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 Our lips were
crushed together. I had my hand shoved up under her dress, my
fingers buried deep in the slippery soft flesh between her legs.
She had her fisted hand wrapped around my stiff, hard cock,
frantically shucking it up and down the throbbing giant. I was
going to come. I could feel the burn down inside my aching balls.
Yes, Marsha, yes, harder, faster, I groaned to myself. I felt,
rather than heard a groan vibrate out into my mouth as Marsha’s
hot, wet cunt began to clutch and squeeze down around my thrusting
fingers as I plunged them in and out of her. She was coming! Marsha
was coming. Thank God. Now I could finish too.

I felt the first electric spasm of pleasure
jolt though my cock as it lurched in my hand and a gush of my
super-heated jism spurted out into the towel I had wrapped around
it. I was coming—

Marsha! Marsha! Marsha! We were coming in
unison. I could feel her hot juices spewing out onto my hand,
coating it with a film of the creamy stuff. Then I realized it
wasn’t her juice. It was my come. Marsha wasn’t with me at all. I
was alone in my bed, masturbating for the thousandth time while I
fantasized about Marsha. Fantasized about being with my best
friend’s mom, Marsha. Freddie’s Mom, Marsha.

The fantasy and resultant masturbations had
been going on for some eight months now and were slowly but
inexorably driving me crazy. I could picture her in my mind like
she was lying in the bed next to me. Lying next to me without a
stitch of clothes on. In all her naked splendor—

Five foot eight or nine. Tawny, reddish-brown
hair hanging down around her face, just brushing the tops of her
sloping shoulders. A young fortyish Gloria Steinem face, warm hazel
eyes. Maybe she wouldn’t have made the cover of Playboy, but she
was one of the most beautiful women in the world in my biased eyes.
The perfect breast size: 34 or 36 Ds, I didn’t know which, and I
didn’t care, they were spectacular. Narrow waist, just starting to
show her age. Her pussy would be shaved leaving a tiny swath of
tawny red curls stretching out above it. Long, willowy legs
designed and manufactured for high heels which, unfortunately, I
rarely got to see her wear as I only saw her around Freddie’s house
when I was visiting. Through my testosterone-tinted lenses, she was
one more stunning woman and I would have gladly given up either of
my budding testicles for an actual glimpse of her naked body.

I was done, I complained giving my cock one
last squeeze to extract the last few drops of jism from it before I
put it away and got on with the day.

That was how my days usually started, but not
today. Today was different. Today, I was just lying there, stroking
it, getting it hard and anticipating what might be in store for it
later on if everything worked out the way I hoped it would.

“Jimmy—are you awake?” I heard my mother ask
through the door, jarring me out of my reverie and making me
jump.

Tugging the sheets up around my neck just in
case my mom decided to come into my room, I answered her.

“Uh, yeah, Mom, I’m awake. Just woke up,” I
hollered back to her. “What you want?”

“Are you decent?” she asked me.

“Yeah, Mom, I’m decent, you can come in. I’m
still in bed,” I told her, pulling the sheets a little tighter
around my neck.

The door came swinging open and there stood
my mom in her summery, cotton dress and apron.

“Your father wants you to mow the lawn
today,” she said, smiling. “Thought I’d tell you while it was still
cool so you wouldn’t have to do it in the heat of the day.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I smiled back. Mom was kind of
the antithesis of Marsha even though they were about the same age.
Mom was more of the cute, chubby mom that spent most of her time in
the kitchen cooking and baking, not like the sultry, alluring
seductress Marsha who spent most of her time luring poor, innocent
teenagers like me into a world of temptation and lust. Or at least
that was the way I saw it.

“I’ll have breakfast ready for you when you
finish,” Mom told me as if to verify my thoughts.

“Cool. Take me about thirty minutes.” I
volunteered.

“Okay,” she smiled again, stepping back and
easing the door closed behind her.

At least our yard was small and we had an
electric mower so I’d have the yard done in no time. Then breakfast
and put my plan into motion. It really wasn’t much of a plan, but
it was all I had. I’d been working on it for a week. Not much in
the annals of amorous pursuit planning, but the opportunity had
sort of sprung itself on me.

You see, Freddie and his old man were going
to be gone for the weekend. Fishing trip to the coast. I’d been
invited and initially accepted, but later, after thinking about it,
I had decided that it would be a perfect chance for me to get
Marsha all to myself. I’d even gone so far as to take one of my
schoolbooks over to Freddie’s last night and accidently left it in
Freddie’s room to give myself an excuse to go over to Freddie’s
when he wasn’t around. But awkwardly, after I got into the house
alone with Marsha, that’s kind of where my plan had shortcomings.
I’d just have to play it by ear after that and hope that I didn’t
fuck things up. Well, no, I guess I really did want to fuck things
up…especially Marsha Carpenter, snicker, snicker.

Now I’m no neophyte in the dating game and
have had my share of girls. But recently, down deep, I came to the
realization that I wanted something different. I had developed this
craving for older women along about the same time I acquired my new
fascination for Marsha and Mrs. Craft, my English teacher, who was
another older hottie. But this story is about Marsha and me. Mrs.
Emily Craft? Well, that is a different story for another day.

Like I was explaining, I’ve had my fair share
of women, well, girls in actuality, and hadn’t had any real
complaints, so I sort of got it into my head that I was kind of a
lady’s man. Six foot two, One ninety, I thought, if you tried real
hard, you could see a little George Clooney in my face. In fact,
one of the girls I had dated had shared this fact with me and I
latched onto it with both hands. So in my little teenage brain, I
was a dashing, handsome young lad and no woman could really turn me
down, if I put my heart into it. So, that’s where we were in this
little tale of intrigue and conspiracy.

Flinging my covers back, I quickly dressed
and went dashing down to the garage to drag out the lawn mower.
When I’d finished with the lawn and breakfast I’d shower and hang
around until it was time for my date with Marsha. With the
lawnmower fully charged, as it was now, I could finish our little
lawn on one charge. It was kind of cool, I thought to myself as the
mower quietly clipped its way through the grass. No noise, no
fumes, no extension cord, yeah, batteries were the way to go.

Finished, I stored the mower back in its
place and hooked up the charger so it would be ready to go the next
time I needed it. Walking into the kitchen, I found a plate of
bacon and eggs, some toast and a giant glass of milk waiting on
me.

“So what are your plans for the day?” Mom
asked me as I slid into my chair.

“Oh, I don’t know, maybe hang around and play
some games or something,” I told her cutting up my eggs.

“Not going over to Freddie’s?”

Did she know? Did this mother’s intuition
thing really work?

“Uh, naw, Freddie and his dad went to the
coast to go fishing.” I told her feeling strangely awkward talking
about Freddie knowing what I had in mind for his mom.

“They didn’t invite you?” she laughed,
knowing that where you saw one of us, the other one was nearby.

“Naw,” I lied. “I think it was one of those
bonding things like guys and dads do.”

“Oh,” she smiled, measuring out a cup of
flour into a bowl on the counter. “I’m going to make a batch of
cookies. You can have some later.”

“Cool, Mom,” I told her, watching her pouring
other ingredients into the bowl along with the flour.

“Well, I think I’m going to take a shower.” I
informed her, pushing my empty plate back and sliding out of my
chair.

“Good idea,” Mom chuckled.

“Why? Do I stink?” I complained, taking a
whiff of my underarms and finding there was a faint aroma of manly
sweat.

“A little, maybe,” she frowned.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to stink up the place,”
I mumbled clomping out of the kitchen.

Striping down, I saw that my prick was
already starting to firm up. Just thinking about Marsha had that
effect on it, I smiled. I was usually in some state of erection
when I was over at Freddie’s house because of his mother and I
tried to hide it not wanting to embarrass myself, but today it was
going to be different. Today, I wanted Marsha to see it. To see
that I had a hard on. To see that I had a hard on for her. I wanted
her to notice that I wasn’t a kid anymore. I was a man. A man who
could fulfil her needs. And I knew that she had to have some needs,
as hot and sexy as she looked.

