
    
  
    
      
        Birthday Hugs

      Author's note

      Fans of big boobs, rejoice! It has been a whole three months since I wrote a story specifically in this vein, so I felt like mining it again.

      Lately, I've had a few complaints from readers regarding the "mommy talk" that I sometimes put in my writing. I understand why it does not work for everybody, so I have begun adding selectively to stories that I think deserve it.

      On that note, rather than letting it surprise you, I'm going to say up front that the latter half of this story steers pretty hard into that overly incestuous dialogue. If that's not your cup of tea, I do apologize, but I hope that those who give it a chance will be pleased with what they read.

      Thank you as always to neuroparenthetical for editing this piece.

      Please enjoy,

      -CK

    
  
    
      Birthday Hugs

      Eighteen candles flickered on the cake before me, their light dancing on the kitchen table. They added warmth to the afternoon sunlight flooding the room -the same one in which I had spent much of childhood: eating breakfast before school, doing math homework at the table, and learning to cook from my mother, Abigail. She had been a key part of every facet of my life, so it was fitting that she was the one there to shuttle me into adulthood with a homemade birthday cake.

      In her seat next to mine, she nudged my leg under the table, then leaned to the side so that our forearms were touching. "Happy birthday, Bambi."

      "Thanks, Mom," I said before taking a deep breath and blowing out all the candles in one puff.

      
        
      

      The cake itself was nothing fancy, but I loved it because she had made it for me. It was the little things that let me know she cared for me, and when it came to my birthday, all I had wanted that year was to spend time with the woman who made me feel more special - more loved - than anyone else in the world.

      Was I a textbook mama's boy? Probably. Did I mind that label? Not one damn bit!

      Ever since my father's passing a few months prior, I'd started spending even more time with Mom. She was mostly done with the grieving process - at least enough so that she could finally talk about him without tearing up - and I did not feel the least bit self-centered in claiming that I had played a key role in helping her get back to normal.

      We had spent almost every day together since then, and while I could not speak for Mom, I had certainly gotten to the point where going a few hours without seeing her made me feel a bit restless. She was my safety, I was her rock, and together we'd anchored each other during the turmoil surrounding Dad's death.

      We had always been close, but I think the trauma bonding had made us inseparable. On the nights where she would ask me to stay with her, I would hold her until the sun rose. I would cuddle her tightly so she would not feel alone in the same bed that had once been a happy place, but had become a nightly reminder of what she had lost.

      "I wish your father was here to see this," Mom said quietly as smoke rose from the wick tips.

      I wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "Me too. I bet he would've liked the cake. It looks delicious, Mom."

      She gave a faint nod. "He always did have a sweet tooth." She forced a smile, but it was still steeped in sadness. "Still, I... I know he would've wanted to see this; our baby boy finally becoming a man."

      I raised my eyebrows. "Well, I don't feel like a man yet. When does the magic happen?"

      Mom leaned her head on my shoulder. "Soon enough, Bambi. Did you make a wish?"

      
        "I sure did," I said happily, even though I was sure that losing my virginity would take a hell of a lot more than blowing out a bunch of candles.

      Sure, I could have spent more time on the dating apps trying to meet someone, but the idea of splitting my time did not sit right with me. It was clear that Mom still needed me, and to be honest, I still needed her. She was the only one I ever found myself wanting to spend time with, and no matter how often I was around her, I never felt like it was often enough. Even if I had met someone, they never could have measured up to the beautiful, intelligent, wise-cracking woman that had raised me.

      "I'm sorry the cake is so lame looking," Mom muttered. "I'm not much of an artist, and you know how money is lately."

      True, the cake - a simple rectangle with brown icing and the words "HappY BirThday BaMbi" written in red font - was not up to par with the ones that might have graced a local bakery's display, but Mom's part-time job as a grocery clerk did not provide us the resources to blow on something so frivolous. Besides, the fact that she'd made it for me meant more than better handwriting or even tastier frosting ever could have.

