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 It
was Saturday. A hot, muggy Saturday with the humidity hanging in
the air like a wet blanket, smothering out any breeze that tried to
form. I had come home from Sanford College to visit my parents for
the weekend. But when I arrived home, I found that they weren’t
home. I guess I should have called or something, I told myself,
but, of course I hadn’t. Using the key they kept hidden under the
welcome mat, I let myself in and got me a beer.

What to do, I asked myself as I
sipped on my beer and tried to find something on TV. But there was
nothing on but kiddy cartoons and reruns. Finishing my beer, I
started to get another one, but instead decided to run over to
Tommy’s. Tommy Ashton and I had been best friends back in the day,
but I hadn’t seen him in a couple of years since he’d decided to go
to Bedford College while I had opted for Sanford. But I didn’t even
know that he would be home. After all, he was going to college,
too. But really, I think, way back in the back of my mind, I was
thinking I’d get to see his Mom, Laura.

Pulling up in front of Tommy’s
house, I saw that there was only one car sitting in the driveway.
And since I’d been gone for a couple of years, I didn’t know whose
car it was. As I walked up the front walk, I found myself thinking
about his mom, Laura. Laura Ashton had always been hot. And I’d
always had this thing about her, but I’d never had the balls,
pardon the expression, to do anything about it, what with Tommy
being my best friend and all.

Now Tommy and I had met back when we
were kids. Six or seven, somewhere about that age, back when women
and girls were just that, women and girls. There was nothing
special about them, except they acted funny and could be a bit of a
pain every once in a while if you know what I mean. Then around ten
or eleven, I changed, and amazingly so did women and girls. It was
just about then that I began to notice that they, especially women
had different equipment than us boys had. Especially breasts! I
don’t know why exactly, but I became fascinated with breasts.
Pamela Anderson became a fixation along with the classics, Jayne
Mansfield, Sophia Loren, and the likes.

Then one day it came to me like a
revelation out of the sky. Tommy’s mom, Mrs. Ashton had big tits,
too. And she was a lot more accessible than all the others. I was
smitten. Hopelessly in love, but also too young to do anything
about it and far too fearful to ever let anyone know anything about
my obsession. So, I had somehow learned to live with my lonely
heart and aching cock.

Mrs. Ashton would be in her early
forties and I assumed that she hadn’t changed that much since I had
left for college. She’d always had a cute face, a body to kill for,
and as I said before, was the proud possessor of a pair of
memorable breasts. Of course, I’d never been fortunate enough to
actually see them in all their naked glory, but the way she filled
out her blouses, I knew that they must be spectacular.

Knocking on the door, I stood
looking around the neighborhood as I waited for someone to answer.
Finally the door came swinging open.

“James—” I heard Mrs. Ashton
exclaim as she greeted me. Suddenly, I was ten years old again and
I found my heart pounding as I tried to swallow the cotton ball
that mysteriously filled my mouth.

“Uh, Mrs. Ashton...” I inanely
mumbled, unable to keep my eyes from drifting across the swell of
her magnificent bosom.

“Come in, come in,” she told me,
surprising me with the exuberance of her greeting.

Somewhat startled by her open show
of friendliness, I stumbled inside as she watched me through the
pair of little, black-framed glasses that sat perched on her
nose.

Closing the door behind me, she
quickly turned to face me and smiled.

“So, James, what are you doing in
town? I thought you were attending Sanford,” she asked me, taking
me by my arm and guiding me into the living room.

“Uh, I just came over to see if
Tommy was around?” I told her, meekly allowing myself to be guided
toward the couch.

“I’m afraid you just missed him,”
she told me, letting go of my arm and taking a step back. “He just
left with his father to go fishing over at Lake Mead. And I’m
afraid that they won’t be back until tomorrow morning.”

“Just my luck,” I
complained.

“Well, I was just about to make
myself a glass of lemonade. Would you like one, too?” she
smiled.

How could I refuse?

“Yeah, uh, sure, if it’s not too
much trouble,” I told her.

“No trouble at all,” she laughed,
making her big boobs jiggle and dance down inside the little, plaid
dress she was wearing. “I was getting kinda lonely with the guys
gone. Be nice to have someone to talk to.”

“Cool,” I lamely said, not able to
think of anything else to say.

“Go ahead and make yourself
comfortable and I’ll be right back,” she said over her shoulder as
my eyes were immediately drawn down to her long, shapely legs as
she went clopping toward the kitchen on her high heels.

As she disappeared into the kitchen,
I found myself feeling more than a little self-conscious about
being alone in the house with the woman who’d been the starring
character in countless wet dreams and the focal point of many
masturbatory sessions in my childhood. Sitting down, I anxiously
awaited her return. Looking around the room, I noticed that very
little had changed from back when I used to visit Tommy.

Then Mrs. Ashton came walking back
into the living room with a glass of lemonade in each hand. Popping
up to my feet, I watched her big tits softly bobbling down inside
her short, little dress as she came clacking across the room toward
me.

“Here you go,” she smiled as she
handed me one of the glasses.

“Thanks, Mrs. Ashton,” I said,
smiling back at her and taking the glass from her.

“Oh, come now, James, we don’t have
to be so formal,” she softly laughed. “You know my name is
Laura.”

Laura? I was afraid that she would
never be Laura to me. She would always be Mrs. Ashton, Tommy’s mom.
Why calling her Laura would somehow put us on the same plane, and I
could never attain that lofty level. Her peer? Never! I could never
be the equal of the beautiful, mystical creature standing before
me. But I guess that I’d better humor her and try to call her
Laura, I told myself, even if I couldn’t raise myself to be her
equal...

“Uh, okay, uh, Mrs., uh, Laura,” I
dumbly mumbled, trying to swallow another wad of cotton that had
suddenly appeared in my mouth.

