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Upright Annie

I love my daughter, but she has changed quite a bit since my husband left. It is painful to admit that you lost your spouse to infidelity, but it would be easier if he left for a younger woman, a wilder woman, a prettier woman - but he left me for a man.

I think that set Annie on her current path. I think she sees sex as bad, or as some sacred thing to protect. Like most teenage girls, she has dated boys, but never ‘fools around,’ which ends up losing them.

She is smart, pretty, sweet, and college bound at the end of the summer. She is also sad and frustrated that she can't find a ‘good boy.’ I think most of her boyfriends have been ‘good boys.’ Nice, respectful, courteous - she finds most of them at church events.

To Annie, a ‘good boy’ is one who will wait for marriage. To me, that would be a red flag - either he has a two-inch penis or has some severe issues.

When I was Annie’s age, I was the school slut, and loved it. I wouldn’t recommend that action to Annie, because I ended up pregnant - with Annie. I guess it was a good thing after all, because I got her.

I’ve spoken with her about the realities of sex, and how to be careful, and so on, but she is almost fanatical in her quest to save her virginity for marriage. She is 18, all her boyfriends are 18 or older, there’s no real reason to abstain, and the guys she dates have all probably had sex with past girlfriends. Why wait for the milk when you can get it in another pasture?

***

Her latest boyfriend, Greg, is a local guy from her high school. He graduated two years ago, and at 20, is a beautiful specimen of manhood. He used to play sports, but now works at his father’s company as an apprentice. Greg will be inheriting the company at some point, and has a bright and prosperous future.

Greg has been coming around for the past couple of months, and takes Annie on dates almost every Friday night. Between her studies, church youth group, and his work, that is the best they can do for getting together.

I have to admit that I like Greg because he makes me feel sexy. The first time I caught him staring at my breasts, I felt a warm excitement in my stomach. When he looked up, and instead of acting shy, he gave me a smile. The warmth moved to my pussy.

After that, whenever he was around, I started wearing tops that showed off my tits. I got them enhanced for my ex-husband, hoping to spice things up for him. Instead, I should have had a penis installed.

I felt a little bad showing off in front of Annie, but she seemed oblivious. I needed to feel this way - I had forgone dating men until Annie was out of the house. I didn’t want to complicate her emotions any more before college. Besides, I expected to date a LOT of men - I needed to get laid in the worst way, and it would certainly upset Annie that her mom was a slut.

In the meantime, my vibrator and dildos kept me sane. I fantasized about Greg quite a bit - he was the only man that was in proximity and seemed to be attracted to me, or at least to my tits.

My late night fantasies evolved to thinking about taking him to bed after frustrating dates with Annie. In my fevered bean-banging, I told him I’d service him if Annie wouldn’t, and happily proved it by draining his balls in multiple ways.

At some point, my fantasy started creeping into real life, and I imagined it was a plan that could work. Annie keeps her boyfriend, and I get laid as much as I wanted. I doubted that Annie or Greg would agree to that. Well, Greg might, but definitely not Annie. I didn’t want her to lose another boyfriend, right on the cusp of going to college.

***

One Friday, Annie and Greg were later than usual getting home. I had already headed to bed, and was in the middle of undressing when I could hear them downstairs.

I couldn’t normally hear voices, but tonight I could. They were arguing. I could hear some words but not complete sentences: “Put out”, “Wrong with you”, “All you think about”, “some slut!”

Uh-oh, this was not good. I suspected Greg had reached his blue-balls limit, and Annie was on the verge of another breakup. I wasn’t sure what I could say, but thought about appearing to defuse the escalation of words.

I pulled on my blouse, ready to intervene, and was buttoning it when I heard Annie’s feet on the stairs, then heard her door slam. I quietly left my room to check on things, and heard Annie crying, then heard the front door close.

Shit! They can’t break up. Maybe I can fix things. I hurried downstairs to catch Greg before he left. As I hurried down the stairs and to the front door, the jiggling of my braless breasts reminded me of the bait that I had for Greg. If she was going to lose him, maybe I could try my plan?

I stepped outside and followed Greg to his car, which was parked in front of the neighbor’s house. I arrived just as he got in the car and closed the door. A tap on the passenger window caused Greg to lower it so that I could talk to him.

I leaned down to talk through the open window and said, “Hey there.” I was nervous and excited at once. I wanted to help my daughter, but also felt a thrill at what I intended.

Greg seemed surly as he said, “Hello, Mrs. Smith.”

I couldn’t help but smile at the handsome man, “ Miss  Smith, but you can call me Helen.”

“Hi Helen,” he said more softly. His voice had a sexy tone to it.

“Is everything OK?” I asked, trying to figure out how to begin.

“Uh huh,” Greg answered distractedly. I realized then that he was staring down my shirt at my braless breasts. Rather than being shocked or embarrassed, I was excited knowing this handsome man half my age was staring at me like that.

I wanted to prolong the feeling for a bit, “You left kinda quickly. I didn’t get to say hello. Didn’t you want to see me?”

“Yeah, I want to see you,” Greg answered, still staring down my shirt. I was quiet for a moment, feeling aroused as Greg stared at my breasts.

After a while, Greg realized he was staring, and said, “Uh, sorry. What?”

I smiled, “It’s OK. I like how you look at me, it makes me feel good. Can I get in so we can talk?”

Greg said, “Uh, sure.”

I stood, and swiftly unbuttoned my blouse to just below my breasts. I wanted him to keep staring, and knew he’d have a view of my full breast, without actually opening my blouse. When I climbed into his car, I quickly glanced down, making sure my right breast was easily visible when the blouse parted.

When I looked up, Greg was openly gawking at my exposed teat and nipple. After a moment of silence, he snapped out of his trance and said, “Sorry, I uh…”

I laughed, “It’s OK. I spent a lot of money on these - I want men to stare.” I added more softly, “I want you  to stare.” His gaze returned to my breast as I continued, “I heard you and Annie arguing. You two are such a cute couple, I’d hate to see you break up.”

Greg responded, “Well, we have different ideas of dating.”

I said bluntly, “She’s saving herself for marriage, and you don’t want to wait, right?” I could see the bulge in Greg’s pants, and was thankful that he was staring at my tit so he didn’t notice me checking his cock.

Greg seemed surprised at my bluntness. “Well, yeah. She doesn’t know what it’s like. I mean, she’s 18 and ready for college, so I assumed that, well… Did you wait until marriage?”

I chuckled, feeling horny and emboldened by the situation. “Ha! By 16 I was taking dick in every hole. By 19, I had Annie in my belly. If you were my boyfriend, your balls would be empty every day. I know what men your age want - they just want to get off, and I enjoy doing that.”

Greg’s eyes opened at my words. “Wow. I mean, I like Annie, but a guy’s got needs, like you said, and tissues aren’t a good ending to a date. Maybe you could explain that to her?”

I knew what I wanted as I stared at Greg’s bulge. I didn’t want a boyfriend; I wanted cock. And Annie wanted a boyfriend but no sex. Annie would hate me if she knew, but I wasn’t thinking straight.

I slowly reached towards Greg’s lap, as we looked at one another. Greg watched me unbuckle his pants, as he held his breath. I asked, “What if your dates with Annie always had a happy ending?”

Greg reclined his seat as I worked his zipper down - he knew what was about to happen. His hand moved towards my breast, then stopped. I said, “Go for it. Play with me.”

His erection sprung free at the same time I felt his hand grasp my breast. We both mumbled, “Oh God,” at the same time. Greg’s cock was eight or nine inches long, and beautiful with a nice pink head. It was one of the biggest, prettiest penises I had ever seen - and I had seen a lot.

I started gently stroking his cock to get him warmed up, as I moved her face closer, ready to taste a new man’s dick. “Annie doesn’t have to be the one that takes care of you, does she?”

He surprised me as he groaned and his cock spewed semen up in a fountain, catching me on the cheek. I continued to stroke him as he shot a few more spurts, then stopped. I forgot young men were so easy to get off.

I sat up, feeling Greg’s hand continuing to fondle my breast. He said, “Sorry. I was just excited. I’m not always that fast.”

I chuckled, “Yeah. I couldn’t even get my mouth on you.”

Greg looked surprised, “You? Uh?”

“Yeah. I was going to blow you.” I winked and confirmed, “And yes, I swallow.”

I looked over at his lap and said, “You better close that up. Don’t want to drive with your cock hanging out.” I smiled at him and added, “Even a pretty cock like yours.”

Greg removed his hand from my breasts to close his shorts and pants. I opened my door and step out. I closed the door, but the window was still open. I intentionally leaned in, letting my tits hang totally free. “See you after your next date with Annie?”

“Oh Hell, yes!” Greg said.

“Good. Pull around into the alley behind the house after your date and I’ll meet you there. Be sure to wait - I’ll be out after Annie heads to bed.”

I closed my blouse, then walked back to the house. When I got to my room, I checked myself in the mirror. I had cum in my hair, across my eyebrow, and down my cheek.

I watched as I carefully wiped the man-juice with my finger, then licked it clean, tasting the young man’s sperm. I knew it wouldn’t be the last taste of his cum. I grabbed my favorite vibrator and dildo, and orgasmed myself to sleep imagining the youthful stud fucking me.

***

The next day, Annie excitedly told me that Greg was taking her out again . They usually only went out one night on the weekends, so this felt special to Annie.

As Annie was getting ready in the late afternoon, she said, “I bet he’s going to apologize for being a jerk last night.”

I bet he wants a blowjob  was my thought. “Why was he a jerk?”

Annie said, “Just stuff between us. Don’t worry about it.”

I was careful not to dress too sexy for when Greg was coming by, even thought I loved how he stared at me last night. I finally settled on some tight jeans and a top with a zipper all the way down the front, so I could carefully control the amount of cleavage to show him. She tested it without a bra, and found that the material just barely showed a bump where my nipples were, enough to tease but not be raunchy.

I pretended to putter in the kitchen while Annie was upstairs getting ready. I wanted to be the first one to see Greg this evening. The girl took forever to get ready for anything, but even longer for boys, so I’d probably have some “alone” time with the handsome stud.

When the doorbell rang, I yelled up to Annie, who yelled back that she’d be just five more minutes. I went to get the door, feeling butterflies in her stomach - how would he react after last night’s hand job?

When I opened the door, Greg was standing there, smiling. When he saw me, he smiled even wider. I could feel my chest tighten and my juices flow as I met his smile.

His eyes moved to my cleavage, as he greeted my breasts, “Well, nice to see you again.”

I reached up and pulled my zipper down slowly, exposing another inch of my flesh, “I wish I could see you again.” I nodded towards his crotch.

Greg peered into the house to make sure Annie wasn’t near, then said, “You will tonight, right?”

I could feel my excitement growing, “More than see , I hope.” I lowered the zipper another inch as my breasts pushed the shirt open some more. I was close to exposing my areolas - hell, I was close to ripping off my shirt! I could feel my pussy leaking as I teased him .

I realized how long we had lingered in the doorway, and worried that Annie would sense something, so I stepped back and said loudly, “Annie should be down in less than five minutes. Why don’t you wait inside?” As Greg stepped in and I closed the door, I used a much lower voice, “Come inside for a better show.”

Greg turned to watch me pull down my zipper again. This time I knew my aureoles were peeking out. I loved the way Greg was nearly drooling as he stared at my tits. I squirmed as I imagined him latching onto my with his mouth, sucking and pulling my nipples.

Greg croaked, “Better show?”

I could see his pants bulging from an erection, as I slid the zipper down lower, revealing my aureoles. The zipper teeth rubbed against my nipples, giving me a chill as they hardened from the contact.

Greg’s hands crept towards me, but I forced myself to say, “No touching until I can, too.” He nearly whimpered as his hands moved slowly back. He then reached for his belt buckle as he said, “OK, then.”

There was nothing I wanted more than to fall to my knees and taste that beautiful cock, but I was also aware of our situation. I hissed, “Don’t! Annie!” which stopped him cold.

I enjoyed teasing him, so I looked down at my nearly exposed breasts and said, “It looks like they really want to come out and play.”

“Let them out, please!” Greg said, a little whine in his voice.

I loved the way he stared at me so hungrily. I never imagined a twenty-year-old would be so gaga over me. These breasts were worth every penny. I pulled the zipper the rest of the way down, my shirt separating and breasts popping free, exposing everything to the eager  man.

He sucked in air as he said, “Holy God.” I thought he was going to have a stroke, or jump me and rape me right there. Of course, it wouldn’t be rape if I begged him.

I said softly, “10pm, they are yours.”

Greg asked, “Why 10?”

“That’s when Annie goes into her room.”

At that point, Annie yelled down, “OK, grabbing my keys. I’ll be right down.”

Oh Shit! I quickly grabbed the bottom of my shirt, trying to get the zipper hooked again, just as I heard Annie’s step on the stairs. I realized I wouldn’t have time, so I rushed into the kitchen. It gave me enough time to get my shirt zipped. I could hear Annie greeting Greg and asking for me.

I thought quickly, and grabbed a glass, filling it with water, then I headed back to the living room. I handed the glass to Greg, “He wanted some water.” I noticed that both Annie and Greg were staring at my shirt, and knew that my nipples were at full attention.

Annie pulled Greg’s arm, turning him away from me, as she said, “Let’s go, we don’t want to waste time.” She steered him out the front door, and just before she shut it behind her, Annie poked her head in and hissed, “Wear a damn bra!”

***

The teasing exhilarated me, and I wasn’t anxious about Annie’s admonishment. All I could think about was seeing Greg and his beautiful cock later that night.

I realized I had to be quiet when I snuck out, so I tested the route outside to the back alley. I had to oil the hinges on the back kitchen door, then I realized I either had to pass out the fence gate or through the garage doors.

We hadn’t used the gate in at least a year, so I spent quite some time clearing the debris and oiling the hinges. The catch turned out to be a problem - the metal on metal clanging was very loud, and I didn’t want to alert neighbors nor Annie.

I tried the garage door and cursed when I realized I didn’t have a key to the side door. The gate would have to do. I eventually figured out that if I taped a sock to the catch, it would muffle the noise. It wasn’t very secure, but it was quiet.

I killed a few hours setting everything up, but it was still just before 9:00, so I poured some wine to settle my nerves. I couldn’t remember a time that i wanted to suck cock so badly. I settled in front of the downstairs TV, so that I wouldn’t miss hearing Annie come home.

It was just about 9:45 when I heard a car pull up front. It was another ten minutes before the front door opened, and Annie entered. “Hi Mom.”

“Hey there. Did you have a nice date?” I was getting nervous again. When I saw my daughter come home from her sweet “date,” I felt terribly guilty, knowing I was planning on sucking her boyfriend off in a few minutes.

“Yeah.”

“Did he apologize?” I asked. I didn’t really want to spend too much time chatting and miss seeing Greg, but I wanted everything to seem normal. Again, I felt pangs of guilt that I was brushing off time with my daughter so I could go suck cock.

“Not really, but he was really nice to me. Maybe we were both having an awful night. I’m gonna go get a shower and then go to bed. See you in the morning!”

Well, that was solved. And much easier than I had imagined. I waited until Annie was upstairs, then waited to hear the shower start. I carefully crept out the back door, then crossed the lawn.

I paused before I opened the gate latch, thinking, “ I’m about to cheat with my daughter’s boyfriend. ” My brain raced until I finally justified it, “But it’s not cheating if she won’t do it. And I promised him.”

My stomach was full of butterflies as I passed through the gate to the alley and saw Greg’s car. I walked to the passenger door, and the window rolled down as I approached. When I peered in, I saw Greg had moved his seat back and reclined it, and his erect penis was already sticking up from his pants. This is it! I was really going to do it.

Greg smiled at me, “Let’s see yours.”

I unzipped my top before I climbed in the car. Something felt so exhilarating as I freed my breasts to the world. As I climbed into the car, I realized that I’d have to twist and bend to reach his cock, so I decided to just crawl in and kneel on his passenger seat. It made it hard to close the door, but I was positioned perfectly over his lap and taunting penis.

Greg reached up and grabbed my loose breasts, as he said, “God, I’ve wanted these tits so bad!” I let him fondle them and play with my nipples for a while, feeling my pussy get wet. It had been a long time since someone had manhandled me like this.

The handsome man finally tore his attention from my breasts and asked, “Want to kiss or something?”

I was firm, “Kissing is for Annie. I will take care of you after the dates.” I then leaned forward and sucked his hardness into my mouth, swirling my tongue around his glans.

I was drooling and could feel the wetness flowing between my legs. It had been a couple of years since I’d had a real, and his was beautiful, and tasted so good! As I relished the feeling of his warm meat in my mouth, Greg’s moan rewarded me.

I started running my mouth down his shaft, returning to swirl his bulbous head as I got used to having a penis in my mouth again. I loved the feeling of his warm meat and wanted to make him feel good. After just a couple of minutes of attention, I heard him groan, and felt him spew in my mouth. I instinctively swallowed his cum, sucking and licking him as he shot jet after jet onto my tongue. He tasted better than most guys, probably because of his age. I sucked the last drops from him, then sat up, releasing his pretty cock from my mouth.

Greg had a grin on his face, as he said, “God! That was so good!” He grabbed my breasts again as he said, “I’m bringing Annie on more dates if I get this every time!”

That was exactly the result I was looking for. I hoped he would last longer with more practice - I loved sucking cock, especially one as long and pretty as his. I reached back and released the door.

