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A Vacation with Mom's Massive Tits

Everyone in this story is fictional, and over the age of 18. I haven't put a story out in a while and wanted to put something out. I came up with this quickly. It's a bit of a slow burn, but there's pretty good action throughout the whole thing. I'll probably continue this story if there's enough interest in it. I'm working on my writing and I don't have an editor, so go easy on me. Hope you enjoy.

_______________________

When I stepped out of the airport, my face was hit with a rush of air that was hot and muggy. It almost felt like I was choking, just from how much moisture there was.

"Shit," my mother said. "Isn't that a warm welcome?"

"You're telling me," I said.

We had just arrived at Hawaii International Airport for our summer vacation. It was just my mom and me. In fact, it had been just my mom and me for as long as I could remember. My parents divorced when I was still a toddler, maybe 2 or 3 years old. Either way, it's too young for me to remember any of it.

I don't know too much about why they divorced. The most I ever got out of my mom was that he had "changed" from when she had first met him. Every once in a while, he would become a topic of conversation at a family gathering, but it was hard to decipher what was actually reality in the midst of those discussions. My grandma suggested he was a big drinker, but I did not know how much truth there was to that.

Every once in a while, I would see my dad. Mostly at big events, like funerals or weddings. It was usually too awkward for us to actually have any meaningful conversations with each other.

"I'm going to get us an Uber," said my mom while trying to shield her eyes from the sun. "Our place should only be a couple of miles from here."

It wasn't unusual for my mom and me to take trips alone together. In fact, we had taken plenty of vacations with just the two of us, although this was by far our biggest. Usually, we only made weekend getaways to a campsite that was within driving distance of our house. I didn't mind those trips with Mom, but I did have somewhat of a desire to take a bigger trip somewhere.

This year, Mom really went big and booked us a full week-long trip to Hawaii. I think that she mainly did it since I had just graduated from high school and wanted to book a good trip for us as a way to celebrate. I was certainly excited, and I could tell that my mom was as well.

"This place is beautiful, isn't it, Nick?" she asked.

"Definitely," I said. "Pretty humid though, don't you think?"

"Oh, come on," she said, "you'll get used to it in no time. And don't be such a Debbie Downer. I expect you to be a ray of sunshine on this trip."

"I'll do my best," I assured her.

People always told my mom and me that we had completely opposite personalities. My mom was always very energetic and upbeat. She was the type of person who could strike up an engaging conversation with just about anyone. She could truly become friends with just about anyone she met.

I, on the other hand, was much more of an introvert. I kept to myself whenever I could. If I didn't have to talk to someone, then I wasn't going to. I always enjoyed having my mom around for that reason. It felt like she would do all the talking for me, and I never had to say a thing.

We waited at the airport terminal for about ten minutes, waiting for our Airbnb to arrive. I could tell that Mom was filled with energy. I could see her bouncing on her heels like a kid who wanted to run around. She must have had some pent-up energy from sitting on the plane for so long.

Eventually, our Uber arrived, and we loaded our bags and hopped in. Sure enough, the second we sat down, Mom immediately struck up a conversation with the driver. It was only about a five-minute drive, but she did her best to get this guy's full life story. She asked him about where he's from; how long he'd been living in Hawaii; if he had a wife, kids, you name it.

I sat in the back seat, somewhat worried because our driver couldn't keep his eyes off Mom. I had always been pretty aware that my mom was an attractive lady. She was a shorter woman, just a touch over five feet tall, and had light brown hair that she wore just past her shoulders. She was in pretty decent shape despite not working out at all. She wasn't a perfectly skinny woman but still had a pretty solid physique.

I had never really looked at my mom sexually, but it was admittedly nice to have such a sexy woman at my side. As I had gotten older, I realized just how many looks my mom received from other men. I think that her energetic personality made a lot of men think that she was flirting with them. I'm not sure if she actually was, but either way, it was clear that she was quite the trophy.

Eventually, we made it to our Airbnb, and my mom's interrogations were forced to stop. We unloaded our stuff and headed in. I was forced to carry most of our bags. I suppose one of the perks of being the only guy in our household.

"Look at this place!" said my mom excitedly. "This is fantastic!"

I didn't say anything as I was still struggling to carry all our luggage, but our place did look fantastic. It was a small house, sort of like a cottage. We didn't really need a huge place since it was just the two of us. It was pretty tucked away in the forest. You had to go down a fairly long driveway to get to the front of it, and you couldn't see it from the main road.

Mom ran up onto the front porch and began typing in a code onto the main padlock on the front door. She got it open, and I managed to lug all our bags through the front door and set them down in the main foyer.

"Oh, this looks great! Don't you think?" said Mom. She turned to me, eagerly awaiting to see if I would share her excitement.

"Yeah, this is actually really nice," I admitted to her.

Mom set down her things and quickly ran over to the glass back door and swung it open. "Nick, check this out!" I walked towards her to see what was causing her excitement.

"Check out this hot tub! And a view!" Mom said excitedly.

There was indeed a hot tub sitting on the back deck, although I wasn't as impressed with the view. It was mostly just dense trees, as we were quite tucked away in the forest. There was a small creek, however, that ran along the small yard.

"This is pretty awesome, Mom," I said. "I've got to give you props."

"Ahh, well, thank you; I do my best," Mom said. She gave me a side hug while continuing to admire our view. She turned around and headed back inside. "Come help me unpack all our shit."

I followed her lead and went back inside. There was a bedroom for each of us in our little cabin. I took all my bags to my room and began to unpack, which ultimately didn't take me more than about ten minutes. Mom, on the other hand, had far more luggage than I and took a bit longer.

While she was unpacking, I explored the rest of the house. I checked out the bathrooms, the kitchen, and what channels they had on the TV. I lay on the couch, trying to relax after we had already had quite a long day. After about thirty minutes, Mom finally emerged from her room.

"Alright, I'm unpacked," she declared proudly. She had changed and was wearing a loosely fitting swimsuit cover-up that draped down to her knees.

"Took you long enough," I said, trying to tease her.

"Not all of us are minimalists like you," she said. She grabbed the remote and turned off the TV that I was watching. "What do you want to do first?" she asked.

"Take a nap?" I suggested.

"Come on," she pleaded, "we're not going to sit around here all day."

"I know, but it's already been a long day, don't you think?" I asked.

"I guess," she sighed. "Come on, we have to at least do something exciting on our first day. Any ideas?"

I could tell by Mom's demeanor that she already had something planned for us. I slapped my knees and got up off the couch. "Seems like you already have something in mind."

A smile beamed across Mom's face, and I couldn't help but grin back at her. She pointed towards my room quickly. "Go put on some swim trunks; it's a surprise."

I did as I was ordered and went into my room to fetch a pair of swim trunks to toss on. I found a suitable pair and headed out to find Mom. When I found her, she was waiting for me on the back deck. She was leaning over the railing, looking out into the forest in front of her.

"So, what's your big plan?" I asked.

Mom looked over her shoulder at me and once again let out a big smile. She pointed down towards the tiny backyard that the cabin had. "You see that little creek?" She asked. "The owner told me that if you follow it, it leads to a waterfall."

"Really?" I asked back.

"Well, that's what we're going to go find out," she said. She began to take off her cover-up to reveal her outfit of just a bikini top and some jean shorts. She took off her flip flops and tossed them towards the back door of the cabin.

I followed Mom down the deck stairs, but she quickly turned around to look at me with an aggravated face. "I'm not gonna be the only one going shirtless," she said while pointing at me. "Let's go, tarps off!"

I obliged and also took my shirt and my shoes off. I was just in my swim trunks. This wasn't unusual or anything. Mom and I had seen each other shirtless plenty of times before, so our outfits didn't seem out of the ordinary. Mom and I began our journey to the rumored waterfall.

The start of the walk was pretty straightforward. The creek was fairly straight while just winding through the forest ever so slightly. It was barely up to our ankles, and we were able to walk through it fairly easily. This only lasted us a couple of minutes, though. Quickly, the creekbed became much more rocky and slippery. The water had risen up to our shins, and it was much more difficult to take steps without falling.

This might be a good time to mention something about my mom. She has...well, massive breasts. I'm not even sure if "massive" is the ample descriptor for them with how huge they are. With how short she is, it seems like her breasts take up the majority of her torso. I mentioned that a lot of men liked to give her looks. Well, I'd have to imagine that her breasts were a big reason for that.

Seeing her huge breasts in a bikini top wasn't exactly out of the ordinary. I had seen them like this plenty of times. The only reason I bring this up is that all the rocky terrain was causing quite a bit of bouncing on her part. Her tits normally bounced quite a bit, but it seemed that her bikini top wasn't exactly giving her a ton of support.

I extended a hand towards Mom as we traversed down the creek. "You need help?"

"No, I'm good," she said while shooing my hand away from her. As I said, I had seen her breasts plenty of times before, but I couldn't help but admire her for a brief second. I felt a little guilty for admiring my own mother in that way, but I figured that anyone would admire a pair of massive jiggling breasts.

I let Mom go in front of me after a while. Mostly because I wanted to keep an eye on her to make sure she didn't fall. Partly because I didn't want to be tempted to look back at her huge breasts.