      "It's not lame," I thus said earnestly. "It's perfect."

      She forced a smile. "I appreciate that. Just... you know, with the debt from your father's medical bills--"

      "It's perfect, Mom," I repeated. "I mean it."

      Her smile became slightly more sincere. "Well, I did my best. Maybe next year I'll actually learn how to use that damn piping bag properly."

      "I believe in you," I said. "You've got a whole year to practice, after all."

      She chuckled softly. "That makes one of us. Wanna cut the first piece? It's supposed to be good luck."

      I grabbed the knife. "I'll take all the luck I can get!"

      
        She placed a plate in front of me. "Sounds like you don't think your wish is gonna come true, then."

      I pushed the blade through the cake. "Uh, probably not, actually..."

      "Crossed under any ladders lately?" she asked.

      I shook my head and served the first slice of cake onto a plate for her. "Now that you mention it, I was cursed by an old woman at the grocery store when I came to pick you up the other day."

      Mom waved me off. "Oh, that's just Amanda. She's harmless. What did you wish for, then?"

      I rolled my eyes as I cut another slice. "Seriously? I can't tell you!"

      She held up her hands defensively. "Sorry, sorry! Gosh, honey, you must really want it to come true, huh?"

      My stomach turned a little. "You have... no idea."

      She gave me a curious look. "Well, you never know what might happen. Things have a funny way of working out sometimes."

      I shook my head again. "Yeah, I don't know if that's gonna apply here. Doesn't matter anyway; I already got my real wish."

      She cocked her head to the side. "You did?"

      "Uh-huh, but I think I'm only allowed to have one best mother in the world, so I didn't see the point in wishing for another."

      Mom tilted her head back and gave an exaggerated laugh. "Ha! You know, it's your birthday, Bambi. You don't have to, like, butter me up or anything."

      
        Another sick churn put a knot in my stomach, but that time it was prompted by the immediate visual of literally buttering Mom up.

      Listen, I was not exactly proud of how easily, or how powerfully, my own mother turned me on. She probably hadn't even thought twice about how her words were going to hit me, and why would she have? What kind of weirdo gets a boner thinking about rubbing down their own Mom? Well, start with a mama's boy, and proceed rather predictably to him also wanting to be Mama's man.

      I'd long harbored feelings for Mom that I knew would never be reciprocated, so I cherished those long nights spent cuddling her in bed. I relished every memory of her body's warmth pressing against my chest, or better yet, when she would shift in her sleep and unwittingly shove her fat, round rump right against my crotch. I'm a bit ashamed to admit that, more than once, I had ground against her in an attempt to savor her incredible softness.

      The one thing that I had been wise enough to forbid myself to do, even though the cravings made my heart ache, was touching her large, heavyset breasts. I'd stolen enough glances that I could almost imagine what it would have felt like to sink my fingers in and squeeze until my knuckles cracked.

      They were, without a doubt, the most beautiful, spectacular tits I had ever laid eyes on-- a true testament to abundance, their cleavage more pronounced than the entire bosoms of most women her age. Is it better or worse that some of that infatuation stemmed from whom they were attached to? It clearly was, though, because women with similar body types only made me half as excited as Mom did.

      I would have been mortified if she'd ever discovered my true feelings, so I kept my perverted fantasies to myself and accepted that the occasional touch was all the sensuality that would ever exist between us. Still, I longed for her so deeply that I was grateful for those rare opportunities, happily choosing them over finding myself a woman that would let me touch her when she was actually awake.

      That afternoon in the kitchen, it felt like Mom had specifically worn a low-cut shirt to test the limits of my self-control. Her plunging neckline was deep enough to expose a long line of shadowy cleavage, and I was struggling not to stare into the cleft between her tits.

      I had never seen her wear something so revealing. With breasts like hers, she often had to go to specific lengths to ensure that they were covered up. That meant turtlenecks in the winter and t-shirts in the summer that went all the way up to her collarbone. Any glimpse at her tits I'd ever stolen had been through cloth, so I'd been acutely aware of... well, of something ever since I'd seen her in a sundress earlier that day.

