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Breeding My Best Friend’s Busty Mom



The summer heat pressed down on me like a warm, wet blanket as I pulled into Jake’s driveway. His car was gone, just like it had been for the last two days. Ten weeks. That’s how long my best friend was going to be away on his stupid corporate internship. Ten weeks of me having free rein of his house…and more importantly, free access to his mom.

I killed the engine and sat there for a second, my cock already half-hard just thinking about it. Vanessa. Jake’s mom. The woman I’d been jerking off to since I was old enough to know what jerking off was.

I grabbed the small toolbox from my passenger seat as a cover story and headed up the walkway. Before I could even knock, the front door opened.

There she was.

Vanessa stood in the doorway wearing a thin white tank top that was clearly two sizes too small and a pair of black yoga pants that hugged every curve like they were painted on. Her massive J-cup tits strained against the fabric, heavy and full, with no bra to hide her thick nipples that were already poking through. Her long dark hair was pulled up in a messy bun, a few strands sticking to her flushed neck from the heat. Wide hips, thick thighs, and that soft, fertile belly that made my breeding instincts go fucking feral.

“Ryan!” she said, her face lighting up with a warm smile. “You didn’t have to come over so soon, honey. Jake only left two days ago.”

“I know,” I replied, stepping inside and letting my eyes drift down to her chest for just a second. “But you said you needed some stuff done around the house. Figured I’d get a head start before it gets too hot.”

She closed the door behind me, and I caught a whiff of her scent—vanilla lotion mixed with something warmer, more feminine. My cock twitched.

“You’re such a good friend to Jake,” she said softly, leading me into the kitchen. Her ass swayed in those yoga pants with every step. “I don’t know what I’d do without you boys.”

The kitchen was bright, sunlight pouring in through the big windows. Vanessa leaned against the counter, and her heavy tits rested on the granite, spilling slightly out of her tank top. I had to force myself not to stare.

“So…what needs fixing?” I asked, setting the toolbox down.

She sighed, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “The shelf in the garage keeps falling. The lawn mower is acting up again. And there’s that big box of Jake’s old stuff in the basement I need moved.” She gave a little laugh. “I feel so useless sometimes. Mike was always the one who handled this stuff before the divorce.”

Her voice got a little quieter on the last part. I knew she’d been lonely. Jake had told me the divorce hit her harder than she let on. Two years single. No dates. Just this big empty house.

“You’re not useless, Vanessa,” I said, stepping a little closer. “You look…incredible, actually. Seriously. I don’t know how you stay in such good shape.”

She blushed, her cheeks turning pink. Her eyes flicked down to my chest and arms for a moment before she looked away.

“Oh stop it,” she said with a nervous laugh. “I’m forty-two. These days I mostly just feel old and…overlooked.”

“You’re definitely not overlooked,” I said, letting my voice drop a little. “Not by me, at least.”

The air between us thickened. She bit her lower lip, those full, soft lips that I’d imagined wrapped around my cock a thousand times. For a second I thought she might say something, but instead she cleared her throat and turned toward the fridge.

“Can I get you something cold to drink before you start? It’s so hot out today.”

“Yeah, that’d be great.”

She bent over to grab a pitcher of iced tea from the bottom shelf, and her yoga pants stretched tight across her fat ass. The outline of her pussy lips was visible for a brief, glorious second. My cock went from half-hard to fully throbbing in my shorts.

When she turned back around, her nipples were even harder. She handed me the glass, and our fingers brushed. She didn’t pull away immediately.

“Thanks for helping, Ryan,” she said softly, her voice a little breathier than before. “It means a lot. I’ve been…kind of lonely with Jake gone. The house is too quiet.”

“I’m here as much as you need me,” I replied, holding her gaze. “For anything.”

She held eye contact a second longer than she should have, then looked away with another blush.

“Well…the tools for the shelf are in the garage. I’m going to go change into something cooler while you get started. These clothes are sticking to me.”

I nodded, watching her ass as she walked away.

This was going to be a very long, very hot summer.


• • •


I spent the next twenty minutes in the garage pretending to fix the wobbly shelf, but my mind was nowhere near power tools. All I could think about was the way Vanessa’s massive tits had moved when she walked away, and how those tight yoga pants had outlined her pussy like a fucking invitation.