Greg reluctantly released my breasts, as he asked, “Just like that?”

I backed out of the car, and left my breasts exposed as I answered, “Yep. Blow and go. You’re dating my daughter. My job is to empty your nuts. More dates means more blowjobs, which I’ll happily provide.”

I stood and made a show of hooking my zipper, then slowly raising it, covering my breasts from view. I waved and went back through the gate to our yard.

I quietly re-entered the house, and could hear Annie’s shower still running as I went into my bedroom. I grabbed a dildo and her vibrator, and gave myself the release that I needed, still tasting the young man’s semen in my mouth.

***

Over the next several days, I practiced with my dildos, trying to regain my deep throat skills. I hoped Greg could hold off coming long enough to throat him.

I laughed to myself when I realized my ex-husband was probably better at sucking cock than I was! All those years of cheating with other men probably had him on his knees more than I ever was in college.

On Wednesdays, Annie went to the church youth group with her friend Jenni. I answered the door, because Annie was running late as usual, and I was surprised to see Greg. I searched for the words, “Um, Annie has her youth group meeting tonight.”

Greg stepped inside and said, “Yes, I know. Jenni has a college visit tonight, so I said I’d drive Annie to the youth group and back.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” I said as Greg stared at my breasts.

“Well, I know what comes after I drop her off here,” he was smiling lecherously.

I knew what he wanted, but teased anyway, “And what comes after you drop her off?”

Greg leaned forward and said quietly, “I come. In your mouth.”

Fuck. I loved dirty men.

“Or on my face, if you’re too quick,” I grinned.

The sound of Annie bounding down the stairs cut our conversation short. “Bye Mom, we gotta run. I’m late.”

As I watched them leave, I realized my daughter was working on going to Heaven, and I was working on going to Hell.

Youth group nights ran late, so Annie wouldn’t be home until 11, and would go straight to the shower and bed because I was usually asleep by then. I felt excited and squirmy knowing that I wouldn’t get to kill my daughter goodnight, but my lips would be on her boyfriend’s dick.

I cleaned the kitchen and checked the back door and gate twice before I changed into pajamas. I selected a pair that was mostly transparent, hoping that Greg could see through the material under the streetlight. It would feel so much more dirty, going out back in just pajamas.

I went to my room and waited for Annie’s arrival. I was usually in bed by the time she came home, so didn’t want to give her an excuse to stay up and chat. God! I was avoiding my daughter so I could service her boyfriend!

When I heard Annie come in the front door, I waited impatiently to hear her climb the stairs. I became agitated as I heard Annie rattling around in the kitchen. Go to bed, already! It was nearly five minutes before she climbed the steps. As soon as the bathroom door closed, I raced past and down the stairs, pulling the doors closed but not tight behind me so that I didn’t make any noise.

I rushed through the yard and charged out the gate, and was relieved to see Greg’s car still idling in place. I decided I wanted a better angle - kneeling on the seat was uncomfortable, so I opened Greg’s driver side door, startling him. He was reclined with his erect cock sticking out of his pants. Good boy - you know what I want.

Without a word, I fell to my knees in the street and slid my lips over his hot meat, causing him to moan and said, “Shit!” I felt so dirty, kneeling in the street in my pajamas, servicing this young stud in his car. My pussy was leaking like crazy.

I felt him groping her breasts through my pajamas as I sucked and tongued him like I was possessed. His hot flesh was so much better than the fake rubber dicks I had been using all week. It didn’t take long before he groaned, filling my mouth with his hot semen. I swallowed and sucked until he finished.

I stood, hoping that he could see through my pajamas in the light, and said, “Blow and go,” before I headed back through the gate. As soon as I passed through the gate, I leaned against the garage wall, I stuffed my hand down my pants, rubbing out an orgasm. The total act of sneaking out in just pajamas to blow a stud in the alley felt so raunchy and exciting! Just as I orgasmed, I heard Greg’s car pull away.

***

For the next few weeks, Greg had dates with Annie on Friday and Saturday, and each time, I got on my knees in the street to suck Greg’s balls dry. We rarely traded works - he was just a cock to service, and I was just a no-strings blowjob. Sometimes, when I was feeling randy, I’d open my pajama top, so he could play with my naked breasts. My breasts got the same level of heavy attention whether covered or uncovered.

I was happy and horny, and used my vibrator every night. Greg had learned to hold off on his orgasm for longer now, so I had the chance to deep throat him nearly every time. Fridays were when he came most quickly; a week’s worth of frustration stored in his nuts, then released down my throat.

I hoped Annie would need a ride to her youth group again - the weeks seemed so long to wait. Plus, my orgasms were so strong after my encounters with Greg - I felt like a cheap on-call prostitute, just a mouth to service the youthful stud . That made me exceptionally horny.

After another evening of unexpected delay, when Annie made another late-night snack, Greg suggested we trade cell numbers. I thought it was a good idea, so I keyed mine into his  phone. I knew I couldn’t use my name, so filed it under “B&G,” for “blow and go.” I stored Greg’s on my phone, knowing that I would get wet every time I saw the entry.

That next Wednesday, as I lay in bed watching TV while I waited for Annie to come home, my phone pinged. It was around 10, so I grabbed it, thinking it was Annie.

The message was from B&G and said “Waiting out back.”

My heart sped up, and my pussy started tingling as I sent, “Want service?”

The response was nearly immediate, “Yes. Now.”

I was wearing just my panties, so I glanced around for something to wear. I caught my reflection in the mirror, checking out my big breasts from the side, and my flat stomach. What the fuck - I went as I was.

I felt a mixture of fear and excitement as I stood by the back gate, wearing only panties - basically naked outside. I steeled myself and hurried to the driver's door, opening it like I do every time. Greg was in his usual reclined position, cock at attention.

Greg gasped as he caught sight of me. I quickly kneeled in the alley, head in his lap as I sucked his cock down my throat. I felt him playing with my naked breasts as I throated him. I felt scared but excited kneeling in the alley basically naked, servicing Greg in his car.

He came quickly, whether because of need, or because of my nakedness, I didn’t know. After I swallowed the last of him, I stood to leave.

Greg said, “Wow. Maybe I should come here every Wednesday!”

I gave him a devilish grin and said, “Maybe you should come for me every Wednesday.” I felt dirty and bold, standing naked in the alley in front of him. I asked, “This wasn’t a date night. Do you expect to text me whenever you have a boner?”

“Can I?”

“Let's keep it to date nights and Wednesdays. You keep Annie happy and I’ll think about being your blowjob-on-demand.” I quickly escaped through the fence and back to the house. I rubbed off, thinking about being his on-demand slut.

That weekend, on Saturday, I was on my knees happily sucking Greg, when I heard a car and saw the headlights move past. I froze, waiting, and was grateful when it left.

I looked up at Greg and asked, “Think they saw?”

Greg was grinning and said, “Yep. He slowed down and gave me a ‘thumbs up’ when he saw what you were doing. You gonna finish?”

I was a little angry that Greg wasn’t upset at the encounter, but it wasn’t him that was half-naked with a cock in his mouth. As I thought about someone watching me, I started throating Greg with an energy I hadn’t used before. As he spurted into my mouth, I eagerly sucked him, wondering who now knew about me, excited at the exposure but concerned that Annie might find out.

When I finished, Greg said, “Jesus. I thought you were gonna suck my balls out of me!”

“Sorry,” I said as I studied the garage and my normal escape through the fence.

“No! It was awesome! Amazing!” He noticed I seemed distracted, so added, “See you Wednesday?”

“Yes, absolutely,” as I made my way back inside.

***

On Sunday, I went out to ‘organize the garage’ which was full of junk, tools, old furniture and holiday decorations. I pried loose the door that entered from the yard and unlocked the one to the alley. Now I could pass through the garage to the alley and backyard, rather than through the gate. That wasn’t my primary goal, though.

I could get the garden door into the garage to open and close smoothly and quietly, but the door out to the alley was tougher. I called the local handyman, who was always quick to visit because he liked to stare at my boobs. He had it fixed in no time, and I showed some cleavage in appreciation. If only he knew he was helping facilitate me being a slut!

I freed an old chair from the pile of furniture, and cleared a small area where I placed the chair and piled up some old throw rugs, making a padded area in front of the chair. If I was gonna be on my knees, I wanted it to be comfortable.

As I sat in the chair, I realized I was probably the right height si I could easily suck Greg if he stood in front of me. This was a perfect setup for sucking him in either pose.

As a bit of frivolity, I strung Christmas lights around the open area, and connected them to a motion switch. I had created a little low-rent sex lair, perfect for blowjobs. No more worrying about neighbors catching us, and it would be more comfortable in colder weather, although it would be thrilling to be on my knees in the snow, my nipple ready to pop off.

On Wednesday, I waited for Annie to leave for her church group. I stripped to my panties and selected a skimpy thong to show off nearly everything, then I waited for Greg’s text. I was so excited to try the new sex den!

My phone pinged with a message from him: “Service.” Something about being treated like an on-call slut was thrilling!

I rushed out the back door, responding, “Coming,” before I slipped into the garage. I could feel my juices flowing from excitement as I took the seat, wearing just a thong. The Christmas lights highlighted me in the middle of the space - it was perfect.

I typed a message, “ Park the car. Service in the garage. Use side door. ”

I waited for a couple of minutes, then watched as the door slowly opened, and Greg peered in. When he saw me sitting nearly naked in the chair, my big breasts glowing in the lights, he said, “Holy Fuck!”

He quickly slipped into the room and shut the door, saying, “You look amazing! What is this?”

I loved his reaction, “Blowjob chair. No more interruptions or rough asphalt. Pull out that cock and feed me!”

Greg quickly fished his penis out of his pants and stepped forward, pressing his erection against my lips. I sucked him into my mouth, and was happily surprised that the chair was exactly the right height - I had no strain from bending my neck.

As I ran my mouth up and down his shaft, I felt his hands gently grip her head. I loved that! When I pulled my mouth off to speak, he quickly removed his hands, probably thinking that he shouldn’t do that. I looked up at the young stud and said, “It’s OK. Hold me tight and fuck my mouth so it feels good for you.”

Without waiting for a response, I unbuckled his pants, and pushed his pants and shorts down. I wanted to see his total package, which was always hidden because of his positioning in the car. As his shorts were about to clear his balls, I felt him firmly grip my head and push his cock into my mouth - I let it slide into my throat.

I moaned and looked up at him, maintaining eye contact to let him know it was OK. My ex-husband did this with me, and I loved letting him be in control, doing what felt good. I felt my pussy leaking as the young stud began thrusting himself into my mouth repeatedly, fucking down my throat.

While he used my face to get himself off, I reached under to cup his balls. They were huge, nearly filling both my hands! I gently hefted and stroked them, causing Greg to moan. I loved the feeling of his hard orbs inside the huge sack. I explored, giving him more pleasure as I relished the feeling of a man’s testicles back in my hands.

I knew Greg was close, as he started fucking my mouth faster and more urgently. God, I missed that feeling. I heard him groan, but was surprised when he pulled free and blasted my face with a huge jet of cum, followed by several more as he held his cock and aimed for my face and neck. When he was spent, he said, “Wait,” as he stepped back and bent down, fishing his phone out of his pants.

He began taking pictures, so I looked at him and smiled, feeling the slimy goop cooling as it ran down my face. He continued to hold the camera up as he asked, “Did you like that?”

I knew what he wanted, so I said, “Hell yeah. You can fuck my face then paint me whenever you want. I love  having your cum all over me!” I added, in a sexier voice, “Of course, I like to taste it too as I swallow all that yummy baby juice down.”

Greg put the phone back into his pants as he pulled them up. I said, “Send me those pictures, OK?”

Greg was zipping his fly as he asked, “You don’t mind?”

“No. Just don’t share them around or post them. I like the idea of you jerking off to them. Jerking off to me .”

Greg asked, “How do you know I’ll do that?”

I laughed, “Because I’ll be using them for the same purpose.”

Greg hovered, “Uh.”

“Go on. It’s still blow and go. Empty your balls then leave, OK?”

Greg said, “OK, then. See you Friday?”

“Yep. Fuck my face Friday.”

Greg left, and I sat for a moment, waiting to hear his car drive off. After a minute, my phone pinged, then his engine started. When I checked my phone, it was full of the photos he took. I loved the way I looked, covered in his goo. His pictures showed the semen all over my face, on my breasts and in my hair. I was a mess. I laughed because I knew I was a mess from a 20-year-old man. I hurried back to the house to clean up before Annie returned home.


Full Service

The school year was waning, and Annie and Greg were still together, which meant that I was still sucking cock three times a week. I was fine with the arrangement - sex with no drama, and with a man half my age!

I felt a little strange whenever I was with Annie and Greg, knowing that I regularly had my mouth on his balls or cock, and my daughter was oblivious. I convinced myself that Annie was happier with Greg now that he had stopped pressuring her for sex, and I felt proud that I kept their relationship together by sucking his nuts empty every week.

After a few months of giving head, I was dreaming more and more about spreading my legs for Greg. Sometimes in the garage, he would be busily sucking at my nipples, and I thought how easy it would be to slip my panties aside and spread my legs for him, easing his long hard cock into me.

I felt like hand jobs and blowjobs were OK, and not really “cheating,” but fucking him was way over the line. Sometimes Greg shucked his shirt along with pants, because of the heat in the garage, and I couldn’t help but imagine his sweaty muscled body pumping me.

It didn’t help that I started using the dildos, imagining that they were Greg’s cock invading my hungry pussy. I would sometimes whimper his name when a powerful orgasm took me. I knew down deep that I’d cross that line if I had the chance.

***

One Saturday when Greg entered the garage, and I was waiting in just my thong panties, Greg paused as he looked at me. I could feel his eyes crawling over her entire body, which made me excited, thinking how easy it would be to spread my legs for him..

“What?” I asked. I knew something  was different.

“Um, I was thinking maybe we could do more stuff?”

“Like?”

“Like sex. Actual sex,” Greg said, as if he needed to qualify it.

“Oh.” Fuck, this was it. I wanted it too, but I wasn’t sure about going past that line with Annie’s boyfriend.

Greg said, “If Annie wasn’t saving herself for marriage, I’m certain we’d be having sex by now. It’s been months. And you offered to make up for what she won’t do, so I thought…”

“You thought you’d fuck me?” My brain screamed that I wanted him to fuck me!

“Well, I mean, if you’re taking care of Annie’s business…”

“I’ll think about it,” I said. I already knew the answer, I just wanted to be sure we had time to do it right.

Greg dropped his pants and took off his shirt. He certainly knew that I loved looking at his firm youthful body, After he slid his cock into my mouth, he grabbed my head and started fucking my mouth like usual.

He said, “Just think, I could do this to your pussy. I’d love to feel inside you, and look into your eyes while we fucked.”

His description got him going faster than ever, and he suddenly let loose in my mouth. I was on the verge of orgasm, imagining him pummeling my pussy like he did my mouth. I sucked and licked every drop out of him, then I got up and said, “I’ll think about it.”

I had to leave. If I lingered, I was afraid I’d give it up to him right then and there. I needed to think, not about ‘if’ but about ‘when.’

Greg said, “Think about taking those panties off for me,” as I fled the garage.

***

I had a few days to decide and plan for a new ‘arrangement’ with him. I tried to imagine all different scenarios for hooking up with him: quickie in the garage, quickie in the living room. I briefly thought about taking him to Annie’s room, to really take her place, but I didn’t want my daughter’s room to smell like sex. I went through my lingerie, trying on various sets that I had from the past several years, trying them all on for fit and sexiness. I wanted our first time to be special.

Because Annie was at youth group on Wednesdays, Greg would arrive earlier than the 10pm bedtime drop-off on the weekends. Annie was usually gone by 6:30, so the next Wednesday, I texted Greg and asked if he would stop by at 7:00. It was earlier than usual, but not excessively so.

As soon as Annie shut the door on her way to the youth group, I raced to my room and got changed, then I lit candles and turned down the lights and drew the shades. I smiled as I surveyed the room; the room was clearly set up for sex - and we were going to have a lot.

I had done my hair and makeup, wearing bright red lipstick and nails, and I was wearing my bridal lingerie from my wedding day. Luckily the bra was an open cup, so my new enlarged breasts stuck out obscenely. If it was a regular bra, it would never have fit my new rack. I checked the mirror: I looked like sex incarnate, or at least I hoped I did.

I hurried to the garage, so that I could wait for Greg when he arrived. I brought along an old silk robe that belonged to my ex and placed it on the ‘blowjob chair.’ I nervously waited for Greg to show up, feeling my nerves jangling and my pussy sweating from excitement.

I heard his car just before 7:00, and I almost fainted from excitement as the door opened and he entered the garage. He closed the door behind himself and stopped short as he gawked at me.

“Oh. God.” he stuttered. “What. What, uh. What’s that? You’re gorgeous.”

I stepped up to him and placed a hand on his shoulder, “This is my bridal lingerie. I wore it the first time I had sex with Annie’s father after we were married.”

I pulled his face to mine and kissed him for the first time. His lips parted to allow my tongue into his mouth, and soon his tongue was in mine. We kissed for a long time, as I felt his hand move to my back and pull me closer.

I finally broke the kiss, and looked deep into his eyes, “So I want to wear this the first time you have sex with me as Annie’s surrogate.”

“So… Is it happening?” he asked softly, clearly excited.