Mom and I continued to silently trudge through the creek. Normally, we would be making small talk, but the tough terrain was taking up all our focus. Eventually, the creek met up with a river that was about the same width but much wider. We got to the end of our creek and were able to step up onto a small bank that went along the river. Mom and I both stood there for a moment to catch our breath.

"Gotta be this way, right?" Mom asked while pointing towards the flowing river.

"I'd think so," I assured her.

We followed along the newly discovered river. The river was a bit easier to follow, as the sides of it were shallower and not as rocky. We continued walking, this time much more relaxed, though. Mom started talking once again, although she didn't leave much room for me to reply. Mom continuously pointed out every little bird and interesting thing that she saw along our walk. I walked alongside her while acting as interested as possible in everything Mom saw.

Eventually, we got to a point where I could see that the river was going to stop. I cut off Mom to point out what I saw. "Mom, look up ahead."

"Oh my gosh, that's it!" she exclaimed. She picked up her pace and began making her way towards the end of the river. Once we got close, we both slowed down. I could tell that there was a cliff that the river ran off of, and that must have created the waterfall. When I got closer, I could see that the cliff was probably about 25 to 30 feet tall, and the water ran off into a small basin down below.

"There's gotta be a way to get down there," I said while pointing to the basin.

Mom rubbed her chin while looking around quickly. "Over here," she said. I followed her and discovered that she had found a rock formation that created a staircase down to the bottom of the waterfall. We both followed it to the base of the waterfall.

Mom rubbed her hands together excitedly. "Look at that! I'll be honest, I didn't think there'd actually be a waterfall."

"I didn't either," I said. I started making my way into the small basin and towards the waterfall.

"You're going in there?" Mom asked.

"Yeah, why not?" I said back. I made my way into the deepest part of the basin and looked up at the waterfall. It looked taller from the bottom. I put my hand under the flowing water to test it before stepping completely under it. It was quite a weird feeling having that much water being dumped on you, but I enjoyed it.

Eventually, I stepped out of the waterfall and looked back towards Mom. I wiped my wet hair out of my face so I could see her. "Are you going to come in?" I asked.

"Is it deep?" she asked back.

"No, only about waist height."

Mom stepped into the water to follow my lead. I moved back so that she could get closer to the waterfall. The basin was actually pretty small. There was about 15 feet that you could stand in before it formed into another river, which led down a hill that was much steeper.

"Oh, it's kind of cold," Mom said.

"Is someone scared?" I asked her teasingly.

"No!" she replied while moving deeper into the basin. I could see that the water went further up her torso than mine. Right to the base of her breasts. Mom got under the waterfall and tested it with her hand, the same way I did. She looked back at me and smiled before fully submerging herself under the waterfall.

It felt like she was under the waterfall for a longer time than I was. I could hear her laughing and yelling, though, while she was under it. I couldn't help but let out a chuckle at her childlike exclamations. After about twenty seconds, Mom finally emerged from the waterfall. Her brown hair was fully soaked and plastered to her forehead. She moved her hair out of her face and stepped forward out of the water.

That's when I noticed it. Her swimsuit was now gone. Nowhere to be seen. It must have been ripped off by the pressure of the waterfall. Now her gargantuan breasts were completely on full display, and I couldn't help but stare at her. She looked like a goddess with the waterfall behind her. Her body was completely soaked and shiny. Water was dripping from her face. And those perfect tits were on full display for me.

They were even bigger than I had ever anticipated them to be. It looked like each individual breast was larger than her whole head. I was impressed with how perky her breasts were, especially given their massive size. Part of me wondered if they were fake, given how well they were able to press up against my mother's chest.

"What?" Mom asked. It took me out of my trance. I figured that I must have had a shocked look on my face.

"Y-your..." I started.

Mom must have seen me looking at her chest because she also looked down at it, only to realize that her breasts were completely out.

"AH!" Mom shrieked. She quickly clasped her hands to her huge breasts and turned her back towards me. "Do you see it?" She asked in a panicked voice.

I frantically started looking around in the basin, trying to find my mother's swimsuit. "I don't...I don't see it anywhere," I said, while trying to find it.

I could see that Mom was squatted down, trying to look for her swimsuit as well. I looked behind me towards the river that flowed out of the basin.

"It must have gone down the river," I said to Mom. "Do you want me to go down and look for it?"

Mom waltzed her way towards my position while still trying to cover herself up. I did my best not to look her way, but it was difficult not to look. She peered down the river quickly, trying to examine where her top must have ended up.

"No, don't worry about it," she said. She started to chuckle now. "It's fine, just embarrassing. I've got more swim tops packed." She started to laugh even harder. I faked a laugh to try to make the situation more comfortable. In reality, I was still shocked over the fact that I had just seen my own mother completely topless. On top of that, she had some of the most perfect breasts I had ever seen in my life.

"Well, I guess we should start heading back, shouldn't we?" said Mom.

"Ye-yeah. Yeah, we probably should." I tried to sound confident but failed. Mom was still standing in front of me, covering herself up with her arms. Her breasts were so large that her arms really didn't do much to actually contain them. They were spilling out from every angle, and her areolas were so big that they were still peaking out from over her forearms. I tried to look away but couldn't. I figured that Mom had to have noticed me staring.

Either way, she started to head back the way we came. She didn't seem overly bothered by her current appearance, but it was the only thing that I could notice. Even though I was behind her, I could still see her breasts spilling out from the sides of her torso. I couldn't help but get turned on. I realized that my cock was rock hard and had been hard since the second she lost her bikini top.

We followed the riverbank while I continued to watch my mother's massive breasts. I was getting so turned on that I had completely forgotten that I was admiring my own mother. Our walk was completely silent this time around. Eventually, we got to the part of the river where it split off into our creek. We began to follow it.

Immediately, I was reminded of how rocky the terrain was in our creek. It seemed to be harder to traverse now that we were going against the flow of the water. I struggled my way through. At least it took my mind off Mom. When I looked up towards her, I could see that she was struggling far more than I was. She was still trying to use both of her arms to cover herself, but with the rough terrain, it was almost impossible for her to keep her balance.

I had an idea come to mind. Part of me was trying to help Mom, but part of me was also trying to see those perfect tits fully exposed again.

"Mom," I said between breaths.

She looked back in my direction while still covering herself. "Yeah?"

"You really don't need to cover yourself up," I said sincerely. "It just makes it harder for you to walk."

She looked down at her chest quickly. "Besides, I've already seen them. And you're not exactly covering much up," I said while motioning towards her breasts.

She looked down and realized that her arms were covering up about 25% of her breasts, at best. She laughed at the absurdity of her situation. "I guess you're right, aren't you?" she said with a laugh.

She let her arms down and allowed her tits to hang freely once again. She stood there, facing me with her breasts completely exposed. She was much closer to me now, and I could get a much better look at them. I could see all the bumps on her huge areolas. I could see that small goosebumps were covering the entirety of her breasts.



Mom gave me a light smack on the forehead. "Don't spend too much time staring," she said. I snapped out of my trance as Mom continued her way through the creek. I followed suit. For the remainder of the trek, I did my best to keep my eyes down and away from Mom. I couldn't help but take a few peeks at her, though. Her breasts were swaying about freely now, and I could see them hanging, even when directly behind her.

By the time we got back to our cabin, it was just about dark. The sun had mostly set, and there was barely enough light to see. As we made our way up onto our deck, the back light illuminated Mom so that I could see her breasts again fully. Her nipples were fully erect now. I figured it was because of the cold air that the night was starting to bring on. I followed Mom into the house, and she went into her room.

I stood in the kitchen for a moment, trying to comprehend the situation that I had just gone through. Before I could think much about it, I was hit in the head with a beach towel that Mom had thrown at me. When I turned around, I saw that Mom had returned. She had covered herself up with an oversized t-shirt, which came as a minor disappointment to me. I could tell that she hadn't bothered to throw on a bra or anything, as her nipples were poking through her shirt.

"Sorry about that little moment I had back there," she said. I could tell that she wasn't too embarrassed by it.

"Oh, it's alright," I said. "Sorry for, um...staring."

Mom came up and tussled my hair. "Oh, it's alright. I'd be more concerned if you didn't stare."

"Oh, I guess so," I said, not really knowing how to respond.

Mom grabbed the towel and wrapped it around me. "Get some sleep, buddy. Big day tomorrow!" She said with a clap. I was glad to see that she was seemingly unaffected by our situation. I, however, couldn't get it off my mind. I hopped in the shower before going to bed, but I couldn't get Mom off my mind. I couldn't stop envisioning her perfect, giant breasts jiggling around; her perfect nipples; and her perfect physique.

Before I knew it, I was jerking my hard cock to the thought of her. I stroked myself, fully aware that I was jerking off to the thought of my own mother. I finished myself in the shower and unleashed a torrent of cum onto the shower wall. Part of me wished that I could have been cumming onto Mom's tits. I cleaned myself up and hopped out of the shower. I lay in bed that night and fell asleep with images of Mom's tits still in my mind. I knew I had to see them again.

Mom banged on my door early the next morning. I snapped awake and tried to gather my bearings for where I was. I looked towards my door and realized that it had been slightly opened. I saw Mom standing there in the doorway.

