and puffy.

I lean forward, my hands on the couch on either side of her, my body covering hers. Her breasts, still contained within her tank top, press against my chest. I can feel her hard nipples through the thin fabric and the sticky mess of my earlier orgasm on her belly that soaked through the top.

"Fucking hell," I groan, my face buried in her hair. She smells so good, a mix of her shampoo and her natural scent, and the musky aroma of sex. Her fingers on her phone have almost stilled completely now, her knuckles white as she grips the device, her focus entirely on maintaining her facade of indifference, though the way her body is trembling beneath me betrays her true state of arousal.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, faster. I'm fucking her in earnest now, my hips pistoning, driving my cock deep inside her with every stroke. Her body rocks with the force of my movements, her breasts jiggling and swaying with the impact, the couch creaking in protest.

Her pussy is clenching around my cock, milking me, pulling me deeper. I can feel another orgasm building in her, a rising tension in her core that mirrors my own.

The sheer, unadulterated filth of this situation is overwhelming. I'm fucking my gorgeous, passive neighbor on her couch while she scrolls through her phone, and she's loving every second of it. My balls are tight, a hot, tingling sensation spreading throughout my body. I'm going to come. I'm actually about to blow a load in a woman who until this morning was just a private fantasy.

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. My cock explodes, a torrent of hot, thick come flooding her sex. I cry out, a raw, primal sound of pure ecstasy as I pump her full of my seed again and again. I can feel her pussy spasm around me, her own sudden climax crashing through her in silent, shuddering waves. Her back arches, biting her bottom lip as her eyelids flutter, trying to maintain neutrality through her release, my cock spasming in her tight grip.

I collapse on top of her, my body momentarily spent, my cock still twitching inside her, the quiet but distinct tapping of her fingers on the phone's screen almost comical as I come down from my most amazing orgasm and Breanna seemingly doesn't even know I'm there, even though I know that not to be true, her pussy trickling with her own orgasm.

Pulling out of her slowly, I get up and pull up my jeans and boxers, tucking my spent cock away. I look at her, still sitting on the couch, her legs spread, my come trickling from her. She looks up at me and a small, satisfied smile plays on her lips, and she gives me a slow, deliberate nod. It feels like it's a thank you and a silent invitation to come back for more.

***

The next few days quickly become focused on one thing and one thing only: Breanna. Every time I get an erection or even feel like I might get an erection, I find myself over at her house, Breanna always diligently continuing what she's doing even as I thrust away madly at her, fucking her from all angles, her pussy and throat soon becoming a home to my cock as much as my boxers, my 21-year-old's libido meaning I'm never more than an hour away from wanting another round.

I find her in her backyard, tending her garden, pulling weeds. She's on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, the thin fabric of her shorts stretched tight across her cheeks. I walk up behind her, my cock already hard in my pants. I don't say a word. I just pull my dick out, kneel behind her, and pull her shorts and panties down to her knees. She doesn't even look back. I slide my cock into her wet, waiting pussy and fuck her right there on the grass, my hands gripping her hips as I slam into her, her big breasts swinging wildly beneath her. I fill her with my come, and then I just get up, tuck myself back in, and leave her there, my load dripping from her as she continues with her gardening.

I find her in the shower, the steam fogging up the glass door. I let myself in with my keys, the sound of the water a steady roar. I undress quickly, my cock hard and ready. I slide the door open and step inside. She's washing her hair, her eyes closed, her face tilted up to the spray. She doesn't flinch when I get in. I move behind her, my hands on her hips, and guide my cock into her from behind. I fuck her against the slick, tiled wall, the water cascading over us, her breasts slippery and soft against my hands. I come with a loud groan, my hot seed flooding her even hotter pussy before I silently see myself out.

One afternoon, she's vacuuming the living room. The drone of the machine is a low, steady hum. I walk up behind her, my cock straining against my jeans. I pull my dick out, grab her hips, and bend her over the back of the sofa. I fuck her hard and fast, this particular orgasm urgent to get out, my balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. The vacuum cleaner continues to hum, a strange, detached soundtrack to our fucking. I fill her with my come, and she never even turns off the machine.