“Yes.” I moved back a half step, “Take off all your clothes.”

Greg looked surprised, but didn’t delay. As he pulled off his pants and shirt and underwear, and struggled to pull off his sneakers, he asked, “Are we doing it here?”

I chuckled, and handed him the silk robe, as I explained, “No. We’re going to my room, and I want you dressed only in this.”

I could feel my wetness as I stared at Greg’s muscled body, completely naked. His enormous erection promised to deliver on my lustful dreams. As he pulled on the robe, his cock still stuck out, as if it didn’t want to miss any chance at piercing me.

I took Greg’s hand and led him out of the garage, through the garden, and into the kitchen. As we passed through the house, I felt a fluttering in my stomach and chest as I realized that this was the first naked man in my home since my ex had left.

I felt Greg pause as we passed Annie’s room. “Feeling guilty?”

Greg said, “No. Just seems strange that I’m taking Annie to dinner but you’re the one giving me sex. Should I be taking you to dinner, too?”

I chuckled, “No. Just think of me as Annie’s stand-in. I want us to do all those things that you think Annie should be doing. Just promise me one thing?”

“Sure.”

“Don’t hold back. Ask for anything you want to try, no matter what. OK?” I hoped the guy had imagination, but at 20, what could he know?

Greg nodded as I led him into my master bedroom. The young stud looked around the room, slack jawed. “Oh.” He saw the candles, and lube bottles on the bedside table, and the light bulb in his head went on. “Oh!”

He said, “I have condoms in the car. Do you have any? Should I get them?”

I pulled him close for another kiss, holding my hand against the back of his neck as we kissed deeply. My other hand gently stroked his erection, as I hoped I wasn’t dreaming. His hard youthful body felt so good against me..

We broke the kiss, and I explained softly, “I can’t get pregnant. No condoms. No pulling out. Have you ever been inside a woman bare?”

Greg looked a little surprised as he shook his head softly. I kissed him again and said, “I’m glad I’ll be the first. It’ll be the first time you cum inside a woman, too, huh?”

Greg nodded. He stood still as I pushed the robe off of his shoulders. I stared at his fine hard body as I peeled off my soaked panties. I climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs and reaching out for him, “Come on. I need you inside me.”

The young stud  hurried onto the bed, taking a position over me, his cock a rock hard monster waiting to invade me. When he leaned forward to kiss me, I guided his hard-on into me. He moaned as he felt my warm pussy engulf him, and I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper.

Greg pushed himself into me, burying himself completely. I was overwhelmed, “Fuck! So deep! Oh God, you feel so good! Do it! Fuck me!” I can’t recall ever wanting to be fucked so hard in my life.

Greg needed no encouragement as he started to piston into me. I grabbed his ass, pulling him as deep as I could. I let myself go, grunting and moaning as he pounded me. It didn’t take the muscular stud more than a few minutes before he was about to come.

“Gonna cum!”

“Don’t pull out!” I ordered, wrapping my legs around him, and using my hands to pull his ass towards me. I wanted to be the first woman he came into. I needed him to come in me!

Greg couldn’t do anything but shoot his load inside me. He shuddered and groaned as he spurted again and again into me. I could feel his strong muscular body shivering and jerking as his weight fell on me.

I was so excited by feeling the young man filling me with his sperm. I could feel his muscled ass twitching as he emptied his huge sack into me. I loved his energy but was a little disappointed that I didn’t get my release… yet.

When Greg finished unloading into me, I released my grip on him, and he slowly rolled off, laying next to me.

I stroked Greg’s muscled chest, enjoying the afterglow, and wondering how often I could get naked with this hunk. As I started playing with his penis, I joked, “So, how was raw-dogging your girl’s mom?”

Greg let out a breath, “Oh God. So good! I can’t believe sex can feel like that. Can we do this again sometime?”

I felt his cock stirring, getting harder as I rubbed him. I hoped he was serious, “As long as you’re dating Annie, unlimited access. We just can’t get caught.” I leaned down and sucked him for a minute, tasting our sex as he moaned. It only took that long for him to get rock hard again.

My turn! I got on my knees, and swung a leg over him, “How about again right now?” I didn’t wait for a response before I guided his massive cock inside me and began riding him. The semen dripping out of me acted as lube. It was unbelievable! The first hard cock in years, and he was ready again so quickly!

I could feel his cock stretching me deep inside, and bucked my hips to stimulate my clit and enhance the feeling. Greg was watching me, clearly enjoying the feeling. “You like?” I asked.

“Oh God, yes,” he moaned, as I sped up my bucking, feeling my orgasm coming on. When Greg reached up and grabbed my breasts, it drove me over the edge. I fell forward, moaning and shuddering, hanging onto Greg’s beautiful chest and shoulders. As my orgasm subsided, I continued riding his hard cock until he exploded inside me.

When he finished, I rolled off and clung next to him, feeling his hands playing with my breasts. After a while, he said, “I love your tits.”

His fascination amused me, “They’re yours to play with whenever you like.”

He continued playing, then turned to kiss me. After we broke the kiss, he said, “You’re all mine?”

“Mmm,” I mumbled as I gently touched his hard chest and firm stomach. I thought, “ I only wish you were mine. This is for my daughter. This is for Annie. I can’t get involved ”

“Maybe we could go to dinner sometime, or maybe a movie?” Greg said.

I pushed back from him, “OK, let’s be clear. This is just sex. You are dating my daughter, but fucking me. Don’t get all lovey-dovey, just wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am. We clear?”

He seemed a little taken aback by my tone, “Yes, Mrs. Smith.”

I chuckled, “Helen is fine. We were past Mrs. Smith the first time you put your cock inside me. I’m still Mrs. Smith in front of Annie, though.”

We laid in bed, touching and teasing for the next couple of hours. Greg was ready for more later in the evening, and I happily accepted his big meat and a frantic pounding until he released inside me again.

Three times in an evening. Youth was wonderful.

I pulled on my robe, and led him back out to the garage just after 10:00, leaving a safety window of time before Annie returned. Once I got back in the house, I poured myself a glass of wine, and sat in the kitchen, thinking about my evening.

Annie startled me when she arrived home just after 10:30, earlier than expected. Annie said, “Hey! Is everything OK? You’re usually in bed by now.”

As if on queue, I felt Greg’s cum leaking out of me, reminding me that indeed, I had already been in bed. I felt a wicked thrill, “Oh, I was in bed. Just wanted a drink to relax.” My brain screamed, “ After your boyfriend fucked me all night! ”

“OK,” Annie replied, satisfied. “I’m heading to bed. We have to look at calendars later - I have a weeklong freshman orientation at the university a week after graduation. Two weeks until graduation, then my first week at college!” She squealed in excitement.

“ Oh shit ,” I thought after Annie left. “ I wonder what summer does to Annie and Greg’s schedule? ” I hated to admit it, but I was worried that I’d lose access to Greg just when I finally got what I needed.

***

Over the next two weeks, I continued to meet Greg after his dates with Annie, and he would stay for a few hours on Wednesday youth group nights. He was so eager on those nights - already naked, waiting in the garage the moment Annie left the house. I didn’t bother getting dressed up for him - just went naked to the garage to let him know the coast was clear, then we’d race to my bedroom and fuck like rabbits.

On after-date nights, I either blew him or he’d take me doggy style in the garage. I hated to admit it, but I got an extra charge out of knowing my innocent daughter was in her room getting ready for bed while her boyfriend was fucking the brains out of me.

I felt strange whenever all three of us were together, Greg seemed to stare at me too much - I was worried that Annie would notice. I felt a pang of jealousy whenever he would kiss my daughter. I would have to take a moment, close my eyes, and tell myself that I was just a cunt for him, and he was just a dildo. A handsome dildo that grunted and spewed sperm inside of me, but just a human dildo.

We  attended Annie’s graduation ceremony, and I had to keep moving his hand off of my butt as we sat together in the stadium. When he explained Annie couldn’t see, I reminded him Annie’s friends, who would definitely tell her, surrounded us.

After the ceremony, Annie told me excitedly that her friend Tina was having a party that night, and she wanted to stay over. I asked about beer, and Annie assured me she would stay away from any that might be there. I made her promise that she’d stay at Tina’s with no late night trips.

I wanted to be sure that she’d not come home in the middle of the night, because I had a plan.

Annie excitedly rushed off to tell Tina, and I turned to Greg and asked, “Want a sleepover tonight?”

Greg’s face nearly cracked as he grinned broadly.

The night that my girl graduated from high school, her boyfriend graduated to anal sex. Unfortunately, like a new toy, all he wanted was my ass. My poor pussy only got the rubbing that I gave her.

When I picked up Annie the next morning, I was still sore and leaking Greg’s semen. Annie asked if I was OK, and I told her I had a sore butt from the stadium seats. I certainly couldn’t tell my daughter that her boyfriend had butt-fucked me all night with his monster cock.

I wondered if I was actually helping Annie, or was I just a slut? I didn’t really pay attention to Annie and Greg’s relationship anymore - I was too busy designing ways to fuck him.


The College Experience

Annie’s youth group meetings paused for a couple of weeks, then switched to daytime, as the students were off from school. That eliminated the chance for Greg and I to hook up for hours at a time - quickies after weekend dates with Annie were the only chance to get his cock inside me.

The next week, however, Annie was away for a weeklong orientation at her new university. It was a three-hour drive, or a two-hour train ride plus an Uber. Greg drove us there, as his car was bigger and newer, so we didn’t risk a breakdown.

We loaded Annie’s things to her room, then said our goodbyes. Annie pushed me out of the room so she could kiss her boyfriend goodbye. I again felt jealous, so before we were off campus, I had Greg’s cock in my mouth. I teased him while he drove for nearly thirty minutes, then swallowed a huge load as he swerved all over the road when he finally came.

When we arrived back at my house, Greg put the car in park, then looked at me with a half smile. “Well, what now?”

I knew what I  wanted, but was afraid to voice it. This would go way past ‘surrogate’ into straight up cheating. Cheating on my daughter. I justified it by thinking that she’d find some nice college guy, and she would dump Greg. I might as well use him.

I said, “Well, the house is empty, so I thought you could stay over while Annie is at school?”

Greg played coy, “And what would we do?”

I said bluntly, “Fuck. We’d fuck.” He smiled, then I added, “We’d fuck every minute in every room. Your cock would be inside me all the time. It’ll be hard  work,” I giggled at my joke.

Greg looked at me and said, “I have my things in the trunk, I was hoping you’d ask. I’ll get them, and you get naked!” He jumped out of the car as he popped the trunk, and I laughed like a teenager as I raced to the house. I was almost naked by the time he burst through the door - my damned sneakers had to be untied.

When I awkwardly finished, I looked up, and he was staring at me. “What?” I asked.

“You are so gorgeous! I can’t believe you’re mine! Stay naked like that all the time, OK?” He laughed as he started taking his clothes off, too.

I watched him peel off his clothes, amazed that this hunk wanted me. Me, a nearly forty-year-old woman with a daughter. A daughter that he was dating.

When he was completely naked, his cock at attention as always, he looked at me. I must have had a funny expression because he said, “Oh, sorry. Am I not supposed to say that you’re mine? Is that beyond the limit, sorry?” He seemed sincere.

I stepped close to him, and gently kissed his hard chest, then leaned up and kissed his nose, before I said, “No. I’m yours. I think we’re beyond ‘surrogate’ for Annie, don’t you?”

I kissed him on the mouth, our tongues dueling and bodies pulled close. I could feel his hard cock pressing against me. As we broke the kiss, I said, “I’m also your girl. We’re both cheating on Annie, but I can’t give up the sex.”

“Me neither,” he grinned as he put his hands under my ass cheeks and lifted me. He took a couple of steps forward and said, “You said ‘fuck in every room.’”

“Where are you going to fuck me first, then?” I said as I wrapped my arms around him and felt him walk.

“In the ass,” he chuckled.

I giggled, “That’s not what I meant. But OK.”

***

Greg spent the entire week with me. He went to his apprenticeship, and I went to work each day, but we were home and naked most of the time. He slept in the bed with me, showered with me and touched me nearly every minute. It felt like I was married again, but much sexier.

I taught him how to go down on me, and how to use his fingers to get me off, showing him where to find my clit and g-spot. He was excited to learn and practice, and I couldn’t remember another time in my life where I felt sexier.

Annie called from orientation twice for me and a few times for Greg. I loved to suck his cock while he talked to my daughter, and I sat on his thick meat during one of my calls with her. She was clueless about what was going on in her absence. I felt a little bad, but I could tell from her calls with Greg that they were still together for the long run.

It was sad when we had to go retrieve Annie from her orientation. The morning of the trip, I was too busy to think about it - I went around the house trying to clean up any remnants of Greg’s visit. This included discarded clothing, sticky towels and random lube bottles.

I found a couple of my dildos in unusual places and was very careful with Annie’s room. Greg liked to fuck in there, and I made him call me “Annie” whenever we did. I pretended to be her and urged him to do the raunchiest acts - something I knew she wouldn’t do. I changed her sheets and laundered some of her clothes that I wore for roleplay so they wouldn’t smell like sex. I knew I was going to hell for what we had done, but I couldn’t resist anything that Greg wanted to do.

On the drive to Annie’s school, I coached him to be very careful around me - that he couldn’t act too frisky or close with me, and that I should still be Mrs. Smith to him. I had to do the same. I decided I would stay away from the two of them when they were together.

On the drive home, Annie rode up front with him, and chattered about orientation, and all the things she could do on campus, and all about the dorms. I tuned it out, thinking again about what evidence we may have forgotten at home.

Luckily, there was nothing that Annie saw she questioned, and I relaxed after the first couple of days home. It felt strange and lonely not being groped or penetrated multiple times a day, but I tried to let that pass.

***

Summer schedule was worse than I imagined - Annie’s youth group met during the days, and she saw Greg most evenings, but was home long before her bedtime, so we couldn’t hook up after dates.

Annie started spending some time talking with me when she got home that early. She wanted to talk about college, and what she thought her career should be. She talked about being scared to be alone, and worried about being away from me and from Greg.

“Oh, Greg will always be there for you, Honey,” I assured her. I knew that I’d do my damndest to make sure he was satisfied.

Annie sniffed and said, “I don't think so, Mom.”

“Honey,” I comforted her.

“I think he’s having sex with another girl,” she cried.

My blood ran to ice, and I thought I might throw up. I took a few seconds to control myself. I wanted to scream, and cry, and crawl into the earth. “What makes you think that?” I needed to know what we had screwed up.

“He used to bug me for sex all the time. I mean all  the time. Every date, every phone call, every day. Now he doesn’t.”

“You’re still not having sex?” I asked.

“No Mom. I told you, I’m saving myself for marriage. I want it to be special. How long did you  wait?”

I was always truthful with Annie. Well, except for the sex with her boyfriend.

“My 16th birthday. Jeremy Myers took my cherry.”

“But then you waited for Dad?” Annie seemed hopeful.

“Not really. I had sex with any boy who smiled at me or talked to me. I liked the feeling, I liked the attention. I learned a lot from men much older than me, including my friends’ fathers. I did everything you can imagine with them. I was only dating your father for a month when I got pregnant with you.”

Annie looked surprised, “You were a slut?”

I nodded, “I giant slut. I did anything  you can imagine, and it was fun. It was just sex, nothing special like you imagine. Your father was thrilled to benefit from all my experience,” I chuckled.

“So should I have sex with Greg?”

There it was. The moment of truth, and the test of how low I could sink. How do you answer that?

“Babe, you need to make that decision. You’ve stuck to it so long, I think you need to think hard before you break it.” Fuck, I was scum. I told her to hold out on her boyfriend so I could keep him.

“What about the other girl?”

“If there is another girl, which is uncertain, then he’s just using her for sex. If he still takes you on dates, and still sees you and drives you to college, then why worry? He’s using some girl to get his rocks off. Do you expect all the guys you date to be chaste?”

“No. How do I find out if he’s got another girl, even just for sex?”

“Trust me honey, you don’t want to open Pandora’s box with that. When I pried into your dad’s life and found out about his boyfriend, it blew up our world. Our marriage had been perfectly fine during the seven years he was fucking Bill.”

“Seven years?” she asked. We had never really talked about it.

“Yeah. He said he was a golf buddy, but they were playing different holes each weekend, I guess,” I chuckled.

“Did he stop having sex with you?”

“Nope. Everything was normal. We had a good sex life - not as wild as when I met him, but it was good.” I explained.

“So don’t pry?” she asked.

God, I felt so low, “I would say no. Either he is, or is not, having sex with a girl. As long as you and him are having fun, and he’s nice to you, what does it matter? She means less than a tissue he masturbates into.”

Annie had stopped crying. She looked thoughtful, then said, “Maybe you’re right. I don’t actually  know. Thanks Mom.” She headed off to bed.

***

My close call didn’t stop the cheating. I took a few sick days on the same days as Greg, and I found a cheap no-tell motel where we would hook up. It was fitting - I already felt like a cheap skank, fucking my daughter’s boyfriend. The setting just reinforced that.

Greg’s parents went to the beach for a week, and I took that week off from work without telling Annie. Each day, I would dress for work, then drive to Greg’s, where I would strip off my clothes and work on him. I’d then get dressed and return home, pretending that it was a normal day at the office.

It made me jealous to see him arrive to take Annie out, just an hour after he had his cock inside me. It should be me he was taking out. Oh God, that was it. I was jealous of my daughter, when I started this to help her.