"Rise and shine!" she said in a sarcastically excited voice. I rolled over and put my face down into the pillow. Mom came into my room and grabbed me by the shoulder. "Come on, I made you breakfast; it's going to get cold."

Begrudgingly, I got out of bed and made my way to the kitchen. When I got there, I saw a varied spread of breakfast foods. I was confused because we hadn't brought any sort of groceries.

"You made all this?" I asked.

Mom grabbed me a plate from the cabinet and set it down. "Yeah, the owners left us a bunch of food to eat. Pretty nice of them!"

I took the plate Mom had gotten me and served myself some food. Mom was still wearing the same t-shirt she had on from last night. I could tell that she still wasn't wearing a bra, and I could see her breasts slightly jiggling with every slight movement she took. Mom and I both started eating our breakfasts.

"What's on the agenda for today?" I asked. Truthfully, the only thing I cared about was whether or not I'd see her breasts again.

"That's a surprise," Mom said with a cheeky smirk. Mom loved to keep things a secret from me. Probably because she knew that I hated it.

"Why does everything have to be a surprise? I'm going to find out eventually."

Mom smirked at me once again. "Since you must know, we're going on a little boat tour. It should be fun."

"Oh," I said back.

"One of these days, I'm going to get you excited about something," Mom said. "I told you no Debbie Downers this week."

"I'm not!" I said. "It sounds fun."

"Hmm, if you say so," Mom said playfully.

We finished up our breakfasts and headed back to our rooms to get ready on our own. I didn't take very long. I only needed to get dressed and do my hair. I knew that Mom would take much longer than I needed to get ready. She always did. It was one of the few things about my mom that pissed me off. I used my downtime to relax and watch some TV.

I could hear Mom going in and out of her room and the bathroom. After about an hour of this, she finally came out into the living room. She was wearing a loosely fitting blouse and a skirt. It was to my disappointment that she didn't show off her breasts more.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

"What do you think?" I said back teasingly.

"Oh, stop it," she said. "You know I take my time getting ready."

"Trust me, I know."

Once we were fully ready, we headed out. The owners of our Airbnb had graciously left us some bikes to use on our trip. We took them and headed towards a dock along the coastline. When we got there, I realized that our tour was actually on a sailboat, which I thought was neat.

Our tour took us around the whole island. The tour guide pointed out a bunch of different landmarks and gave us fun facts about different points of interest. We stopped at a few other ports along the island where we could get out and check out the shops that were along the coastline. I thought it was interesting, but admittedly, my mind was elsewhere.

I couldn't get my mind off Mom. The image of her completely topless had been cemented in my head. It was the only thing I could think about. I spent the majority of the tour trying to scheme up some sort of way to get her topless once again. I was hoping that Mom wouldn't notice my constant staring at her, but I figured that she had to have.

At one point of the tour, I was sitting on my own on the far end of the boat, pretty far away from anyone else. I was pretty disassociated, and was just staring off into space, thinking about Mom. Part of me felt guilty for how much I had been sexualizing her over the last day or so. I had never had these sort of feelings about her, but now I couldn't stop thinking about what it would be like to get in bed with her.

As I was staring off, Mom came over and took a seat next to me. She gave me a slap on the knee, which admittedly gave me a bit of a sexual rush. "What do you think?" she asked while vaguely gesturing towards the water.

"Pretty cool, I guess."

Mom put her arm behind me and gave me a motherly look. "What's wrong, you seem out of it?"

"Nothing," I assured her, "I'm all good."

"You know that I can tell when you're lying, right?"

I gave her a smile. "I'm not lying, I promise."

She looked at me hard. Trying to see through me. "Does it have anything to do with yesterday?" My eyes went wide, but I didn't say anything. "I figured that might be the case," Mom said with a slight grin.

"Sorry," I said quietly. "Guess I just can't get that image out of my head."

I could see that Mom had a slightly offended look over her face. "Oh, I'm sorry about that."

"No, not like that Mom. You looked great. That was the problem."

Her face brightened up slightly. "Oh, I see. Good to know I'm not hideous."

"No, you're not at all," I assured her.

Mom looked out into the distance. "Well I appreciate the compliment, even if it's from my own son."

"Yeah, sorry. I know that's a weird thing to say."

"I don't think it's weird," Mom said. "I mean, I think you're a handsome young man and that's not a weird thing to say? Why's it weird for you to say your mom looks good?"

It was a bit off-putting to hear that my own mother was okay with me being attracted to her. "I suppose that's true."

Mom patted me on the knee once again. "If you need anything let me know."

I think Mom was trying to make me feel better, but ultimately it didn't help much at all. If anything, I was starting to wonder if she had actually been flirting with me. The image of Mom that was stuck in my head became more and more prominent.

The tour lasted most of the day. By the time we got back to our port, it was already starting to get dark. We got off the boat, and Mom did her usual charade of making small talk with everyone before leaving. Eventually, we got back on our bikes and started heading back towards our cabin. I spent the whole ride disappointed that I hadn't gotten even the slightest chance to see Mom's perfect breasts again.

Mom typed in the code to the padlock to open the door. "Shit. I don't know about you, but I'm beat."

"Yeah, I'm pretty tired too," I admitted.

"Hey, what do you say we try out the hot tub?" Mom asked.

I felt myself perk back up at the thought of seeing Mom in a swimsuit. "Sounds good to me."

Mom walked through the door and set her stuff down. "You go get changed; I'll get the hot tub going."

I didn't offer up any challenge and rushed to my room. I got undressed and threw on the pair of swim trunks that I had been wearing yesterday. I rushed back outside and found Mom by the hot tub on the back deck. I saw her leaning over it and messing with the buttons on the side. She stuck her hand in to test the temperature of the water.

"I think I got it working," she said while turning a dial.

I stuck my hand in the water with her. "Feels pretty good to me."

"Let me go get a swimsuit on, then I'll join you," she said.

Shit. A swimsuit is good, but I wanted the full thing. I needed to see those perfect breasts again. I think my horniness was making me feel bold, so I spit out the first thing I could think of.

"I thought you didn't like bathing suits," I spat out.

Mom stopped in her tracks between the back door and looked back at me. "I don't," she started. "Couldn't you tell last night?"

"Seems overcomplicated," I said back. I realized that I was trying to flirt with my own mom. Part of me hoped that it was working.

"I guess you could say that," she said.

I was feeling bold now that she was bantering back with me. "Trust me, you don't have to do all that. If you're into skinny-dipping, you can just tell me."

Mom let out a genuine laugh. "I've been hiding it from you all these years. My secret's out."

I could tell that she was joking, but I wanted to go further with it. "I'm serious," I said. "If you want to, I won't mind."

"Really?" she said in a surprised tone.

My heart was beating out of my chest now. "Yeah, I mean, I've already seen them," I said casually.

Mom let out a mischievous grin. "Look at you," she said. "You turn 18, and now you want to go skinny-dipping."

"I was just offering," I said with a shrug.

Mom stood in the doorway, rubbing her chin pensively. "Alright," she said, "I'll do it, but you have to get naked too."

My heart just about stopped. I was shocked that Mom had actually agreed to my offer. I was more shocked that Mom had asked to see me naked in return.

"Come on, it's not fair if I'm the only one doing it," Mom said.

Any doubt left my mind when I realized that I could see Mom's tits again. "Fine, I'll do it."

Mom grinned at me big. "Alright, one second." Mom went into the kitchen quickly and returned with a beer in each hand. She set them down in the two cupholders that were built into the hot tub.

"Since you're a man now, I figured you could have one," she said with a shrug. Mom started unbuttoning her blouse. Once she had enough buttons undone, she pulled it over her head and tossed it to the side. She unzipped her skirt and began to take it off as well. Now, she was standing there in nothing but a big velvet bra that squeezed her boobs tightly and a lace thong.

She looked up at me as I was admiring her. "So who gets naked first?" she asked. "I think it's your turn."

I looked up at her without saying anything. She was standing there with her hands on her hips, waiting for me to get undressed. I realized that my cock was now throbbing from knowing that I was going to see Mom naked. If I took my swim trunks off, she would know that I was hard for her. That was a risk I was willing to take, though.

I pulled my shorts down and allowed my rock-hard cock to spring forward, pointing directly at Mom. I shook my shorts away and stood there fully naked in front of my own mother. My erect cock in full view of her.

I could see her look down at my cock and inspect it. "Wow," she said, "you really are excited, aren't you?" I covered myself up, feeling embarrassed now that Mom had called me out.

She unhooked the clasp of her bra and pulled it off. "I'm just messing with you," she said with a smile. She pulled her panties down quickly and hopped into the hot tub. It happened too fast for me to realize that my mom and I were both completely naked in front of each other.

"Are you coming in?" she asked. I could've sworn she had a flirtatious tone to her voice.

I moved my hands away from my shaft, feeling slightly relieved that Mom didn't care about my raging hard-on. I lifted myself into the hot tub and then lowered myself into the hot water. I positioned myself near one of the jets so that the bubbles would cover up anything that Mom might have been able to see. We both settled into the hot tub and positioned ourselves to get comfortable.

Mom reached her hands behind her head and began to tie her hair up to keep it out of the water. It gave me a perfect, unobstructed view of her massive boobs.

"Ahhh," Mom groaned. "Feels good, doesn't it?"

"It does," I quickly responded.