“That’s better,” she smiled as she
turned and started walking toward the bar that sat in the corner of
the living room. “I think I’m going to have a little vodka with
mine, would you like some, too?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” I mumbled
watching her butt swish from side to side inside the tight little
dress she was wearing. I was in a fog. Tommy’s mom and she was
inviting me to join her for a drink? And it was only ten o’clock in
the morning! Un-fucking believable!

“Well, bring your glass over here
and I’ll doctor it up for you,” she laughed, setting her glass on
the bar and twisting the cap off a bottle of vodka.

Feeling more and more like the
love-sick ten year old I’d been back in the day than the college
sophomore I was now, I followed her over to the bar and set my
glass down beside hers.

“Say when...” she said as she
tipped up the bottle and started pouring.

“That’ll be fine,” I told her after
she had poured about three fingers into my glass.

“Okie-dokie-” she said, moving the
bottle over to her own glass and pouring about the same amount in
her glass before she set the bottle back down.

“So, James, how’s college?” she
asked me as she picked up her glass and started for the
couch.

“A lot harder than high school,” I
told her, following along behind her and admiring the way her
little butt jiggled and shook with each step she took.

“I remember it being that way,
too,” she laughed as she sat down on the couch about three feet
from where I’d been sitting before. “But then that was a long, long
time ago.”

“It couldn’t have been that long
ago, Mrs., uh, Laura,” I told her, trying to slip her a
compliment.

“Twenty years ago... but thanks for
the compliment,” she laughed. “Lord Knows that it’s nice to be
flattered every once in a while. And I do think Tom has forgotten
how...”

“Well, I think you still look hot,
Mrs. Ashton, uh, I mean, Laura,” I mumbled, wishing I hadn’t said
it the moment the words were out of my mouth as I felt a warm blush
spread out across my cheeks.

“Oh, you do, do you?” she laughed,
slipping her shoes off and tucking her long legs up under her. “Oh,
how cute, you’re actually blushing...”

Way to go, fool, I told myself. Now
she’ll think you’re trying to hit on her. You’ve ruined
everything.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered taking a
quick sip on my drink to hide my embarrassment. But when I did, the
liquor went down the wrong pipe and I started coughing to try and
clear my wind pipe. Leaning forward, I set my glass on the coffee
table so I wouldn’t spill it. As I did, Laura leaned over and
softly patted me on the back a few times to help.

“You okay?” I heard her ask when I
was finally able to breathe again.

“I think so,” I mumbled now feeling
more like a six year old than a twenty-two year old.

“So, you’ve been gone for a couple
of years, isn’t it?” she smiled and took a sip of her
drink.

“Uh, yeah, something like that, I
guess,” I grinned when I was finally capable of speech
again.

“It really feels strange not having
you two boys under foot all the time,” she laughed. As she did I
glanced over and realized that the way she was sitting, her short
dress was pulled up so high, I could almost see her panties. That
is if she was wearing any, I lewdly thought.

“I’ll bet it does,” I inanely
agreed, taking another quick peek and but not seeing
anything.

The way my cheeks were burning now,
I knew that they must be bright red.

“What are you blushing about this
time?” she snickered.

“I, uh, I don’t know, I just am,” I
lied, watching her slide her legs out from under her and slip her
feet back into her high heels. Then she stood up and looked down at
me.

“I’ll be right back,” she told me
as she went clopping and swishing across the room toward the
kitchen.

I was getting a bit of a buzz as I
had almost finished my drink by the time Laura came back with a
pitcher of lemonade. Setting it down on the coffee table, she
reached down, rested her hands on the arm of the couch and leaned
down over it.

“So, what were you and Tommy going
to do today?” she asked me.

“Uh, I don’t know, we didn’t have
any plans. In fact, Tommy didn’t know I was coming over. I came
home to visit my parents, but they weren’t home, so I just came
over to see if I could hang out, with Tommy, I guess,” I told her
as I hadn’t planned anything out before I came over.

“Well then, why don’t you just hang
out here... with me,” she softly said, slowly walking around behind
the couch and touching me on the shoulder.

“Huh?” I grunted, taken totally by
surprise at her suggestion.

“Why not, I don’t have anything
planned for the rest of the day and it’s just the two of us.
Unless, of course, you have something else better to do...” she
said, slowly running her finger around inside my ear
lobe.

“You—you mean—” I blurted out,
unable to believe what was happening. Then I felt her big tits
press against the back of my head as her arms snaked around my neck
and she slowly ran her hands down my chest.

“Yes, I mean...” she whispered in
my ear and I felt her sharp, little teeth nip it.

“Gosh, Mrs., uh, Laura, I, I, uh,
yeah, yeah—” I muttered as her hands dropped lower and lower down
over my stomach. Groggily looking down at her hands I followed them
as they pushed down under the waistband of my pants.

“I always did have a thing for you,
James, even back when you were a teenager and I think you had a
crush on me, too, by the way you would look at me,” she softly
laughed as I felt her fingers brush up against my rock-solid cock.
“Oh, my goodness, I guess you still do,” she giggled as she pulled
her hands out of my pants and came clopping around in front of
me.

“Yeah, Mrs., uh, Laura, I did have
a crush on you, uh, I do have a crush on you,” I told her as she
stood in front of me staring down at me through her little, black
glasses with a playful, smile on her pretty face.

I was stunned as I watched her reach
down to the button on the front of my pants. Pushing the button
through its hole, she pulled on both sides of the fly of my pants
and spread them open. Then she dug her fingers under the waistband
of my shorts and quickly jerked them down off my stiff, hard,
eight-inch peter.

“My, my, if I’d known how well hung
you are, I would’ve taken it on myself to say something earlier,”
she grinned, slowly running a long, red fingernail up the underside
of my rigid, twitching cock.

“God, I wish I’d known... you don’t
know how many times...” I mumbled as I sat on the couch with my
cock jutting up out from between my legs while Laura quickly leaned
back up and spun around to face away from me.

“Unzip me—” she softly
giggled.