      
        
      

      Maybe that's her real gift, I thought with an inward chuckle, imagining that she'd been waiting until the day I turned eighteen to start dressing sexier.

      Some guys' fathers take them to strip clubs when they turn eighteen, but I was more than happy to exchange that for having Mom's bulging tits all but rubbed in my face-- though of course I'd much rather have eliminated that "all but" from the equation.

      "What are you thinking about?" she asked, snapping me to attention as she bit into a forkful of cake. I wondered just how long she'd let me eat in dazed silence.

      I looked up from her exposed cleavage and blinked hard. "Uh, nothing. Just... hoping my wish comes true."

      "Me too, Bambi," she said.

      I loved it when she called me that. It made me feel young and carefree, which went strictly against the way my cock throbbed whenever the adorable moniker left her lips. On that particular occasion, it had also sent some shivers down my spine. I guess that sundress was really working for me.

      She finished chewing, then said, "Maybe I should start calling you something else now that you're all grown up. We all know what happened to Bambi's mother, so..."

      "No!" I insisted loudly. "No, I-I like it."

      She cocked her head to the side again, offering me that cute little side-stare that made her look like a curious puppy. "How much?"

      I nodded before stuffing some cake into my mouth. "Uh, a lot, I guess."

      "Well, you'll always be Bambi to me," she said. "Just because you're a big, strong, handsome man doesn't stop you from being my little boy."

      Those shivers started a return trip as tingles, and heat flushed my cheeks that I hoped would not have to explain. "Er, thanks."

      
        
      

      Mom slid a small, neatly wrapped box across the wooden table toward me. "Go on, sweetheart."

      I wiped my mouth on a napkin, removing a dark smear of chocolate frosting, and grabbed the parcel. "What is it?"

      She sighed. "That's kind of the point of wrapping it, you know? Open it!"

      I pulled apart the paper wrapping and opened the box. Inside was a photo framed in dark wood, its image obscured by something heavier wrapped in tissue that she had placed on top. "What is it?"

      She chuckled through her nose. "You're impossible, Bambi."

      I lifted the wrapped object first and was met with a photo that I had not seen in years. It was of Dad and me on the dock at the lake we'd used to fish at. My scrawny, ten-year-old arm was slung around his waist while he grinned at the camera, with his signature silver watch glinting on his wrist. My chest tightened when I realized how much I had come to look like him: the same jet-black hair that never behaved, and my jawline was starting to fill out in a way that mirrored his. The thought struck me that in another ten years, I could pass as his twin.

      "He wanted you to have it," Mom said, her eyes on the watch in my hands. "Always said that you looked so much like him that--"

      "That people would think I was him if I had this on," I finished for her, holding up the watch.

      She smiled, putting that familiar curve to her lips. "He was right, you know: every day you look more and more like him."

      "Is that a good thing?" I asked, trying to keep my tone light.

      Mom stared straight through me, her tone dripping with sincerity. "Absolutely. He was one of the most amazing men I've ever known... and he just so happened to be the most handsome."

      I slipped the watch onto my left wrist. "Well, lucky me, then."

      
        
      

      The metal felt cool at first, and it was heavier than I expected, but it warmed quickly against my skin. While I turned my wrist to admire how it looked, Mom reached for my hand to interlace our fingers together.

      "Wow," she murmured, staring at our joined hands. "It's uncanny."

      "Lemme guess," I said. "I've got his hands, too?"

      She gave my fingers a gentle squeeze. "Just another blessing, I suppose."

      We finished the rest of the cake in comfortable silence-- the kind we'd fallen into more often since Dad had passed. When the plates were empty, Mom stood up and stretched her back like she'd been sitting for an hour straight.

      "I'm going to hop in the shower," she said. "I feel like I've had frosting in my hair all morning."

