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I rubbed my hands nervously after I rang Cassie’s doorbell, hoping I didn’t catch her or her family at a bad time. The curtains were open and her car was in the driveway, at least. I could see inside the living room from the front porch, and the television was on and playing a commercial for allergy medication.

Cassandra Notti, or Cassie as I always called her, had been my best friend since sixth grade. We met in math class, trading multicolored gel pens with each other, and were inseparable since. Well, at least until college, anyway. 

I got accepted at Cardinalis University in western Massachusetts, while Cassie stayed local and enrolled herself at Tri-River Community College. She finished her associate’s degree, and decided higher education wasn’t her thing; I went on to pursue my bachelor’s degree in English with aspirations to go even further. 

Between a rough home life and the desire to find myself, I decided to live on campus for the entire four years. During the summers, I would find any excuse I could to stay away from home, relishing the freedom I had discovered on my own. I still kept in touch with Cassie – we texted all the time, and met for dinner or drinks in the rare instances our schedules lined up, but it had been literal years since I visited her at home. 

I had taken the last of my finals early, and had stopped back at my mother’s place to collect the last of my things. It was hard to call it a childhood home, considering how little time I actually spent there. But I had left a few boxes of books and Magic: The Gathering cards in my old room, and didn’t know the next time I’d be back to get them. 

I hoped to drop by and surprise Cassie while I was still in the area, but as I stood on her front porch and squinted at the afternoon sun, I realized I should have probably told her first. I thought about ringing the doorbell again, and decided against it. Either she wasn’t home, or she was busy, and in either case I should just text her and let her know I wanted to hang out. I felt stupid showing up unannounced in the age of instant communication. 

I stepped back off her porch, adjusting the backpack that hung off my shoulder, and took a quick picture of Abby’s car in the driveway. I pulled up our text thread, and went to send it to her with the message “Stalking you, bitch,” when I heard her front door swing open. 

Framed in the full-view storm door stood Cassie’s incredibly attractive and massively busty mother, Ms. Stephanie Notti. Her deep brown eyes, glinting in the late afternoon sun, wrinkled gently with a smile as we met each other’s gaze. Her warm brown hair curled around her shoulders, the lightly coiled locks tinted with faded highlights, and framed her gorgeous, diamond-shaped face. 

She had on a halter top dress, white with red polkadots and a flared bottom, cut low to show off her ample cleavage. A silver and pearl necklace hung on her chest, matched by the large pearls in her ear lobes. The shimmering jewelry enhanced her perfectly white teeth and impeccable smile. Dark red tinted her lips and light eyeshadow dusted her lids, the perfect amount of makeup to accentuate her already stunning features. 

“Well, if it isn’t little Miss Vivian Castlemire!” Ms. Notti exclaimed, eyes widening with surprise as she swung open the storm door. “Not so little anymore, I see!” 

“Hey Ms. Notti!” I said cheerfully, raising a hand to give her a shy wave. 

“Oh my gosh, it’s been, what, close to four years now?” Ms. Notti said, stepping out onto her front porch. “How have you been?” 

“Good, good,” I said, trying hard not to look at her breasts. The way her dress hugged them, pushed them up and almost out of her halter top, was incredibly distracting. “Busy, but good!” I laughed, harder than I intended, but I felt more anxious in front of Cassie’s mom than I had expected.  

“I can imagine. I barely had any free time when I was in college,” Ms. Notti said, looking down at me appraisingly. She was always a tall woman, but in the moment absolutely towered over me in her chunky, cork heels. “I need to give you a hug, it’s like my other daughter has come home!” 

She stepped down the stairs, arms open for an embrace, and I awkwardly returned the gesture. Physical contact always made me stiffen up, and as I wrapped my arms around Ms. Notti’s lower back, her chest pressed into my face. She smelled light and fruity, yet floral at the same time, her perfume as unchanging as her seemingly ageless complexion. The notes of jasmine, violet, and musky sandalwood made my stomach flutter, taking me back to my teenage years spent under her roof. 

Her aroma almost distracted me from the massive amounts of boob meat she ground into my cheek as she squeezed me. The warm, slightly damp flesh of her tits flattened out around the side of my head, and my pussy quivered as she held me there.  

“I’ve missed you so much, Vi,” Ms. Notti cooed. The way she said my nickname made my crotch throb again, and I had to practically wipe drool off my lip when she eventually pulled away. 

“Me too, Ms. Notti,” I said, my cheeks warm as I blushed. 

“Please, that makes me feel so old,” she balked, waving my words away. “Call me Stephanie.”

“Sure, sorry Stephanie,” I replied, rubbing my forearm out of nervousness. 

“But I know you’re not here for me,” Stephanie chuckled, brushing a stray strand of hair out of her face. “Unfortunately, my daughter has decided to spend the day with Keith, and I can’t say when she’ll be back. She wasn’t expecting you, was she?”

“Ah, shit, no,” I said, pressing my lips together. I fucking hated Keith. “I was kinda hoping I could surprise her,” I continued, face fully flush now. 

“For a second I thought she ditched you,” Stephanie said, furrowing her brow. “Not that I’d be surprised, given that boy’s track record.” 

“Not a fan of him either?” I asked, sensing the tension. 

“God, no!” Stephanie barked, her expression quickly shifting to disgust. “And the two of them know it.” 

“I don’t know what she sees in him,” I said, crossing my arms and adjusting my stance.

“Good dick, I’d have to imagine,” Stephanie said. I gasped at the comment, before we both fell apart with laughter. 

“Shit, well, I guess I can text her and try to come back around later,” I said, not sure what to do with myself in the meantime. 

“Nonsense,” Stephanie shook her head. “You came all this way to see her, I can’t turn you away. Come inside, relax, and you can wait for her to come back. If you’re not busy, that is.”

“Not at all,” I said, biting my lower lip. “Are you sure it’s okay? I don’t want to impose.” 

“Vi, my home is always open to you,” Stephanie said, putting her hand on my arm. “Please, I can get you a drink and you can tell me all about school.” 

“Yeah, sure,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “I’d like that.” 

“Awesome!” Stephanie said, her face lighting up. “Then get inside before I start to sweat. It’s hot as balls out here!” 

*  *  *
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“What’s the craziest thing you did during your time on campus?” Stephanie asked, handing me another wine glass filled almost to the brim with a Cabernet Sauvignon she had just popped the cork out of. She had a new glass of her own, and took a heavy sip as she sat on the plush love seat next to me. 

“Craziest?” I asked, having fully well heard her but stalling for time. “God, are you really making me go there?” 

“Oh, come on!” Stephanie teased, crossing her legs carefully to avoid any unwarranted upskirt. “If I tell you mine, will you tell me yours?” 

“You have a crazy college story?” I asked, raising an eyebrow and the glass of wine. 

“I’ll have you know, I was a bit of a wild child before I met Cassie’s mother,” Stephanie smirked, leaning back with a look on her face that made me desperate to hear more. 

“No way, you?” I said, giving her a look that dared her to continue. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Stephanie said, putting a hand to her chest to quite literally clutch her pearls. 

“Nothing, just,” I started, choosing my next words carefully. Two glasses of wine had already hindered my inhibitions, and I didn
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