My fingers felt the size of tree
stumps as I fumbled with the tiny tab of the zipper that ran down
the back of her dress. I don’t know how, but somehow I was finally
able to get it between my finger and thumb. Slowly, almost
fearfully, I dragged the zipper down the curving sweep of her back
to the end of its track just above the jut of her delightful ass.
When I finished, Laura dropped her arms down in front of her and
let the little, plaid dress slide down them and drop onto the
floor.

Stepping out of the dress, she bent
down to pick up her dress and I found myself staring at two of the
finest ass cheeks my eyes had ever had the pleasure of viewing. I
saw that my earlier suspicion that she might not be wearing any
panties had been almost right because she was wearing the tiniest,
skimpiest thong panties I’d ever seen. The tiny strip of material
masquerading as the back of the panties was buried down in the
crack between her beautiful, pale ass cheeks making it seem like
she wasn’t wearing any panties at all. But the little wisp of cloth
was attached to an elastic band wrapped around her waist and gave
the secret away.

“So tell me, James, what was it you
did so many times,” she laughed as she turned back to face me. As
she did, I found myself staring down at the ▼ of black silk
covering the tip of her belly before flitting up to her big, round
breasts that were resting down inside a frilly, black brassiere.
The bra was apparently a push-up bra because the two quivering,
pink baubles inside it looked like they were going to spill out
into the open any second.

Before I could move, she dropped
down on her knees in front of me.

“Stand up—” Laura ordered me as she
scooted back enough to give me room to stand up.

Grabbing hold of the couch, pushing
up onto my feet, I looked down and watched her dig her fingers
under the waistband of my shorts. Then she roughly jerked them down
around my knees. As she did, my big, stiff cock bounded up and down
a few times before coming to bobbing rest sticking straight out
with its big, goo-covered head pointing right at her pretty red
lips. Looking up at me, Laura suggestively ran her little pink
tongue around her lips and then slowly leaned toward me.

“Was it this, James? Is this what
you wanted me to do so many times back then?” she softly murmured,
slowly licking the flat of her tongue up the rounded underside of
my cock, all the way from my dangling ball sac up to the big,
purple head sitting atop it.

As she did, I felt her fist curl
around the base of my jutting cock. Suddenly my cock was engulfed
in moist warmth of her mouth as she sucked me inside it. My poor
brain was reeling, unable to function as I watched my childhood
fantasy unfolding right before my eyes.

“Oh, God, Yes, Mrs. Ashton—” I
groaned as my hips involuntarily hunched forward.

Then her head began to slowly rock
back and forth as she hungrily slurped away at my cock. She was
taking me so deep inside her mouth, I could feel the head of my
cock bumping against her tonsils every time she sucked me back
inside. Reaching out, I gently cupped the back of her head in the
palm of my hand and pulled trying to somehow get my cock even
deeper inside her mouth.

This was the thing wet dreams were
made of, I blearily mumbled to myself as I stood watching her and
listening to Laura’s lips wetly slurping back and forth on my dick.
Clasping hold of my thighs with her hands, she controlled the pace
while she slowly rocked back and forth taking almost all of my
eight-inch weapon into her mouth.

Then she leaned back, letting my
spit-slathered peter slip out from between her lips. Looking up at
me through her black-framed glasses, she smiled and slowly ran her
tongue around her lips.

“It’s so big,” she softly said as
she pressed my dick up against my heaving belly, leaned down and
gave each of my big, dangling balls a soft kiss.

Then she opened her mouth and I felt
her slowly suck one of them into her mouth.

Gently rolling the big orb around
inside her mouth, she gently sucked on it a few seconds before
letting it slip out between her lips. Then she let go of my prick
and quietly pushed my pants and shorts down around my ankles. When
I saw what she was doing, I reached down, balancing myself by
holding onto her shoulder as I lifted my foot off the floor.
Balancing on one foot, I watched her as she eased my loafer off and
then pulled my pants and shorts off over my bare foot. When she was
done, I dropped my foot onto the floor and lifted my other foot.
Moments later I was standing before her, naked from the waist
down.

“Why don’t you take off your shirt
and stay a while,” Laura laughed.

“Uh, sure,” I grinned back down at
her, reaching down and quickly tugging my tee shirt up over my
head. Pitching it down on the couch, I suddenly found myself
standing before Laura naked as the proverbial jay bird.

Laughing again, Laura grabbed hold
of my hands and pulled herself up onto her high heels in front of
me. Then she looked down at her bobbling breasts as she reached up
between the cups of her lacy, black bra and pinched the tiny, satin
bow there. With a soft pluck, she unfastened her bra and the big
cups swung apart to let her big, beautiful boobs spilled out into
the open. They were fucking spectacular as she straightened her
arms out behind her and let the racy black brassiere slide down
them to drop on the arm of the couch.

“That’s better,” she smiled,
running her fingernails along the red marks the bra had made in her
flawless, white skin as it had struggled to contain the dangling
giants. Then she cupped both of the jiggling melons in the palms of
her hands and pinched the big, rubbery nipples jutting out of their
darkened centers.

“Definitely,” I agreed, gawking
down at the beautiful treasures.

Then as I gaped on in a
testosterone-induced stupor, she let her boobs settled back down
onto her chest as she reached out and roughly pushed me down on the
divan. Then as she held onto my shoulders, she leaned in, slowly
rolling her shoulders back and forth to make the giant melons
gently rock and sway to slap up against my cheeks.

“Do you like my titties, James?”
she softly giggled, pushing her big breasts against my cheeks and
trapping my face between them.

“Ummm-huuuh—” I groaned out, unable
to say more as my mouth was pressed up against the soft,
perfume-scented cleavage between her wondrous breasts. I had died
and gone to heaven, I told myself as I inhaled deeply through my
nose and drank in the heady aroma of her enchanting perfume. And
what made it even more special, it was her fragrance. Tommy’s mother’s
fragrance. The same perfume I’d smelled hundreds of times as a
child. But now it was different. So fucking different. Back then,
her perfume had just smelled good. But now, it smelled sexy and
alluring and mysterious. It smelled like Tommy’s hot MOM! It was
fantastic.