Mom locked eyes with me and gave me another grin. "I think you're right; it feels better when I'm naked."

"Really?" I asked.

"I'd say so," she responded. "It's kind of freeing, to be honest."

I tried to think of something to respond with, but my heart was racing, and my nerves were through the roof. I was sitting in a hot tub with my mother while we were both completely naked. I'd like to think that I was good with women, but I had never been in a situation quite like this. I tried to be respectful and not look at Mom's tits too much, but my horniness was overwhelming me. Mom must have noticed me struggling to keep my eyes off of her.

"You know," she started, "I don't mind if you look at them."

"Huh?" I spat out, still completely dumbfounded.

She looked down at her boobs and gave them a weak gesture with her hands. "I don't mind if you look at them," she said.

"Oh, yeah. It's just a little awkward," I admitted.

"I could see that," she said. She looked around for a moment, thinking. "Have you ever seen me naked before?"

"No, I don't think so," I said.

"Huh," was all she responded with.

"What?" I asked.

"I just figured you had seen me naked, so that's why you suggested that we do this," Mom said.

"Oh. I mean, when I was a kid, maybe, but I don't remember that."

Mom cupped a bit of water into both of her hands and rolled it out onto her huge, heaving boobs. She rubbed the water into her breasts by giving them a gentle squeeze. "Well, there's a first time for everything, I suppose."

I let out an audible gasp when I saw her do this, which made Mom let out a slight chuckle. "You know," she said, "it's honestly not as weird as I thought it would be."

"Being naked, you mean?" I asked.

"Well, being naked in front of my son," she said. "I thought it would feel a lot weirder than it does."

I started to wonder if Mom was enjoying this. Maybe our accident yesterday wasn't an accident after all. Somehow, maybe Mom had planned all of this in advance. My horniness was making me feel a little overconfident, and I wanted to test my luck in some way.

"I don't mind seeing you naked," I said as smoothly as I could.

Mom raised her eyebrows and gave me a surprised look. "Really?" she asked. I only shrugged my shoulders in response.

"You don't think that's a weird thing to say to your mom?" she asked.

I started to regret pushing the issue. "No, I guess it is kind of weird," I said, backtracking.

"No," Mom said with a laugh. "It's not weird. I mean, some people would think it's weird, but I don't think it's weird. Know what I mean?"

"Yeah," I said, feeling relieved once again. "You just look good, I have to admit it."

Mom smiled. "Are you just saying that to make me feel good, or are you just saying that to make me feel good?" she asked.

"No, I mean it. You give quite a view," I said.

"I know you mean it," she said in an assuring voice. "I've seen you staring at my tits all day."

All day? She must have noticed me taking glances at them earlier. "Yeah, well, they're pretty big," I admitted.

She looked down at her humongous tits for a second. "I get that a lot," she said with a small grin.

I was enjoying the conversation about Mom's tits and wanted to try to keep it going. "Can I ask you something?"

"Anything," she said quickly.

"Are they real?" I asked. I was pretty sure that they were real, but I wanted to keep the conversation going somehow. People always joked with Mom about how her tits were fake, and she would always assure everyone that they were, in fact, real. I always believed her, but after seeing how perfect they were, I started to have a few doubts.

Mom's mouth dropped open slightly. "I'm a little offended that you have to ask me that," she said.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to--" I started before Mom cut me off.

"I'm just kidding," she said. She placed her palms directly over the center of her nipples and gave her tits a hard squeeze. "They're very real," she said.

She continued to jiggle her breasts to prove to me how real they were. "Whoa," was all that I could sputter out as I watched my own mother play with her gigantic breasts right in front of me.

"You can feel them if you don't believe me," Mom said.

I couldn't believe what I had just heard. Was she really going to let me feel her tits? "Really?" I asked.

"Sure, why not?" she replied. She scooted herself across the hot tub and got on her knees in the direct middle of the hot tub. The water was a perfect height so that she could be on her knees, and her breasts were still just slightly above the water line. She positioned herself just a couple of feet in front of me. I could feel her stomach pressing up against my knees. She waited for me to feel her breasts while still making eye contact with me.

I didn't hesitate any longer and placed both my hands on my mom's breasts. I started by just running my hands along the upper part of her chest. Mom lightly touched my wrist and guided my hands lower. I put both of my hands on the bottom of her breasts and squeezed them lightly.

"See," Mom said with a proud look, "no implants."

I was too focused on her breasts to care what she said. I squeezed her breasts harder, trying to grip them fully in my hands, but they were far too big to fit. I ran my fingers over her nipples, which were now rock hard. My horniness began to completely take over my body, and I lost control. I took my hands off Mom's tits and slapped them with both hands. I proceeded to grip her tits as hard as I possibly could in each hand.

Mom let out a slight moan before pulling herself away from me. "Okay, that's enough for now," she said, clearly flustered. She leaned back into her seat while her face was fully red. I could feel that mine was red too. Mom rubbed her hands over her face while trying to gain her composure. I could see the red marks from my hands, clearly imprinted onto her breasts. We both sat in silence for a moment. Mom took a swig of the beer that she had gotten for herself. Our drinks had gone completely unnoticed until this second.



"Sorry about that," I said. I was having trouble telling whether or not Mom was upset at me.

I could see that Mom was breathing somewhat heavily. "No need to be sorry," she said. "I'm not complaining."

We sat in silence for a few seconds after that. Both of us were still breathing fairly heavily. Mom was the one who broke the silence. "You know, this really isn't all that fair."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well, you get to see mine, but I don't really get to see any of yours. You're hiding under all those bubbles," she said.

"I guess you're right," I said.

"What if we just sit on the deck chairs?" Mom suggested. "It's warm enough."

In reality, the night air was starting to feel quite chilly, but I wasn't going to reject seeing more of Mom's naked body. "Sure, we can do that."

Mom led the way and hopped out of the hot tub quickly. I followed suit and got a good view of her ass as she waddled her way into one of the two rocking chairs that sat on our back patio. She took one, and I took the other. We got ourselves adjusted into the chairs and turned towards each other slightly. We didn't have any towels, so we both sat in the chairs dripping wet.

It was much colder than I had expected, and the dripping water didn't help much. I did my best to act like it wasn't bothering me, though. The cold air wasn't deterring my hard-on, and my cock was still at max erection. I didn't bother hiding it from Mom, as she wasn't bothering to hide herself from me at all.

I got the first full view of Mom's pussy. It was completely shaved or waxed. I couldn't make out a single hair on it. It was wet, but I couldn't tell if that was from the hot tub or her being turned on. She slightly rocked in the chair, which caused her breasts to gently sway from side to side.

I could see Mom take a look down at my cock. "Is that because of me?" she asked.

"I'd be lying if I said that it wasn't," I said.

"Well, I'm flattered," she said. She rocked back in her chair and took a long, deep breath like she was getting prepared to admit something. "I'd feel bad if I didn't let you take care of it."

Oh my god. Did Mom just give me permission to jerk myself off? "Actually? " I asked, still stunned at what she said.

"Go ahead," she said.

Mom sat there intently, seemingly waiting for me to start jerking myself off. I took my throbbing cock into my hand. I felt a rush of pleasure like I had never felt before. Knowing that I was about to pleasure myself in front of my own mother had me going like I never had before.

I gripped my cock gently and began to stroke it slowly. I was afraid that if I went too fast, I would cum almost immediately. I felt somewhat obligated to give my mother a good show. I continued stroking my cock, and I watched my mother's eyes as they were locked onto my erect shaft. I went on stroking myself for a minute, continuously trying to keep myself from climaxing.

My breathing had become so intense that it had turned to slight moans. It was nearly impossible for me not to cum. I had to take multiple pauses from stroking myself just to keep from cumming. After a moment, the pleasure in my cock was so intense that I had to throw my head back and close my eyes. I did everything in my power to keep my orgasm in. When I realized I had succeeded, I looked back at Mom.

Mom was still intently watching my cock, but now her legs were spread, and she had a hand rubbing her clit. I could feel my eyes widen as I watched my mother get herself off. I paused from jerking myself off for a moment just to take it all in. She was rubbing herself slowly with one hand while the other hand was gripping the armrest of the rocking chair.

I started stroking myself again, this time trying to match the rhythm of Mom's fingers. Both of us had our eyes locked onto the other's genitals and feverishly watched as we got ourselves off. I could tell that Mom's breathing was starting to get faster. I figured that she must have been close to having an orgasm.

She began working her clit faster, and I followed suit by stroking my cock faster and harder. She began to hunch over at the sight of me doing this. Suddenly, she took her free arm off the armrest of the rocking chair and lowered it down into her crotch. She jammed two of the fingers from her free hand inside of her and began slamming herself into her pussy, while her other hand continued to quickly rub at her clitoris.

The pleasure was seemingly too intense for her as she began to slide down in the rocking chair, and her head rolled back. I could tell that she was about to orgasm, and I took that as my sign to do the same. I began to stroke myself harder, with no regard for holding back my orgasm. I started moaning loudly, knowing that I was about to have one of the hardest orgasms of my life.

Mom completely lost control of herself and fully slid out of her chair. She was now fully lying on her back on the deck floor. She positioned herself so that I was still in her view. Her hands were still reaching down to her pussy, which was causing her breasts to be squeezed so tightly that they were almost hitting her in the face.