It was weeks before our next chance…

Annie had a church sleep-away camp near the end of summer. She was going to skip it, so that she could prepare for the move to school, but I urged her to go. My counsel was completely selfish, because Greg moved in again as soon as I dropped Annie at church. His thirst for sex had not diminished, so we spent another week naked and fucking.

***

The week before Annie had to move to her new dorm, we began gathering the things she needed. Because we were on a tight budget, she agreed to use things we had at the house.

Annie was having fun looking for stuff to outfit her dorm room, and liked that our ‘stuff’ would be there for her. I was busy making a list of the things that we would actually have to purchase, like cleaning supplies and toiletries, when Annie came into the kitchen and said, “Mom, what is in the garage?”

“What do you mean, Annie?” I said, a chill running through me. I already knew.

“There’s a chair sitting in a cleared out area, with rugs under it and Christmas lights. What is that for?”

When I first set it up, months ago, I had prepared an explanation in case she found it, but I hadn’t been careful. Was there lube sitting back there? Clothing? A dildo? Well, I’d try it.

“It’s my thinking spot. I go back there when I want some quiet time away from everything.” Annie was looking at me funny.

“Uh, huh? I doubt it’s silent with your boyfriend !”

In an instant, my stomach tightened, and blood froze. I was afraid that I was about to lose control of my bladder and bowels. Had she been spying?

In that same instant, Annie pulled a vibrator from behind her back and started laughing. My fear drained away as she continued laughing.

“Is his name BOB? Battery Operated Boyfriend? Oh my God, Mom! You didn’t have to hide like that from me. It’s pretty loud, but I probably couldn’t hear it in your bedroom or bath.”

She handed me the vibrator and said, “Here. You and your boyfriend can hook up in the house once I’m at school.” She laughed again as she turned and went back to the garage. I thought, “ Wrong, girlie. Me and YOUR boyfriend will hook up in the house once you’re at school. ”

***

That Thursday, Greg and I took the day off from work so that we could load our vehicles and drive Annie to school. It took nearly all day, between driving, waiting our turn to unload and setting up her room, saying our goodbyes and then leaving. Before we got in our cars, Greg asked, “See you at home?”

I grinned, “Certainly.”

When I got home, I quickly showered then changed into sexy lingerie. As I hurried down the stairs to go wait in the garage, I heard the doorbell ring. “Shit,” I said. Who could be here to mess up my time with Greg?

I checked the peephole and saw Greg standing there!

When I opened the door, Greg saw me in the lingerie and said, “Nice!”

“Why here? I was expecting to meet you in the garage.”

Greg stepped forward and put his hands on my ass cheeks, lifting me to kiss him. He looked into my eyes and said, “I wanted to come in the front door, before I come in your back door!” He spread my cheeks for emphasis, as he stepped through the door and shut it behind us.

He then let me down and chased me through the house to my bedroom, where I grabbed the lube as he stripped. It had been a while since he’d taken my ass - I forgot how full I felt when he pushed that beautiful cock all the way inside me and fucked me roughly, eager to get off.

When he finished, he rolled off and went directly to the shower. I was going to join him, but watched. He looked so beautiful with the water running over his athletic body, his muscles moving as he washed. I never imagined that I’d be with a 20-year-old man again.

I continued to watch as he stepped out and dried himself with a towel. His penis was half-hard, on display like a work of art, and I got moist thinking about him sliding it inside me again.

Greg finally saw me watching, and said, “Can I stay the night?”

Duh. “Of course. As long as you put that cock inside me again.”

He stepped forward and kissed me, as I felt him harden. He said, “Whenever I’m hard, I will be inside you.”

I kissed his chest and said, “Anywhere you want. Inside me anywhere you want.”

He said, “I took tomorrow off, too.”

“Me too. What are you going to do?”

He looked me in the eye and said, “I was thinking about maybe fucking your brains out all day.”

“Oh God, yes! That’s a splendid plan.”

***

We spent the night and next day having sex nearly the whole time, everywhere in the house but several times in Annie’s bed, at his insistence. “If you’re taking her place, I want to fuck in her bed,” he said.

When we woke the next morning, we were laying together in bed, his hands roaming over me. It felt so exciting to be wanted and used by the young man.

Greg said, “I think Annie’s worried that I’ll stray.”

I wondered where this was going, but said, “You already have another girlfriend - me. Are you considering yet another?”

He looked at me and said, “Hmm, that isn’t what I meant.” He studied me for a long moment, then said, “I want to move in with you.”

My face must have registered surprise.

He quickly added, “I want to wake up with you like this. I want to go to sleep with you like this.” I felt his hand stroking my pussy, stimulating my clit as he added, “I want to kiss you and fuck you and eat you whenever I want.”

I just stared at him as I processed the thought. I asked, “Is this so you don’t stray from Annie, or something more?”

He gave me a puzzled look, clearly not expecting something so serious.

I explained, “I mean, are you thinking of leaving Annie for me? Or are you thinking that you’ll stay with Annie as long as you can stick your cock inside me whenever you want? Keep your balls empty so you don’t think of other girls?”

Greg grinned at the ridiculousness of my description. He rolled on top of me, and I could feel his erection probing between my legs as he said, “Spend the next four years with my cock inside you?” He easily lifted my ankles onto his shoulders, leaving me open and vulnerable.

I reached down and guided his hardness to my wet opening, and as he pushed in, he said, “I like the part about emptying my balls into you all the time.” He leaned forward, and I felt him fill me completely as his meaty cock slid all the way inside me.

It didn’t take long before my orgasm hit, bucking and spasming as I clung to him. I barely registered Greg grunting as he filled me, pulling me tighter with his urgent need.

He rolled off, and we lay panting for a bit. I said, “If we wake up like that every morning, then please move in.”

He moved in the next morning, and I was officially a home wrecking slut. Annie just didn’t know it yet.


No-Thanksgiving

Well, time passed quickly and Greg and I settled into a routine, which was basically sex all the time. I expected that after a few weeks, his desire would wane, and we’d fall into a married-kind-of life.

I was wrong. I never knew when I’d be emptying the dishwasher and he’d pull my pants down and roughly take me from behind. Or I’d wake in the middle of the night as he started assaulting my asshole.

I would not complain - how many 40-year-old women were being fucked senseless by 20-year-old men? I shifted to always wearing skirts or dresses without panties, and even worked to tease him and get him excited before bed so we always had bedtime sex.

I shared with him how much I liked it rough and liked to be “taken.” I was face-fucked, ass-fucked, had my ankles tied to the stairway bannister as he pile-drove my pussy. It was heaven, and I woke each morning a little scared that it would end.

I dreaded the time that I’d have to tell Annie, or more likely, when she’d find out. Greg and I went out to dinner, went to the movies and concerts. We held hands and kissed in public. I lost all fear of being caught or confronted and figured there was no chance that Annie’s friends would see us. I loved the thrill of women my age watching me and my boy-toy, then gossiping about us. Yeah - I’ve got a 20-year-old cock drilling me, ladies. You have a paunchy banker getting drunk on gin and tonics.

***

Before I knew it, Annie was calling to arrange a ride to come home for Thanksgiving break. Holy shit that was fast!

She wanted to study for exams, and had a couple of papers to finish, so would come home Wednesday night by train, and we’d pick her up at the station. She was planning on heading back on Sunday.

When Annie called on Monday to confirm which train she would take, she said, “Hey Mom.”

“Yes, sweetie?” I wondered what she wanted. Maybe a special treat or something from the store.

“Think maybe Greg can stay over with us for a couple of days? I haven’t seen him in forever, and he can sleep on the couch. Nothing will happen, you know that.”

I thought, ‘ Oh, stuff will happen, girlie - just not with you.’

“Um, OK. Sure, you’re an adult and so is he, so sure.” I thought quickly, “Tell him to bring some stuff over before we get you from the train.”

I spent the week cleaning up doing laundry. Annie’s room smelled like a brothel because of all the times that Greg and I fucked in there. I ended up laundering her sheets, used a can of room spray and lit candles, and I still thought it smelled faintly of cum.

I made sure none of Greg’s clothes were in the laundry, and hid all his stuff in the close behind my summer clothes. I had to hide his toiletries, razor, and other telltale “man” products from our bathrooms.

I helped him pack an “overnight” bag, so he had something to show when Annie got home.

One last sweep of the house uncovered three bottles of lube, an errant vibrator, and two of my thong panties stuffed in the cushions. I think it would have been easier policing the Playboy mansion.

***

Greg and I drove to the station Wednesday night to pick up Annie, and she was excited to see us both. We drove home together, Annie up front with Greg, hanging on his arm as she chattered about school.

I sat in the back seat, trying to concoct a plan to fuck Greg without Annie knowing. My best chance was when she went to shower - it usually took her 45 minutes or more in the bathroom.

When we arrived home, Greg and Annie disappeared to her room to “catch up.” I was a little jealous, but knew that nothing would happen - Annie was still maintaining her vow of celibacy, as far as I knew.

I was a third wheel that evening, so I headed off to bed. Maybe in the morning when Annie showered, I could get some dick. I grew excited at the prospect of fucking Greg while his girlfriend was in the same house, unaware that her mom was riding his cock.

Pressure on my mouth awakened me in the middle of the night. I felt my heart race in terror as I opened my eyes and saw Greg smiling at me, his hand on my mouth. He whispered, “Shhh.”

He was naked, his muscular chest was inches from me, and I could see that his beautiful cock was at full attention. “Sex?” he asked in a whisper.

This was just the thrilling debauchery I had imagined when I drifted off to bed. I pushed the covers aside, revealing my nakedness, which made him smile. “You want to fuck your girlfriend’s mom while she sleeps in the next room?” I spread my legs wide and said, “What kind of slut does that make me?”

As Greg moved between my legs and pushed his erection into me, he whispered, “It makes you my slut.”

As I felt his long hard cock invading me, I agreed, “I am such a slut! Fucking use me, baby.”

I don’t know how we stayed quiet, but we both managed orgasms before he snuck out and headed back to the couch. I guess that solved the “how do we have sex” question.

I lay in bed, thinking about what I had been doing. “Slut” was the perfect word for me. I was a slut, laying in bed 20 feet from my daughter, filled with her boyfriend’s cum. I pulled out my vibrator and came two more times before I drifted off.

***

The next morning, I was up early preparing the turkey and sides for Thanksgiving dinner. Annie rose early and grabbed some coffee. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and I felt guilty knowing that I had fucked her boyfriend while she was sleeping.

Annie said, “You’re dressed up, skirt and all. Are you going to put on a bra before Greg gets up?”

“Yeah,” I smiled. “It’s Thanksgiving, and I’ve kinda grown fond of skirts, they let my legs breathe.” In my brain, I added And they give your boyfriend easy access because I don’t wear panties.  I ignored the bra comment - I wanted my goddamned nipples to show.

Annie seemed agitated, then quickly said, “Guess what, Mom?”

“What?” I could tell she had some secret.

“Greg and I fooled around last night!”

I was shocked, “You had sex?”

Annie said, “Shush! Not actual  sex, but I gave him a hand job. I don’t think that counts as being unchaste, do you?” She paused for just a second and said, “He came all over my hand, like a fountain!” She giggled.

I worked hard to control my jealousy. I thought, You’re playing with my  cock, girl. His cum is for me .

Instead, I said, “Wow. What made you do that?”

Annie sipped her coffee and said, “I was thinking about what you said. About him finding another girl just to get off. Then I realized I  could do that. Without giving up my virginity.”

“Do you really think he has another girl?” I wanted to know if she suspected it.

“I don’t know, but it doesn’t matter now.” Such a naive girl. Annie looked through the doorway, then said, “Think I should do it again? Will he be ready first thing?”

My stomach churned. “Boys are always ready in the morning. That’s why they call it ‘morning wood.’ Are you sure?”

Annie bit her lip and had a mischievous look on her face. “Stay in here, Mom, please?”

I said, “I dunno. Don’t you want me to watch you jack off your boyfriend?”

Annie just giggled and slipped out the door.

Fuck! She was going to jerk off MY MAN! Wait, calm down Helen. You’re the slut that stole her boyfriend. Get a grip. I stood and calmed myself, then wondered if I could listen to them. I realized that there was no way.

I tried to concentrate on getting the food ready, but couldn’t stop imagining Annie’s hands on his beautiful cock, stroking him until he shot his load. The load that he usually shot on or in me!

I heard Annie run up the stairs, and a moment later Greg strolled into the kitchen. I knew I had to reclaim him.

“Annie off to the shower?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he answered as he poured coffee. To anyone who paid attention, he lived here, the way he easily found a mug and spoon and sweetener. I wondered if Annie would catch on.

I unbuttoned my blouse, freeing my breasts. Greg stared, clearly surprised and attentive. “Wanna fuck?” I asked.

I stepped close to him and reached into his shorts as he stammered, “Well, maybe later. You know, Annie.”

“Annie will be at least 45 minutes,” I said. “And I know you can manage two loads in the mornings.”

Greg just stared.

“Yeah, Annie just jacked you off, didn’t she?”

“Um,” Greg stammered. He clearly felt caught.

I kissed his neck as I fondled his semi-hard penis. “What a waste. I never  waste your sweet cum. It always ends up inside me, huh?”

Greg said, “Are you mad?”

I continued rubbing his cock, and said, “Not as long as you give me one, too. How’s that sound? Mother-daughter action?” I looked him in the eye “Except Mommy takes it in her holes. Any hole you want, mister. How many guys get to fuck a girl and her mom one after another?”

I could feel his dick getting hard. I needed to reclaim him!

“Yeah, that’s it. I’m your slut. Fuck me in the middle of the night, fuck me while your girlfriend is in the shower. I want your cum in me NOW. I want to sit with you during Thanksgiving and know that your sperm is swimming inside me.”

I hopped on the counter, and lifted my skirt, exposing my naked pussy. Greg nearly dropped his coffee in his haste to push down his shorts, releasing his beautiful cock. He had it inside me in a flash, pumping away.

“That’s it, fuck me! Annie made you come, now fuck her mom. Cum in me - show you own me as your slut!” The thought of being a slut, fucking Annie’s boyfriend, drove me over the edge. I hung onto Greg while my orgasm hit. As I shuddered and spasmed, I heard him groan, pumping his load into me.

After a few minutes, he stepped back, and I had to use a dish towel to catch his semen before it leaked onto my skirt.

Greg looked at me and asked quietly, “You’re not mad?”

I scooted off the counter and said, “Jealous. But just remember, when she’s giving you hand jobs, that you live here and I’m your three hole whore. I expect to be used as soon after as you can, and I never  say no.”

“This is wild,” he said, as he reached for his coffee.

“Yeah, baby. You are lucky - a girl-and-her-mom action only happens in stories.”

***

Over the next few days, Greg and I hooked up whenever we could - the riskier the batter. After Thanksgiving dinner, Annie dozed off watching TV, and I blew Greg while he was sitting in the easy chair, watching her. He came into my room every night, taking my ass or pussy, as he wanted. We went shopping on Black Friday, and we fucked in a family restroom while Annie tried on clothes.

Annie was still giving him hand jobs at night and in the morning - the guy’s balls must have ached by Sunday.

Sunday morning, I came down late. I had to spend some time in the tub because Greg had spent a couple of hours assaulting my ass the previous night. I had no complaints, in fact I got myself off with the vibrator while I sat in the water, thinking about how wicked I had been this weekend.

When I got downstairs, Greg was gone, and Annie had her bags by the front door. “Greg driving you?” I asked.

“I don’t want to see his fucking face,” Annie said. I noticed then that she had been crying.

“Want to talk?” I asked. I wondered what could be wrong. She would have screamed at me if she found out about Greg and I.

“Just drive me to the station, and we’ll talk in the car. I need to get away from here.”

I pulled on some clothes, and we loaded her stuff into the car. As we pulled away from the house, I asked, “So, what’s going on?”

Annie burst into tears, “He’s been fucking some slut!”

“What?” I asked, my stomach lurching.

“Yeah, motherfucker.” If she only knew how true that was .

“What did he say?”

“Well, I thought everything would be great once I started giving him hand jobs. And he seemed to love them - he came every time.” She looked at me and said, “When I gave him one this morning, I asked if that could hold him through until Christmas.”

“He said… He actually said , ‘hand jobs aren’t as good as sex, or blowjobs.’ What the fuck?” Annie was angry.

“So I straight up asked him if he was getting sex and blowjobs, and the idiot said ‘Yes!’”

“He tried to make it sound simple. He said she was some skank that just wanted dick. It was all ‘blow and go’ or that he’d fuck her then leave as soon as he came. He claimed she was just ‘some hole’ to him he used for relief.”

I tried to imagine Greg saying those things about me. It actually excited me - that’s exactly what I wanted to be when this whole thing started. That’s what I wanted to be now, but I had a hard time with the jealousy. There was something exciting to me about being just ‘some hole.’

Annie said, “Well, do you believe him? Is it possible that some girl just wants to be a hole to be fucked?”

“Yes, I believe there are girls like that.” That was me - I was one of those girls .

“What should I do, Mom?” Annie pleaded.

I felt like shit. I caused this. “Do you love him?” I asked.

“Yes. I do or did. I don’t know anymore.”

“Like we talked about before, if it doesn’t bother you when he masturbates, it shouldn’t bother you when he uses some skank to get off.”

“Really?” Annie seemed unconvinced.