Then with a soft laugh, she leaned
back up and pulled her breasts away from my face.

“You smell wonderful, Mrs. Ash, uh,
Laura,” I dumbly mumbled, too confounded to think of anything else
to say.

Then she stood back up. Grinning,
suggestively licking her lips to wet them, she teased her hands
down her waist to the waistband of the miniscule, black thong she
was wearing.

As I expectantly stared down at the
little, black triangle covering her sex, I waited for her to push
them down, waited for her to show me her pussy. Waited for her to
show me the pussy I had fantasized about all those years I was
growing up. I could see a few kinky stray hairs had sneaked out
from under the edge of the narrow strip of black material. So she
didn’t shave it, I lecherously thought as I watched her begin to
slowly tease the little, black waistband down over the curve of her
hips.

Seeing me staring down at the crotch
of her thong panties, she frowned. “I hope you aren’t
disappointed,” she murmured, pouting out her lower lip. “I prefer
the shaved look but I’m afraid Tom prefers me au natural,” she told
me as more and more light, brown curls came into view while she
slowly eased her panties down.

“Beggars can’t be choosers, Mrs.
Ashton,” I mumbled, seeing that the crotch of the thong panties was
damply clinging to her pussy as she continued to push the panties
down her hips. Finally the black material peeled away from the
thick, fleshy lips dangling down under the tuft of light-brown
curls. It was a breathtaking sight to behold. The little bush of
curly hairs were so soft and fine, it almost looked like her pussy
had been shaved.

My head was spinning. My heart was
pounding. I couldn’t think straight as I stared at the wondrous
sight down between Laura’s legs. But finally I gathered enough wits
to speak.
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“Is it what you imagined?” she
whispered, curling her hips, moving her pussy closer.

“So fucking sexy—“ I mumbled,
reaching out and running my fingers through the soft swirl of
curls.

“I’m glad you like it,” she softly
laughed, reaching out, holding onto my shoulder as she lifted her
leg and stepped out of one side of the thong. Then, still holding
onto my shoulders for support, she dropped that foot back down,
lifted her other foot completely out of the thong, leaving a
muddled puddle of black silk lying on the floor in front of the
couch. When she stepped out of her panties, it made her big tits
jiggle and bounce, drawing my attention back up to them.

I had always been obsessed with her
big tits back in the day and I couldn’t believe how fucking
beautiful they were as I stood numbly gawking down at them. Laura
laughed again and gave me a rough, little shove to send me
sprawling back down onto the couch.

Then, before I could move, she
grabbed hold of the back of the couch and quickly crawled up on it.
Struggling to maintain her balance, she straddled me, her high
heels brushing against my hips. As she crouched down over me, she
reached down between her legs to grab hold of my cock and lift it
up under her. She looking back up, staring into my eyes, she
lowered her pussy down until I felt it slowly envelop the head of
my up held penis. It had all happened so fucking fast. I couldn’t
believe it as I grasped hold of Laura’s hips to guide her hot
slippery cunt down onto my jutting cock. She was fucking me!
Tommy’s mom was fucking me. It was beyond belief as I stared down
between us and watched her hot, pink pussy sink lower and lower
down the shaft of my cock. Letting go of my cock, she grabbed my
shoulders as she lowered herself down on her knees and continued to
push down on my stiff cock.

As she sank lower and lower, I felt
a stream of hot juice slowly trickle down the shaft of my cock and
onto my balls, leaving a warm, sticky trail behind it.

“So fucking big,” she groaned out
as her big, green eyes fluttered shut and a frown creased her
forehead.

Clasping her waist, I pushed her
down with my hands, pushing down until at last I felt her groin
nudge down against mine. I’d done it, I feverishly thought. After
all these years of fantasizing, I was finally doing it. I finally
had my cock buried up to the hilt inside Tommy’s mom’s hot fucking
cunt. The quest of a lifetime was fulfilled. Then I felt Laura’s
tight cunt clutch down around my embedded peter and give it a soft
squeeze.

When she did, her eyes fluttered
open as the frown disappeared and she smiled down at me.

“So, James is it as good as you
thought it would be?” she whispered, clutching my cock harder as
she gently ground herself me.

“Better...” I muttered, curling my
ass up off the couch, pushing deeper into the hot, sucking clutch
of her hungry pussy. Laura’s pussy was so tightly wrapped around my
cock, I could feel the suction as she flexed her legs and slowly
pushed back up to let my cock travel back down the silken channel
of soft, clinging flesh. Then she reached out and grasped hold of
the back of the couch while she began to slowly pump up and down on
my cock.

Sliding my hands down off her waist,
I cupped the quivering cheeks of her ass to lift her and drop her
down on my thrusting penis. As she slowly bounced up and down on my
cock, her big tits began to flounce up and down in beat with the
pace of her bouncing butt. The dangling giants were fucking
fantastic as they softly flounced up and down, bobbling every time
she dropped down to take my cock back up inside her.

It was like having a thousand velvet
fingers clutching at my cock all at the same time as her hot, tight
cunt plucked and pulled on my pistoning cock.

“Oh—ohhhhhh—Oh, God—So fucking
big—Unh-unh-unh-Ohhhh-ohhhhhh-ohhhhh—” she babbled out as she
stroked her pussy up and down on me. This was so much better than
fantasizing about it.

Laura was beginning to sweat and I
wondered just how long she could last the way she was pumping up
and down on my cock. All the hairs on my groin and belly were wetly
plastered down by her sweat and the thick, hot goo gushing out of
her pussy as she rocked up and down splashing it all over me every
time our groins obscenely crashed together.

“Jamessssss—Jamessss—Oh, God, God,
God—” she suddenly squealed as she slammed down on my cock driving
it up into the hot clutch of her cunt as deep as it would
go.