When the shelf was finally secure, I wiped the sweat from my forehead and headed back inside for a cold drink. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioner. I was halfway to the kitchen when I heard it.

A soft, breathy moan coming from down the hall.

I froze. The sound was unmistakable—feminine, needy, and coming from the master bedroom. The door was open just a crack, maybe three inches. Just enough.

My heart started hammering as I quietly moved closer. I told myself I should turn around. That this was crossing a line. But my feet kept moving until I was right there, peering through the gap.

Vanessa was on her bed.

She’d changed into a short silk robe that had fallen completely open. Her enormous J-cup breasts spilled out heavily, nipples stiff and dark pink. One of her hands was squeezing her left tit hard, fingers sinking deep into the soft flesh, while her other hand worked between her thick thighs.

She had a thick pink vibrator pressed against her clit, moving it in slow, desperate circles. Her hips were rolling up to meet it, her pussy visibly wet and glistening. Those full lips were parted, and another low moan escaped her as she pinched her nipple.

“Oh god…fuck…” she whispered, her voice thick with frustration. “I need it so bad…need a real cock…”

My own cock surged to full hardness in my shorts, throbbing painfully. I couldn’t look away.

She slid two fingers inside herself while keeping the vibrator on her clit, pumping them slowly. Her huge tits jiggled with every movement.

“Why can’t I just get properly fucked…” she gasped, eyes closed, head tilted back. “Just once…a big, thick cock filling me up…breeding me like I need…”

My breath caught. She said breeding. The word hit me like a lightning bolt straight to my balls.

Vanessa’s breathing was getting faster. Her thighs started to tremble. She fucked herself harder with her fingers, grinding the vibrator against her swollen clit.

“Yes…yes…fill me up…put a baby in me…” she whimpered, lost in her fantasy.

Her body suddenly arched hard off the bed as she came. A long, shaky moan poured out of her as her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers. She kept the vibrator pressed tight against her clit through the whole orgasm, milking every second of pleasure.

I stood there frozen, cock leaking precum into my boxers, barely breathing.

Finally, she collapsed back onto the mattress, panting. She slowly pulled her fingers out, glistening with her juices, and let the vibrator drop beside her. For a moment she just lay there, robe wide open, massive tits rising and falling, her creamy pussy still exposed and twitching.

Then she sat up.

I quickly stepped back, but it was too late. She stood up, loosely tying her robe as she walked toward the door. When she pulled it open and saw me standing right there, she froze.

“Ryan!” she gasped, eyes wide with shock. Her face went bright red. “Oh my god…how long have you been standing there?”

I didn’t even try to lie.

“Long enough,” I said quietly, my voice low and rough. My eyes dropped to her chest. The robe was barely holding together, and her hard nipples were clearly visible through the thin silk.

Vanessa clutched the front of her robe tighter, but it only made her cleavage deeper. “This isn’t… I didn’t… You shouldn’t have seen that.”

“I heard what you said,” I told her, stepping closer. “About needing to be fucked. About wanting to be bred.”

She made a soft, embarrassed sound and looked away, but I noticed her thighs pressed together.

“Ryan, please,” she whispered. “I’m Jake’s mother. This is so wrong. I’m forty-two years old. You’re my son’s best friend.”

“I know exactly who you are,” I said, moving even closer until I could smell her arousal mixed with her vanilla lotion. “And I’ve wanted you for years, Vanessa. Every time I came over, every time I saw you in these tight clothes… I’ve jerked off thinking about you more times than I can count.”

Her breathing was getting faster again. Her nipples were so hard they looked painful.

“We can’t,” she said weakly, but she didn’t move away. “Jake would… This is crazy…”

I reached out slowly and brushed my fingers along her waist, just above where the robe was tied. She shivered.

“Tell me to leave right now and I will,” I said, voice low. “But I think you want this as badly as I do.”

Vanessa looked up at me, her eyes dark with lust and conflict. Her full lips were parted. Her chest was heaving.

The tension between us was electric.

Vanessa stood there in the hallway, silk robe barely tied
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