      I pushed my chair back. "I should go cut the grass, I guess."

      She frowned immediately. "On your birthday? Bambi, no! You should be relaxing."

      I shrugged, giving her the same answer I always did. "I've told you, Mom: I like helping out. Pulling my own weight feels good."

      "If you say so," she said.

      I watched her walk out of the kitchen, hips swaying slightly as she headed toward the hallway. The watch felt solid on my wrist - a constant reminder of Dad, and of how much I was starting to look like the man who had once been hers.

      Since his death, I'd taken over everything he'd used to handle: cutting the grass, shoveling snow, and even fixing leaky faucets and creaky doors thanks to YouTube videos I'd half-watched at two in the morning.

      
        Despite being in my first year of university, I'd stepped into the "man of the house" role without hesitation or resentment. Mom had always been the one who'd looked after both of us, so I'd stepped up to assist as best I could. Still, I had no idea how she had been managing financially without Dad's security guard checks rounding out their income. We had never been rich, and without him, the math simply did not add up. She only worked part-time at the grocery store, and she refused all my offers to chip in.

      "It's my job to look after you," she would always say, firm and proud, "not the other way around."

      I walked to the back shed and dragged the old mower out into the sunlight and, after I gave the frayed starter rope a few stubborn yanks, the engine coughed to life.

      As I started making my first passes across the backyard, the familiar smell of fresh-cut grass and gasoline soon filled the air. The sun beat down on my shoulders while I pushed the machine in steady lines.

      On my third pass across the lawn, deeply entrenched in my thoughts, I casually glanced up toward the house and froze mid-step.

      The blinds on Mom's en suite bathroom window were wide open. That window sat at waist height from the outside, looking straight into her shower area. She had never once forgotten to close them before. I knew that for a fact, since I'd tried to catch a glimpse more than a few times, but had always been disappointed. That day, something was different, so I thanked the birthday gods for lending me their blessing.

      Mom stepped out of the shower completely naked, the water still glistening on her skin lit up perfectly by the midday sun.

      My mouth went bone dry in a heartbeat, my tongue turning to a length of sandpaper against the roof of my mouth. I could not keep my thoughts on the grass for a second longer, instantly obsessed with the view.

      Oh my fucking god... Those are Mom's tits! I've got to get a closer look!

      Instead of continuing in a straight line, I subtly angled the mower so I was pushing it over patches I had already cut, inching closer to the bathroom window without making it too obvious. The mower's engine kept rumbling loudly, and I kept my head tilted down like I was focused on the grass, but my eyes were strained upward to drink in the sight.

      
        
      

      Somehow, she had not noticed the open blinds or the mower-- or at least, it didn't seem like she had. She stood still for a long moment, running her fingers through her wet, brown hair, completely exposed and utterly unaware of her audience.

      I figured that she had to be able to hear the mower, but she gave no hint to confirm that as she stared at her reflection in the mirror.

      Holy shit... does she want me to look? The thought hit me hard, sending a rush of heat through my body. No, that can't be right. But... she still isn't closing the blinds.

      My eyes locked greedily onto her breasts. My god, they were even bigger than I had imagined! They hung there, swaying slightly as she let down the bun in which she had tied her chestnut hair, the sunlight making every curve and droplet stand out in sharp, shimmering detail.

      Mom's bust had the kind of generosity that spoke of real, womanly maturity rather than anything artificial. Every inch of her was as real as the day she'd been born. Her skin was a warm, soft peach hue with a faint golden undertone from whatever summer sun she'd caught. It looked as smooth as velvet, especially along the upper curves where the light shone upon it directly.

      What struck me most was how heavy they looked up close-- or as close as I could reasonably get. They had a wonderful, slightly droopy shape, rounded and protruding forward slightly before curving downward under their own staggering mass, resting softly against her ribcage. Thin, faint blue veins were just barely visible beneath the surface of her pale skin, giving her udders that lived-in texture that practically begged for hands to squeeze and fondle them.