Then her head flew back and she
began to shake and shiver. Her big, sweaty tits had stopped
flopping up and down and were now dangling down right in front of
my face, jiggling and rippling as she writhed on my penis. Leaning
up, I pursed my lips around one of the big, puffy nipples and began
to roughly suck on it while I lashed it with my tongue. Then I
grabbed hold of the other breast and began to squeeze and knead it
as Tommy’s mother was making strange, choking sounds like she was
choking.

While all that was going on, I could
feel spasming convulsions working through her cunt as it grabbed
and clutched at my embedded peter.

I don’t know how long it lasted, but
at last, with one last shuddering gasp, Laura went limp and slumped
down on my chest.

“Oh, God, James—that, that was
fantastic—” she whimpered as she tried to catch her
breath.

“It was better than I could have
ever imagined, Mrs. Ashton, uh, Laura,” I mumbled, straining,
holding my stiff hard peter shoved up inside her.

“I think I wore myself out,” she
smiled down at me as she flexed her legs again, pushing back up,
slowly easing her juice-lathered pussy up the length of my
slippery, drenched cock. Suddenly, I slipped out of her and my cock
wetly slapped down on my sweaty belly. “I’m afraid that you’re
going to have to take over...”

“My pleasure...” I grinned as I
watched her slowly sling her leg back over me as she dropped down
on the divan. Then with a soft grunt, she rolled over onto her back
and scooted back until her head was resting on the cushion that was
leaning against the arm. As she did, I saw that her drooling pussy
had left a little trail of pussy-juice behind it as it drug along
on the cushions below it. Then she kicked a long shapely leg up to
drape it over the top of the divan while her high heel scraped
across the floor when she spread her other leg out wide to expose
herself to me.

Turning. I got up on one knee and
let my other leg hang down over the edge of the cushion as I moved
up to her. Sliding my one bent leg between the leg she had draped
over the back of the divan and her butt, I slowly eased my cock
down inside the wet, slippery opening of her pussy.

“Yesssssss—” Laura hissed as she
rested her head on the arm of the couch and held onto her leg while
I thrust into her as deep as I could, driving myself down into the
hot, clutching depths of her cunt.

She was so wet and slippery, it was
only seconds before I was pounding into her with deep,
teeth-rattling strokes as she grabbed hold of the back of the couch
with one hand and curled her other arm around the arm to hold
on.

As I pounded her tight, little
pussy, her big, gravity-flattened tits were careening every which
way, while she started making her little moaning sounds
again.

“Oh—ohhhhhh—Oh,
God—Ohhhhhhhh—Unh-unh-unh—Ohhhh-ohhhhhh-ohhhhh—” she whimpered as
the couch creaked and groaned underneath us. I was ecstatic! All my
boyhood dreams coming true in one brilliant blaze of glory as I
fucked my Tommy’s mom. Oh, I know that kind of stuff is the fodder
of an untold number of stories along that line, but how many guys
could claim that they had actually fucked their best friend’s hot
mom? Not many, I bet, I giddily thought.

Laura’s head was rolling from side
to side and unintelligible, animal-like sounds were spewing out
from between her soft red lips as I pumped into her with
unrelenting determination. Now I’m not bragging, but I can go for a
pretty long time, and today I was going to make this dream of a
life time last as long as I could.

Then unbelievably, I felt the
muscles around her pussy begin to tighten around my cock again. Was
she going to have another orgasm, I wondered? So soon after the
first one? But there wasn’t any mistaking all the telltale signs as
I pumped into her harder and harder. Now I was determined to make
her come again.

Her eyes were tightly clenched and
there was a little effort frown creasing her forehead. Her big,
flicking nipples were hard and swollen and seemed darker. I could
feel her hamstrings tightening as her leg brushed against mine. The
muscles in her belly were quivering, straining as she clawed and
fought her way toward her second climax of the morning. Strangely,
the force of my blows were making her big tits swirl around in
circles on her chest just like a striper in a strip club. The only
thing she needed to complete the picture were some pasties with the
long tassels on them, I lewdly thought.

Suddenly, her whole body went rigid
again and she began to shake and tremble.

“Oh—oh—oh—Fuck-fuck-fuck—” she
cursed as her cunt squeezed down around my cock and gushes of
thick, creamy juice began to ooze out around my dick. The cushion
under her ass as well as her ass were both drenched with the
slippery goo as she groveled through her orgasm. She was holding
onto the couch so hard, her knuckles were white as she came and
came and came.

Stopping my pounding attack on her
pussy, I held my cock inside her and let her ride out her climax on
it as she strained back against me trying to get my cock even
deeper inside her. Then I felt her muscles slowly softening as she
slowly unclenched her hands and peeled her fingers back out of the
cushion.

“Sorry,” she murmured as she
reached down and tickled her long, red fingernails down my belly.
“I usually don’t come so quickly.”

“I’m not complaining,” I smiled
down at her.

Then she gently pushed on my belly
as she eased her juice-filled cunt back off my stiff, lathered
cock. With a funny little smile on her lips, she lay with her head
on the arm and her eyes closed.

“Would you like to fuck me in the
ass, James?” she softly murmured.

“Huh?” I dumbly muttered, thinking
my ears were playing tricks on me.

“I asked if you would like to fuck
me in the ass?” she smiled, swinging her long legs around and
dropping her high heels back down to the floor as she prepared to
stand up.

“Are you serious?” I asked her, not
believing that I could have even been lucky enough to fuck this
beautiful woman and now she was asking me if I wanted to fuck her
ass. Un-fucking believable.

“Yes, I’m serious—I like anal. Do
you?” she told me pushing up onto her high heels.

“Uh, yeah, yeah, I like anal,” I
blathered out. What guy doesn’t?

“Good...” she smiled as I pushed up
onto my feet beside the couch while she turned around and faced
it.

Then as I watched on in feverish
anticipation, she lifted a knee up on the couch and slowly crawled
up on it. Leaning over, she rested one arm on the back of the couch
and reached back with her other hand and clutched hold of one of
the cheeks of her beautiful, up-tilted ass. Then as I feverishly
gawked down at her, she pulled the cheek out to bare the little
puckered opening between the flawless, white cheeks of soft,
quivering ass.