I knew that I couldn't hold it in anymore. I felt my orgasm rush up through my entire body and out of my cock. I locked eyes with Mom as a fountain of semen began flowing from my cock. It began shooting everywhere. Some went onto my chest, some onto the floor, and some directly onto Mom's stomach as she lay there on the deck in front of me.

At the sight of her own son's cum landing on her, Mom completely lost control. Her entire body began convulsing. She was thrusting her waist into the air as she continued to pound her own cunt. She had been moaning before but was now full-on screaming. No intelligible words, just screams of pure pleasure. Mom went completely motionless for a second. She stopped breathing, stopped moving, and stopped fingering herself. A moment later, she caught her breath and let out the loudest scream yet.

Mom slammed herself into the deck floor and continued whimpering and moaning as her orgasm overtook her. We both sat there on the patio, letting our orgasms continue to play out. Cum continued to flow out of my cock slowly. Mom began trying to catch her breath as she slowly began to stop fingering herself.

After a moment of recovery, we both sat there in complete silence. Perhaps neither of us was willing to come to terms with the line that we had just crossed. I sat back in my chair and took my hand off my cock. My cock was slightly pulsing, and cum was still trickling out. I looked down at Mom, and she was lying on the ground in a heap. She was no longer looking at me, and her fingers were no longer working her pussy, although they were still inside of her.

I could see that multiple ropes of my own cum had landed on her. Most of it was on her stomach, but there was a good bit on her chest, and a few droplets had landed on her face. My cock was starting to soften as we both sat there in post-orgasmic bliss.

Mom eventually sat up and attempted to recompose herself. Her hair had come undone at some point during her orgasm and was now draped across her face. She pushed it out of her way and tucked it behind her ears. As she sat up, my cum began to dribble down her body. She wiped my cum off her face but left the cum that had landed on her torso. She and I made eye contact for a moment, but neither of us said anything. Her eyes darted off of me in a somewhat ashamed manner.

Mom tried to fully stand up but almost fell over as she had to catch herself on the rocking chair. She took a second to stretch herself out before fully standing up. She continued to catch her breath as she leaned against the chair slightly. Mom turned to me and took a moment to gather in the scene that the two of us had created. I was still sitting in the rocking chair but was covered in my own semen. I could see that Mom had left a wet spot on the deck where she had fallen over.

Mom rubbed her forehead before saying anything. "We should...we should probably go to bed," she said. I could see that her legs were still trembling as she slowly made her way back inside the cabin. She didn't bother to take any of the clothes that she had left outside.

I stayed outside for a couple of minutes trying to comprehend what had just happened between Mom and me. I couldn't tell if she enjoyed it. I mean, obviously, she had enjoyed her orgasm, but I wasn't sure if there was more of this to come. Part of me thought that we would just never talk about this again.

Once I had caught my breath and settled down, I headed back inside. I didn't bother putting any of my clothes back on. I went to the bathroom quickly and then went and plopped myself down on my bed. I tucked myself in and stared up at the ceiling for a moment. I was so exhausted by the whole situation that I wasn't able to stay awake for more than a few minutes.

The next morning, I was woken up by sunshine drilling me in the face. For a moment, I wondered if last night had been a dream. I realized it wasn't when I looked down and saw that I was still completely naked. I could see the dried cum on my chest that I hadn't washed off.

My mind started racing all of a sudden. Was Mom mad at me? What if she never wanted to talk to me again? All these thoughts started racing through my mind as I lay there in bed. I assured myself by remembering that Mom was the one who incited our actions. I knew that I was going to have to have an awkward talk with Mom at some point, but I was dreading it.

I got out of bed and threw a bath towel around my waist. I thought it was funny that I didn't want Mom to see me naked, considering what we had gotten up to last night. I grabbed some clothes and headed to the bathroom to take a shower. As I quickly hustled through the hallway, I could hear that the main TV was already on, which meant that Mom was already awake. I took a long time in the shower, mostly because I didn't want to embarrass myself in front of Mom.

Eventually, I got cleaned up and dressed. I knew that I was going to have to face Mom at some point. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a second, trying to compose myself. I did as best as I could and headed out into the living room. When I got out, I could see that Mom was sitting at the kitchen counter.

We locked eyes for a moment. "I made breakfast," she said while pointing at a plate of food.

I walked over, grabbed it, and began silently eating my food. Mom was wearing a t-shirt now and a pair of shorts. Slightly worse than her fully naked look from yesterday. I did my best not to make any sort of eye contact with her whatsoever. I quickly scarfed down my food and tossed the plate to the side. I tried to go back to my room, but Mom snuffed out my plan.

"Nicholas," she said in a low voice. "Come over here,"

I slowly turned around and headed towards Mom. She pointed at the couch in the living room. "Sit down," she said in a calm tone.

I followed her orders and sat down on the couch. "What's up?" I asked, trying to play dumb.

Mom laughed. "I think we should have a chat about what happened last night."

"Yeah, probably," I admitted.

Mom took a deep breath. "I wanted to say that I'm sorry for making you do that."

I was surprised that she was the one who felt bad. "Oh, Mom, it's okay, I promise. You didn't make yourself do anything."

Mom rubbed her head in a regretful way. "Well, I definitely influenced it."

I could tell Mom felt bad, and I wanted to make her feel better. "That's okay," I said. "I wanted to do it."

"I know, but I'm your mom; I shouldn't have done that," she said. "I crossed a line that I should never, ever cross."

I was slightly upset to know that she wasn't a fan of what happened. "Probably not," I said sullenly.

"Listen, if you don't want to talk to me ever again, then I completely understand," Mom said.

"Whoa, Mom. It's not like that at all," I started. "I promise I was okay with it."

Mom sighed. "I know, but I still feel bad."

"Don't feel bad," I said. "It was kinda nice."

"Really?" she asked.

"Yeah," I admitted.

"That's good to hear," she said, clearly relieved. "I was up all night thinking about it."

"Yeah, me too," I said. I knew that I was lying, but I wanted her to feel better.

"Can I be honest with you?" Mom asked sincerely.

"Of course," I replied.

"I just. I couldn't stop thinking about it, partly because I felt bad, but partly because I enjoyed it," she said. "I know it's wrong, but it was just such a rush last night. I think maybe it was just because I haven't been with a guy in so long."

I was surprised at how candid Mom was. She wasn't too open about her relationship status with me prior to this. "Yeah, I understand that. I uh...I kind of enjoyed it as well. I'm sure you were able to tell last night."

Mom gave a big, relieved laugh. "I'm sure you could tell that I did too."

"To say the least," I admitted.

Mom smiled, and I could see her face go red with embarrassment. "It was that bad, huh?"

I shrugged. "I wouldn't say bad, but it was certainly a sight to behold."

Mom scratched her head. "I thought it might be. "How embarrassing," she admitted.

I was feeling a little more comfortable now. "Don't worry, Mom, it was pretty hot."

"If you say so," she said. I could see her looking around the room, thinking about something. "Do you want to just forget this all ever happened?"

A wave of disappointment rushed over me. "I don't think I can."

Mom must have been able to sense my wave of disappointment. "You know we can't keep doing this, right?"

"I know we shouldn't," I admitted. I knew it was bad, but in my mind, the line had been crossed already. I don't think I could ever look at my mom in the same way again.

"We shouldn't," she repeated, "but we both want to."

"You want to?" I said in a shocked tone.

She stood up and began wandering her way around the room. "I don't know. I just...I know how wrong it is, but I can't stop thinking about how nice last night was."

I perked up. "Then we can keep going with this," I said.

"That's easy to say," she said. "What happens if this goes wrong? I don't want to lose you."

"You're not going to lose me, Mom," I said.

Mom stood in front of me, studying me intently. "We've already crossed the line, haven't we?"

"I'd say so."

Mom took a long time to respond. Clearly debating all the options in front of her. She looked at me intensely. "Okay, we can keep going with this."

My prior disappointment turned to immediate excitement, and Mom could tell. She sat down and grabbed me by the shoulder. "First of all, I'm in charge," she said. "We don't do anything unless I say so."

I shook my head at her without responding. "You're going to follow my rules," she said. "I don't know what they are yet, but I'm going to come up with them."

I nodded my head again. He let go of my shoulder and leaned back on the couch. "Jesus Christ, this is crazy," she said. "I'm going to fuck my own son; this is crazy."

Hearing her admit that she wanted to fuck me immediately turned me on. Something about knowing an absolute goddess, like Mom, wanted me was enough to drive me crazy.

"It's not crazy if we both want it," I assured her.

"I don't know if I want it," she said. "I'm just interested. I want to test it out. Start out slow and see how things end up."

"That's fine with me," I said with a smile.

Mom looked back at me with a smile of her own. "I never get you to smile, and now you're smiling at the prospect of fucking me." She stood up and punched me in my arm. "I can't believe we're doing this," she said.

"Me neither," I said.

Mom smirked at me and rubbed her head in disbelief once again. "Go get dressed; we're going shopping."

I hopped up off the couch with a new energy instilled in me. I felt like I was floating in the air, knowing that I at least had a chance to fuck Mom. I got dressed as quickly as I could, excited to spend the day with Mom. She took forever to get ready, which damped my excitement pretty quickly. After about an hour and a half, she finally emerged from the bedroom, ready to go.