I knew that none of this made any sense. I
was going to drop by Freddie’s house and his mom was somehow going
to invite me in and jump in bed with me? That made about as much
sense as the Pope becoming a Jew. But it was all I had and I was
going to give it a whirl.

Maybe Marsha had secret feelings about me
that I didn’t know about. I hoped. But, still it was crazy to think
that it could happen. Maybe I ought to call it off. It could really
go bad if she realized that I was hitting on her and she wasn’t
receptive to that happening. It could ruin everything.

The more I thought about it, the stupider it
sounded. I muddled around the house all day, trying to get up
enough courage to go over and get my book.

Finally, around four o’clock, I dressed in my
best polo shirt, short pants and loafers.

“Wow,” Mom grinned as I came slinking through
the kitchen trying to act as cool and calm as I could. “Who’s the
girl?”

“What? Can’t a guy dress up every once in a
while without everybody making a fuss over it?” I guiltily
exclaimed.

“Sure, but you don’t do it that often,” Mom
remarked with a knowing smirk. “Makes a person a little
suspicious.”

“I, I was just going over to Larry’s…play
some games or something,” I lied, feeling my cheeks start to burn.
I knew that Larry had a date for tonight, so he wouldn’t call or
unexpectedly show up to expose my dirty, little plan.

“Larry’s sister is back from college for a
visit, isn’t she?’ Mom grinned. “You dating college girls now?”

“Mom,” I fussed. “I just wanted to look my
best. Just in case. You never know,” I fumbled on, getting myself
mired deeper and deeper in my attempt to fool my mother.

“Well, good luck with that,” she laughed.
“College girls can really be sensitive about dating high school
guys as I recall, having been a college girl myself back in the
day.”

“Maybe things have changed, Mom,” I muddled.
“Maybe college girls are different now.”

“Don’t get smart with me, young man,” Mom
said, getting her stern face on. “It wasn’t that long ago that I
was in college.”

“I didn’t mean it that way,” I told her.
Retreat now seemed to be my only avenue of escape. “Well, I’ll see
you later.”

“Well, good luck,” she chuckled, smiling as
she turned back to the bowl of salad she was working on. “Oh, are
you going to be back for supper?”

“I don’t know…maybe, or we might go to a
movie or something,” I lied.

“Well, have fun.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I mumbled under my breath,
stepping out into the garage and heading for my car. Then I changed
my mind. I would walk. It would look suspicious having my car
parked out in front of Larry’s house all night…if anything really
did happen.

But now, with my confidence shaken, I didn’t
know if I wanted to go through with it or not. My mom had already
seen through my charade without even trying. And now I was going to
try and fool Freddie’s mom into thinking I’d just casually dropped
by to get my book? And dressed like I was headed out onto a date or
something? It was the “or something” that bothered me.

I had to walk by Freddie’s house four times
before I found the courage to stop. But finally, I stopped. My
heart was racing. My ears were ringing. My palms were sweaty. I was
even feeling a little light-headed. And I was still on the sidewalk
running along in front of Freddie’s house. Just leave then, I told
myself. No, I couldn’t. I’d probably keel over with a heart attack
before I could ring the doorbell the way I was already reacting to
the massive strain I was putting on my heart.

Taking in a deep, lung-filling breath of air,
I started up the walkway leading up to Freddie’s house. This was
it—I was committed…or was I? What if she just let me in to pick up
my book and then sent me packing? It could never be as simple and
uncomplicated as I hoped it would be. Could it? This was my last
chance. I could still turn around and go back and no one would ever
know about my crazy, fucked up plan to seduce Freddie’s mom. But
me. No, I was stupid enough to think it might work. I going to go
through with it.

How could I go through life not knowing
whether I could have done it or not? I would be kicking myself in
the ass all the way to my grave if I didn’t at least give it a
shot. I was literally shaking in my loafers as I wobbled up in
front of the door and timidly lifted my hand up to the doorbell. It
was almost like trying to force two magnets together as I extended
a finger and aimed it at the little ivory button. Like some
opposing force was trying to keep me from pushing it. Pushing it
and making a fool of myself in front of Marsha and the whole
world.

Suddenly, the tip of my finger pressed the
button and I heard the melodic tone of the doorbell chime off
somewhere behind the door.

It was done. I’d done it. I rang the
doorbell. Waiting, I could feel every eyeball in the neighborhood
boring into my back. Everyone had to be watching, waiting for me to
fuck up.

Suddenly, to my amazement, the door came
swinging open and I found myself face to face with the most
beautiful woman in the world. Freddie’s mom, the beautiful and
alluring Marsha Carpenter. God, she was even more fucking beautiful
up close than I remembered, standing there in her bath robe and
fluffy little low-heeled slippers.

“Jimmy?” she exclaimed with a curious, little
smile on her pretty lips, clutching the robe together with her
fisted hand.

“Uh, yeah, uh, Marsh-Mrs. Carpenter—” I
bumbled, feeling my face light up like a flashing neon sign
flashing the word “FOOL-FOOL-FOOL—” across my forehead in bright
red capital letters. “Uh, sorry, sorry to bother you,” I muttered,
now feeling like a little ten-year-old boy caught with my hand in
the cookie jar.

“Can I help you?” she asked me, the smile
spreading across her pretty face.

“My book,” I clumsily muttered. “I left my
boob, uh, book,” I floundered like a blundering clown, arms
flailing and flapping after slipping and sliding on a banana
peel.

“Uh, come in. Your book? What do you mean?”
she asked me, stepping to the side so I could step in.

“My book. Freddie’s room.” I dawdled.

“This is about a book?” she asked, me,
quietly closing the door behind me.

“I, I left my science book in Freddie’s room
after we were through, uh, through, uh, studying last night,” I
told her. “Just, uh, wondering if I could pick it up,” I was
finally able to choke out.

It was about then that I became aware of the
smell. Cookies? Was she baking cookies, too?

“You left it in Freddie’s room?” she asked
me.

“In Freddie’s room,” I mumbled, unable to
keep myself from glancing down at the front of her robe. It was now
partially open and obvious that she wasn’t wearing anything under
the robe the way her boobs were jiggling and bouncing.

When she saw me glance down, she looked down,
too and then back up to my face. She seemed amused.

“Sorry, I’m not dressed for company. I wasn’t
expecting anyone,” she softly laughed, making her breasts shake and
jiggle even more. “I was baking some brownies and I just got out of
the shower.”

“Yeah, they smell really good. My mom baked
some cookies, today, too,” I inanely muddled on, trying to make
small talk.

“You caught me at a bad time. Why don’t you
go get your book while I slip into something and check on the
brownies? They should be done,” she told me, turning and starting
for her bedroom. As she did, my attention was drawn away from her
bobbling boobs to her ass swinging and swaying down inside her robe
as she stepped away.

“Your book,” Marsha laughed as she
disappeared into her bedroom.

“Oh, yeah, my book,” I babbled, heading for
Freddie’s room.

Opening the door, I fiddled around a little
to give her time to slip into something, then I found my book just
where I’d hidden it last night. Smugly smiling at my own clever
ruse, I picked up the book and headed back out to the front of the
house.

Stepping down the hall, I saw the door to her
bedroom was open. She knew I would be coming back down the hallway.
Surely she wouldn’t leave it open while she changed…would she?
Looking out of the corner of my eye, I casually sauntered by the
open door.

No Marsha?

So, not finding Marsha in her bedroom, I
headed on down to the kitchen, poked my head around the door and
peeked into the kitchen just in time to catch her pulling her batch
of brownies out of the oven. She had somehow managed to slip into a
tee shirt and shorts. And now she was barefooted.

“Are they done?” I asked. When I spoke, I saw
Marsha jump, nearly dumping the whole pan of brownies on the floor
in front of the oven.

“You frightened me,” she complained, sliding
the tray on top of the stove. “Yeah, they’re done. Did you find
your book?”

“Sorry,” I apologized. “Uh, yeah, I found
it,” I told her, holding the book up so she could see it. “Those
brownies really smell good…I bet they taste good, too,” I went on,
hinting that I wouldn’t mind trying one.