“Do it...” she whispered, looking
over her shoulder and watching me as I grabbed hold of my cock and
moved up behind her.

This was the fantasy of all
fantasies—

Tommy’s Mom’s hot fucking
ASS!

I still couldn't believe
it.

Fitting the tip of my cock up
against the center of the fluted circle of darkened flesh, I leaned
forward and slowly pushed down into the tight, little pucker. I
could see that the tapered tip of my cock was coated with Laura’s
creamy juices as it easily slid down inside her asshole.

I could feel the opening stretching
and spreading itself as the head of my cock easily penetrated the
little sphincter. Then I grunted and shoved the rest of my eight
inches down into the tight, hot clutch of Laura’s beautiful, white
ass.

 

“Unnnhhhhhhhhh—” Laura groaned out
as I stretched her asshole wide open and slid down inside her ass.
I thought her pussy was tight, but her ass? Oh, God, it was so
fucking much tighter—

With the strangling tightness of her
widely-stretched sphincter clasping tighter and tighter, I pushed
in deeper and deeper.

I stopped and slowly backed up for a
second. Then, feeling her push back at me, I began to push in again
until finally, I felt my belly nudge up against Laura’s soft,
cushiony butt as her widely-stretched anus was wrapped around the
base of my cock.

“So fucking big,” she groaned,
straining back against me and taking me even deeper. “Fuck me,
James...fuck my ass—“ she whispered.

I rocked back and drove into her ass
balls deep as my belly slapped up against her rippling ass. Then I
began to pound into her with deep, penetrating thrusts that drove
me so deep, I could feel the head of my cock squeezing through a
second tightness deep inside her ass. It was a weird sensation as I
continued to furiously hump her ass. As I did, my big balls were
swinging back and forth, slapping up against her empty pussy every
time I slammed into her. Then I realized that Laura must be playing
with her clit as I could feel the tips of her fingernails brushing
against my balls.

This was so fucking out of the box
crazy. I’d had every hole Tommy’s mom had to offer and I was still
going strong. There was just something about it that made me want
to keep going on and on and on. I wanted to fuck her until I
couldn’t fuck her anymore and then still fuck her some
more.

“Yes-yes-yes—” Laura hissed as she
rocked back against me every time I drove down into the sucking
tightness of her beautiful ass. Laura had to have the most
beautiful ass in the whole world, I told myself as I clutched hold
of the soft, giving flesh and pumped deep inside its clinging
warmth. Even though I wanted it to last forever, I could feel the
burn in the head of my dick building toward eruption. And I knew
that it was going to be a big one. Maybe the biggest one of my
life. It felt like there was at least a gallon of cum in my
flopping balls, pulling them down as they swung back and forth down
under my pistoning dick. But every time they slapped up against
Laura’s pussy and fingers, they scrunched up tighter against my
pounding cock bringing me one step closer to my finish.

The burn down inside my cock was
becoming unbearable and I knew I couldn’t hold it back much
longer.

“Oh-God-oh-God-I’m gonna come—” I
growled out as I pumped into Laura’s ass harder and
harder.

Then all of a sudden, Laura jerked
forward just as I pulled back and my cock popped out of her
asshole.

“FUCK—“ I cursed. What the fuck was
she doing? I wanted to come! I wanted to come in her hot, fucking
ass!

“No-No-No-In my mouth—” she
babbled, spinning off the couch and dropping to her knees in front
of me.

I had no choice as I grabbed hold of
my cock and began to stroke it. It only took a few strokes as Laura
stood on her knees in front of my with her mouth open to catch my
creamy offering.

It felt like a hand grenade going
off inside my cock when I finally did explode. A spasm of electric
pleasure tore through my peter as it jerked and a giant gush of
creamy cum shot out of it. Staring down at Laura in an impotent
rage, I saw half of the wad shoot into Laura’s open mouth and the
other half splash onto her lips and chin.

As it did, Laura stuck out her
tongue and caught the second spurt of cum.

Squeezing and stroking, I kept
coaxing more and more cum out of my spewing, squirting cock as
Laura ravenously gobbled it down.

Laura didn’t flinch as she took
every single spurt on her face and in her mouth. I lost track of
time and I didn’t know how long it was before I was finished. But
when I did, I saw that Laura’s pretty face was covered with gobs of
thick, creamy cum.

And then as a finishing touch, she
sucked my depleted cock into her mouth to try and bring out any
remaining jism.

Finally, with one last suck, Laura
leaned back and pushed up onto her high heels. Her face was a mess
with big gobs of cum everywhere. There was so much of the gooey
cream, it was coalescing and running down her face to slowly drip
down off her chin in long, stringy strands to land on her big boobs
where it resumed its downward journey toward her
nipples.

“Well, you certainly made a mess,”
Laura softly laughed.

“Sorry,” I apologized watching
Laura lick her tongue around her cum-covered lips and then wipe her
finger across her cummy chin. Then with a lecherous smile, she
raised her hand up and let a long a drop of the gooey jism drip
down onto her tongue.

Dropping her hand back down, she
gave my wilted cock a squeeze. Then with a toss of her head, she
said “I’ll be back in a minute,” and started clacking across the
room. As she did, I watched the way her gorgeous ass quivered and
rippled with each step she took. And to think, only moments before
I had had my dick buried down inside it. It was enough to make your
fucking head spin, I laughed to myself as Laura disappeared around
the corner.

So now what, I wondered? Glancing
down at my watch, I saw that it was twelve fifteen. If Tom and
Tommy weren’t coming back until tomorrow, that meant we had all
afternoon and evening to party. But I certainly didn’t want to wear
out my welcome. This was too good a thing to ruin by doing that.
Then I saw Laura come strolling into the room with her big tits
bobbling and jiggling and her hips seductively rolling from side to
side. Her face was clean now and gone was the splatters of cum that
had dotted her tits earlier.

