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A voluptuous blonde
languidly strolled down the aisle of the auditorium looking for a
good seat. Heads turned as she passed, but this was not a new
occurrence for Marla Singleton. When you ooze sex appeal as she
does you are bound to draw male attention.

Marla slid past a group of
attendees already seated in the third row. Her luscious curves
nearly brushing up against several men leaning back in their seats.
She smiled as the gawking men got sharp elbows to the ribs from
their wives for staring just a little too long as her ample assets.
At 45 years old, Marla still had it and she knew it. The recent
divorcee reveled in her newly found freedom, shamelessly flaunting
her God-given sex appeal at every available opportunity.

Much to the dismay of the
mothers and girlfriends of the Lambda Chi Alpha fraternity members,
Marla had been the resident house mother during her son Joel’s
brotherhood. Her sexy demeanor and overtly mothering ways had
become the talk of the greek community. Marla doted on her Joel and
the rest of the Lambda boys. She referred to them as her “Lambs”
and cared for each and every one of the boys as if they were her
own.

It wasn’t so much her love
and care that got the attention of the male students at Boston
University, but rather the way she carried it out. Marla was a dead
ringer for Marilyn Monroe in every way that counts. It was a
regular occurrence to find her in the kitchen in barely-there
lingerie flipping pancakes for her Lambs. Joel had grown accustomed
to his mother’s exhibitionism and was completely unphased, but the
other fraternity brothers simply lapped it up.

The table was always
crowded at mealtime as the fraternity boys clamored to get a look
at their sensual house mother. All eyes were on Marla as she leaned
over to serve her boys their meals, her humongous breasts nearly
spilling onto their plates. Marla knew that she was on display, but
she loved it. Having the Lambda brothers drooling over her made her
feel young and sexy, something her ex-husband had never
done.

Her big blue eyes welled up
as her Joel walked across the stage accepting his diploma. It was a
bitter-sweet day for Marla. Joel’s graduation meant her baby boy
was moving on, and by default so was she. Marla knew full well that
she had no reason to be at the Lambda house once Joel had
graduated, but she desperately hated to go. The Lambda boys hated
it too, so much in fact, that they had planned a special going away
party that night in her honor.

The chapter president
Cameron Biles tried his hardest to get Marla to stay on as their
house mother. He and his fellow fraternity brother Jackson had come
up with the idea of a party to show her how much she meant to them
as bait for her to stay. Cameron had harbored a crush on the woman
from the first day they met. He never saw her as a mother figure,
rather, he saw Marla for who she was, a vivacious, incredibly sexy
woman.

Making her way back to the
lobby after the ceremony, all eyes were once again glued to Marla’s
shapely ass and protruding breasts as she trotted toward her son.
Her tight white dress left nothing to the imagination as she joined
a group of her Lambs congratulating each other on
graduating.

“I am so proud of you
boys!” Marla gushed, taking several of the fraternity boys into her
arms. She pressed so hard against them she nearly spilled out of
her top.

“Thanks, Marla,” Cameron
said, taking full advantage of her open arms. He felt his manhood
stir as her tits smashed against his chest. He could feel her
hardened nipples through the thin fabric of his graduation
gown.

“I can’t wait to see what
you boys have planned for tonight,” Marla said, winking at Cameron.
Her seductive overture made his heart pound in his heaving
chest.

“Shit, that’s tonight? I’m
sorry Mom, but I can’t make it. I already told Jamie I would join
her and her parents for dinner.” Joel said, angry with himself for
the stupid oversight.

“It’s OK sweetheart, that
Jamie is such a doll! You have a good time with your girlfriend,
and I am sure my Lambs will make sure I have a good time.” Marla
said, squeezing her son’s hand.

“Yeah man, don’t worry
about Marla, we will take good care of her,” Jackson said, draping
his arm over her shoulder.

“See baby, you have nothing
to worry about. Now, you run along and I will see you later. Shall
we boys?” Marla asked, turning and leaving arm in arm with Jackson
and Cameron.

The sun was setting as
Marla and the Lambda brothers returned to the huge brick colonial.
The bulk of the frat boys who were not at the graduation were busy
setting up for the party and concocting their famous “bug juice”.
The deceivingly potent slurry of juice and alcohol was a staple at
the Lambda parties.

Walking through the
threshold of the house, Marla was greeted with a deafening round of
applause. Her cheeks burned bright red from the sudden overwhelming
adulation. She knew the boys appreciated her mothering, but
cumulative love nearly knocked her on her ass.

“Thank you, boys! I have
loved being your house mother and I am going to miss every single
one of you,” Marla said, conjuring another hearty round of
applause. “Now enough of this sappy shit, let’s get this party
started!” She hollered into the sea of party goes. A random hand
delivered a full cup of bug juice to Marla, and she gulped the
sweet liquid down.

Making her way around the
house, Marla stopped at each room spending time with each of her
Lambs. As
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