“I wish I could offer you one, but I can’t,”
Marsha told me.

Why couldn’t she? What was wrong with them?
Why couldn’t she give me just one?

“Uh, that’s okay,” I muttered, looking over
at the brownies. “What’s wrong with them? They look fine to
me.”

“There’s nothing wrong with them, per se,”
she frowned, giving me an exasperated look. Then she stopped and
looked at me for several long seconds, like she was considering
something.

“I just can’t give you one,” she finally
said, frowning.

“You baking them for a bake sale or
something?” I charged on, now determined to sample one of Marsha’s
mysterious brownies before I left.

“No, I’m not baking them for a bake sale or
something,” she complained. “I just can’t give you one.”

Sensing a chink in Marsha’s armor, I bored
in.

“Just one?” I grinned, looking over at the
perplexing brownies.

She gave me another long exasperating look,
then turned and looked over at the brownies, then back to me.

“Can you keep a secret?” she asked me as I
saw her blush.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” I told her, wondering
what all the secrecy was about. And what was so special about the
brownies that she couldn’t give me one?

“You’re sure,” she said, seriously. “You’ve
got to promise not to ever tell anyone what I’m going to tell you.
It could get me into a lot of trouble. I wasn’t expecting you…or
anyone, to show up this evening…or I wouldn’t have baked the
brownies, okay?”

What the fuck? But wait. Was this my
opportunity? Could I use her secret to obtain the elusive prize I
had come over to procure?

“Uh, yeah, I promise,” I told her
smiling.

“My brownies have a special ingredient,” she
told me, breaking off a corner of one and popping it into her
mouth.

“What kind of special ingredient?” I dumbly
asked.

“You promise?” she shyly grinned.

“Yeah, I promise,” I fussed.

“Marijuana—” she sighed.

I was stunned. Marijuana? Freddie’s mom?
Marijuana? I’d heard of marijuana brownies, but still, your best
friend’s mom? Marijuana brownies? I’d never tried marijuana that
way. Oh, sure, I’d had a few tokes here and there, but I’d never
eaten the stuff. But Freddie’s mom?

“So, I guess that changes your opinion of
Freddie’s old mom, now,” she hesitantly laughed, breaking off
another corner of a brownie and nibbling on it.

“Uh, yeah, a little, maybe,” I grinned,
setting my book down on the table.

“And you can see why I can’t give you one,”
she told me as she started transferring the brownies from the
cookie tray to a plate.

Well, like I said, I’d smoked a few tokes in
my time, so I was no novice to marijuana. So, maybe if she knew I’d
smoked it before, she’d give me one and that might just be the
piece of the puzzle I needed.

“Uh, yeah, but as long as we’re sharing
secrets. You think you can keep one?” I asked her.

“I suppose,” she smiled, coquettishly,
batting her big, icy blue eyes as me as she slid the plate of
cookies into the middle of the table between us and set the cookie
tray in the sink.

“I’ve smoked pot before,” I smiled.

“Oh, really?” she frowned. “And Freddie has
too, I suppose?”

“I don’t want to get him into trouble…with
his mom,” I hesitated.

“And how could I discipline Freddie for doing
the same thing I’m doing? Sort of,” she smiled, dabbing at a crumb
on the edge of the plate, catching it on the tip of her finger and
lifting it up to her mouth. Then I saw the tip of her little, pink
tongue snake out from between her lips and snare the crumb. There
was something so sensual, so erotic about the way she did it. I
felt my prick stir down inside my short pants. Maybe—

Staring at her lips as she licked the crumb
off the tip of her finger, I noticed how full and red they looked.
So full, so red.

“Yeah, we’ve done it a couple of times,” I
smiled, going on, trying to bait her into giving me a brownie…to
seal the deal.

“So, you’re saying that because you’ve smoked
pot in the past, with Freddie, I should share a brownie with you
now?” she asked, puckering her brow.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” I carefully went on,
knowing that I was now treading on quicksand. One misstep and I
could be in it up to my skinny, little ass.

“There’s a little different connotation about
sharing a toke or two with your friend…and sharing a hash brownie
with your friend’s mom, don’t you think?” she asked me, picking up
one of the brownies and taking a nibble off a corner.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” I muttered, the phrase
sounding childish and immature, but seeming to be my standard
answer for everything now.

“Cooking up a batch of cannabis brownies by
itself, could get me into a lot of trouble, if it were known,” she
said, taking another nibble off the brownie, “but giving one to a
teenage boy…my son’s best friend. Wow, they would lock me up and
throw the key away…if that got out.”

“I won’t tell anybody.”

“We’d both get into trouble if you did,” she
said, giving me a stern look.

Was she going to do it? We’d both get in
trouble if I told? That meant she must be thinking about it.

“I won’t tell—” I sallied on. “No one needs
to know that Freddie’s mom bakes marijuana brownies,” I blatantly
suggested, smearing a little dab of blackmail on top of the
inference for icing. “And of course, I would never let that be
known.”

I could almost hear the gears turning in her
head. At least, she was thinking about it as she stood studying me.
Then, I saw her big, blue eyes slowly flick down to my crotch,
pause for a second or two and then lift back up to my face.

“Well,” she smiled, slowly running the pink
top across her lower lip, leaving it glistening softly in the glow
of the light, “I suppose that since you’ve already smoked pot…” she
intimated, “I guess it wouldn’t hurt for you to try one of my
brownies…if you want. But just one…and promise to never, ever tell
anyone about it.”

This was it? This was the chance I’d been
fantasizing about for the last eight months? Was it really going to
happen?

“I won’t tell anyone ever,” I grinned.

“Just one…” she smiled, picking up one of the
smaller brownies and holding it out to me.

“Just one,” I agreed, reaching out for the
brownie she was holding out to me.

Looking at the cookie closer, I saw that it
had a slightly greenish tint to it, but otherwise it looked like an
ordinary, run-of-the-mill brownie like my mom would make. But my
mom would never in a million years use marijuana. Not my mom.

Taking a tentative nibble off the corner of
the brownie, I found that it tasted like a brownie with a slightly
musty taste to it.

“Well?” Marsha laughed, daintily nibbling at
one of the cookies.

“Uh, tastes like a brownie…but I don’t feel
anything,” I told her. And I didn’t. I guess that I was expecting
an immediate buzz like I got when I smoked pot.

“It takes a little while for it to kick in,”
she smiled and I found myself staring at her lips. Her full, red,
kissable lips.

“How many brownies do you have to eat?” I
asked her, taking another bite off mine. “You know, uh, to get
high?”

“One is usually all it takes,” she grinned,
taking another bite off hers.

I couldn’t believe this was really happening.
I was sharing a hash brownie with Freddie’s mom. Who would have
thought? And she had to know we would get high. Didn’t that mean
that we were destined to end up in her bed?

“This is weird,” I laughed.

“Weird? What do you mean?” she smiled, taking
the last bite of her brownie.

“This. Uh, us. You know, you and me, eating
marijuana brownies.”

“Yeah, I suppose it is…a little,” she
chuckled. “But no one else will ever know, right?”

“Not from me,” I told her, popping the last
of my brownie into my mouth and swallowing it down. “All gone—”

“Would you like some milk?” Marsha asked
me.

The mention of milk automatically drew my
eyes down to her big breasts as they bobbled and shook under the
thin tee shirt when she stood up. I could faintly make out the
circle of her dark areola through the thin material and there was
no mistaking the bulge of her big nipples tenting the flimsy
cloth.

“Cow’s milk,” Marsha grinned, shrugging her
shoulders and making her tits roll and sway provocatively.

“Yeah, I guess,” I snickered.

It was going even better than I planned. Now
all I had to do was wait for the marijuana to kick in and see what
happened.

I’d never really paid that much attention to
Marsha’s butt before today as I’d spent most of my time ogling her
big boobs. But now that I had the opportunity to study it as she
opened the fridge and bent down to get the milk. And I found it to
be an exceptional one. Especially displayed the way it was in her
tight red shorts. So round and tight, jiggling and rippling when
she moved.