      Her areolas were quite large, but only in the absolute sense. Upon her generous breasts, they looked right at home. A dark color pinkish-brown, they stood out prominently against the softer peach of her flesh. In the center of each fat disc were her nipples, thick and prominent, hardened into stiff peaks from the comparatively cooler air.

      Every time she moved, whether lifting her arms to run her fingers through her hair or turning slightly to reach for something, her tits shifted and jiggled. Their soft flesh quivered and settled, briefly swaying before they came to a full rest. Droplets of water clung to the undersides and rolled slowly downward, tracing the rounded contours before dripping onto her tummy.

      God, they're perfect, I thought, my grip tightening on the mower handle. So fucking big and heavy...

      
        Through the open window, I watched as she examined herself in the mirror. She lifted her breasts with both hands, cupping them from underneath and slowly pulling them apart as though inspecting their weight and shape. She squeezed gently, then let them go, and as she watched their reflections, I watched the real thing. Then her fingers casually traced the globes like she was appreciating them for the first time, which was a sentiment that I deeply related to.

      Finally, she reached for her robe, slipped it on, and tied the belt loosely around her waist. She killed the bathroom light and walked out without so much as a glance toward the yard.

      Was that real? I thought, too stunned to move. Did that really just happen? For a moment, I genuinely considered whether I'd dreamed it, perhaps due to having suffered a stroke mid-mow.

      I kept the mower rumbling across the last few patches of grass, but my mind was no longer on yardwork. I finished the lawn in a complete daze, the image of Mom's naked tits burned into my brain.

      Even after I lugged the mower back into the shed and made my way inside the house, I could not shake it. I was parched beyond measure, both from the hot sun and my even hotter mom, so I grabbed a glass and filled it with cold water from the fridge.

      Just as I started gulping it down, Mom's voice suddenly cut through the quiet kitchen, a teasing tilt to her tone. "Pretty thirsty, huh?"

      I choked, splashing water down my shirt as I spun around. "Mom! I-I didn't know you were--"

      My words died in my throat when I actually took in the sight of her still wearing nothing but that thin robe. The neckline had gaped open, putting a generous amount of her deep cleavage on display. The bottom hem rode high on her thighs, showing off smooth, shiny legs that I imagined would feel incredible if wrapped around my waist. Her hair was twisted up into a messy brown bun, and her skin still had that faint, dewy shimmer to it that made her look like a living jewel.

      Even without sunlight shining on her, her skin was practically glowing, highlighting the tiny imperfections that had been invisible from afar while I'd peeped through the bathroom window. I could make out thin stretch marks carved in her skin like shallow tiger stripes, the asymmetric weights that saw the right one hang slightly lower than the left, and the way they rolled naturally to the sides of her chest under their own weight, exposing her sternum rather than covering it.

      "How, uh, was your sh-ower?" I managed, my voice cracking.

      
        "It was... refreshing," she said calmly, finger stroking the inside of her robe where her cleavage peered back at me.

      I swallowed. "Why do you still look wet?"

      She laughed, the sound sweet and melodic. "Not wet, Bambi. It's lotion! I always put it on to make sure all of me stays extra soft."

      Her words were a match to gasoline. My hand impulsively clenched the glass-- way too hard for something so cheap. It shattered in my grip with a sharp crack, dousing my hand and the tiled floor with cold water and a few drops of blood that dripped from a small cut near the bottom of my palm.

      "Shit!" I yelled, holding my hand up as blood welled from the wound.

      Mom was on her feet instantly. "Oh, honey!" She grabbed a dish towel and dropped to her knees in front of me, mopping up the spilled water with rapid swipes. "Are you okay?"

      "Y-yeah," I replied, but my absent mind was focused on other things.

      With how vigorously Mom was mopping up the blood-tinged water, the loose belt that had tied her robe together hadn't stood a chance. After just a few back and forth wipes, the front had fallen open, and I had a perfect bird's-eye view to watch everything unfold.