“Boy, I didn’t know just how big a
mess you had made,” she softly laughed as she clacked up to the
coffee table and poured herself another glass of lemonade. “You
want a refill, too?” she asked me as she held the pitcher over my
empty glass.

“Sure, as long as you’re at it,” I
smiled.

When she turned to walk over to the
bar, I saw that even her delightful ass was now squeaky
clean.

“So, what do you want to do now?” I
heard her ask as she tipped up the bottle and slowly topped off our
glasses with vodka.

“I don’t know, but I’m getting a
little hungry,” I grinned back at her.

“You want me to fix you a
sandwich?” she asked, setting the bottle down and picking up our
drinks.

“Maybe later, but that’s not what
I’ve got on my mind at the moment,” I chuckled, watching her
swishing her way back over to the couch carrying our
drinks.

“Just what did you have in mind
then,” she grinned as she stepped directly in front of me and
turned to face away from me. Leaning down over the coffee table,
she set the glasses down on the coffee table and then thrust her
ass back at me. As she did, her pussy was no more than a couple of
inches away from my lips as I stared down at the thick-lips hanging
down just below the crack of her ass. She was so close now, I could
see that the lips bordering the pink valley were coated with a
sheen of her glistening juice. And there was no mistaking her
arousal as the scent of her sex filled the air around my
head.

“Something like this,” I said,
flicking out my tongue and leaning toward her. Then starting at her
clit, I slowly licked my way up the juice-filled vestibule between
the fleshy lips.

Then I kissed higher, up across the
tiny stretch of smooth skin between her pussy and the opening of
her sweet, little asshole and then over the pucker
itself.

“Oh, that tickles,” she giggled,
waggling her ass from side to side.

“Don’t you like to be tickled,” I
grinned, circling my tongue around the little circle of fluted
flesh.

“Yes...” she laughed, pushing up
off the coffee to stand back up. “But I also like to be
comfortable. Come on let’s go back to my bedroom.”

“Deal,” I laughed, pushing up in
front of her. Then on an impulse, I pulled her into my arms and
planted a deep, wet kiss right on her lips. Our first kiss. She
seemed surprised at first but she quickly returned the kiss,
thrusting her tongue deep inside my mouth. Her hands curled up
behind my head as our open mouths warred, tongues thrusting,
twisting, probing. Dropping my hands down her back, I grabbed two
handfuls of soft, giving ass-flesh and roughly pulled her against
me as I felt a spark of energy tickle through my cock.

Kissing me back, Laura thrust her
big breasts against my chest. As she did, I could feel her hard,
rubbery nipples digging into my pecs. I suddenly realized that I
was consumed with love for this beautiful woman. A love so deep and
profound, I’d never felt anything like it before. But alas she was
someone else’s woman. I was only a temporary plaything for
her.

Finally, Laura broke the kiss and
stepped back. I could see that she was breathing hard as her chest
heaved up and down making her big, sweaty tits pitch and joggle.
Then she grabbed hold of my hand and pulled me toward the door
leading into the back of the house.

“Come—” she panted as she clopped
out of the living room and into the hallway leading back to her
bedroom.

Reaching her bedroom, she threw open
the door and tugged me across to her unmade bed. Letting go of my
hand, she quickly crawled up on bed. Standing on her knees with her
head and shoulders resting on the bed, she tilted her cute, little
butt up in the air to bare the juicy, thick-lipped gash that lay
just below the crack running down the center of her ass.

“Is this what you’re hungering
for?” she softly giggled, wagging her butt from side to
side.

“Yesssss—” I hissed, crawling up
behind her and quickly burying my face down in the crack of her
lovely ass. Flicking my tongue out, I slowly licked it over her
clit, up the dew-filled gorge between the ruffled lips, across her
bald peritoneum and back onto the pucker of her sweet, little
asshole.

“Mmmmmmmmm...” Laura murmured,
pushing back against my probing tongue as the tip of my tongue
slipped a little way inside the tight clench of her
anus.

“My clit needs some attention,
too,” she complained, leaning away from my probing tongue, rolling
over onto her side, kicking her leg up in the air and then rolling
over onto her back.

As she did, she flung her long legs
apart and ran her hand down to the drooling slit between them.
“This... this is what needs your attention,” she whispered roughly
rubbing her finger back and forth across the jutting
nub.

Moving higher, I slowly licked up
the silky smoothness of her inner thighs as I teasingly made my way
up toward her drooling cunt. Then I felt her fingernails dig down
into hair as she pulled me higher, guiding me up toward her clit.
Following the smell of her overheated cunt, I licked higher and
higher until my lips finally brushed velvet softness of her sex.
The folds of flesh framing the very core of her femininity were
incredibly soft... and wet. Licking my tongue up the oozing slit, I
reveled in the taste of the honey liqueur bubbling up out of it.
The taste was astonishingly sweet. It tasted of sex, of woman, of
arousal, but mostly it tasted of Tommy’s Mom, Laura. And I loved
the pheromone-laced message that smell was relaying to my reeling
brain. The message of her burning need for release.

“My clit—lick my clit—” I heard
Laura urgently demand as her fingernails dug in and she tried to
guide my tongue up to her clit. Relenting, I roughly lapped my
tongue across the hard, little nub and heard a gurgle bubble out
from between Laura’s lips.

“Yesssssssss—lick it—lick it—lick
it—” she hissed thrusting her pussy up against my licking, lapping
tongue. Easing a finger down inside the moist warmth of her pussy,
I raked my tongue back and forth across her clit, fluttering it all
around and over the jutting, pink pearl.

Laura was making soft mewing sounds
as she rolled her butt around on the bed and thrust herself back
against my relentless attack on her vulnerably-exposed clitoris.
Out of the corner of my eyes, I could see that she had her high
heels dug down into the mattress giving her leverage to push up
against my fluttering, licking assault on her clit. The ripe,
pungent scent of her arousal filled the air, making breathing
difficult as more and more thick, sticky honey bubbled up out of
her cunt while she ground it against my cream-coated
chin.