“Your father and I had a happy marriage, and he was using some guy for seven years. Or maybe that guy was using him, I’m not sure. It only became a problem because I made it one.”

“Oh, that’s right. I’m sorry, Mom.”

We arrived at the train station. I helped her with her bags, then asked, “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I have to think about it.”

I kissed my daughter and watched her board the train, then went back to my car so that I could drive home and be her boyfriend’s ‘hole.’

I spent the drive thinking about whether I should break things off with Greg. I wanted Annie to be happy, but I wasn’t certain whether breaking things off with Greg would get them back together.

When I entered the house, Greg was waiting for me, stark naked with an erection. He smiled and said, “Get naked. I’m gonna fuck your ass.”

I knew then that I would continue being his hole.

***

Later, I said, “Annie says she still loves you.”

“It didn’t sound like it. She was pretty mad.”

“Well, you probably shouldn’t have told her about your skank. The girl that is just ‘some hole’ that you used to get off.”

Greg stared at me, “Are you mad?”

I laughed, “No. That’s our deal, right? I enjoy being just ‘some hole’ that you use. Keep fucking me like you do, with that enormous cock, and we’re good. I’m using you the same way, buddy - you’re just ‘some dick’ to use.”

***

After a few days, Greg told me that Annie had called.

“Oh?” I asked, wondering how the conversation went.

“It was weird. She told me about school, said she missed me. She said she couldn’t wait to see me again and ‘play.’ Then before she hung up, she told me to not get the skank pregnant.”

He looked at me and said, “I guess I have a ticket to fuck?”

I opened my shirt and said, “You’ve always had a ticket to fuck. Now you have a hall pass from your girlfriend. Wanna fuck your skank?”

I didn’t need to ask.


Christmas

I knew Christmas break would be strange with Annie home, seeing Greg. I tried to prepare myself to not be jealous when I saw her and Greg together.

There were also the logistics of Greg not living with me for two weeks. He managed that one, staying with friends for a while. I was meticulous in policing the house - clearing any sign of him from the main house, laundering Annie’s sheets and freshening her room so that it didn't smell like sex. He took his toiletries with him, and some of his clothes. I pushed the rest of his clothes to the back of my closet.

As I tucked a dildo and vibrator into my “toy drawer,” I realized that I’d be without sex for two weeks. In the past, that was no big deal, but I was used to getting laid every day, usually twice a day.

“Well, old friends, prepare to spend some serious time in Tuna town this week,” I said to the assembled fake dicks. What a waste - a big dick like Greg’s, and Annie was only giving him hand jobs.

***

Annie arrived home, and it was wonderful to have her around again. She had matured a bit in the short time she was away, so it was like discovering her again. She told me all about school and mentioned a few boys that were interested in her.

“So, are you trading in Greg?” I joked.

My daughter said, “Not yet. I think I love Greg, but I know he’s sleeping with some skank. How long is that  gonna work? How long before she wants more than sex from him?”

“Some girls only want sex,” I said. Yes, that would be me , I thought.

“Anyway, I’m not sure. I’ll have the same problems with any new guy - they all want sex. I don’t know about this ‘saving myself’ stuff, Mom. What do you think?”

“You’re asking someone who lost her virginity at 16 and slept with nearly every boy I met? I was the girl who gave it up on the first date, every time.”

“Yeah, maybe not the best coach,” Annie said.

We moved on, and talked about her classes, and college life, and her attempts to rush a sorority.

She went out with Greg twice before Christmas, and I was indeed jealous. The disadvantage of bonding with Annie was that she wanted to stay up and talk after her dates, so I couldn’t sneak out and hook up with Greg in the garage after she got home.

***

On Christmas Eve, Annie went out with Greg, and I started prepping the food for the next day. Greg was joining us for lunch, so I needed to start the Turkey very early.

When Annie got home, she was tired and headed straight to bed. This was my chance, so I raced out to the garage, stripped my clothes, and waited for Greg.

After about 15 minutes, I knew he wasn’t coming to see me. I found my phone and texted, “ Waiting  in the garage! ”

He immediately sent a note, “ At parents. ”

Fuck. or rather, no fuck. I gathered my clothes and walked back to the house naked. I couldn’t believe how depressed I was about not getting sex!

I awoke early the next morning, before the alarm, for some unknown reason. It took a second to figure out what was going on, Greg was in my room!

When my eyes focused, I saw him standing in front of me, naked except for a Santa hat. His long beautiful cock was at full attention. “Merry Christmas,” he smiled.

“Santa?” I giggled softly. “Do you have a present for me in your sack?”

He stepped closer and said, “Santa’s sack is VERY full, little girl. And he wants to give it all to you,” he chuckled.

I pushed the covers back and spread my legs, “Well, OK. Give it to me hard, Santa.”

He was gentle at first, but I begged him to fuck me hard. I was so horny, after only abstaining for a few days! “This is the best  present, Santa.”

“Ung! This is what bad girls get. Girls who fuck their daughter’s boyfriend get Santa’s spunk.”

“Oooh,” I cooed. “That’s just what they want, too. Fucking fill your bad girl, Santa!”

He didn’t last long, grunting as he came hard, jerking and pumping for quite some time. He really had a full sack.

As he lay panting, I asked, “How did you get in?”

“You spread your legs for me,” he chuckled.

“No, I mean my room.”

“I live here, remember? I have a key.” He propped himself up and smiled sweetly. “Wow. I live with  my girlfriend’s super hot slutty mother.” He kissed me gently on the forehead, “ My  slut.”

“Yes, all yours,” I agreed. Here I lay, 20 feet from my daughter, with her boyfriend’s cock in my hand and his sperm inside me. I knew it was wrong, but it made me so horny.

Greg started kissing my breasts, and I felt his fingers slide inside me. He said, “I want to make you come again.”

“Mmm,” I moaned at his touch. He was fantastic at finding my sensitive spots now. I moaned louder as he fingered me and sucked my nipples. I knew we’d be going for a second round soon.

There was a knock at my door. “Mom!?” It was Annie.

“Uh, yeah?” Fuck. We were caught.

“Put away your toy and let’s get coffee. I’ll help you with the Turkey,” my daughter yelled through the door.

I felt Greg’s hand move rapidly, violently finger fucking me as he smiled. It caused me to moan again.

“Mom! You can spend time with your battery boyfriend later. Coffee now!”

“OK, Coming!” I said as I heard Annie start down the steps.

Greg whispered, “You will be soon!”

“Stop!” I pushed his hand away. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted to come, but didn’t want to get caught. “OK, Santa, how are you going to get out of this one? No chimney in this room.”

Greg smiled and said, “I’ll stay here. I need a nap anyway, and I can leave when Annie gets showered.” He kissed me and said, “I should have another full sack by then.”

“You are as quiet as the dead. No flushing toilets, no moving around. This is serious,” I scolded as I grabbed my nightgown and headed for the door. I looked back at the gorgeous young man laying on my bed, and thought, “ God, I am such a slut. ”

I went down to the kitchen and found Annie already starting a coffee for me.

“Good morning,” she said brightly. “I guess you’ve already been having your Christmas fun.” She laughed at my embarrassment, and said, “Don’t be embarrassed, Mom. I got mine on Christmas Eve.”

“What?” I asked as I took my coffee cup.

“I’m staying a virgin, but not a prude. One girl at the dorm was always talking about it, so I tried. No penetration, so I keep my virginity, Oh God! Now I can understand how you used to be a slut. It is SO good!” she giggled.

I’m still a slut,  I thought. With almost perfect timing, I felt Greg’s spunk slide out of me and down my leg.

“So does Greg, you know, play?” I asked. I worried I might lose my boy toy.

“No,” Annie said seriously. “I’m not sure he would respect bounds. Actually, I’m not sure he’s interested now that he has his skank.”

“We talked about this, he’s just using the skank to satisfy a need.” Satisfy my need, too , I thought.

“He never talks about sex anymore. He’s using her a lot, I think.”

“Anyway,” she said brightly, “Let’s get that Turkey stuffed.”

We prepared the Turkey and sides, and set everything in the stove or the fridge for finishing later. I was horny the whole time, feeling Greg’s semen oozing out of me at unusual times. The guy really had a full sack.

I excused myself once to go to the bathroom and found Greg sleeping quietly on my bed. I gave his penis a kiss, then licked him until he got hard. He smelled of sex, and I was ready for more. I left before I woke him.

After Annie and I finished getting the food ready, we sat and watched TV for an hour. Annie eventually stood and said, “Well, I’m gonna get ready. Greg should come in about an hour.”

I smiled and nodded, thinking, “ No, sweet girl. He’ll be coming in a few minutes. ” The pure evil raunchiness of fucking her boyfriend had me soaking wet and ready for action.

I waited a few minutes until I heard Annie start the shower. I knew we had 45 minutes or more until she started makeup. I rushed upstairs, in need of more Santa.

When I entered the bedroom, Greg was sitting on the bed, having just awakened. Luckily, he had ‘morning wood.’

He smiled and asked, “How was coffee and Turkey?”

I shut the door behind me, turning the lock, then dropping my robe as I walked towards him, saying forcefully, “Fuck me. Fucking fuck my fucking brains out, fuckboy!”

Greg was surprised, “Oh! OK!”

I flopped on the bed, holding my legs wide open “Fucking tear my pussy up!”

He didn’t need any encouragement. I had my first orgasm almost immediately, and was on my third as he stiffened and groaned, filling me for the second time that day.

As we lay panting, I finally felt satisfied. I looked at the clock and tried to judge the timing. I sadly decided that we didn’t have more time to play, so led Greg to the shower, where we cleaned up. Luckily, he was spent, so didn’t get an erection. Otherwise, I would have definitely taken care of him again.

We carefully got him out of the house while Annie was still getting ready. Then I returned to my room, to get dressed for our Christmas dinner.

***

Greg arrived at the expected time. I got the door because Annie was still getting ready. Greg stepped in and closed the door, then immediately pulled me in for a deep tongue kiss.

I felt his hands all over me as we made out in the foyer. I wasn’t complaining, but concerned that Annie might catch us. He had his hands under my skirt, fondling my ass as he rubbed my pussy, when we heard Annie’s door open.

Just like that, he released me and stepped into the living room. Annie greeted him brightly, and he pulled her into a deep kiss, just like the one we had shared. I was jealous. I noticed he put his hands all over her like he had done with me, without grabbing her pussy.

“ That’s right, I’m the one that fucks. You remember that, ” I thought bitterly. What the hell was wrong with me?

Annie broke the embrace and said, “Oh! Let me make you some special cocoa. Wait here, it’ll be about 5 minutes.” She scampered off to the kitchen.

I closed the distance to Greg and pulled him close for more kissing and make out. I whispered, “You getting off on making out with mom and daughter?” I could feel his hardness as he said, “Yeah, actually.”

I kissed him and rubbed his groin, then said, “Just remember who gives up all her holes for you.”

We continued making out until I could hear Annie returning. I quickly found a seat on the couch.

Dinner was a little awkward, mostly because of my jealousy. In retrospect, it was a pleasant time. Annie and Greg were playful and flirty, but they didn’t ignore me.

We sat around the tree and exchanged presents. Greg apologized for not having something for me, even though we knew he had given me a ‘sackful’ of presents this morning.

After presents were opened, we watched some football as Annie and Greg snuggled. After a bit, Annie said, “I’ve got something for Greg upstairs. We’ll be back in a bit, Mom.”

I watched them go upstairs, hand-in-hand, and felt my jealousy surge. I also wondered if she was finally going to “give it up” to him. Would he keep seeing me? Something was wrong with me - I was more concerned with losing her boyfriend than about my daughter’s virginity.

After about 20 minutes, Greg came downstairs by himself. I wondered where Annie was.

“Everything OK?” I asked.

Greg grinned, making a jerking motion with his hand as he said, “Cleanup on aisle three.” He chuckled, “Santa had quite a load for her, too.”

“Are you leaving?”

“Gotta go see the parents.”

“Just like that?” I was surprised.

“Cum and Go. Just like mom,” he chuckled. And like that, he left.

Cocky bastard. It was OK for me, but not Annie. I went upstairs to check on her, but stopped when I heard a loud buzzing. Holy shit! She had a vibrator!

Good idea. I headed to my room for some mechanical fun, too.

***

Annie went out with Greg a few times the rest of the week, but I got no time with him after their ‘dates.’

Luckily for my libido, Greg visited in the middle of the night a few times and we both got what we needed while his girlfriend snoozed in the next room.

Annie and Greg were planning to go out for New Year Eve, and she wanted to dress in something “flashy.” She knew how tight money was, so didn’t ask me for money to buy a new dress. Instead, she asked if she could look through my old party dresses to see if there was one she could borrow.

Half the dresses were from before my boob job, so might actually fit her. I kidded we could pick up some melons to fill out any of the newer ones.

She laughed and headed off to my room to raid my closet.

Annie was gone for about 30 minutes, then she emerged from my room, crying, “Oh, Mom.”

“What, baby?” I asked. I couldn’t understand the sudden transformation.

“Greg’s stuff,” she sniffed. “Your closet,” she bawled.

Oh. My. God. I felt my stomach and heart freeze.

“ You’re  the skank!” She screamed at me.

“But, Annie,” I  protested, “Men have needs, and I didn’t want him to stray from you. I was keeping him happy, so he'd stay with you. ”

Annie continued her tirade, “Well, at least that  worked. Y ou’re just a set of holes to him. Y ou mean no more t o him than the tissues he jerks off into. ”

“Annie,” I tried to calm her. I knew it was futile.

“Fuck, Mom! How long has this… Oh God! The garage? You’re just a cum receptacle, you fucking slut! Greg’s been fucking your skank ass since the summer?!” Annie was really fired up.

“Annie…” I  started.

“No, Mom. No explanation or apologies can fix this. Know what? You ’re not gonna lose your penis ride. I’m gonna tell Greg to keep using you to get off. You’re still gonna be his cheap whore cum hole.”

Annie leaned forward and sneered, “I am going to tell his friends to use you, too. I’m sure you don’t care about whose dick you fuck, as long as it’s hard and shoots cum. Once a slut, always a slut.”

“Annie!” I objected. My daughter really hated me. I tried to be calm, “I’m not a slut because I have sex.”

“No. You’re a slut because you’re fucking my boyfriend. You’re a skank because you let him fuck your mouth and butthole. Do you even like that?”

I paused, wondering how to defuse this, but couldn’t figure out a way, so I was honest, “Yes.”

“Fuck! And he cums in your ass?” Annie asked.

“Yes.”

“And you just shit his cum out. God, how gross! Well, congratulations, you get to shit even more cum. You might as well let Greg do anything he wants with you,” Annie snarled.

“I already do.”

“Fuck. You fucking slut. I’m packing. I can’t even look at you without imagining a dick in your mouth.”

I had enough of her daughter’s insults, so replied, “Maybe you should try putting a dick in your mouth. Greg’s cum tastes good.”

Annie just screamed, as she charged into her room and slammed the door. She immediately yanked the door back open and looked at her mother, “Do you fuck him on my bed?”

I didn’t have to answer. I’m sure my face told the story.

Annie shrieked, “Fuck! You fucking whore! My bed? Your dirty skanky sex juices all over my bed?”

“I wash the sheets,” I offered.

Annie screamed and slammed the door again.

***

I locked myself in my room and shut off the world. What had I done? It sounded OK when I started things with Greg, but they were screwed up, weren’t they? Maybe Annie was right.

I needed a glass of wine, but didn't want to run into Annie. I took a bath and put on some brainless show while my nerves settled.

I finished my bath, letting the water grow cold, then snuggled into bed, trying to calm my thoughts. I felt so tired, maybe if I napped for a bit, things would make sense.

I awoke early in the morning, a little disoriented. I had to check my phone to remember the day and whether I had to work. It was a Saturday. I had multiple messages from B&G, Greg’s contact name, and a couple from Annie.

It took me a few minutes to build up the nerve to read Annie’s notes:

“I broke up with Greg. He’s all yours now.”

“Taking the train to school. I can’t talk to you.”

“I can’t believe you fucked him!”

That was about it. Annie was gone.

***

I spent New Year’s Day in a daze. I went into Annie’s room a dozen times, straightening her room and looking at her bed, remembering her sleepy face, then jolted by the memory of her boyfriend pounding away at me while I moaned like a whore.

I spent hours thinking about what I had done to Greg, and where it had gone wrong. Probably having him move in - that was the breaking point. Or was it when I moved from blowjobs to regular sex? Or when I was fucking him while Annie was in the house?

Somewhere I had moved from “servicing him” to being a girlfriend. No, that wasn’t it. It was getting caught. He and Annie were still dating, and I was doing my job. I laughed, if it were only my job to have sex, that would be easy.

Late in the day, the door opened, and Greg was there to add to the confusion in my brain. He strode to me and pulled me into a long, passionate kiss.

When we broke the kiss, he said, “Get naked, let’s fuck.”

His kiss had me ready, but I felt like we should talk first. “Maybe we should talk…”

He was already pulling off his shirt and pants. I never grew tired of his fit youthful body. “Fuck first.” He was already erect. Hell, he was always  erect.

As I stripped, I said softly, “Not in Annie’s room.”

His reply was to push me onto the couch and impale me there. I needed this. I let myself go, enjoying the feeling of this young man ravaging me, filling my body and mind with lust. I screamed and swore and begged him to do every dirty thing I could think of - anything to wash the memory of my sadness away.