She was wearing a tank top today, which hugged her torso quite tightly. She had her hair and makeup done a lot more than she did yesterday. Part of me wondered if she did this just to appease me.

"Looking good," I said to her.

Mom looked at me, grinned, and rolled her eyes. "Are you ready to go?"

We headed out the door and found the bikes that we had used the day before. We unlocked them and began rolling down the street at a very leisurely pace. Slow enough that it really didn't take a lot of energy out of my legs. Mom rode to my right as we slowly worked our way towards the shops that Mom had picked out.

"Can I ask you a question?" Mom said.

"Go ahead," I said.

"So I was wondering, have you always been...into me?" she asked.

I pondered for a second, deciding if I wanted to tell the truth. "Well, kinda? I mean, I always knew you were attractive, but I never really looked at you in a sexual way."

"So when did it start?" she asked.

"The other night, at the waterfall," I said.

Mom laughed at herself. "I guess I should've been able to guess that."

"What about you? Have you thought about me like that?" I asked.

Mom kept her eyes on the road but thought intently. "Well, I've also always thought that you were an attractive young man. I think most people are curious about what it would be like. You know, doing it with a family member. But I never really thought anything would ever happen between us."

"What changed your mind?"

Mom took a deep breath. "I guess it started at the waterfall for me, too. I saw you checking me out. It felt like you couldn't keep your eyes off me. I guess I haven't had that type of attention from a guy in a long time. It made me wonder if you were into me in that way, and then that caused my mind to wander. I guess one thing led to another, and then last night happened."

"Interesting," I said. I wasn't sure how to respond to my mom confessing her sexual thoughts about me.

"You have a really nice cock," Mom spurted out. "That probably helped change my mind, too."

I took my eyes off the road and looked at Mom. I wasn't sure if I'd ever get used to having sexual conversations with my own mother. Either way, I was enjoying it immensely.

"Well, thank you," I said. "Your...well, everything about your body is pretty great."

Mom and I made eye contact quickly. "I'm glad you think so."

My cock was hard again. Riding a bike with a throbbing cock was more difficult than I had anticipated. Part of me was hoping that Mom would take care of it for me at some point tonight. Eventually, we arrived at a shopping area that ran along the coast of the island. It was a mix of traditional outlet stores and tents that were seemingly run by some of the locals.

Mom always loved going around to stores. I'm not sure why, because she typically didn't spend a lot of money. Either way, she enjoyed going around and looking at just about anything she could find. I didn't care much for it, but I was pretty much willing to do anything to spend time with Mom today. My cock was still hard as we rolled up and locked up our bikes. I was feeling a bit emboldened. Maybe a bit too much. As we climbed off our bikes, I got behind Mom and gave her ass a good squeeze.

Mom looked back at me and gave my hand a gentle swat. "Rule number one. We don't do anything in public." Her tone was angry, but I could tell by her face that she enjoyed the attention.

"Oh come on," I said. "It's not like anyone here knows us."

"I know, but I still look like your mother," she said.

"I don't know about that," I said in rebuttal.

Mom grinned at me. "Shut it; I know what you're doing."

Mom and I made our way into the plaza. There were tons of people there, far more than I had anticipated. There were shops all over the place. It was a mix of actual stores and tents that had been set up by vendors. Mom and I made our way through the shops, checking all of them out. I wasn't particularly interested in any of them, but Mom was infatuated with just about everything. I didn't interject and just tried to stay on my best behavior.



Mom bought a couple of little trinkets along the way. A couple of cheap bracelets that were made by vendors, and maybe a necklace. She would ask for my input on multiple items, but I wasn't paying much attention. Eventually, we made our way into an actual store that sold mostly women's clothes.

At first, I wasn't interested, but then I quickly began to see what Mom's intentions were. She went to a rack of sundresses and picked out the first one she could find. She went and found a worker at the store and asked if there was a dressing room. The worker pointed Mom and me towards the back corner of the store. Mom thanked the worker and gave me a devious smile as we headed back. Immediately, I got excited. I could feel my cock beginning to harden in my shorts, just at the thought of seeing Mom naked.

There were two separate dressing rooms. Mom picked out one and held the door open. She ushered me in while she made sure that no one was watching us both enter. The dressing room was small. Only a couple of feet in each direction. There was a mirror attached to the door with a hook sitting above it.

Mom hooked the dress to the door and locked it. "Sorry, I know you always get bored whenever I go shopping."

I raised my eyebrows and shrugged. "You said it, not me."

Mom began to lift her tank top above her head. "Well, I figured I should make this somewhat enjoyable for you." She lifted her tank top completely over her head to reveal a red bra that was cupping her giant breasts. Without saying anything, she turned around and moved her hair out of the way so that I could unclasp her bra for her.

I did as she wished and unhooked her bra. There was something sexier about taking Mom's bra off myself. I helped her take it fully off her shoulders. She turned around and presented her perfect, perfect breasts to me once again. Without her saying anything, I cupped her breasts in my hands and began to massage them once again.

"Are you always this bold with girls, or just me?" she asked.

"Just you," I said, while continuing to caress her tits. Mom put her hands over top of mine and squeezed her breasts along with me. Mom took one of her hands off and reached it towards my cock, which was throbbing hard by this point. She looked down at it and gave it a good squeeze over my shorts. Just that little squeeze nearly made me cum right then and there. I felt like I needed to repay the favor to Mom, so I took my hands off her breasts and started to guide them towards her cunt.

Mom grabbed my hand and pushed it back towards my chest. "That's enough for now," she said with a devilish grin. "If you're lucky, we'll do more later."

"Hpmh," I grunted.

"Oh, relax, you'll live," Mom said.

She started to reach down for the bra and tank top that she had removed. "You're not even gonna try on the dress you picked out?"

Mom looked back up at me and then at the dress that was hanging on the door. It was a yellow sundress that had little blue flowers patterned all over it. Mom picked it up and examined it. "Come on, this is hideous. It doesn't even look like it'll fit."

"For me?" I asked, trying to look needy.

"Fine," she relented. "But I'm not buying it."

Mom handed me her dress and then began to undo her shoes and her jean shorts. She kicked her shoes off and dropped her shorts down to her ankles before kicking them off. Once she was almost naked, I handed her the dress to put on. The straps were tiny, so she put them on from the bottom up. She put her feet through the neckhole of the dress and pulled it up over her body. Once she pulled it up, we both realized that the dress was indeed way too small for her.

I couldn't help but laugh at her. "Okay, maybe you were right," I admitted.

She looked up at me and giggled. "You think so?"

She continued to wiggle the dress onto her curvy body until she was able to get the straps over her shoulders. The fabric of the dress was contoured in a way that it was meant to hug the breasts of the woman who was wearing it, sort of like a bra. Mom's breasts were far too large for this particular dress.

Mom threw her hands down to her side in defeat. "I look ridiculous."

I stepped closer to her and began squeezing her breasts into her dress until her wide areolas were finally gone. I stepped back and admired my work. Her nipples were, in fact, fully hidden, but the rest of her tits were about to burst out of the top of the dress. She admittedly looked a little ridiculous.

"There," I said triumphantly.

Mom turned towards the mirror to get a better look at herself. "I look ridiculous."

"Come on, you look great," I said.

"I don't even know if I can get this thing off," Mom said, frustratedly.

"Just buy it then," I suggested.

Mom looked at me with an angered look. "I'm sure you'd love that."

"Come on, I thought you were a fun mom," I continued. I knew that would get under her skin.

Mom looked down at herself for a moment. "You'll owe me for this, you know that?"

"Yes," I said with an eager smile.

Mom gathered up her discarded clothes and threw them into one of the bags she had been carrying around for her. She ripped the tag off her dress, and we exited the dressing room. We made our way back up to the front counter, and everyone in our path turned heads the second they saw Mom. For good reason as well. Her tits were quite literally spilling out of the top of her dress. It was a miracle they didn't fall out with every single step.

Mom and I bought the dress and made our way out of the store. She kept having to shove her heaving breasts further down into her dress to keep them from popping out. "Jesus Christ, I feel naked. You better tell me if my nipple is showing."

I threw up my hands. "I will, promise."

We made our way back into the plaza. Mom always turned heads, but now more than ever. Just about everyone took a moment to stop and admire the massive pair of breasts that were exploding out of my mother's top. Every step she took caused seismic waves to ripple throughout her soft breasts.

Mom leaned in close to me as she walked. "Everyone's looking at me," she said.

"I know," I admitted. I pointed down at Mom's chest to alert her that her areola had begun to slightly pop out.

She adjusted her breasts so that they were fully hidden once again. "Thanks," she said.

"You really look great, Mom," I assured her.

She looked back at me and smiled. "Thanks, buddy. I'm glad someone thinks so."

"I'm sure everyone does, Mom," I told her.

"Oh, I can tell," she said.

"You can go change back if you want," I said. "I feel bad that everyone's staring."

"No, it's okay," she said. "I like the attention. Specifically, your attention."

My cock sprang up again at the sight of Mom's flirting. "You have all of it," I teased back.

Mom gave me a devilish grin once again. "Are my nipples showing?" she asked.