      With no bra to keep them secure, her tits hung completely free, swinging and bouncing energetically with every pass of the towel. Their enormity was overwhelming, each swipe making them gently bump against each other. Gravity pulled them downward, stretching their weight into drooping pendulums of flesh that stretched just past her knees. The long vertical slit between them looked custom made for motorboating, and I would've given anything to do exactly that, right then and there, blood and glass and pain be damned.

      When she sat back on her haunches to wring out the soaked towel, her tits settled against her ribcage. They flattened slightly and rolled outward to the sides of her torso, dragging the robe with them to spread it open even wider. The motion revealed a crescent of her rosy-pink areolas on either side, but her nipples were still hidden. The exposed portions alone looked huge-- fat, puffy disks whose true size was bigger than my palm. I salivated at the idea of trying, and failing, to fit my mouth around one of them.

      
        Blood dripped slowly down my wrist while I stared, completely transfixed by the sight of Mom's enormous, lotion-slick tits hanging inches from my legs. She was close enough that, even crouched down, I could faintly detect the smell of coconut wafting from her skin.

      She stood up, still holding the damp towel, and stepped closer to me. "Lemme see, Bambi."

      I didn't answer, but rather continued to gaze unabashedly at the split in her robe, all but drooling over the bumpy, pinkish-brown flesh of her areolas staring back at me.

      Her curiosity piqued, Mom glanced down at herself and saw just how wide the robe had opened. To my surprise, instead of gasping or clutching it shut, she actually laughed, which subjected her breasts to a tremendous wobble.

      "Oops!" she exclaimed. "I didn't even notice!" She took her time tying the belt, as if giving me time to soak in the view.

      I couldn't believe how casual she was being. It was not like her at all to be so cavalier with her nudity. I'd never seen Mom act so relaxed about being exposed before, and her reaction was so sincere that I actually felt like I was the weird one for thinking anything of it.

      Her eyes flicked downward for a brief second, landing squarely on the very obvious, rock-hard bulge straining against the front of my shorts. "Hmm," she purred.

      "What?" I asked, dumbfounded.

      "Oh, nothing," she lied. "Come with me, Bambi, and I'll get you patched up."

      I followed her to the bathroom, secretly adjusting my erection so it was tucked up under my waistband while my thoughts ran wild. She must have seen it, right? What else could she have been looking at? What the hell was with that 'Hmmm?' None of it made any sense to me, but I followed obediently in her footsteps like a dog trotting after its owner.

      Once we were in the bathroom, Mom cleaned the cut with antiseptic and sealed it with a bandage. She leaned in and pressed her lips to the covered wound, lingering for a second before slowly pulling away.

      
        "There," she murmured, her voice low enough to be called seductive, if that were her goal. "That's better, isn't it?"

      "Y-yeah," I stammered. Being so close to her while she wore nothing but that flowy robe had every hair on the back of my neck standing up.

      She turned my palm to the ceiling and began massaging the center of it with her thumbs while her other fingers gently held mine from below. "You're shaking, honey. Is everything okay?"

      I was intoxicated by the scent of her freshly lotioned skin flooding my nostrils, hitting me like a powerful dose of pheromones that made my head spin.

      "I'm good!" I lied quickly.

      She reached out with one hand and put it flat over my heart. "Oh, Bambi, your heart is beating so fast!"

      I shook my head rapidly. "No, it's not. I'm fine!"

      She rolled her eyes, clearly not buying it. "Really? Here, Bambi, feel mine."

      She took my wrist and guided my open palm until it pressed against the upper swell of her left breast, directly over her heart. Her skin was softer than goose down, and hot enough to remind me that I was touching something full of both life and radiant, soothing love. True to her word, her heartbeat was calm and steady.

      "Feel that?" she asked quietly.

      "Uh-huh."