When we were both satisfied and drained, we lay there together, naked in my living room. The memory of Annie’s meltdown creeped back into my brain.

“How are you? Did you speak with Annie?” I asked.

“Yes. She broke up with me. She was pretty mad.”

“How are you feeling? Are you OK?” Even though I was hurting, I knew he must be as well. I seemed to always worry about other people first.

“I’m OK.” He looked into my eyes and said, “Kinda relieved, actually. Now I get you full time. You’re only my girl.”

His comment, probably meant to make me feel nice, had the opposite effect. I felt a little sick to my stomach, and a chill ran up my spine.

“You’re relieved ?” I asked.

“Yeah. I was only going with Annie so that I could have sex with you. I mean, who stays with a girl who won’t put out?”

“But, I was only ‘ putting out ’ in Annie’s place. Her surrogate. I am Annie’s pussy because  she won’t put out, to save her virginity,” I explained. I realized what I had just said, and it crawled in my brain.

“More than her pussy,” Greg laughed. He touched my lips, “Her mouth.” I felt him grab my butt, “Her ass.” He grabbed my breast and said, “You are a white hot piece of ass, and you’re all mine!” He kissed my forehead, “You’re my girl.”

I said carefully, “But now that you’re broken up with Annie, she wouldn’t be ‘ putting out ’, so I shouldn’t be.”

Greg smiled and said, “I was worried about that. That’s why I came over - to see if I could still score that fine pussy of yours. And you gave it up, so it doesn’t matter that Annie and I broke up, right?”

Wow. Just wow. God, I loved the sex, and knew I’d never score a guy half my age again. But I would have a hard time being with Greg, knowing that I’d ruined my relationship with Annie over sex.

I pushed away from him and stood. “Well, consider this our ‘breakup sex.’ Please clear your stuff out of here. No more mom pussy for you, now that you’ve broken up with Annie.”

Greg seemed shocked. “What?”

“Sorry, it’s hard to explain. If I stay with you, it’s like I stole you from Annie. No matter how much I liked the sex, it wasn’t worth hurting Annie. Please go.”

He stood, and it was one of the very few times he didn’t have an erection, “But.” He paused, “It was more than sex, wasn’t it?”

“Nope. Just the fucking. Your dick in my holes. Your beautiful, big, hard dick was all I wanted.”

It was harsh, but after I said it, I realized it was true. All this time, I never connected with him emotionally, just physically. I loved getting laid by a man half my age. Oh well.

Greg grabbed his clothes and headed upstairs. I got dressed and went into the kitchen for a glass of wine.

After a while, he came downstairs, carrying a pile of his clothes. “I got most of it. Could you put the rest in the garage, in our ‘special spot’? I’ll get it later.”

“OK,” I said. I was sad, but determined.

“Think it can be ‘just sex’ again?” he asked.

“I don’t think so,” I said. I didn’t want to give up the sex, but I didn’t want to give up Annie more.

His head drooped, and he said, “OK. I’ll miss you.” I couldn’t watch as he left.

Well, this was a holiday I didn’t want to remember.


Spring Breakup

I sent Annie a text explaining that Greg was gone, that I was only with him to keep him happy for her. I don’t know whether I describe it well, but hoped that she would see that I only did it for her.

Silence.

Then the next day, “ Now I know why he wants to get back together. For your cunt. Just fuck him, it doesn’t matter. ”

She was probably right about Greg’s intentions. She was obviously still angry. I let her be for a while.

About a week later, I tried again. “ I love you. It was just for you. ”

I quickly got the reply, “ Slut. It was for the dick. ”

I was becoming a little frustrated at her responses. She never answered my calls. I withheld her monthly spending money until we talked.

***

By the middle of January, I was frustrated and horny. My toys weren’t a replacement for a man. One night, after a couple of glasses of wine, I texted Greg, who was still on my phone as B&G.

“ Horny? White hot pussy waiting. Just sex. ”

Fuck. What was wrong with me? I had broken it off, and now I was confusing things. I couldn’t unsend it. Maybe he blocked me. I nervously waited for a response, but nothing.

After an hour passed, I decided he was really gone. I had just finished straightening the kitchen, and was about to head upstairs to bed, when the front door opened, startling me. It was Greg. He still had a key.

He saw me and had a predatory smile, “Get naked. In your room, now.”

I wanted to be sure he knew the limits, so said, “You know, it’s just…”

“Shut up. I’m just a dick, I get it. I’m gonna fuck every hole in your body like I’ve imagined the last few weeks.” He started towards me, and I knew I was about to get the fucking of my life. I hurried upstairs and stripped off my nightgown and panties.

When he entered my room, he was naked, having stripped his clothes on the way. His cock was rock hard, and he was on me in a flash, and in me in no time.

For the next few hours, we went at it like animals. I don’t know how many times I orgasmed, but I was sore by the time we finished. He kept his promise and fucked my every hole, and came in all of them as well. The magic of youth!

When we were both exhausted, he climbed out of bed.

“Leaving?” I asked. I wanted him to stay. I wanted to feel someone laying next to me.

“Yeah, I have to get back to my girlfriend.”

“What? Oh. You want to shower?” I was surprised about the girlfriend part. Well, not that he had a girlfriend, but that he left her for me. It was kind of flattering and exciting.

“Nah, she’ll like that I smell like pussy,” he grinned.

“What? She’ll know?” I asked, confused.

“She knows that I’m here. I fuck other girls, she fucks other guys. She’s a slut, and it’s great. I love reclaiming her after some other guy has banged her.”

“I have you to thank for that. You made me realize I loved sluts. You were my first, Helen. When you get a boyfriend, I’ll be happy with sloppy seconds, by the way.”

When he left, I sat and considered what had just happened. What Greg had said. Life had become very weird these days. At least I didn’t have to worry about emotional entanglement.

***

Just before Valentine’s day, Annie texted me out of the blue. “ You slept with Greg because I wouldn’t? ”

Hmm, seems an odd question, but it was a connection. “ Yes. I thought he would leave you without sex. I gave him that. ”

“ So your vagina instead of mine to save my virginity? ”

She seemed to get it. I was hopeful, “ Yes. ”

“ Would you do it again? ”

Wow. I wasn’t sure if this was a test or trap, but thought I’d be truthful, “ If you asked, yes. ”

“ OK, ” was her response.

“Do you understand, baby? I’d do anything for you,” I hoped she would talk on the phone, or connect with me.

There was nothing more from her. I hoped she was thinking it through and would forgive me.

***

On Valentine’s day, I was feeling sad and lonely. I wondered if I’d find another man, but was hesitant to look for one in case Annie wanted me to be her surrogate again. That would be tough to explain.

I was watching a movie and having a drink when the front door opened, and Greg stepped in. He had a girl with him.

I stood and heard her ask him, “You have a key? Do you just let yourself in and bang her whenever you want? That’s so cool!”

“Yeah, that’s the deal,” I said, trying to rattle her. “He just drops in and uses whatever holes he wants.”

They both looked at me. Greg’s girlfriend, I guess, was petite, just over 5 foot tall, skinny, covered in tattoos. She was wearing a cut-off white tank that showed her hard nipples and the shadows of tattoos on her breasts. She was wearing several bracelets on either arm, a short black skirt, and tall boots. She was definitely a strange sight.

“Oh, sorry. I’m Jenny,” she said, reaching to shake my hand. “Greg said you were the hottest piece of ass ever, and I had to meet you. Nice tits, by the way.”

Greg looked at me, a little embarrassed, then grinned and said, “So… about those holes I came to use.”

I had the tiniest buzz, but was feeling territorial and wanted to prove my “hottest” reputation. “All open tonight. Hope you want all three, actually.” I saw Jenny smile in surprise. I bet she didn’t expect it to be true.

I turned to her and said, “Are you staying? Is it six holes?”

Jenny laughed, “Nah. I’ve got two dicks waiting at home. Greg’s car is in the shop, and he needed a lift. Plus, I wanted to meet ‘ the hottest piece of ass ever ’.” She laughed.

Jenny turned to Greg, “Hey, take an Uber home when you’re done with her. I should be good and sloppy by then. The guys have held off all week for me.”

She kissed him, then said, “Good to meet you. Maybe we’ll do the six hole thing next time.” She let herself out.

Greg said, “Yeah, sorry. I wanted her to meet you.”

Something about the encounter was energizing and had me worked up. “Valentine’s Day?”

He grinned, “Yeah, she asked what I wanted, and I said ‘Helen,’ so here I am.”

“She didn’t get upset?”

He chuckled, “Nah. She told me she wanted to be gang banged. We could only get two guys, so that’s what’s at home for her.”

“You could be at home, and she could have three.”

He reached for me and said, “I want you.”

I met his kiss, “Come on and fuck me now.”

We traded no more words for the next few hours. As we were recovering, Greg’s phone chimed. He looked at it and said, “Well, Jenny’s guys just left. Time for sloppy thirds.”

As he sat up, I asked, “You gonna be up for that?”

He grinned, “Hell yeah. Two hotties in one night?” He kissed me and added, “But you’re the hottest.”

I watched him leave and wondered if there was anything other than sex in life. It certainly seemed like the focus for me, and Greg.

***

In the beginning of March, I received another text from Annie. I was expecting her to ask for money, but I was surprised when she said, “ Home for Spring Break in 2 weeks ”

Wow! I was excited that she wanted to be back and connect. “ Yes! Love to see you! ”

She replied, “ Bringing a friend. ”

Hmm, I wondered if it was a boyfriend or girlfriend. After the mess with Greg, I found it hard to believe that she would bring a man home.

I tried to reach out to her a few times before spring break week, but she wouldn’t respond. I prepped her room and made sure the extra sheets and blanket were handy for the sofa if her friend wasn’t staying with her.

On the first day of her spring break, I was nervous and excited to see Annie, and couldn’t sit still. She didn’t arrive home until late afternoon. She didn’t call or text for a pickup at the train, so I assumed her friend was driving. When I heard a car in the driveway, I hurried out to see her, and was surprised to see a large, expensive BMW parked in our drive.

Annie emerged from the passenger seat, and a young man got out from the driver’s side. He was shorter than Greg, but still a decent height, with dark curly hair and a bright smile. He was attractive, with a trim figure. I guess everyone’s figure is trim at 19 or 20 years old.

I gave Annie a hug, which she returned mechanically. I guess she was still working through the hurt, which I understood. When we broke the hug, she introduced her friend, Aaron, who was unloading bags from the trunk.

Aaron smiled brightly, and gave me ‘elevator eyes,’ inspecting every inch of me. It was a little creepy, but also made me a little excited, as I felt his eyes undressing me. It was nice to be desired, especially by men half your age.

As his eyes lingered on my cleavage, I realized I was still dressing ‘sexy’ like when Greg lived with me. I hadn’t devolved back to ‘mom mode.’

Aaron seemed nervous as we carried their bags into the house. Once inside, he said, “Um, I feel a little sweaty from the drive. Do you mind if I shower?”

“Not at all,” I said, happy that Annie had a boyfriend, and that she was home for a visit. I would get some time to talk to her alone. I directed him to the upstairs bath and told him there were spare towels and washcloths set out.

He headed upstairs and disappeared.

I wanted to talk to Annie, but she just stared at me in a cold, appraising way. I needed to stay busy to talk, so invited her into the kitchen for coffee while I cut some fruit for them.

“He seems nice, and is very handsome,” I said, afraid of saying the wrong thing.

“Yeah, he is,” agreed Annie.

“Is he staying in your room with you, or should I prepare the sofa?” I probed.

“I’m still saving myself, Mom.” There was a pregnant pause, then Annie said, “That’s why I’ve come home. I need you to be a whore again.”

I dropped the knife and turned around, “What?”

Annie clarified, “I need you to fuck Aaron. That’s why I brought him home.”

“You’re serious? I mean, with Greg, well…” I stumbled over the words.

“No, it’s OK. Keep fucking Greg. And his friends. And neighborhood dogs for all I care. I just need you to service Aaron,” Annie persisted.

I thought for a minute. Aaron was handsome, and a new guy might be fun. And I was terrified of losing Annie, so I would do anything she asked. I just never imagined it would be this, even though she asked about it. I thought she’d never want me to meet another boyfriend.

I asked, “So, how do you propose this works? Do I flirt and seduce him after dinner? Will you go out with friends and I’ll see if he’s interested?”

“No, he already knows you’re a slut. I told him I’m saving myself, but that you’ll take care of him. That he can use you however he wants.”

Before I could say anything, Annie added, “Don’t steal him. Your job is just to have sex. You are just a cum receptacle. Be a dirty whore, just like you were with Greg.”

I knew I should be upset, but I was also aware of what I had done to our relationship. I guess if she wanted me to be a surrogate pussy, especially for a man half my age, I’d do it. I felt myself getting wet as I thought about being an on-call whore for her boyfriend. As Annie and I looked at one another, the bathroom door opened and Aaron came downstairs, he was wearing just a towel.

While he was shorter and thinner than Greg, his young hairless chest was beautiful. I noticed how perfect and unmarked the young man’s skin was.

Aaron said, “Sorry, I need to grab some things from my bag.”

I looked at my daughter, who was smiling slightly at her boyfriend. Something about the look made me want to teach her a lesson about how she was treating her mom.

I jumped up and rushed to his bags, saying, “Let’s put these in my  room.” As I picked up the smallest two bags, I looked at Annie and added, “I think you’ll be bunking with me. You can finish getting ready in the master bath. Upstairs and straight back,” I directed.

After Aaron grabbed his bag and headed up the steps, I looked back at Annie, expecting her to be surprised or mad. Instead, she was looking at me with almost no emotion, and said, “Go do your job, Mom.”

I could feel butterflies in my stomach as we entered my room, and I shut the door. Aaron heard the ‘click’ and turned to face me. He smiled shyly and said, “You’re beautiful. Annie didn’t tell me that.”

I dropped the bags on the floor, and stepped close to the young man, gently placing my hand on his chest, “What else did Annie say about me?”

Aaron was staring at my breasts, and stuttered, “Um, she said. Well, she told me, um…” He was clearly too shy to say.

“Did she tell you I’d take care of what’s under your towel?” I smiled as I snaked a hand inside the cloth and felt his erection.

Aaron’s eyes opened wide as his towel slipped and fell to the ground. He said, “Yes, sort of.”

I stroked the young man’s cock, which was rock hard and warm. I noticed it was a nice size, “Did Annie say I would take care of you?”

Aaron looked down at my hand on his cock, as he sputtered, “Yes.”

I took a moment to examine the young man’s body. He was slim and firm, with only the barest wisp of chest hair. Nothing like the older men. I was already wet, imagining him on top of me, pumping away.

I looked him in the eyes and said, “Annie won’t suck cock, will she?” I didn’t wait for a response before I got on my knees and sucked his hard penis into my mouth while I maintained eye contact. God, I loved it when a man watched me sucking him!

“Oh God,” he groaned.

I pulled my mouth off of him for a moment, “That’s it. Be loud and tell me what you want and how it feels. Annie will want to hear what you’re doing to me. Just imagine that I’m her.” I resumed sucking on his cockhead, teasing the sensitive parts around his glans as I fondled his balls.

“Sh-she’s listening?”

I stopped again, “Of course. I’m her surrogate. She’ll want to hear you having a good time.” I went back to his cock - it tasted so good!

“Oh! That’s good! Your mouth is good!” he exclaimed.

I continued to swirl my tongue around the bulbous head of his cock, and eased his shaft deeper into my mouth, when suddenly Aaron grunted and I felt him flood my mouth.

Aaron stammered, “Sorry.”

I quickly swallowed, then continued sucking him until he was empty, excited by each squirt from the youthful cock.

As I pulled his penis out of my mouth, he said, “Sorry. I should have warned you.”

I stood, “No, that’s OK. I swallow.” I gave him a brief grin, “Unless you want to pull out and spray on my face, like in the porn movies.” I gave him a peck on the cheek, and said, “Next time.”

I pulled off my top, then quickly unfastened my bra, letting it drop to the ground. Aaron was staring at my big breasts in surprise, and probably excitement. I noticed he was still hard - oh, the benefits of youth!

“I am yours whenever you want while you’re here, Aaron.” I felt a thrill when I said those words. I am yours  - it felt so dirty. And I could tell from his erection that he would want me a lot.

I paused and asked, “Do you want to see more?” The young man nodded. I said, “Say it loud for Annie to hear: ‘Get naked for me, Helen.’”

Aaron glanced at the door, trying to decide if he should, as I placed my hands on my pants catch, waiting for him to act. He stared at my breasts for a moment, before he said loudly, “Get naked for me.” He paused a second, then added “Helen. I want to see your pussy.”

I smiled and said, “Very good,” as I unfastened my jeans and pushed them down, stepping out of them. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties, intentionally teasing him. “This is yours whenever you want, Aaron.” I pushed my panties down, letting them drop to the floor.

Aaron was staring at my naked pussy, and the narrow little strip of pubic hair above it. I said, “We can have sex whenever you want.”

Aaron looked up from my pussy and said, “Is that really true?”

I  reached forward and pushed the young man onto the bed, and crawled up over him, swinging my leg to straddle him. I looked into his eyes, “I want you to fuck me all week long.” I grabbed his hard cock and guided it into me. I was horny and dripping wet, and insane with lust as I was about to fuck another man half my age.