“Is something wrong?” I heard Marsha ask me,
jarring me out of my reverie as I eased down into a chair.

“Wrong? Uh, no. I don’t think so. Why?” I
asked, feeling my cheeks heat up again.

“The way you were staring at me, I thought
maybe something was wrong,” she laughed, tipping up the milk carton
and filling a glass with milk.

She must have seen me ogling her ass. But she
had given me a marijuana brownie, hadn’t she? She had to know where
all this was leading to, didn’t she? Why was I pussy footing
around? Why not just lay my cards out on the table…and see if I had
a winning hand.

“Uh, I was just admiring the way your shorts
fit you,” I boldly told her.

“Oh, you like my butt, do you?” she chuckled,
stepping back over to the table and handing me the glass of milk.
“Maybe I shouldn’t have given you the brownie, after all,” she
said, giving me a pensive look. “I wouldn’t want you to get the
wrong impression.”

Now I was confused. What did she mean? “Wrong
impression?” What other impression could there be? What was I
supposed to do now? Muddle on? See how far it would take me? Maybe
she was just joking.

“Uh, yes, Ma’am, I do, uh, I do like your,
uh, your butt” I cheekily proclaimed. “It is a mighty fine one…” I
boldly declared.

“I didn’t think you’d noticed,” Marsha
smiled, leaning down over the table, spreading her hands out it and
slowly rolling her shoulders from side to side, making her big tits
swing and sway under her, bumping against one another. “The way you
are always ogling my tits.”

I was growing more confused and mixed up with
each passing moment. One second it was on, the next it wasn’t, then
it was on again.

“How can you blame me for that?” I asked her,
watching them sway back and forth not more than three feet in front
of me. “They’re so bitchin’ hot,” I charged on.

“And how do you know they’re so ‘bitchin’
hot’ as you put it,” she smiled, standing back up, folding her arms
across her chest just below her tits, lifting them, letting them
sag down on her arms. “You’ve never seen them.”

She had me there. She was right. I’d never
seen them other that the million or so times I had fantasized what
they looked like.

“No, I haven’t, have I?” I told her almost as
if I were daring her to show them to me.

“Would you like to see them?” she coyly
asked, slowly circling the tip of a long, red fingernail around the
tent of one of her bulging nipples.

“Oh, God, yes, yes, yes, more than anything…”
I begged, staring down at the circling finger in an expectant daze.
Was she going to show me her tits? Her breasts? Her big, beautiful
tits?

“I don’t know if I really should,” she
smiled, standing across the table from me, easing her hands up
under the tee shirt and cupping them in the palms of her hands,
lifting them, squeezing and kneading them, but not showing them to
me. “What with me being Freddie’s mom and all. You might get the
wrong idea…”

Here we go again, I groaned to myself. She’s
just teasing me. Making me think she was going to show me her tits
then taking them away.

“Do you really want to see them?” she joked
and I could tell that she was pinching her nipples, twisting them,
teasing them as she pulled and plucked them.

“Oh, God, yes, please, please—” I shamelessly
begged.

“Maybe…just a little peek. To satisfy your
curiosity. Just so you can see it they’re ‘bitchin’ hot,’ like you
said?”

“Yeah, yeah, just a peek—” I blathered,
staring down watching her hands slowly creep out from under the
flimsy shirt.

I was beginning to feel something. I didn’t
know if it was the marijuana…or the buzz I was getting from the
excitement swirling through my reeling brain. Was she feeling it
too? Was that why she was doing this?

“What do I get if I show you my breasts?” she
smiled, easing the bottom of the tee shirt up a couple of inches.
Baring about a two inch swath of bare midriff.

“What do you want? Anything. I’ll give you
anything you want,” I swore. “Anything—”

“Let me think about it,” she smiled, daintily
lifting the bottom of the shirt up a couple more inches. Now the
hem of the tee shirt was just below the swell of the bottom of her
breasts. One more move and I would be able to see them. Or at least
part of them.

My cock was so hard it was aching and caught
in an awkward angle down inside my pants. I had to move it before
it snapped in two. Reaching down, under the table, I grabbed it and
freed it. Now I could breathe again.

“Oh, am I making things hard on you, Jimmy?”
Marsha trilled, laughing and making her big boobs jiggle and bounce
under the thin shirt and exposing the perfect, round bottoms of the
dangling treasures.

“Extremely—” I huffed, still staring down at
the bottom of the shirt, anxiously waiting for it to lift
higher.

As I watched, Marsha pinched the cloth
tighter and teased it up higher.

Now I could see the bottom of the darkened
circle of her areola. The edge of the shirt was now tented by her
nipple, but I still couldn’t see it. So close, yet so far. I didn’t
understand my fascination with women’s breasts. It wasn’t something
you could explain. It was just there and that’s the way it was.
There was just something about them that drew me to them. Like a
moth to the fatal allure of a candle, I guess.

“I hope you don’t think they’re too saggy,”
she softly said.

Then, there they were in all their dangling,
spectacular, naked splendor as Marsha lifted the tee shirt up off
them. They were fucking amazing. So round, so heavy, so perfect.
Maybe her left breast was a tiny bit larger than the right, but
that small amount of dissymmetry didn’t detract from their beauty.
In my eyes, they were perfect, or as close to it as I would ever
find. The areolas were bigger than I had fantasized, as big around
as a Coke can, maybe bigger. And her nipples were jutting out
stiffly, swollen and aroused.

“Well?” Marsha asked as I watched her breasts
bobble and heave when she lifted the shirt up off her head and
tossed it on the table by the brownies.

“They’re, uh, fucking fantastic—” I muttered,
unable to take my eyes off them. Oops, I had used the “F” word.
Right in front of Marsha. Right in front of Freddie’s mom.

“They’re not to saggy?” she questioned,
cupping them in her hands and lifting them up off her chest, her
fingers gently pinching the swollen nubs, twisting them as she came
slinking around the table to stand in front of me.

“Oh, God, no—” I gasped, using every last
ounce of my will-power not to reach out and touch them.

“They’re, they’re fucking beautiful,” I
groaned, watching her clutching them, gently kneading them.

“My nipples are so sensitive…” she softly
murmured. “So swollen,” she whispered. “Touch them…see how swollen
they are.”

“Really? You want me to touch them?” I
croaked, feeling my cock lurch down inside my shorts.

“Yes…I want you to touch them,” she cooed,
still cupping them, lifting them, rolling her shoulders back,
thrusting them out to me. “Touch them—”
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I thought I was going to pass out. My heart
was pounding like a race horse coming down the stretch, my head was
spinning as I lifted my hands and reached out.

I gently brushed my fingertips across the
swollen protrusion of her nipple. It was so hard and springy. Then
Marsha rolled her shoulders, rubbing the stiff, puffy nipple
against my numb fingers. I couldn’t believe it was happening. Eight
exasperating months of frustration and fantasizing and now, I
almost had her boobs in my hands. Freddie’s mom. Marsha. Marsha’s
fantastic boobs.

Gently pinching my fingers around the jutting
nipple, I squeezed it and felt Marsha press her breast against my
trembling, inquisitive fingers. Then I pinched harder, squeezing
it, twisting it between my thumb and finger. As I did, Marsha eased
her hands out from under her breasts and leaned toward me.

“Do they look like you thought they would?”
she softly murmured, rolling her shoulders.

“No…they even more beautiful than I could
ever have imagined them being,” I mumbled, staring down at the
quivering paragons of pale, pinkish-white flesh. I could barely
make out a faint outline of tan lines of a bikini top worn sometime
in the distant past. And there, just above the beginning of her
cleavage, there was a small, diamond-encrusted cross hanging down
from a dainty gold chain. There was something so incongruent about
the cross, the symbolism of purity and honesty as we were defiling
the very tenets it stood for.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked me,
running her fingers through my hair the gently curling them around
the back of my head.