This was Tommy’s fucking Mother! I’d
fantasized about doing this a thousand times, but it was never this
good in my fantasies as I feasted upon the succulent treasure
between her gorgeous fucking legs.

“Fuck-Yes-So close-” she babbled
out as her back began to slowly arch up off the bed. Grinding her
shoulders and ass against the mattress, she thrust her taut belly
up in the air and flung her arms out to grabbed handfuls of bed
sheets. Her eyes were clenched shut, her chin pointing up at the
ceiling and the back of her head was digging down into the mattress
as she drew closer and closer to her release. Her giant tits,
crushed flat on chest by their weight, were softly jiggling and
quivering as she clawed her way closer and closer.

“Ohhhhhh—Goddddddd-” she finally
screamed out as her whole body suddenly stiffened and began to
shake. I could feel the taut muscles in her legs trembling and
straining as she clamped me between them and ground her cunt
against my mouth. The muscles in her belly were drawn as tight as a
bowstring as she came in loud, choking gasps.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Commmminnngggg—”
she moaned out as her body continued to jerk and twitch. My chin
and throat were drenched in the sticky goo pouring out through the
juice-slathered opening of her spewing cunt. I’d never seen a woman
come so hard...and so long, as Laura continued to grovel and
flounder her way through her orgasm.

At last, just when I was beginning
to think it would go on forever, Laura gave out one final whimper
and slumped back down onto the bed. At first, I thought maybe I’d
killed her as there wasn’t a hint of movement anywhere. Her chest
wasn’t even moving, her tits not even jiggling.

Then, finally, Laura gave out a
croaking groan and her chest shuddered to life making her big,
gravity-crushed tits heave and flounder as she tried to catch her
breath.

“That was the best one ever,” she
whispered when she finally caught her breath.

“Ever?” I grinned, figuring that
she was probably pulling my leg.

“Ever—” she declared as I slowly
rolled over her leg and scooted up beside her. That would really be
something if it was, I told myself. Hell, she’d been married to
Tommy’s dad for more than twenty years.

“Really?” I dubiously
asked.

“Yes, really, James. What reason is
there for me to lie?”

“To make me feel
better?”

“There are some things I don’t lie
about, James—“

“Wow. How about that—” I proudly
proclaimed.

Then smiling, Laura ran her hand
down to the proud evidence of my manhood jutting up out of my hairy
groin announcing my masculinity and arousal.

“You want to do it again?” I heard
Laura ask as she gave my stiff cock a squeeze.

“You want me to eat you again?” I
dumbly asked, a little disappointed that she was leaving me out of
the action.

“No, Silly...do you want to fuck me
again?” she softly laughed squeezing harder.

“Oh,” I grinned, relieved that she
had included me this time.

Rolling over, I pushed up onto my
hands and knees then crawled up between her outstretched legs.
Looking down, I watched Laura grasp hold of my big, bobbing cock
and push it down toward the oozing opening of her pussy. Seating
the rounded tip of my cockhead down inside the opening, she let go
of it and kicked her legs out to the side.

“Fuck me, James—” she whispered
holding onto her calves while I pushed down inside the hot clutch
of her cunt.

I pushed in deeper and deeper into
the hot, clinging depths of her cunt. With her legs splayed out to
the side opening herself to me, I felt her tight, clinging cunt
sucking me down into the liquid heat between her legs.

“Fuck me, James—Fuck me hard—”
Laura growled, humping up against me and grinding her groin against
mine. “I need a good fucking, really, really bad.”

Glad to oblige her, I jerked back,
partially out of the tight clutch of her pussy and then with a loud
grunt drove back into her as hard as I could. Our bodies slapped
together with a noisy, wet splat. Then I began to fuck her with
every ounce of energy I had. In and out, in and out, in and out, I
drove my cock in and out of the clutching muck between her
out-splayed legs as fast and deep as I could. There was no pretense
now. This was fucking. Ball-busting, dick-slashing, cunt-trashing
fucking. There was no other word for it. It wasn’t making love.
This was fucking for the sake of fucking and nothing
else.

Laura’s fingers and fingernails
became weapons as she clawed and scratched at my bounding ass
trying to get it to work faster while her heels beat against the
back of my thighs. Wanting to add to the impetus of my pounding
blows, I eased my hands under her and curled them around her
shoulders. Then I jerked her down onto my thrusting penis every
time I drove it up into the clutching depths of her
cunt.

Laura’s head was thrown back,
twisting from side to side, lashing the bed with her hair as she
moaned out her acceptance.

The bed was creaking and groaning
out its cacophonous accompaniment
to the coarse, vulgar sounds of our fucking. I just hoped we didn’t
break it. That might be hard to explain to her husband.

Laura was staring up at me with a
crazed, lost look in her big, green eyes as we fucked like
lust-crazed monkeys. There was no quarter given and none taken as
we fucked and fucked and fucked. Sweat was pouring off me, running
down, dripping down onto Laura’s big tits as they undulated up and
down underneath me.

I lost count of the number of
orgasms Laura had as we fucked on into the afternoon, but at last I
couldn’t hold it back any longer and I erupted. It felt like my
balls were melting and pouring out into the hot, sucking hole
between Laura’s legs as I pumped out more and more and more cum
into her gluttonous cunt.

But when it was over, I found out
that Laura wasn’t through with me. She was ravenous and with
occasional pauses to recharge our batteries and refuel, we spent
the rest of the afternoon and evening rewriting the Kama
Sutra.

By the time I left at around nine
o’clock that night, I don’t think I had a single sperm left in my
achinglempty balls. Laura and her insatiable mouth, pussy and ass
had sucked my balls dry so many times I’d lost count…
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While that wasn’t the last time I
ever visited Laura Ashton, it was definitely the most thrilling day
of my life...and I’ll never forget it...

 


The End
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