My daughter’s boyfriend moaned as he felt my pussy slide down over his cock. As I rode him, he said loudly, “Oh God! That feels so good!” He looked up at me quickly, and asked, “Should I put on a condom?”

I smiled at his reaction. And the feeling of his young hard body under me. “I’m fixed, so you can come inside me all you want!” My orgasm was building as I felt his young hard cock inside me. I realized with a gush of excitement that I was riding this guy bare inside of an hour of meeting him. That realization brought me over the edge, as I bucked and humped wildly on him as I came. I was barely aware of him grunting and moaning out my name as he shot his load into me.

When I finally gained my senses, I put my hands on his chest and raised up, looking into his eyes. He was again staring at my breasts, “They’re all yours. You can touch them, kiss them, suck them. How did that feel, huh? Have you ever come inside a woman like that before?”

Aaron reached up and started fondling my breasts as he said, “No, always in a condom. That was amazing!”

“Well, you can do that whenever you want.” I laid my head on his chest as I felt his slimy cock slip out.

“So how does this work?” he asked.

“That’s between you and my daughter. I’m just her surrogate.” I used my finger to trace a line down from his chest to his wet cock. As I started fondling him, I said, “If you want to spend the week in between my legs, that’s fine by me. If you want to spend the week with Annie and just knock one off with me whenever you’re horny, I’m OK with that too.”

Aaron thought for a while, then asked, “What if I spend the days with her and nights with you?”

“That would be nice. But see what Annie says.”

“And you’ll do anything?”

“Anything.” I wanted to be wild..

“You mean you do butt stuff?”

“I will do anything  you want. But yes, cream my colon.” I knew then that I had him hooked.

“Can I, um, go down on you?”

“Yes, of course,” I laughed. This could be more fun than she expected.

“And, um, would you want me to eat your ass? Girls like that, right?”

Wow! I kissed his chest and said, “You’ll own me if you do that, baby.”

“Annie said that I’d own you,” was his response.

My  fondling had given him another erection. Oh God, young men are the best! Before we got tangled again, I suggested, “Maybe you should go see your girlfriend? We can do more later.”

I rolled off the bed, and stood naked at the edge of the bed while Aaron lay there, his stiff penis pointing up, waiting for a warm hole.

Aaron said, “Do you want to do it again?”

“I want you inside me every minute that you’re hard, but you came here with Annie. And with no Annie, no Annie’s Mom.”

Aaron said, “Stepmom,” as he slid out of the bed.

I stared at him, realizing that Annie hadn’t told the whole story. I stepped closer to the young man and said, “Mom. She grew in my belly for nine months after her father shot his load into me like you just did.”

I pointed to the small flower tattoo on my belly and said, “They cut her out of me right there. That’s why my snapper is still nice and tight. They also took out my baby-making parts, so you can cum in me all you want. It also means that I never have periods, so I’m always available.”

I jiggled my boobs, “And she suckled at these, just like you will.”

I kissed Aaron, who kissed me back, but he still seemed stunned. “You are living every man’s dream, fucking a mother and daughter. Well, not fucking the daughter, but definitely her mom. Does that make it better?”

“Oh my God, yes!” the young man said as he leaned forward to suck at my left nipple.

As much as I wanted to have another round, I knew also that Annie might think I was trying to steal another boyfriend. I swatted him and said, “Go keep my daughter happy if you want unlimited access to Mom.”

I grabbed my clothes and said, “You should unpack in here.”

***

I got dressed and went back out to the kitchen to figure out what to make for dinner. I first poured a glass of wine, to help calm my nerves and prepare for talking to Annie.

As soon as I took my first sip, my daughter appeared at the doorway.

“Hey, Annie,” I said cheerily. I hoped that if I kept the mood happy, this would be a pleasant visit.

“Did you drain his balls?”

“Uh,” this didn’t sound good. “Yes.”

Annie nodded, looking me up and down. “I assume he’s washing the slut juice off now?”

“Annie…” I began. This was not a kind way to start the visit.

She cut me off. “Well, I assume he has your cunt slime all over him, and you are  a whore, a slut. So he’s got your slut juice all over his penis, doesn’t he?”

I didn’t want to argue, so I simply said, “Yes.”

“Good,” my daughter said smugly. “I want to be clear. I only came home so Aaron could use you. The only relationship we have is that you service my boyfriends. Your only part in my life is that you are a cum dumpster for my friends.”

“Annie…” I pleaded.

“No! If you want to see me, this is how it works. You are just a sperm receptacle for my friends, right?”

I was stunned that she was still mad, and would say these things to me. I knew also that she could easily disappear from my life. Time should heal things, right?

“Yes, Baby.”

“Say it!”

“I’m a sperm dump for your boyfriends,” I said carefully.

“You are. And I want you dressed like the slut that you are. No more mom-jeans and blouses. Lingerie, panties, costumes - Greg said you have quite a collection. I want it to be crystal clear what your function is in this house.” She tilted her head slightly, “And what is that function?”

“Cum dump,” I whispered.

“Don’t forget it, Mom. And never  say ‘no’ to anything, right?”

“Yes.”

Aaron’s timing was perfect - I couldn’t take any more of this from Annie without crying. He entered the room, dressed in slacks, a shirt, and a sports jacket.

“How about some dinner, beautiful?” he asked, as he kissed Annie. “I found a romantic place that you might like.”

“Oh!” Annie squeaked, “Should I get changed?”

“As much as I like you in those jeans, yeah. Probably something a little nicer than jeans,” he responded.

Annie turned to head upstairs, then stopped and looked at me. “You better get changed, too. You know the rules now.”

Aaron looked at both of us a little funny, but neither of us spoke as we headed to our respective rooms.

I took a while trying to decide what to wear. I finally settled on a frilly red bra and crotchless panty set, then put a filmy transparent white gown over it. It was enough to soften the shock of my bare pussy and nipples, but not enough to hide them.

I went back to the kitchen, where Aaron was waiting. Of course, Annie wasn’t ready yet.

Aaron’s mouth dropped open, “Holy shit! What’s the occasion?” he asked.

“My job,” I answered, a little bitter. “Annie says I’m just a cum dump, so I should dress accordingly. Do I look like a slut?”

The young man stared, unsure of how to answer. “You look hot,” he finally managed.

“Maybe I should change into something sluttier?” I teased.

“No! I mean, you look like a slut,” he grinned.

“Because she IS a slut,” came Annie’s voice. She descended the stairs wearing a cute dress. She looked beautiful, her hair pulled back, makeup applied, and even wearing pumps rather than her regular converses.

Annie kissed Aaron and said, “Let’s go to dinner. You can use her later.” She looked directly at me and said, “I would say ‘fuck,’ but that’s for women. She’s just a slut, a sperm receptacle. You ‘use’ them, they’re not women.”

Holy shit, she was pouring it on heavy. She didn’t know, but it actually made me tingly when I thought of myself as a slut or cum dumpster. There was something so totally raunchy about that thought, that I felt my pussy get moist.

***

I  was still in my lingerie watching television when Annie and Aaron returned. They were laughing and all smiles..

I hoped that Annie was returning to normal, “Did you guys have a good dinner?”

“It was SO sweet and romantic,” Annie gushed. And the waiter was so funny.

Aaron said, “And now for some unbelievable sex,” as he looked at Annie. “There’s gonna be some serious butt stuff tonight!” It was clear he was a little tipsy.

Annie opened her mouth in surprise, “Uh, not…”

Aaron laughed, as he dropped Annie’s hand, “Not you, silly. Your mom. I’m gonna rail her ass until she walks funny.” He stepped near me and said, “You’re gonna be farting cum all day tomorrow.”

His boldness, and raunchy words, surprised me. They surprised Annie as well, from the look on her face. I stood and took his offered hand, “Um, I can’t wait.” My words caused my daughter to look even more shocked, if that was possible.

As we headed to my bedroom, Aaron said, “Thanks for tonight, babe. See you in the morning.” I couldn’t bring myself to look back at my daughter, but this is what she wanted, isn’t it?

***

As soon as the bedroom door closed, Aaron said, “I’ve been thinking of that sweet ass of yours all night. Strip so I can eat it!”

I was surprised at his aggressive words, and my face must have shown it.

Aaron immediately said more softly, “Sorry. Was that too much? I’m just really horny.”

I quickly pulled off my panties, “No! That was perfect! That was great! Order me around all you want.” I bent over the bed, and spread my legs and ass, “I can’t wait for you to fuck me until I walk funny!”

As the young man kneeled behind me, he said, “God, I’ve always wanted to do this. Tell me what feels good, OK?”

I was so horny. It had been years since I had my ass eaten. “Oh yeah, I’ll make you an ass master. Now get your tongue licking my pucker, but don’t stick it in yet!”

I felt his hands spreading my cheeks, then the thrill of his tongue tickling my butthole. I moaned as he continued for a while, then I asked him to slide two fingers into me, finger fucking me as he ate my asshole.

When I told him to put his thumb into my sphincter, I was pretty close to orgasm. The feeling of his digit invading me, along with his fingers in my pussy and tongue was too much for me. I heard myself squeal as my orgasm hit, and was certain that Annie could hear, too.

As I tried to calm down, I could feel Aaron’s tongue pushing into my anus, exciting me again. He was so insistent I thought he might try to crawl inside me.

After a couple of minutes of his rimming, I heard him say, “I’ve gotta fuck that,” as he stripped.

“Use lube. It’s in the top drawer,” I said. Then, “Go slow at first to let me stretch, then go wild. You can’t hurt me, and I want you to feel good. Don’t worry about the noises I make.”

“Oh, fuck yeah,” he said as he lubed himself and pushed some lube into me. “I don’t plan on being gentle.” At least he knew to lube my ass, too.

I could feel pressure, then relief as he pushed his cockhead inside me and past my sphincter. He kept pressure until I felt him push tight against my butt cheeks - he was fully inside me.

It felt so dirty, letting this young man inside my ass, just hours after I met him. The thought that I was such a dirty slut brought me closer to another orgasm as I felt his cock retreat, then push inside me again. I loved feeling so full, and my moans seemed to encourage him.

“Yeah, that’s it! Fuck! Your ass is so tight! I’m gonna loosen you right up, Helen. I want Annie to hear what an ass whore you are! Grunt nice and loud for your daughter!” With that, he pummeled my asshole so hard that he grunted from the effort.

I  slipped a hand under me, stimulating my clit, bringing on another orgasm as my daughter’s boyfriend continued his anal assault.

“That’s it! Cum for me! Show me how much you want this!” With little warning, the young man stiffened, and I knew he was filling my rectum with his semen.

I encouraged him, “God, yes! Come in me! Fill my ass then fuck it deeper!”

It didn't take long before Aaron was power fucking my anus again, slamming me into the bed as I enjoyed the feeling of him stretching my ass and insides.

I came twice more before Aaron filled me again, this time collapsing on the bed next to me. God, I loved anal sex. I chuckled as I realized I’d be ‘shitting cum’ from Annie’s boyfriend again.

As he looked at me and his panting subsided, he grinned, “Sorry, I was just SO horny and your ass was so tight. Fuck that was good. Are you OK?”

I grinned back, “Ready for more whenever you are. And you ate my ass so good!” I kissed him, “I’ll teach you some more on how to touch a woman inside, and you’ll be a sex god.” I giggled, “But it’s purely selfish right now!”

***

We spent most of the night either having sex or recovering, with no mention of Annie. I knew the situation was messed up, but Annie had arranged for her nineteen-year-old boyfriend to fuck me ‘whenever he wanted,’ and I would not miss the chance. Plus, this is exactly what Annie wanted, for me to be a slut for him.


Butt Week

The next morning, I awoke before Aaron, and headed to the kitchen for coffee. I thought briefly of waking him, but I had to admit that my ass was sore and I was walking funny - he had kept his promise.

I was surprised that Annie wasn’t up yet, so I poked my head into her room and saw that all her stuff was gone! When I looked some more, there was a note on the bed:

Aaron- I’m heading back, taking the train. Please stay and enjoy yourself. I can see you like banging my mom. Promise me you’ll use her to get this out of your system - do any gross depraved thing you want to her. Just make sure she knows she is just a cum receptacle for you and leave her broken.

See you later.

- Annie

Holy shit. Annie wasn’t able to handle things, so left her boyfriend with me. I re-read some sections, and certain words triggered my excitement: use her  and just a cum receptacle  and leave her broken .

I wasn’t sure how Aaron would react, so I hesitated before placing the letter back on Annie’s bed. I returned to the kitchen, mulling over “ do any gross depraved thing to her. ” I felt my pussy getting wet and excited as my imagination roamed.

I was lost in dirty thought as Aaron entered the kitchen, wearing one of my robes. As he made his way to the coffee machine, he smiled and said, “There she is, my little sex goddess.”

As the machine brewed his pod of coffee, he asked, “Where’s Annie?”

I shook my head and said, “Dunno. Check her room.”

He disappeared, then returned several minutes later, carrying her note. He looked at me as if in a fog and said, “She left. Went back to school.”

I played dumb, “Oh?”

Aaron stared at me, then said, “You’ve read her note?”

Helen shook her head slightly and said, “No. Why?”

There was a long pause as Aaron studied me. He then said simply, “Liar.”

I objected, but he cut me off, “Strip off your clothes and bend over the table. Now!”

I was both scared and excited at once. I quickly stripped my pajama shorts and top, and bent over the kitchen table as I watched Aaron open the robe to expose his erection.

“My ass is a little sore, Aaron. Use lube.”

Aaron stepped behind me and went to the refrigerator, and as I turned to see what he was doing, he barked, “Face front! Hold your ass open. I’ve got something for you.”

I could hear rattling, and packaging tearing, then the fridge closed. He stepped in front of me, holding a tub of whipped butter. He smiled as he pushed his erection towards my face and said, “Suck me while I get you ready.”

As I sucked his cock, I watched dig a big scoop of butter out with his fingers, then felt him pushing it into my ass as I tried to focus on sucking him. He worked one finger, then two and started on a third while I worked on his knob.

“Does the cold feel good?” he asked.

“Mmm, hmph,” I said around his cock. It actually felt nice - the coolness soothed my stretched anus.

I heard a wrapper peeling, and he pulled his cock from my mouth and moved behind me. He said, “Then this should feel good on that asshole.”

He held something in front of me for a moment to see, then pulled it away. It took me a second to realize that it was a frozen bomb pop!

“Carefully, please!” I begged, waiting to feel the cold on my anus. I didn’t know what to expect, but the surprise was exciting. It turns out that the guy had some surprises after all.

“You’re lubed, don’t worry.”

Lubed? I thought, as I felt a pressure against my pucker, then a flash of realization hit me - he wasn’t just going to tease.

“Oh!” was all I managed as I felt him rapidly shove the pop into my asshole.

“Wow! Like magic, it’s gone!” Aaron said. He stepped around to my face and said, “You took it all! Stick and everything! How’s it feeling?”

I felt her stomach cramp as she said, “Cramps! Take it out, please.”

Aaron leaned close and said, “I can’t. Your ass swallowed it all - the pop, the stick, everything. It’s so fucking cool! You’ve got a frozen pop inside of you.” He searched my eyes and said, “Let’s see how far into you I can push the next one.”

Another cramp hit me, “Cold! It’s cramping me!” The cramps countered the excitement of knowing I had an entire ice pop inside me!

Aaron said, “I know how to heat you up. Roll over!”

He helped me roll onto my back on the counter, then immediately plunged his cock inside me. His eyes opened wide, “Oh! I can feel the cold! Fuck! I can feel that ice pop inside your ass - it’s great!”

I felt double-stuffed between the frozen intruder in my ass and Aaron’s warm cock. It was an amazing new experience, and despite the cramping inside me, I could feel the tingling that led to an orgasm.

The young man began fucking me with fast quick strokes. There was no style, just urgency to get off. The thought that I was being used like this was exciting. I really was a set of holes to him, just something to cum in! That thought brought me to orgasm, my whole body racked by spasms, made more intense by the coldness in my ass.

Just as I started coming, Aaron groaned loudly, pumping his semen into me. He latched onto one of my nipples, sucking and biting as he continued unloading inside me.

When he finally finished, and pulled his wet cock out of me, he groaned, “Wow. That was amazing! How’s your ass?”

The cramping had stopped, and I could feel liquids running out of me. “Probably messy - I think it’s melted now.”

Aaron lifted my legs so he could examine my pucker. He reached down under me and his hand returned, holding the wooden stick from the ice pop. He grinned and said, “Looks like your ass liked the treat!”

His face disappeared below me, and I could feel his tongue on my asshole. “Mmm, buttery!” he said as he licked away at me.

His warm tongue felt so exciting, so I gripped my ankles, spreading my legs and ass open for him.  I felt his hands spreading my cheeks open wider as his tongue continued licking me, then probing inside me. I moaned to let him know how much I liked it. He was actually eating my asshole - licking out the butter and sugary pop remains.

Before long, I felt a finger invade me, followed shortly thereafter by another. He was a quick learner - his other hand started rubbing my mound and clit as he withdrew his fingers from my ass, then dug out some more butter before pressing three into my backdoor, stretching me to the limit.

As he pistoned his fingers into my ass, and rubbed my clit, I felt another orgasm building. I released one ankle to free a hand and help him rub me off.

I could hear Aaron say, “I think we can get a fourth in you soon, then my entire hand before the end of the week. You want that, Momma? Want to feel my hand inside your ass?”