I find her sunbathing one Saturday, her body glistening with oil, her massive breasts barely contained by a tiny, red bikini. I'm in shorts, my cock already hard. I walk over to her, my shadow falling over her face. She doesn't open her eyes. I pull my shorts down, my cock springing free. I straddle her chest, my knees on either side of her ribs, and place my cock between her oily breasts. I push them together, creating a warm, slippery tunnel for my dick. I fuck her tits, my hips rocking back and forth, the head of my cock disappearing into her cleavage with every thrust. I come with a shout, my hot, white load painting her neck and chin. She doesn't move, doesn't even flinch as my come runs down her neck and onto her chest.

I walk into her house and find her in the kitchen, chopping vegetables. She's wearing a simple summer dress, the thin fabric doing little to hide the fact that she's not wearing a bra. I walk up behind her, my cock already hard. I don't even bother to undress. I just lift her dress, pull my dick out of my fly, and slide into her from behind. She doesn't stop chopping. I fuck her against the kitchen counter, my hips slamming against her ass, the rhythmic sound of the knife on the cutting board a counterpoint to the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies. I come deep inside her, my body shuddering with the force of my orgasm, the knife still hitting the board, her hands steady as she continues her task.

I let myself into her house late one night. The house is dark and quiet. I find her in her bedroom, asleep. She's lying on her side, her back to me, the sheets tangled around her legs. The moonlight streams through the window, illuminating her body. I can see the curve of her hip, the swell of her breasts. My cock is already hard, aching with need. I undress silently and I slide into bed behind her, my body spooning hers. I lift her leg, and guide my cock to her entrance. She stirs slightly, a soft sigh escaping her lips, but she doesn't acknowledge me beyond that other than keeping her leg raised for me. I slide into her, her pussy wet and welcoming. I fuck her slowly, deeply, my hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. I come inside her, my body tensing with the force of my release, her body warm and limp in my arms. I pull out and get dressed, and leave her there, letting her go back to sleep after our little midnight tryst.

I walk into her living room and find her on the phone, pacing back and forth. She's talking to someone, her voice low and urgent. I can't make out the words, but I can tell it's a serious conversation. I don't hesitate. I walk up to her, my cock already hard. I grab her hips, and bend her over the arm of the sofa. I pull my dick out and slide into her from behind. She doesn't miss a beat. She continues her conversation, her voice steady, even as I start to fuck her hard and fast, my hips slamming against her ass, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the room. I can hear her talking to whoever is on the other end of the line, her tone a bizarre mix of casual and strained, the occasional hitch in her breath the only sign of the intense pleasure she must be feeling. The sheer filth of it, the absolute audacity, is intoxicating. I come with a loud groan, my hot semen flooding her, and she just keeps talking, her voice a little breathier now, a little more strained, but never breaking character. I pull out, tuck myself away, and leave her there, bent over the sofa, my come dripping down her inner thigh as she finishes her call.

As amazing and illicit feeling these constant sexual encounters are, I've made sure to keep them either in her house or, at the most, in her backyard, away from prying eyes, a sudden dirty urge filling me as I see her out the front about to check her mail, my cock immediately swelling like a sensual version of Pavlov's dog. I walk out of my house and towards her, my dick already straining against my jeans.

She's at her mailbox now, a small, metal box on a post at the edge of her lawn. The sun is high in the sky and the neighborhood is quiet. I can hear the distant drone of a lawnmower somewhere and the chirping of birds. It's the middle of the day. Anyone could see us. The risk, the sheer audacity of it, makes my cock throb with a primal need.

I walk up behind her, my footsteps silent on the soft grass. She's wearing a simple, blue sundress, the fabric clinging to her curves. Her hair is pulled back in a loose ponytail, exposing the nape of her neck. I can see the gentle curve of her shoulders and my breath catches in my throat. She's so fucking beautiful.

I don't say a word. I just press myself against her, my hard cock nestled against the cleft of her ass. She doesn't flinch. She just continues to rifle through her mail, her movements slow and deliberate. I reach around and cup her breasts, their heavy weight filling my hands. I can feel her hard nipples through the thin fabric of her dress. I squeeze them, kneading them, my fingers tweaking her nipples. She lets out a soft sigh, a barely audible sound of pleasure, but her focus remains on the envelopes in her hand, her kink letting me do this to her even out here.

My hands move down, sliding under the hem of her dress. I can feel the smooth, warm skin of her thighs. My fingers find their way to her panties, a simple, lacy thing that does little to hide the damp heat of her arousal. I hook my fingers under it and pull it to the side.