“Yes—Yes—you’re the most beautiful woman in
the whole wide world,” I laid it on thick. And at this moment, she
was. At least in my eyes she was.

 

“You dear, sweet boy,” Marsha softly cooed,
pulling my head down, forcing my face against her soft, quivering
breasts. “A woman needs to hear that more than you’ll ever know.
Maybe that’s why,” she mused. “Harris doesn’t say it enough.”

I could barely breathe with my nose and lips
pressed against her forgiving softness, so I did what came
naturally. I opened my mouth and pursed my lips around one of her
stiff, swollen nipples and began to softly suck.

“Mmmmmmmm…” I heard her gurgle.

Now everything seemed be happening in slow
motion. I didn’t know it if was the marijuana or just the turmoil
fermenting in my fevered mind. The nipple was so hard and stiff and
yet, springy and rubbery all at the same time as I suckled on it.
As I nursed, I felt Marsha’s hand gently grasp mine and gently pull
it down away from her breast.

What did she want me to do? I let her pull on
my hand, pulling it down, guiding it down over her belly. She
wanted me to touch her there, too? I was awash in elation as the
tips of my fingers brushed up against the waistband of her shorts.
She continued to push on my hand, forcing my fingers down under the
stretchy, elastic waistband of her silky panties. But wait, her
shorts? Feeling around, I discovered that her shorts were
unbuttoned and unzipped. When had that happened, I dizzily
wondered? She must have done it while I was groping her
breasts.

My heart was suddenly pounding faster. The
ringing in my ears growing louder and louder as I pushed my fingers
deeper down inside her clinging panties. My fingers were
encountering smooth, bare skin. No hair! I couldn’t breathe as I
softly sucked on Marsha’s big, swollen nipple and pushed my hand
down deeper inside her panties. I was going to touch her there. I
was going to touch her pussy. Marsha’s pussy. I was getting dizzy
with excitement…or was it the marijuana? My fingertips brushed
across a tangle of soft, kinky hairs. Then my fingers were touching
soft, moist, slippery flesh. Pussy-flesh. I was touching her
pussy—

“Ohhhhh—” Marsha gasped, flinching, backing
away from me. “Uncomfortable…” she complained, pulling her nipple
out from between my sucking, pulling lips and lifting my hand out
of her panties as she stumbled back away from me.

I was still sitting and she was standing. I
had to admit it was an uncomfortable position, but I didn’t care.
Hell, I would have stood on my head if she wanted me to as long as
long as I was getting to feel her up and suck on her nipple.

My fingers were still wet from touching her
pussy as she grabbed hold of my hand and pulled me up onto my feet
in front of her.

“God, I don’t know why I’m doing this. It’s
absolutely insane,” she fussed, pulling me across the kitchen and
out into the living room.

I couldn’t think of a logical reason either.
What did she have to gain? Nothing. What did she have to lose?
Everything! Yet, here we were. If we got caught or someone found
out about it, I would probably be the conquering hero, at least in
the eyes of my peers. But her? Letting her son’s best friend bang
her? She probably end up divorced, shamed, and God knows what else.
Yeah, she didn’t have a whole lot to gain from doing it, but she
was still doing it.

Then it was up me to make sure she got her
dime’s worth, wasn’t it?

Tugging back, I stopped her. Pulling her into
my arms, hugging her against me, I planted a deep, wet,
tongue-thrusting kiss right on those full, red lips I’d been
lusting after and fantasizing about for eight months. It was my
best kiss…EVER! As I probed her mouth with my tongue, I felt her
tongue curl around mine, sinuously twisting while she arched her
back, crushing her big tits against my chest. Her hands were
suddenly on my ass, clutching, clawing, and pulling me against her
as she humped herself against my steely-hard cock. I’d never been
so hard, so ready, so primed. It was a wonder I didn’t blow right
then and there, but I was somehow able to hold it back.

It was almost like my wet dream as we blindly
stumbled across the living room to the couch. Then we were falling,
tumbling down onto the couch. As we fell, our lips parted, but we
were still locked in each other’s arms. Looking down, I watched
Marsha’s creamy-soft tits heave heavily. Her shorts were still
wrapped around her hips, but the fly was spread wide open. The
invitation for me to explore the precious treasure hidden down
under her sheer, red panties was explicit. Unwrapping my arm from
around her, I slid my hand down over her belly, pushing my fingers
under the elastic waistband of the panties again. Her skin was so
warm and smooth as I pushed down over her bald mons until my
fingertips finally encountered a wisp of fine curls covering the
very tip of her tummy. Then my fingers were on the soft, slippery
flesh of her sex. I felt her legs part as she opened herself to my
probing fingers. But her panties and shorts were in the way,
stopping me from doing much more than timidly probe the succulent,
clinging lips of her pussy.

With a grunt, I pulled my hand out of her
panties and pushed back off the couch. Spinning as I slipped to my
knees in front of the couch, I reached out and forced Marsha’s
long, shapely legs together. Then while she watched me, I dug my
fingers down under the waistbands of her shorts and panties. With a
convincing tug, I peeled them down over the curves of her hips to
expose the little tuft of curls hiding the prize obscured down
between her legs. The curls covering the tip of her tummy were the
same tawny red as the hair hanging down around her pretty face. I
watched her legs part slightly as I pulled her shorts and panties
down over her knees. Then, with them wrapped around her ankles,
Marsha gently raised her legs one at a time to lift her tiny, bare
feet out of the panties and shorts.

Pitching the wispy panties and shorts aside,
I slid my hands between her knees and gently pushed outward. As it
did, her long willowy legs began to spread apart to reveal the
fleshy secrecy between them. And then I saw it. The stark pink
proof of Marsha’s femininity. Her pussy! Marsha’s pussy! Freddie’s
Mom’s PUSSY!

I couldn’t believe it. After all this time, I
was finally looking down on Marsha’s pretty, neatly-trimmed cunt.
Freddie’s Mom’s cunt.

“Beautiful…” I whispered, leaning down,
softly kissing each of her knees before starting to slowly kiss up
her long inner thighs. Her skin was so soft, so velvety smooth as I
kissed higher and higher. And as I did, the smell of her sex grew
stronger and stronger. There was something about the smell of
pussy. Something exciting, something provoking. And especially
Marsha’s sweet cunt. Then my lips were on it as I swirled my tongue
around and over the slippery folds of flesh. Now her smell was
filling my nostrils, filling my brain, provoking me, inciting me as
I eagerly licked and lapped. I had never tasted a sweeter pussy.
Marsha’s pussy. Freddie’s mom’s pussy. I was eating Freddie’s mom’s
pussy. This was the culmination and realization of hundreds of
fantasized daydreams that I knew would never happen. But it was. I
was eating Marsha’s pussy. Sliding my hands under the backs of her
legs, I cupped them and lifted. I kept pushing, feeling her little
feet sliding up my arms until her soft, puffy soles were resting on
my shoulders, her ankle bones pressing against my cheeks. And when
I did, it tilted her pelvis and my lips slipped down into the crack
of her ass. Probing between the cheeks of her ass, I felt Marsha
shiver as the tip of my tongue tickled across the clenched pucker
of her anus.

Then I felt her roll her hips down, pulling
away from my probing tongue. Maybe she wasn’t into that? I would
abandon that for the moment. There would always be time to revisit
it later.

Pushing back up, I licked my way back up the
juice-filled cleft between her thick, gorged pussy lips and up to
her swollen, jutting clit. Like a slippery pearl, it moved with the
probing of my tongue, so I sucked it further out of its fleshy
sheath and clamped my lips around it. Lashing it with my tongue, I
felt Marsha’s ankles clamping against my cheeks as her wet,
slippery cunt was pressed against my chin.

“Yesssss—” she hissed, “there—”

Yes, I wanted her to finish, but I wanted to
prolong it too, draw it out, make it an orgasm she wouldn’t soon
forget.