I looked down to see that her areolas had peeked out of her dress once again. "Yeah, they are."

Mom adjusted them again, and we began looking at more shops. Mom seemingly got more and more comfortable with her outfit as time went on. I could see that she was starting to strut more confidently. She was pushing her hair back behind her shoulders to make sure that her huge tits were on full display. She had given up on hiding her nipples and was instead just letting her areolas peek out at all times.

Seeing my mom slut herself out was driving me crazy. My cock was throbbing to the point it felt like my shorts were going to rip open. I couldn't help myself and felt a need to get my hands on Mom. She leaned over to take a look at one vendor's table, and I took my chance. I gripped Mom's ass over her dress, hard and obvious enough for everyone to see. Mom must have been getting horny too, because she didn't swat my hand away at all. I caressed her juicy ass over her dress and claimed her as mine.

When she was done at the table, I let go of her ass. She gave me a cheeky grin, knowing that she was letting her own son grope her in public. We had already spent a couple of hours at the plaza. We had gotten a late start to the day, so it was already approaching dinnertime.

Mom turned to me after leaving the store. "I'm getting hungry. What about you?"

I smiled back at Mom and looked down at her gigantic tits. "Oh, definitely," I said.

She rolled her eyes and began to walk away from me. "Shut up."

Mom and I went off and managed to find a pizza joint. We each got a couple of slices and found a bench to sit on. I tried to pick out one that was somewhat secluded so that I could maybe get my hands on Mom again. I found one that was positioned in front of a couple of palm trees. Not great, but the best I was going to get. We both sat there, enjoying our pizza, which was pretty good.

I finished my food before Mom and took the time to admire her and her perfect body. Her pale tits were squeezed so tight they were nearly at her chin. My cock was still throbbing for her, and I couldn't help myself. I looked around quickly to see if anyone was around. There were a few, but no one was looking at us directly. I took my chance and reached across Mom's chest.

I gave the top of her tits a huge squeeze. She looked down at my hands but didn't reject my groping. She continued taking bites out of her slice of pizza while nonchalantly allowing me to grope her. I stopped when I saw someone looking in our direction, but Mom grabbed my hand and placed it back onto her breast. I followed her lead and continued massaging her in full view of anyone who wanted to look.

This went on for maybe a minute before Mom stood up. She took her half-eaten slice of pizza and threw it into a trash can. Once I had caught up to her, she took my hand and began dragging me around. I could see that she was looking around for something, but I couldn't tell exactly what that was. Eventually, her eyes caught something, and she headed into a store.

Once we got into the store, she began looking around hurriedly. She rushed her way to the back of the store and pulled me with her. We got to the back, and she positioned herself behind a shelf. She looked around quickly before positioning me right in front of her. Once she seemed content, she pinned me against a shelf and locked her arms around my neck. She pulled herself up to my face and pressed her lips into mine.

I started making out with Mom. It started out weird at first, like kissing your own mother. After a second, though, we both got into a rhythm and started aggressively making out. We slid our tongues in and out of each other's mouths. Every once in a while, Mom would pull away from me to make sure the coast was clear, but I couldn't care less. We stood in the back of the store for a few minutes just making out with each other. It got so intense at one point that Mom had lifted her leg up onto my crotch and was trying to grind herself on me. When she nearly fell over, it lifted her out of her trance.

Mom took her arms from around me and stepped back. She wiped the mixture of our saliva off her mouth and looked around quickly. She was breathing very heavily now. "Sorry," she said, "I'm so horny."

She leaned her head onto my chest as she tried to catch her breath. I grabbed her chin gently and made her look up at me. "I am too," I said. I locked lips with her again, but this time it was much more gentle. We tenderly kissed each other, taking time to enjoy our embrace. We stood there for a while, just slowly kissing each other.

"Ma'am?" It was an unfamiliar voice to both of us. Mom and I pulled our parts, and our heads snapped over like deer caught in headlights. When I looked over, I saw a female who clearly worked at the store we were in. She also looked quite stunned.

"Uhm...Ma'am? You and your boyfriend are going to have to leave the store," she said.

I looked at Mom and realized that both of her tits had completely fallen out of her dress. There wasn't a single inch that wasn't fully exposed. Mom looked down and came to the same realization as me.

"Oh, God," she said, "I'm sorry...so sorry." She and I both tried to quickly jam her tits back into her top with some amount of success. Mom continued to apologize profusely to the worker as we both tried to hurry out of the store as quickly as possible. As we were exiting, I looked back and could see that one of the workers was talking into some sort of radio.

I looked over at Mom, who was still trying to get her tits back into her dress. "Mom, I think we need to leave."

Mom looked back towards the store and presumably saw the same thing I did. She grabbed my wrist again. "Yep, time to go."

We began to hurry back to our bikes as quickly as we could, which was difficult, given Mom's outfit situation. Anything more than a walk would have probably caused her tits to pop out again. We lightly jogged while Mom helped her tits into her dress as best as she could. Eventually, we got to our bikes, unlocked them, and hopped on. We began to speed away from the plaza as quickly as we could. I wasn't sure if the cops or security would actually come, but I didn't want to be there to find out.

We rode quickly and in silence for about five minutes until we reached the street where our cabin was. When we got to it, we both paused and caught our breath slightly. I hopped off my bike, and Mom followed suit. "I think we're fine now."

Mom looked at me and laughed while rubbing her forehead. "We're such idiots. Running away like the cops are gonna hunt us down."

I laughed with her. "You never know; we might be the island's most wanted."

We began walking our bikes down our street. The street was quite secluded, covered with dense trees on both sides, only broken up by the occasional driveway. That calmed us both down quite a bit.

"Augh," Mom groaned. I looked over at her and saw that she had pulled her tits out of her dress. "Jesus, those things were suffocating me."

I looked over and saw her magnificent breasts swaying along with every step she took. "Yeah," was all I could sputter out.

Mom looked down and grinned. "Seems like someone's still horny."

I could still feel my cock throbbing in my shorts, so yes, I was quite horny. "How could I not be?" I said.

"Just wait a little bit longer for me," Mom said teasingly.

We continued the trek back to our cabin, slowly. I wanted to sprint back to the cabin just so that I could get Mom all to myself, but I did my best to play it cool. Mom had just about taken her dress fully off. It was now just hanging on her waist, so her entire upper torso was completely exposed. Even when a couple of cars drove past us, Mom didn't bother hiding anything. I had no idea that my mom could ever be so slutty.

We finally made it up to our cabin. When we got to our driveway, Mom completely discarded her dress so that she was only in her thong. She looked at me and shrugged. "It was coming off anyway." She tossed me her dress and headed up to the door to open. I admired her fat ass jiggling with every step she took.

Mom got the door open and headed inside. I followed her in and shut the door behind us. Before I could do just about anything, Mom had her hands wrapped around my neck once again. She pinned me up against the front door, the same way she did in the store and began to make out with me once again. There was no awkward phase this time around, and we instantly went into hard, aggressive kissing.

She got her hands under my shirt, and began taking it off while we were still kissing. Once she was done with that, she got her hands beneath the hem of my shorts and began to undo the drawstring to them. She pulled them down to my ankles and I kicked them off.

Both of us were now completely stripped down to our underwear. Mom moved her hand down my stomach until she found my erection. She gently caressed it over my boxers while we continued to kiss. I felt the need to pleasure Mom, so I reached my hand down onto her panties, and began to caress her cunt. I could tell that it was drenched.

As we began to caress each other, mom pulled back, and looked at me deeply. "You sure you wanna do this?" she asked.

"I'm positive."

"There's no going back once we do this," she reminded me.

"Trust me, I know."

Mom put her arms back around my neck, but this time she lifted herself up into my arms. "We'll do it in my room," Mom said, in between kisses. I carried her through the cabin, and down the hall into her room. When I got into her room, I laid her down on her bed.

Mom pushed me away from her before I could continue kissing. "You lay down," she demanded. I wasn't about to go against her orders and laid down on her bed. When she was content with my position, she proceeded to climb up on top of me, and position her pussy right on top of my throbbing cock. There were only a couple layers of clothing between my throbbing cock, and my mother's soaking wet pussy.

Mom put her hands on my chest, to pin me down. She positioned herself so that my cock was directly in the center of her pussy. She let out a slight moan, and rolled her eyes once she felt my cock in a comfortable position. She looked down at me and smiled before beginning to gently grind herself on top of me. She repositioned her hands so that they were now pinning my arms down, forcing me to just sit there and take her lap dance.

I could feel a warm wetness begin to seep through my underwear and onto my cock. I knew that it was Mom's pussy juices beginning to leak through her thong. I had been with girls before, but I'm not sure I had ever seen one quite as wet as Mom was right now. She continued to grind on me while making quiet little moans of pleasure. Her hot juices continued flowing into my underwear until I was confident that both of us were soaked in her juices.

"Tell me if you're close to cumming," said Mom, while continuing to grind on me. She was going slow enough that I wasn't reaching climax at a fast rate, but I knew that I was getting close to an orgasm.

"I'm close, Mom."