I unzip and discreetly pull my cock out, the head already glistening with pre-come. I lift the back of her dress just enough and guide my length to her hot, wet entrance. I slide into her with a slow, deliberate penetration. Her pussy walls grip me with a perfect, snug fit that sends shivers down my spine. I bury myself to the hilt, my balls resting against her upper inner thighs. I pause for a moment, just savoring the sensation of being inside her, of my cock being buried in her tight, wet heat while she stands there, sorting her mail. If you didn't look too closely, it just looks like I'm standing directly behind her, although the growing color on our cheeks might give you pause for thought.

Then I start to move. My hips rock back and forth, my cock sliding in and out of her in a steady rhythm. I'm fucking her in broad daylight, right there at the end of her driveway, and she's just standing there, letting me, my hands on her hips as I slide in and out.

I glance around. The street seems empty but the risk of being seen is a heady, intoxicating rush, making my heart pound in my chest and my cock throb inside her. I can feel her pussy starting to clench around my cock, a subtle, involuntary reaction to my presence, the location of our latest session obviously having an effect on her too. I can feel the tension building in her body, although she's making a desperate attempt to contain the pleasure I'm giving her. Her breathing hitches, a tiny, practically imperceptible sound that's almost lost in the afternoon quiet.

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back. My hands move up her body, cupping her heavy breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. I can feel her hard nipples poking against my palms. I squeeze them, kneading them, my fingers tweaking her nipples. She lets out a soft gasp, a barely audible sound of pleasure, but she never stops looking at her mail.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, faster, a little more desperate, my body demanding release. The need to come is a primal, urgent force, my hips pistoning, driving my cock deep inside her with every stroke. Her body rocks with the force of my movements, her dress rustling softly. Her pussy is clenching around my cock, milking me, pulling me deeper.

With a grunt, I start to come, my semen flooding her tight sex in multiple spurts, my legs going shaky as I hold her tight and fill her with come, Breanna silently shaking as her body joins mine in orgasm, the two of us standing there in broad daylight coming together, Breanna still trying to stare at her mail while I enjoy the red hot pleasure shooting through my cock.

After a few moments, I slip out of her and discreetly tuck my spent cock away and take a step back. She smooths down her dress, a small, almost unconscious gesture before turning to walk back inside, not even looking back at me as she closes her front door behind her, my come now surely trickling down her inner thigh as she walks away. My heart is still pounding, the adrenaline and the lingering arousal making my head spin as I make my way back home, my legs now feeling like jello.

***

My confidence continues to grow with each daring encounter. The privacy of her house and yard is no longer enough. The thrill is also in the risk, in pushing the boundaries of our arrangement, wondering if she'd really never say no. An idea takes root, growing from a stray thought into an urgent, pounding need.

Following her in my own car on a Wednesday afternoon when I know she does her shopping, I park close to her and meet her at her car just as she's opening her door, a smile playing on her lips as she sees me, clearly seeing the need in my eyes as I unzip without a word, the car's offering some but not a lot of privacy as I bring my cock closer to her face and she leans in, taking me in her mouth obideantly.

The warm, wet heat of her mouth is a welcome, familiar pleasure. I groan as she begins to suck, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock. Her movements are sure and practiced, a perfect, silent rhythm that has me seeing stars in a matter of moments.

I place a hand on the back of her head, my fingers tangling in her hair as I guide her movements, urging her to take me deeper. She complies without hesitation, my cock sliding deeper into her throat until her nose is pressed against my pubic bone. She gags slightly, a reflexive contraction of her muscles around my shaft that only heightens my pleasure.

My hips start to rock, a small, involuntary movement as I fuck her face, my need building. The location is a heady, intoxicating mix of risk and pleasure. Anyone could walk by at any moment. The thought sends a jolt of pure, unadulterated lust straight to my cock.

I can feel my orgasm approaching, my thrusts become more erratic, more desperate, my grip on her hair tightening. She doesn't pull away. She just takes it, her lips stretched around my girth, her tongue massaging the underside of my shaft.

With a loud grunt, I come, my cock pulsing as I empty myself into her hot, waiting mouth, gripping her hair as I blast her tonsils with semen, thrusting into her face, her skills second to none, my cock twitching and jerking with each spurt of hot goo.