Letting her clit slip out from between my
lips, I pushed up, slowly kissing up onto her trembling belly. I
could feel the muscles there straining as I kissed up to the
indention of her belly button. As I did, I felt her feet sliding
down off my shoulders, down my arms while I kissed higher. Then as
I heard her feet clump down on the floor, I curled my hands around
her big, saggy tits and clutched them. Lifting them, I brought my
lips up to one of her stiff, swollen nipples and pursed them around
it. Roughly sucking on it, I flogged it with my tongue as it
somehow grew even stiffer, harder before I let it go and raced down
in between her tits and up onto the other one where I immediately
attacked the nipple there.

As I pawed her tits and mauled her nipples
with my tongue, I could feel Marsha squirming, rolling her
shoulders, humping her hot, wet pussy up against my belly, painting
it with her slippery juices.

“My clit—Lick my clit—” she urgently
whispered. “Make me come, Jimmy, make me come, honey.”

Then she curled her fingers down into my
hair, her fingernails digging into my skin as she pushed me down.
Letting her plump, unyielding nipple slip out from between my lips,
I retraced my way back down her tummy, across her belly button,
down onto the little tangle of curls, through them and finally onto
her jutting clit.

“Yesssssss—there—” Marsha hissed again as I
pursed my lips around it and began to flutter my tongue over and
around the slippery button of swollen flesh. As I whaled away at
her clit with my flicking tongue, I felt the insides of her thighs
clamp against my cheeks, her wet, sloppy pussy grinding against my
chin. The muscles in her belly were tightening against my forehead
as I eagerly assaulted her primed clit.

“I’m going to come—don’t stop—” Marsha
begged, her fingers digging into my scalp, holding me shoved down
against her as I flailed away at her clit with my tongue.

Freddie’s mom was about to come. And I was
the one bringing that about. I was going to make Marsha come. I had
wanted this so bad and for so long, but I still couldn’t bring
myself to believe that it was really happening. Maybe I’d fallen
and hit my head and this was some kind of bizarre, fanciful dream
my teenage brain was concocting to mock me.

“Oh, yes, Jimmy, I’m going to come…” Marsha
groaned, squirming and twisting under me.

It was no dream. It was really happening. I
was eating her pussy, licking her clit, going to make her come.
Make Freddie’s mom come!

Suddenly, a gush of hot, sticky juice spewed
out onto my chin as Marsha’s back bowed and she let out a loud,
gasping groan.

“Commmmmingggggg—” she gasped, her thighs
clamping against my cheeks, her legs lifting, draping down my back,
her heels digging in as she ground her pussy against my lips.
Sparkles of pain popped as the sharp tips of her fingernails dug
down into my scalp, but I didn’t let up. I fluttered my tongue all
over her clit as fast as I could as Marsha came and came in thick,
gooey splatters, coating my lips and chin with her sticky overflow.
The smell of her pussy, the taste of her nectarous juices, the feel
of her slippery flesh on my tongue, the sounds of her coming, the
sight of her belly heaving up and down right in front of my eyes;
it was mind-boggling. Freddie’s MOM! Marsha! Marsha was coming—

I lost track of time as I continued to rape
her clit with my tongue. But at last, it ended with a soft,
complaining whimper as Marsha melted back down onto the couch with
a satisfied sigh.

Giving Marsha’s slavering cunt one last kiss,
I lifted my mouth off her and looked up over her soft, slack belly
to see her big, blue eyes slowly flutter open and look down at
me.

“That was fucking fantastic…” she whispered,
running her fingers through my sweaty hair. The look in her eyes
was akin to love, but I knew that it couldn’t be that. I was only a
boy…and she was Freddie’s MOM! She couldn’t fall in love with me. I
was Freddie’s best friend. Her son’s best friend. No, not Freddie’s
mom. That just couldn’t…wouldn’t happen.

“That was a really, really good one,” she
murmured, slowly pushing up onto her elbows, scooting back on the
couch while I stood on my knees between her splayed-out legs.

“Now,” she smiled, reaching out, tugging my
shirttail out of my pants, “I’ve shown you mine…you have to show me
yours,” she softly laughed, pulling my shirt up my belly, over my
chest and at last off over my head. “Nice,” she said, gently
scratching her dark, red fingernails down my bare, almost-hairless
chest.

“I don’t like men with hairy chests,” she
whispered, circling the tip of her fingernail around one of my
small, jutting nipples.

“Uh, good,” I inanely muttered, waiting, not
knowing what to do with my hands while she was undressing me.

“I make Harris’s shave his chest.”

“Oh?” I mumbled, not knowing what else to
say. It felt weird hearing her talk about her husband that way. If
she could make her husband do anything she wanted, I was doomed.
She would have complete and total control of my little teenage
brain.

“Yeah…and down there too,” she laughed. “All
neat and tidy. Do you shave down there, Jimmy?”

“Uh, no,” I timidly mumbled.

“You’ll have to start…if you want to hang
around…with me,” she smiled.

If I wanted to hang around with her? Did that
mean? My poor teenage brain was doing flip-flops inside my spinning
head.

Then she reached down and slowly unthreaded
my belt back through its buckle. With my belt unbuckled, she
plucked at the button underneath it and popped it open. I felt the
waistband on my pants suddenly go slack as she pinched the zipper
tab and began to slowly tease the little gold zipper down its
track.

“Is yours bigger than Freddie’s?” I heard her
ask as she unzipped my pants.

I was floored. Bigger than Freddie’s? Why did
she want to know that? Had she seen Freddie’s cock? Had Freddie
fucked her? I was flabbergasted. I couldn’t believe that Marsha
would let her own son fuck her.

“What’s wrong?” Marsha laughed, spreading
open my fly, “Oh, my—” she gasped, looking down at the head of my
prick sticking up out from under the waistband of my shorts.

“It is…” she softly chuckled, ticking the
tips of her fingernails across the bloated head of my dick.

“You—You and Freddie?” I croaked, watching
her tickle and tease the head of my penis.

“No, silly. I would never do anything like
that with him. Fuck Freddie. He’s my son. Why, that would be
incest,” she facetiously smiled. “But I’ve seen Freddie’s a couple
of times…when he didn’t know I was looking. And I’d say you have
him by at least an inch…maybe more.”

Now I didn’t know what to believe. She had
denied having sex with Freddie, but she had been so flippant about
it, it didn’t sound like she being totally honest with me. And she
hadn’t acted all that offended by it. Had Freddie fucked his
mother? I don’t know why, but the possibility that Freddie had
fucked her made it all even more depraved and wicked. Freddie
fucking his mother? I would never have guessed.

“Then you haven’t, uh, you haven’t let him
fuck you?” I mumbled, not knowing why I had asked her.

“Let Freddie fuck me?” she smiled. “That
would be incest…wouldn’t it?” she laughed, not admitting it…or
denying it. “Stand up.”

Reaching down, between her outstretched legs,
grasping hold of the couch, I struggled up onto my feet in front of
her.

She smiled up at me, her blue eyes sparkling
as she dug her fingers down under the waistbands of my shorts and
pants and tugged them down my hips. Then as the waistbands slipped
down, my big, hard cock sprang out into the open, primed and ready
to take on all comers as it stiffly pointed up at the ceiling.

“A nice big one,” she praised. “You even have
Harris beat, honey,” she told me, shoving my pants and shorts down
around my knees and letting them drop down around my ankles.

“Really?” I proudly muttered, reaching out,
balancing myself with my hands on her shoulders as I stepped out of
my pants and shorts. Now we were both naked as I stood before her
without a stitch of clothing on.

“How big is it?” she smiled, reaching out to
it, curling her long, slender fingers around it, fondly squeezing
it while she glanced back up at me. “And don’t tell me you haven’t
measured it. All boys do.”

“Uh, seven…and three-fourths,” I smugly
added, vainly proud of my size, but wondering how she knew that all
boys measure their pricks? Had Freddie told her? Or did she just
know? Maybe it was another one of those mother things. You know,
mothers know all.

“That’s really big,” she smiled. “I don’t
know if I can get my lips around it. Do you think I can get my lips
around it, Jimmy?” she asked me, bending my cock down toward her
full, red lips as she circled the pink tip of her tongue around her
lips to wet them.