I was so close! I barely processed his words as I moaned, “Fuck, yes! Anything! Just make me come, dammit!” There was a moment of release, then pressure again as his fingers dove into my hole with fresh energy. I could feel my ass stretching more just as my orgasm hit, throwing my brain into a frenzy as my body thrashed.

All the time, I could feel the pressure against my butthole, which became clearer as my orgasm subsided. I looked down and saw Aaron grinning up at me. With a raised eyebrow, he said, “Four fingers, Momma. I think it’s only a couple of days until we’re fist fucking.”

I  felt his hand retreat, releasing the pressure on my stretched anus. I moaned as I felt empty - I liked anal, just never went that far before. Aaron chuckled, as he stood, “Damn, that’s hot!” He looked me in the eye and said, “I’m gonna fuck that ass, now, hang on tight!”

I encouraged him, “I feel a little empty.”

Aaron grinned and said, “And I’m a little horny, so hold still.”

I felt him slide into my ass, but there was no pain. I felt excitement at being used by him. I knew him only a day or so, and was giving him the same access my husband waited a year to get.

As he began fucking my ass, I encouraged him, “Yeah, that’s it. Fuck me. Cum in my ass! Do it!” It seemed to help - he was riding me hard and only took a few minutes before he yelled and grunted. I imagined I could feel his hot spurts of semen filling my ass.

As I lay panting on the table, looking at Aaron’s penis, which was finally soft, I asked, “So what about Annie’s note? Are you worried that she is mad?”

He looked at me  and said, “I don’t think so. I know  she expects me to do sick depraved things with you, and to treat you like a cum dump all week. And you’ll let me, won’t you?”

I examined him, his young taut body and perfect cock, which was already growing stiff again. I agreed softly, “Yes. And I’ll be your cum receptacle , not cum dump .” As he smiled, I wondered what he had in mind, besides fisting me. I knew I’d be calling in sick and taking the rest of the week off.


Aftermath

The week passed quickly, but the hours were slower. Aaron kept me naked all week, except for two trips to the grocery store. I felt both humiliated and excited, because he had me wear one of his tank tops as a dress. I barely covered my butt and pussy, and was so thin that my nipples were easily visible. Of course I wasn’t wearing panties, so he had easy access to play with me when we were in the store.

We stocked up on margarine and lube, and I surprised him by purchasing another box of frozen bomb pops - the large sized ones. Aaron also insisted we buy at least one of every vaguely penis shaped vegetable in the fresh department.

By the end of the week, I had been fucked by nearly the entire produce section, and every frozen pop had melted inside my ass. Aaron continued to try to fist me, and I loved the feeling of the pressure. Thursday was the first day that I had a man’s hand entirely inside my asshole, and I was nearly delirious as I orgasmed over and over from it.

By Saturday night, he was almost easily fisting me, and could get a few inches of his wrist in as well. I couldn’t get enough of the arm-length pounding as I orgasmed from the anal assault, begging him to keep at it until his arm tired.

All the anal play didn’t distract him from his needs - I woke every morning with Aaron’s stiff dick in my mouth or pussy and started every day filled with a load of his cum.

He was horny all the time, so I became a literal cum receptacle as he used me to get off three or four times a day. There really was no point in getting dressed. I loved the attention and feeling of his fit, youthful body against mine. It was like a long sex staycation, and I didn’t want it to end.

At the end of the week, Aaron packed his stuff and loaded the car. He gave me a big kiss, then asked, “Can we do this again?”

I hoped that he’d want to return, but I thought about Annie first, “You better check with Annie on that.”

Aaron smiled, then put his hand between my legs, gripping my sex and asked, “Do you  want me to come back and use you  again?”

I knew I did, but kept it simple, “Yes.”

As I watched Aaron drive off, I knew I would miss the rough anal play, so I headed inside and ordered a hand-shaped dildo, overnight delivery.

***

Later that day, just before bed, I was surprised to receive a call from my daughter. I tried to keep it friendly, “Hi Annie! I’ve missed you.”

Annie ignored my greeting, and said, “Well, Mom, Aaron said you really took care of him, thanks.” She was very business-like, not the warmth that I hoped for.

“Anything for you, Honey.”

“He wants to come back and give you another colon cleanse in a few weeks. He wants to spend the weekend. Will you do it?” She asked, in the same tone that she’d ask me to do her laundry.

“Yes,” I thought to keep it simple, plus my ass was already missing him.

“OK, I’ll let you know when.”

“Will you come home then, too?” I hoped that Annie had calmed and our relationship could improve.

“No. Just Aaron, so you can service him.”

“Oh, Okay,” Helen replied quietly.

“Hey. Did you really take his hand up your ass?”

I was quiet for a second, then, “I did it for you, Honey.”

Annie’s voice grew hard. “You did it for you,  slut. I thought you were disgusting before, sucking the cum out of dicks and taking it up the ass, but a fist?  Fuck, Mom. I have to throw up. Bye.”

I was upset that Annie was upset. I was also excited to see Aaron again, which meant that Annie wanted to keep some  connection with me, even if it was to offer me as a sex toy for her boyfriend.

***

With the absence of Aaron, I was definitely feeling “empty,” so I was excited when my fist dildo arrived. I immediately put it to use, so that I’d be ready for Aaron’s next visit, and because I was craving more anal stimulation. After a few uses, I realized it wasn’t the same as having another human’s live hand inside me, so I just used it to keep my anus loose while the vibrator did its work on my clit.

Every few days, I’d try to check in with my daughter, but received no response. After two weeks, I received a text from her, “Aaron will be there Friday. Do your job.”

I was still hoping to repair things with Annie, so I replied, “OK, Honey. I’ll take care of him for you.”

Aaron arrived Friday just after I got home from work. I had forgotten that students don’t have 9-5 schedules. When I answered the door, Aaron had a small bag and a big smile. “Annie said I can use you again. Are you ready for more adventure?”

I realized at that moment, that my excitement was both from sex with the younger man, and from the idea of being “used.” I thought back to Greg and knew that was part of my excitement.

I couldn’t wait, “Yes!”

And with that, I experienced another weekend of non-stop sex and anal play. I couldn’t tell, but Aaron had his arm deeper inside of me by Sunday. It felt glorious, having another person’s hand inside me. Aaron took videos so that I could watch as he fisted me, ramming his hand and forearm deep in my ass. Until I watched, I never realized how much I moaned and mumbled obscenities during the act. It was just like watching porn actresses.

When Aaron left on Sunday, he said, “I’ll be back for more again soon.”

I felt a mixture of excitement and disgust. I knew I shouldn’t be doing this, but there was something thrilling about letting some strange man do the things that he was doing. I liked just being treated like a sex toy - a surrogate for my daughter. I wondered if Annie appreciated what I was doing for her.

I watched the videos that Aaron shared with me, masturbating to the scenes of him fisting me. He had taken other videos as well, and I loved to watch myself blowing him, when he pulled out and shot all over my face. It felt like I was a porn star, and I actually enjoyed seeing myself act like that, letting a man spray me like in the movies..

***

Annie barely spoke with me, and it was usually to confirm that Aaron was visiting. I tried to ask about school, and expenses, but Annie was always very short with me. She told me she had a job that paid for books and expenses, and was doing well in class, but nothing more than that.

After a couple of calls, Annie stopped answering, and only replied by text. She sent Aaron every few weeks, and I eagerly “entertained” him each time, making more videos for him. He had me beg to be fucked, and suck his cock, and tell him how good his cum tasted. I also started talking dirty during our sex romps, and I used the videos to improve. It was kinda fun to pretend to be a porn star.

By the time summer break rolled around, Aaron had visited five times, each time was a weekend long string of sexual debauchery. I eagerly awaited summer, hoping for some time with Annie, and secretly hoping for more time with Aaron.

Greg would occasionally stop by, sometimes in the middle of the night. I was satisfied and totally lost in my role as a sex object. I hoped that my dedication to servicing Annie’s boyfriend would thaw our relationship.


Paying For It

Annie actually called me on the last week of school and asked me to help her move. Annie sounded the friendliest that she had since Christmas, and I was looking forward to seeing her over the summer. I assumed Aaron would help with the move, but didn’t want to bother Annie over details.

I arrived at campus, but there wasn’t the mass chaos like moving in on the weekend. I figured that exam schedules were different, so moving was staggered enough to work organically.

When I got to Annie’s dorm, she was all packed and ready, and gave me a kiss and hug!

I looked at the stuff, then asked, “Where’s Aaron?”

“We’ll talk about Aaron later. It’s just you and me.”

My stomach sunk a little, thinking that they might have broken up. Initially, I was worried that I had caused a breakup, but then I remembered the hug and kiss from my daughter. Then, selfishly, I worried about missing all the sex.

The car was stuffed as we got in. Annie said, “It’s only a few blocks to the apartment.”

“Apartment? I thought you were coming home?”

“I’m sharing a place with a few friends for the summer, then back to the dorm,” Annie explained.

“I was hoping you’d be home for the summer,” I said, unable to keep the disappointment from my voice.

We drove to the apartment and moved Annie’s stuff up to one bedroom in a 4 room apartment. None of the other girls were present, but I could see that they had already moved in.

As Annie started unpacking things, I brought up a subject that made me sad. “Baby, I can’t help with your apartment rent. Loans pay for the dorm and tuition, but I can’t add the apartment costs.”

I waited for Annie’s response, expecting a scene.

“It’s OK, I’ve got it covered.”

“You have a job?” I asked, surprised. The lack of communication left so many gaps in what I knew about my daughter.

“Sort of,” Annie said, then patted the bed and said, “Let’s talk about Aaron.”

I was surprised at the change of subject, but was still excited that Annie wanted to talk. I happily sat next to my daughter for the first ‘talk’ in a while.

“So,” Annie started. “Aaron isn’t my boyfriend.”

“You two broke up?” I felt sad for Annie, but also for myself. I would miss the extreme kink that the guy brought to me. My ass would be very lonely.

“No, he never was my boyfriend.” I felt the bottom of my stomach fall out. I was confused, why did Annie bring Aaron home at spring break? And send him for weekend trips?

Annie continued, “Yeah. I met him at a dorm party, where he saw a picture of us. He said you were a MILF, and he’d pay good money to ‘fuck your brains out’. I was still mad at you about Greg and told Aaron that were a slut that fucks my boyfriends.”

My face must have betrayed my surprise, so Annie said forcefully, “You were fucking my boyfriend behind my back, Mom!”

We both stayed quiet for a moment, then Annie shrugged, “He offered to pay if I hooked him up, so we came up with a plan for Spring Break. I made $4,000 selling you that week.”

I stared at my daughter, slack-jawed in surprise. I thought back and realized there was a reason Aaron didn’t seem upset that Annie left after the first night. Sold. I was sold like a whore.

Annie continued, “You did such a good job, that he offered $1,000 for weekend trips to go fuck you. He’s pretty rich, and apparently, you’re very good.”

Annie took a deep breath, then said, “So, you asked about the job I have to pay for the apartment. I guess my job is ‘pimp,’ because I’ve been selling your ass to Aaron. Literally, your ass.”

Annie put her hand on my knee and said, “I used the money for books and lab fees and now the apartment, if it makes you feel better about being a prostitute.”

I felt betrayed, but also a little excited that my hook-ups with Aaron were even more taboo now that he wasn’t Annie’s boyfriend. Or were they less taboo? It was confusing.

“You sold me?” I finally found my voice.

Annie nodded, carefully watching me. “Technically, ‘rented,’ I think.”

“To a stranger?”

Annie looked a little put off, “He’s not a... Well, yeah, I guess to a stranger. I mean, is he a stranger after you fucked?”

I felt herself getting moist at the memories, replaying them in my head, knowing that Aaron paid for me. It suddenly felt so dirty and exciting.

I confirmed, “We fucked a lot.”

Annie smiled a little, and said, “You still can fuck.” She was implying more than the words.

“You want to sell me again?”

“And again, and again,” said Annie. “He has rich friends that want you, too.”

“Friends?” I was horny and surprised at my feelings.

“Yeah. I ran into Aaron and his friends at another party, and they had seen your videos. They all want to make videos with you. I can keep you busy all summer and every weekend through classes. I won’t need loans.”

“All summer?” My mind was turning and pussy leaking.

“Four grand a week, a different guy each week. Really busy,” Annie pressed.

“Each week?”

“Aaron told the guys that you never say no, so they can do whatever they want all the time. I guess that’s true, from the videos I saw?”

“You saw the videos?” Oh, my God. I remembered only some things I said and did on the videos, and it was embarrassing to think my daughter had watched.

“Yeah, Mom. Funny, I was less mad when I saw how much you like sex. I was amazed at how the guys reacted to you. I guess I’m still mad about Greg, but I understand now.”

My head was spinning. I was still processing that Annie had prostituted me, and wanted to continue doing it. “I need some air.”

I headed out of the apartment into the sunshine, and just started walking. I passed a row of sorority and fraternity houses, and liked the way the guys stared at me. I had dressed bummy with loose clothing, so probably wasn’t an impressive sight for the guys, not compared to the college girls that dressed to show off.

Another block down was the campus store, and I entered. I was feeling randy and wanted the men to stare, so I grabbed a thin tank top with the university logo. I made sure that it was smaller than my usual size, and a pair of yoga pants. I also bought a tube of icy hemorrhoid cream, then headed to the bathroom to change - I wanted these college guys to stare ..

I stripped off my top and pants, and put them in the bag, then threw my bra in the trash before I applied the cream to my nipples. The icy hot sensation made my nipples as hard as rocks, so when I put on the tank, not only did I have a great side-boob showing, my nipples were raging on display. The yoga pants made my ass look great, even though I had a bit of camel toe.

I left the store and walked back past the frat houses, taking my time. The men all drooled and a few whistled, and I could feel the excitement between my legs. The best part was that one guy actually walked into a post while he was staring at my breasts. They were worth every penny!

At the last house, one guy came running down the walk to me and said, “Hey! We’re having a party tomorrow night. Why don’t you stop by?” He handed me a flier. I almost laughed - he never looked at my face, he only talked to my breasts.

As I made her way back to Annie’s apartment, I knew that I’d agree, not just for Annie but for myself. How many times did I think how lucky I was to have 20-year-old Greg in her bed? Now I could have an unlimited number of them.

When I entered Annie’s apartment, Annie was just standing in the living room. When she spotted me, her mouth opened as she gawked at my appearance. I didn't imagine my look would make women stare, too.

I wanted to enhance the impact on Annie, to surprise her more. “I’ll do it. I’ll fuck them all, as many as you send. As long as I still get to see you.”

Annie’s mouth stayed open as she nodded. At that moment, we heard the toilet flush, and a young man stepped into the room. He was tall, with dark hair and brown eyes, wearing athletic shorts and a t-shirt that showed his trim figure.

He stopped and gawked at me, which made me excited and horny. The reaction of guys at the frat houses was one thing, but in person was a whole new level of excitement. I realized I loved being an object to these young guys.

Annie said, “Barry, this is my mom, Helen.”

It took Barry a second to find his voice, “Uh, hello. I was hoping to meet you. Aaron said you would be here this weekend.”

Annie said, “Just a sec, Mom,” as she led Barry to the bedroom, pushing the door closed but not all the way.  I quietly moved outside the door to listen.

“Holy shit, that’s her?” Barry said.

“Yeah,” Annie replied.

“I want her now. This weekend,” Barry said.

Annie replied, “I’m not sure, she was going home today.”

Barry insisted, “I’ll pay double. I don’t have to drive, and she can stay with me. Three grand if she comes home with me now. I’ll send her back on Sunday.”

My heart was racing and pussy leaking as I heard my daughter negotiating. She was actually going to sell me to this guy!

Annie said, “You’ve just bought yourself a MILF.”

I quickly slipped back to the living room and watched as Barry and Annie returned. He was staring at me like I was meat, which made me excited. He was good looking, and young, but what was really exciting was that I was about to fuck a complete stranger for money!

Annie said, “Mom, Barry is a friend of mine, and I thought you might spend some time with him.”

I nodded, “You want me to spend some time with him? Make him happy?”

Annie beamed, “Yeah, while you’re here.”

I looked at Barry and said, “OK. It’s kind of last minute, so I didn’t bring a change of clothes or anything.” I gave him a big smile, then said, “But I guess I won’t need them, huh?”

Barry was still staring, but managed, “No, you won’t.”

I picked up my shopping bag and purse, “Well, let’s get to it, then.”

Before we left, Annie said to me, “When you come back, your calendar will be full.”

I gave her a wink, “That’s not the only thing that will be full.”

***

I was glad that I had my daughter back, even if it meant working for her.
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Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.
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A couple of her works are detailed below:

Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent

[image: ]

Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.

Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.

Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.

But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.

Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.

Giving Lisa to Her Boss: My Wife Loved Being Under Him
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Lisa had agreed to try her husband’s little fantasy, but not with friends, neighbors or co-workers.  When her handsome new boss came to town, her husband persuaded her to bend the rules, even though she knew it would change her role.

Lisa was excited by her position, traveling with Doug and cheating in new cities.  Her husband was still thrilled by her infidelity, as long as she always came home to him.  Doug was a fantastic lover, and Lisa was always satisfied.

Then her husband invited Doug to dinner, and gave her away to her boss. She was no longer cheating, she was chattel.  And her boss was planning to spread the wealth to other men.

But would Lisa spread for them?
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