I tuck myself back into my jeans, my legs still shaky as I watch Breanna step out and close her car door. She gives me that small, knowing smile and licks her lips, before turning and walking towards the grocery store entrance, her hips swaying with a natural, hypnotic rhythm.

"Want some help?" I ask, catching up with her, switching from free use to friendly neighbor, Breanna doing the same, her eyes sweet.

"Sure, Jake. That would be lovely. You can push the cart?" She replies, a genuine warmth in her smile as we enter the automatic doors.

I grab a cart and we begin to navigate the aisles, the mundane setting a stark, thrilling contrast to the secret we share. She asks my opinion on different brands of cereal, we laugh at a silly promotion for a new soda, and she points out a fruit she doesn't recognize. To anyone watching, we're just two happy people doing some shopping. But I can feel the expectation silently thrumming through Breanna, she knows it's only a matter of time before I feel the need to have her again, but she doesn't know when exactly, and that seems to turn her on in some way, seeing her chew her lip as she looks over at me, currently playing neighbor but ready at any moment to become my willing sex toy.

We move through the produce section, the vibrant colors and fresh smells doing little to distract me from the primal need already starting to build again. I watch as she leans over to inspect some tomatoes, the fabric of her sundress stretching tight across her perfect ass. The sight is enough to make my cock start to harden again, a slow, steady throb against my jeans.

Entering the healthcare section, past the myriad pills and lotions, I make sure to grab a small tube of lubricant and put it in her cart, Breanna raising an eyebrow momentarily but saying nothing as she sees the need in my eyes, a small smile flashing across her lips as she understands what the lube is probably foreshadowing.

Further on, in the canned goods aisle, the store is pretty quiet save for the distant hum of refrigerators and the gentle squeak of the occasional cart wheels. I stop. Breanna takes a few more steps before realizing I'm no longer beside her, and she turns to look at me, a silent question in her eyes. I just stare at her, my gaze heavy with intent.

She understands instantly. The neighborly facade melts away, replaced by that beautiful, passive readiness. She stands there, holding a can of green beans, waiting for me.

I walk towards her, my steps slow and deliberate, taking one last look around for anyone else. I take the can from her hand and place it back on the shelf. My hands find her hips, and I turn her around to face the shelves, her back to me. I lift the hem of her dress, bunching it up around her waist. She's wearing a simple, white thong, a flimsy scrap of lace that does nothing to hide her gorgeous ass. I hook my fingers under it and pull it down, letting it fall to her ankles.

My already hard cock is straining against my zipper. I free it, the cool air of the aisle a fleeting sensation before the heat of my own arousal takes over. My mind is made up. I've explored her mouth, her pussy, her breasts. But there's one last frontier, one final act of claiming. I want her asshole.

I squeeze a generous dollop of the lube from the tube onto my fingers and I spread it over her tight, puckered hole, my fingers circling, teasing.

I slide one finger inside, slow and careful. Her muscles clench around me, a tight, hot grip. I work the lube into her, preparing her, stretching her gently. I add a second finger, scissoring them, opening her up. Her breathing is a little shallow now, her knuckles white as she grips the metal shelf in front of her. She's still looking at the cans of peas and carrots, her face a mask of neutrality, but I can feel the subtle tremors running through her body.

Coating my cock with lube, I position myself at her entrance. The head of my dick presses against her tight hole. I take a deep breath, and then I push.

There's a moment of resistance, a tight, hot barrier. Then, with a sudden give, I'm inside. The sensation is incredible, a velvety, impossibly tight heat that grips my cock like a fist. I groan, a low, guttural sound of pure pleasure.

Breanna gasps, a sharp, audible intake of breath that she quickly stifles. Her body goes rigid for a moment, her hands flying from the shelf to cover her mouth. I can feel her whole body trembling. But she doesn't tell me to stop. She doesn't move away. She just stands there, her ass pressed against my hips, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight asshole.

I pause for a moment, letting her get used to the sensation, letting the initial shock subside. I can feel her muscles starting to relax, the tightness easing slightly.

Then I start to move. I pull out almost all the way, leaving just the tip of my cock inside her, before I slide back in, slow and deep. The friction is exquisite, a hot, dragging sensation that sends shivers down my spine. I can feel every inch of her, every ripple and clench of her inner muscles.