“I don’t know—” I childishly mumbled
realizing that Marsha was about to suck on my cock. Freddie’s mom
was going to give me a freaking blow job? I couldn’t believe it. “I
guess you could try,” I hopefully offered, arching my back
slightly, moving the head of my prick ever closer to those
beautiful, red lips.

““Would you like for me to try, Jimmy,” she
softly chuckled, squeezing her hand tighter, holding my cock so
that the head was only an inch or so from her glimmering red
lips.

“Yessss—” I eagerly hissed, watching the tip
of her tongue poke out from between her lips. Then it touched me
and my penis impulsively twitched on its own. Marsha looked up at
me with her twinkling blue eyes and slowly circled the tip of her
tongue around the head of my cock, leaving it glistening with her
spit. There was something so sensual about it. I couldn’t stop my
cock from twitching again as I watched on in eager
anticipation.

Then, holding my prick so that it was
sticking straight out at her, she pursed her soft, sensuous lips
around its pointy head and slowly, suggestively began to suck it
into her mouth.

Then she stopped and backed her lips off
it.

“So big…” she whispered, then pursed her lips
around it again and began to suck.

I watched on with feverish suspense as her
lips spread wider and more and more of the head disappeared in
between them. She was doing it. Marsha was sucking on my cock!
Freddie’s mom was blowing me. I nearly lost it right there as her
soft, full lips closed down around the thick shaft of my penis,
just below the flared rim of the head. She’d done it. She’d taken
me inside her mouth. Inside her moist, hot, sucking mouth—

Then she slowly backed her lips back off the
head again.

I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted her to
suck on it. I wanted her to suck on it until I came in her mouth.
Then I wanted to watch her swallow my creamy load down into her
tummy.

“Would you like to come in my mouth, Jimmy?”
she purred. “Or in my pussy?”

“Both—” I greedily croaked.

“I like that,” she laughed, smiling up at me.
“I like confidence in a man.”

I hoped I could back up my boastful request.
I knew that after I came once, it would take a while to recharge my
batteries, but with Marsha around to help, I didn’t think it would
take that long.

“Good…” I groaned, inching my hips forward,
rubbing the head of my dick against her lips.

“Patience is a virtue, Jimmy,” she murmured,
opening her mouth and slowly leaning toward me, sucking my cock
back inside her mouth. As she sucked more and more of my oversized
organ in between her soft, red lips, she stared up at me with her
big, blue eyes. Her eyes didn’t waver and I could feel her sucking
harder. She had half of my cock in her mouth. Then she stopped
moving forward and held me in her mouth while she sucked, looking
up at me all the while with her hauntingly blue eyes.

There was something so erotic about the way
she was sucking on me and looking into my eyes as she did it. It
made me shiver. Then she cupped my balls in the palm of her hand
and gave them a soft, coaxing squeeze. As she did, I felt a finger
dig its way down into the crack of my ass. What was she doing? I
thought she wasn’t into anal stuff. I felt the tip of her
fingernail find my clenched anus. No woman had ever touched me
there. My cock twitched as she tickled the tip of her finger up and
down across my asshole.

I was going to lose it. I couldn’t hold it
back anymore.

“I’m gonna come—” I snorted, digging my
fingers down into Marsha’s tawny red hair, clenching them into
fists, holding onto her hair.

“Mmmm-huh,” Marsha mumbled out around my cock
as she began to suck harder while her fingers clasped my balls
tighter and her probing finger poked at my anus. It was too much.
The head of my dick was on fire. Suddenly, a wince of pain shot
from my asshole as her finger dug down into it. She had her finger
in my ass!

Suddenly, her finger roughly scraped across
my prostate. I couldn’t stop as I felt a fiery blast of pleasure
rip through my cock when it lurched and spurted out a huge gusher
of cum into Marsha’s hot, sucking mouth.

Marsha flinched, her eyes blinking as the
blast of jism splattered against the back of her mouth. I heard a
soft gag, but the suction on my cock never wavered as her finger
frantically rasped back and forth across the knot of my
prostate.

“Oh, Fucking God—” I gasped, my hips jerking
forward, the head of my dick thudding against the opening of
Marsha’s throat as a second fiery charge of pleasure rocked through
it. Marsha gagged again, but never stopped sucking. I’d never felt
such deep, intense pleasure as I erupted into Marsha’s hungry mouth
while she raped my prostate with her flicking finger. I was coming
in Marsha’s mouth! I was coming in Freddie’s mom’s mouth. And she
was sucking it out like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever
tasted.

One hand was clasped around my hip, holding
onto me, her long, sharp fingernails digging into the clenched
muscles of my ass as it quivered and shook. I was still holding
onto her hair, holding her head still as I pumped what felt like
gallons and gallons of my hot creamy cum into her mouth. I’d never
felt anything like it as Marsha unflinchingly stared up into my
blinking, tearing eyes. I was crying like a baby.

“Mmmmm-huh-mmmmm-huh—” Marsha gurgled out
around my cock, sucking harder and harder. It was like she was
trying to suck my balls out through my cock. And she was succeeding
as they were melting, liquefying and pouring out into her greedy
mouth in thick hot spurts.

At last, I had nothing left. Marsha had taken
it all. She had sucked me completely dry. Freddie’s mom had sucked
me dry. God, what a fabulous blow job. It was the best one ever. I
would never have another one as good as this one. Nothing would
ever be able to top it. I was eighteen and already I’d reached the
pinnacle of sexual gratification.

Then it came to me. Maybe fucking her would
be better. Fucking Freddie’s mom! Fucking her and coming in her hot
pussy. Maybe even making a baby in her belly. Wouldn’t that be the
crème-de-le-crème? Giving Freddie a brother? Giving Freddie a
brother that would be my son? Crazy-Crazy-Crazy—

My legs were wobbling. I had no strength left
in them. Marsha had sucked that out too in the process of draining
my achingly-empty balls.

Leaning over her, I grabbed hold of the back
of the couch to support myself and keep from collapsing on top of
her. I felt my deflating penis slither out from between her soft
lips. Bent over her the way I was, all I could see was the top of
her head. Then she slowly leaned against the back of the couch and
looked up at me.

“Was it good?” she whispered, slowly licking
her little pink tongue around her lips.

“Oh, God, Mrs. Carpenter, I love you,” I
groaned, feeling this was as close to being in love as I’d ever
been.

“Don’t complicate things, Jimmy,” Marsha
softly laughed, spreading her hands out on my belly and pushing me
off her.

Turning, twisting off her, I floundered down
onto the couch beside her. I was still trying to catch my breath as
I sat sprawled out on my back. I could feel the buzz from the
cookie now. It gave everything a soft, fuzzy glow around the edges.
It gave me the confidence of idiocy to go on.

“I’ve never felt like this before, Mrs.
Carpenter…” I bumbled on.

“It’s probably just the marijuana, Jimmy.
It’ll go away,” she laughed, reaching over and tickling a long, red
fingernail around one of my softened nipples.

“I don’t think so, Mrs. Carpenter,” I
muttered, cupping one of her big, heavy tits and giving it a loving
squeeze.

“Would you stop calling me Mrs. Carpenter,
and call me, Marsha. You’re making me feel like cheating old
woman,” she complained, brushing my hand away from her jiggling
breast.

“I can’t help how I feel, uh, Marsha. I think
I love you,” I fussed, pushing her hand away and cupping her big
tit again.

“No. We’re not going there,” she emphatically
declared, pushing up onto her feet in front of the couch,
dislodging my hand in the process.

“I’ll let you fuck me…and do all kinds of
nasty things to me, but you will not fall in love with me.
Understand? I’m Freddie’s frigging mother. You best friend’s
mother. How do you think that would go over with him?” she wailed
on, defiantly standing in front of me, hands on her hips. But she
was still naked and that sort of mitigated her fierceness.

“I’ll try…” I mumbled, reaching out for
her.

“No, you’ll do better than try,” she asserted
with a flounce of her hair. “You will not fall in love with me.
Promise? Or it’s over between us.”