At hearing that, Mom let out a smile, and hopped off of my dick. Without saying anything, she crawled backwards off the bed, and got on her knees towards the edge of the bed. She waited there, and gave me a finger wag, just in case I didn't get the hint. I did get the hint, and scooted my way towards the edge of the mattress. She put her hands on my hips and guided me until we were both in a comfortable position.

Once we were both ready, Mom looked up at me and made eye contact. She took a deep breath in, presumably because she knew that she was about to take her own son's erect cock into her mouth. She reached for the hem of my boxers and began working my underwear down, until they were completely off. She tossed them to the side so that I was now completely naked in front of her.

She took a couple seconds just to admire my cock. I looked down at it as well, and could see that it was coated with Mom's pussy juices. Mom took another deep breath before reaching her hand out and wrapping it around the base of my throbbing shaft. Her touch alone sent an electric shock through my whole body, like nothing I'd ever felt before in my life.

I couldn't help but throw my head back and moan at my mother's touch. Mom looked up and smiled. "Don't cum," she reminded me. Her eyes went back to my cock and studied it. It looked like she was trying to decide exactly what she wanted to do with me.

She kept her hands in the same position as before, and lifted up my cock so that it was pointing directly in the air. She brought her mouth close to my cock, so that it was just centimeters away. She took a deep breath and exhaled her hot breath right onto the tip of my cock. Something about her breath and her juices that coated my cock gave me a rush that I had never experienced in my life. It was like Mom was some sort of sex goddess.



Mom grabbed my cock tightly and barely let it graze her lips. She looked up at me and made eye contact with me. "I can't wait to fuck my son," she said in a whisper. I about came just from hearing her say that. Mom continued on with the teasing of my cock. She began giving it very gentle kisses. She worked her way from the bottom of my shaft, all the way up to the tip. My cock was so sensitive at this point, that just about any touch was nearly making me orgasm.

She kept kissing my tip, knowing that it was driving me wild. "Don't cum," she reminded me. I gave her a nod that I wouldn't, but I was close to the point of no return. I was having to flex every muscle in my body to keep myself from cumming. Mom stuck her tongue out and placed it onto my tip. Feeling her wet, hot tongue begin to circle around the tip of my cock was pure ecstasy.

She gently began to work her way around my tip, over and over again, making gentle circles with her tongue around it. She took her tongue off my cock, and worked up a glob of spit which she spat directly onto my tip. She used her hand to work her saliva around my cock, and then wrapped her lips around my tip.

This time, there was no slowness to her. She got her lips around my cock, and then immediately slammed her head down so that the entirety of my shaft was down her throat.

"AUGHHH," I groaned involuntarily. Mom kept my cock pinned to the back of her throat, but I could tell that she was laughing. She kept my cock in her throat for a minute. I could feel her running my tongue around my cock while she continued to keep it positioned down that back of her throat. Eventually, she pulled herself back up to my tip, but quickly shot her head back down the entire length of my cock.

I let out another primal groan as I felt my cock bottom out in her throat. This went on for a few moments. Mom would slowly lift her head up my cock before slamming its full length back into her mouth. I could feel her working more and more spit onto my cock until it was completely drenched and overflowing with her hot saliva. I could feel it leaking out of her mouth and down onto my balls.

I knew I was getting close to cumming. Part of me wanted to shoot a massive load straight down Mom's throat, but I also knew that she had ordered me to not cum yet. Mom made it so that I wouldn't have to make a decision. She took my cock out of her mouth fully, and leaned back onto her heels.

"You're about to cum, aren't you? I could taste your precum."

"Yes," I said. I could barely say anything due to how hard I was breathing now. I didn't realize it, but I was panting like a dog. Mom fully stood up and smiled. She now took off her thong and disregarded it. I could see her bald pussy glistening with her juices.

I began to sit up, but Mom pushed me back into the bed. "You don't need to do anything, let Mommy do the work."

I laid back down in bed, and followed Mom's orders. She climbed into bed and got on her knees on top of me. She hovered her crotch over me and leaned forward to give me a kiss. "

"I want you to cum in my pussy," she said quietly.

"Are you on the-"

"No," she said, cutting me off. "just fill your Mom with cum, we'll worry about that later."

Any worry about impregnating my own mother went away instantly at hearing Mom's demands. She leaned back, and hovered herself over my cock. She grabbed a hold of my shaft, and pointed it up towards her cunt. I could see Mom look up at the ceiling and take a deep breath. Accepting the fact that she was about to take her own son's cock inside of her.

Mom looked down at me and held eye contact with me as she slowly inserted me into her pussy. Both of us stopped breathing as she slowly lowered herself down onto me. Once I was fully inside of her, we both began to breathe again, each of us letting out our own moan. Mom sat on top of me for a moment, just trying to take in the realization that her own son was inside of her.

We had officially crossed the boundary that mother and son were never meant to cross, but by now, there was no turning back. I admired the goddess of a mother that was sitting on my cock. The beautiful aged face, the gigantic breasts, the perfect nipples, and the wet cunt that was completely devouring my cock. For a moment, I had forgotten that it was my own mother that I was currently inside of.

Mom positioned her hands onto my waist to support herself. She finally lifted herself up until the tip of my cock was the only thing inside of her. Then she slammed her cunt back down, allowing my cock to shoot back inside of her. We were officially fucking each other, as mother and son. Mom began riding my cock, allowing herself to bounce up and down on it, over and over again. She started out slowly, trying to get herself used to the size of my dick.

Both of us had completely lost control of ourselves now. I was grunting with every thrust inside of my mother's pussy, and Mom was letting out primal screams in the same way that she had the night before. Every time that she pushed my cock deeper into her, I could feel her juices gush out onto me. I could tell that we were making a massive mess of ourselves.

Mom had only thrusted herself onto me a few times, but I knew that I was close to cumming. I had held myself off for as long as possible, but I knew that I was done now. I couldn't hold it in for any longer.

"I'm gonna cum, Mom," I sputtered out in a strained voice.

Mom said nothing. I wondered if she had heard me. I knew she did when she immediately began to pick up the pace of her thrusts. She began fucking me like a machine. Her slow thrusts were gone, and now she was throwing herself onto my cock as rapidly and as hard as she possibly could. Her massive tits were now violently thrashing around her chest in every which way. They were bouncing so hard that I thought they were going to hit her in the face.

I knew that this was it. The image of my naked mother, fucking like a robot. Her massive tits bouncing everywhere. Her perfect pussy dripping out onto my cock. All the sensations had driven me to the edge and I knew that there was no going back. I took one last look at Mom before I couldn't physically control myself.

My head lifted up and then slammed back into the mattress. My eyes rolled back into my head, and I immediately felt lightheaded. I could tell that I was screaming, but I couldn't hear myself due to my ears ringing. My entire body stiffened and I felt my orgasm officially took over.

It was unlike any orgasm I had ever had in my life. It started in my cock, and worked its way throughout my entire body. I couldn't move, I couldn't breathe, I couldn't do anything but cum. I could feel my balls tighten and my cock begin to pulsate. Cum began to shoot out of my cock at a rate that I had never felt before. I could physically feel the semen working my way through my body and out of my cock.

I could feel Mom's pussy become hotter as my fertile cum began to fill up her equally fertile cunt. I laid there, motionless, allowing Mom to milk every last drop of cum out of my cock, by using her pussy. My orgasm felt like it lasted for minutes. I was pretty certain that I had blacked out during it. I couldn't see anything or hear anything for quite some time.

Eventually, I began to feel the flow of cum slow down. I could feel that my cock was slowly beginning to stop pulsating. My eyes had opened up, and I could see the dark ceiling above me. I could feel my muscles begin to loosen up, knowing that my orgasm had finally been completed.

I began to come to my senses, and gather my surroundings. My orgasm may have taken me out of it, but when I looked up, I realized that me and Mom's fucking had not stopped. She was still on top of me, fucking me as hard as she possibly could. My ears stopped ringing, and I could hear Mom screaming again, this time as loud as she possibly could.

My cock was still throbbing, and I did nothing but lay back and enjoy watching my mother use her son's cock to get herself off. I suddenly felt my mother's cunt tighten around my cock. Her thrusting stopped, and she threw her head back, in the same way that I did. She held there, fully leaned back with my cock inside of her, for a few seconds. She stopped breathing, and moving, completely.

Suddenly, she screamed. This time, with every ounce of being she had in her. I began to feel her pussy contract around my cock. Mom thrusted herself onto my cock a few more times, before lifting herself up and off of me. She held herself in the air, right over my cock, and began squirting a consistent flow of juices onto my. I wasn't sure if squirting was a real thing that women did, but Mom was doing it to me now.

Every orgasmic contraction unleashed a torrent of her squirt out of her cunt, along with another scream. Mom allowed her orgasm to completely overtake her, until there was a puddle of our juices in the bed. Eventually, Mom's orgasm ceased. Her screaming stopped, and she flopped down onto the bed, face-first. I watched Mom as she laid there, breathing heavily and letting out quiet whimpers.

We stayed like this for a few minutes, both of us trying to take in what we had just done. Our breathing managed to slow down after a few minutes. I repositioned myself on Mom's bed, so that I could rest my head against her pillow. Mom followed me and laid her head against my shoulder.

I looked down and saw the face of my mother, who had just allowed her own son to breed her. I knew that I would never be able to look at her the same. And I knew that our relationship was going to change forever.
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