I establish a rhythm, my hips rocking back and forth, my cock sliding in and out of her in a slow, steady pace. My hands are on her hips, holding her steady, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. The aisle is quiet, the only sounds our shallow breathing and the wet, slick sounds of our bodies connecting. The risk of being caught is adding an intoxicating rush, my heart pounding in my chest.

I reach around and cup her heavy breasts, their weight filling my hands. I can feel her hard nipples through the thin fabric of her dress. I squeeze them, kneading them, my fingers tweaking her nipples. She lets out a soft moan, a barely audible sound of pleasure that's quickly muffled by her hand. Her body is trembling uncontrollably now, a fine sheen of sweat breaking out on her skin.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, faster, a little more urgent. My hips are pistoning now, driving my cock deep inside her with every stroke. The wet, slapping sounds of our bodies is getting louder now, a sound that echoes in the quiet of the aisle. I should be worried about getting caught but it feels too good. I'm not sure I could even stop now if someone walked up and tapped me on the shoulder, Breanna's tight asshole making me feel a level of ecstasy I've never felt before.

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. My cock explodes, a torrent of hot, thick come flooding her bowels. I gasp with a sound of pure ecstasy as I pump her full of my seed again and again. I can feel her asshole spasm around me, her own silent climax crashing through her in shuddering waves. Her back arches, a silent scream of pleasure frozen on her face as her body convulses around my pulsating cock, jet after jet of semen filling her asshole.

I collapse against her, my body momentarily spent, my cock still twitching inside her. We stand there for a few moments, our bodies entwined, our breathing ragged. Then, slowly, carefully, I pull out, my knob feeling like a cork popping as it pops out of her tight sphincter.

She bends down and pulls up her panties, straightening her dress afterward, her flushed expression betraying her nonchalant act. She turns to look at me, her face red, her eyes shining with a mixture of pleasure and excitement, her knees a little unsure as we go back to browsing the aisles.

Continue to shop, we eventually find ourselves at the register, my need to fuck her momentarily sated, the two of us packing her car a few minutes later.

"So...thanks for the help, Jake," Breanna says as we put the last of the bags in her car. Her cheeks are still a little flushed from our session in the store, giving her a beautiful glow. She leans against her car door, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips.

"Jake," she says, her voice lower now, more intimate. "I need you to know something." She takes a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine, holding my gaze. "This...this thing we're doing. You're the best. No one has ever...embraced it like you do. The confidence, the places, the complete lack of hesitation...it's incredible."

She looks down for a moment, a flicker of shyness crossing her features before she looks back up, her eyes burning with a fierce, passionate light, "And that...just now," She continues, her voice a breathy whisper. "In the aisle. That was the most intensely thrilling thing that's ever happened to me. The risk, the feeling of you taking my ass right there...I came so hard I thought my legs were going to give out."

She reaches out and places a hand on my chest, her fingers tracing the outline of my pecs. "I hope you know this is just the beginning," she says, her voice filled with a raw, uninhibited need. "I hope you keep doing this. Keep taking me. Keep finding new, daring places to use me. Public places, risky places...I want it all. I want to be your free use toy, anytime, anywhere. Please, Jake. Don't ever hold back." She leans in and kisses me, a soft, lingering kiss that seems to signify the end of her breaking character before going back to regular Breanna. Then she pulls back, gets in her car, and drives away, leaving me standing there in the parking lot, my brain already starting to think of all the cool places Breanna and I can fuck, and fuck, and fuck again, my life looking like it might very well be the best one anyone has ever had!

END

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

If you liked this, here are some of my other sex-filled Free Use MILF themed stories, with plenty more hot MILF action (Girlfriend’s Mom, Best Friend's Mom, FFFM Foursome, MILF Next Door, Mom’s Best Friend, Fertile MILF, and MORE) on my author page:

My Girlfriend’s Mom The Free Use MILF

Free Use MILF: My Girlfriend’s Mom

Free Use MILF Girlfriend’s Mom

Meeting My Girlfriend’s Mom The Free Use MILF

Introduction To Free Use By My Mom’s MILF Best Friend

Or hit ‘follow’ on my author page and see all my titles (300+ at the time of writing!)

Some of my covers are considered a little too ‘cheeky’ by Amazon and can only be seen on my author page. Don’t miss out on what could be your perfect fantasy, have a look!

Leo Michaels
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