Well, I guess that I could promise that, I
told myself. Because I was already helplessly and hopelessly in
love with her. I couldn’t fall any deeper in love with her than I
already was.

“I promise…” I muttered, unable to look her
in the eye.

“Good. Now that we’ve got that settled,” she
smiled, spreading her legs wider apart and brushing her fingertips
down across the wet, pink flesh between them, “why don’t we get
back to the reason you came over to visit me…”

“God, Mrs., uh, Marsha, I, uh,” I stammered,
catching myself just before committing the grievous sin of telling
her how much I loved her, again, “I think you’re the coolest mom
ever,” I grinned.

“Fuck,” she groaned, “what kind of fucking
compliment is that? Coolest mom ever? You’ve got to be kidding,”
she fussed, “coolest mom in the world, fucking my son’s best
friend. Speaking of which, don’t you think it’s about time you got
around to doing that?”

“You sort of drained me,” I excused myself,
looking down at my limp dick that was struggling to lift its head
but failing miserably.

“Well, come with me and we’ll see what we can
do to rectify that situation,” she smiled, reaching down, grabbing
my hands and pulling me up to my feet.

As she did, we found ourselves face to face,
only inches apart. Marsha’s big, puffy nipples were brushing my
chest, my dick was just hard enough to squeeze up between her
thighs. We stopped. Looking into her big, blue eyes, I was looking
for something, anything to tell me that was more to it than just a
roll in the hay. I saw something, but I didn’t know what it was.
Maybe a flicker of something. Something I could take and stoke into
something else?

Snaking my arms around her, I pulled her to
me. Our lips touched. Softly, tenderly. Marsha’s eyes fluttered
shut, her arms circling me as we kissed. Now her breasts were
flattened against my chest, her soft mons pressing against my
belly, just above my lifting cock. I felt her hands spread out on
my ass, pushing as she ground herself against me. I dropped my
hands down to the cheeks of her softly-clenched ass. Cupping her
cheeks in the palms of my hands, I pulled her against me as my cock
slowly lifted higher up between the velvety smoothness of her
thighs and I felt her legs move together clamping my dick between
them.

In that brief span of a few seconds,
something happened. I don’t know what it was, but something
happened.

The kiss lasted those few, fiery seconds, but
it changed everything.

Marsha broke the kiss and staggered back away
from me.

“Come. Make love to me,” she breathlessly
whispered, grabbing my hand and wrenching me around toward the back
of the house. We were like lovers washed ashore rushing down a
deserted beach in search of refuge from the storm brewing inside us
as we raced back to Marsha’s bedroom. And still, to this day I
don’t know how, but by the time we got to her bedroom, I was hard
as a raging bull elephant and as big as one, too.

Coming to a shuddering stop beside the bed,
Marsha looked down at my stiff, hard penis.

“Oh, God, yes, Jimmy,” she gasped, reaching
down, grasping hold of it. “Fuck me, Jimmy. Fuck me with this
thing—”

I was Superman, Hercules, Samson inside my
besotted brain. There was nothing I couldn’t do as I swept Marsha
up in my arms and flung her down onto the bed.

“Yessssssssss—” she vehemently hissed,
reaching up to me, her legs flying apart like they were
spring-loaded. “Fuck me—”

And there it was, spread out and waiting for
me. The Prize. The Treasure. All glistening and wet. Waiting for
me. Waiting for me to fuck it—

“Marsha—” I growled, lifting my knee up on
the bed and leaning down over her.

Marsha’s hands shot down to my stiff,
unyielding cock, grasping it, pushing it down as I blundered up
between her long, outstretched legs.

This was it. I was going to fuck Freddie’s
MOM! All those frustrated, fantasized hand jobs dreaming of what it
would be like to fuck her. I was going to do it. Fuck Freddie’s
MOM!

“Give it to me, baby,” Marsha gurgled out,
clutching me, pulling me down between her legs to the wet, drooling
core of her femininity. “Fuck me—”

I felt the head of my dick slide down into
the hot, sucking opening of her sex.

I was fucking her! I couldn’t believe it as I
dipped my hips and slowly pushed down into the clutching heat. She
was so wet. So hot. So slippery, I was in balls deep before I knew
it.

“Yessss—” Marsha gushed, rolling her hips,
taking me deeper as I ground myself against her. Then her legs were
clamped around my waist, the soles of her warm, soft feet molded to
my ass, pushing as I leaned down and crushed my lips against hers.
I could come if I wanted to. It was that hot, that intense. But I
held it back. I was going to make Marsha come and come and come. I
would somehow make her forget all about Harris. Then she could fall
in love with me just like I’d fallen in love with her. Just like in
the movies. Then we could live happily ever after.

“Fuck me, Jimmy, fuck me hard and deep,
baby,” Marsha whispered when our lips finally broke apart.

I needed no further coaxing as I drew back
down the slippery channel of her cunt and drove back down into her
as hard and deep as I could.

“Yeah, baby, like that,” Marsha whimpered,
digging her toes into my ass pushing harder, grinding herself up
against me as strained to pull back again. Then she relaxed and I
jerked back. Within moments, I was going at her like a madman,
pounding my cock into her with wild abandon. This was why I’d been
born. Eighteen years ago, God had decided that he would create a
plaything for Marsha and had created me down inside my mother’s
womb. It had taken all these years for his handiwork to come to
fruition. But now I was her fool. Her slave. I would do anything
she wanted, needed.

The bed was lurching back and forth, the
bedsprings making complaining, groaning protests as we groveled
atop them. The loud wet slaps of our bellies smacking together
echoed back off the walls only adding to the depravity of it all.
Marsha as making little gasping, cooing sounds as she wrapped her
arms around my neck, her legs clamping tighter around my waist, her
little feet wetly slapping against my bounding ass while it rocked
up and down above her.

We weren’t making love. We were FUCKING! I
was fucking Freddie’s mom—

Sweat was starting to roll off me in waves. I
was working hard. I was panting as I jerked back and forth atop
her.

“I’m going to come, Jimmy-I’m going to come—”
Marsha gurgled as I felt her pussy tightening around my pistoning
cock. Her cunt was clenching my so tight, I could barely push in
and out of the squeezing tightness. She let out a gasping groan as
her body twitched and then stiffened, her legs dropping to the bed,
her feet arching, toes curling while she strained up against me. I
could feel every tight, clutching spasm work its way down the
length of my penis as she came and came around me. I’d never felt a
woman come so hard.

Her head was thrown back, her eyes tightly
clenched, a tiny drivel of spit leaking out of the corner of her
mouth. Suddenly, she was gasping for air as her body slumped back
down onto the bed.

“Oh, God—” she huffed, her legs lifting off
the bed and clamping around my waist again as her ass began to
patter up and down on the bed.

“Fuck me, Jimmy, fuck me—” she blathered out,
her hands flying down around her legs, grabbing hold of my rocking
ass, her fingernails digging it as she implored to fuck her. I
couldn’t go any faster. I was maxed out as I humped into her like a
madman. I could feel the burn down in the head of my dick and knew
that I was going to come. I had wanted to make her come and come,
but she had won out. She had beat me.

Then I blew.

I rammed myself down inside the hot,
clutching depths of her cunt as deep as I could as I erupted. I
came in thick, hot gushes as I pumped my evil seed into her
belly.

“Yessss—” she hissed, wrapping herself around
me, enveloping me with her hot, slippery flesh while she accepted
my creamy offering…



 


And that was how it all began. Me and
Freddie’s Mom! Thankfully, she was smarter than I was. She never
left Harris for me, but that didn’t stop us from revisiting the
events of that infamous night over and over again over the years
when no one was watching. Marsha is now fifty-five and I’m a grown
man of thirty-five, happily married and the father of two teenage
daughters, but Marsha and I, we still get together every chance we
get. Freddie never got the brother I so desperately wanted to give
him and as far as I know, he hasn’t found out about me and his
mom.

Well, I guess this is the end of the story
for now, but it hasn’t ended for me and Freddie’s Mom…

 


The End
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