      I could feel her heart, but I could not focus on it. My attention was zeroed in on the unbelievable softness of her flesh. Even just that light touch made it compress under my palm, putting tiny divots in her skin, but it was only the barest hint of what lay hidden under the robe. I longed so desperately to feel the rest of her: to lift, squeeze, and bury my face for as long as she would let me.

      
        She let go of my wrist, but I did not pull my hand away. "Your hands are pretty soft. Are you sure you don't moisturize, too?"

      "No, I-- You're really... you, too, Mom."

      She giggled. "Thank you, Bambi. It takes a lot of lotion to keep these things soft."

      My mouth overran like a flooded creekbed, and I had to swallow to stop from drooling, but it was better than cottonmouth. "Must take a whole damn bottle to, er..." I cut myself off and finally pulled my hand back. "Anyway, thanks, Mom. F-for the bandage, I mean."

      She nodded with a confounding look on her face, like she was happy to have won some sort of bet that I had never agreed to. "Always, honey."

      With that, I retreated to my room, telling myself I was going to get some studying done. I think I deserve some credit for actually cracking open one of my textbooks, but it was pointless. Every time I tried to read a sentence, my mind dragged me right back to the sight of Mom's tits.

      God, even the shape of the letter "P" had me thinking about her! The stinging cut on my hand kept pulling me back, every little throb a reminder of how close I had come to actually touching her breast properly for the first time in almost twenty years.

      After a handful of frustrating minutes with no progress, Mom's voice floated down the hallway. "Bambi?"

      "Yeah?" I called back, my heart rate already picking up at the thought of what she would want from me.

      "Can you come help me for a second?"

      I leapt out of my chair, summoned like an ethereal minion by the call of my master. I walked quickly to her bedroom, but stopped dead in my tracks when I laid eyes on her, words catching in my throat. "What's up, Mom? You called for--"

      She was standing with her back to me, positioned in front of her full-length mirror in nothing but a black bra and panties. The bra looked like ancient architecture, but, just like her, its beauty was timeless. It was lacy, a little worn, and clearly a size too small for her bulging breasts to be comfortably contained.

      "Wh-what..." I gawked lamely.

      "Can you get the clasp for me?" she asked, holding her hair up without paying any mind to my express shock. "I want to see if it still fits."

      I stepped behind her on shaky legs. I had to pull hard to get the clasp to meet, but even then, the hooks could only reach on the widest setting. When it finally clicked shut, her breasts were crammed so tightly into the cups that an entire handful of creamy flesh billowed over the top and sides, completely smothering the delicate lace embroidery that scored the edges of either cup. The bra was fighting a losing battle, but fuck it looked good on her.

      Mom gave a happy little jump, but it was more than enough to make her tits bounce violently inside their strained confines, threatening to explode free with the motion. For one heart-stopping second, I thought they were going to spill out completely, but they somehow stayed contained.

      I was worried that if I stayed another second I would give in to the screaming voice in my head urging me to just reach out and grab them. "Uh, I-I gotta... I've got some stuff to do, so..."

      "More homework?" Mom asked with an adorable lilt in her tone.

      "Uh, no," I admitted. "I'm probably gonna go work out on the back deck, since it's so nice out."

      "Yeah? Okay, then. I'll call you if I need to fit into anything else." If I had not known better, I would've guessed that she was actually a little disappointed that I was leaving so soon.

      I nodded erratically, trying to escape as quickly as I could. "Yeah, sure. Okay, Mom."

      Back in my room, I changed into workout shorts and headed outside with my free weights. The sun was still shining, so I put my headphones on, cranked up some music, and tried to burn off some of the insane tension in my body.

      
        I was seated on one of the patio chairs, halfway through a set of shoulder presses, when I felt a gentle tap on my back. I turned around fully expecting to see Mom again, but nearly dropped the dumbbells when I saw what she was wearing.

      "Hey, Mo-- ooooom," I said, groaning the final word as my brain lagged trying to spit it out.

      She was holding two glasses of ice-cold lemonade, wearing the - for lack of a more respectful word - sluttiest bathing suit I had ever seen in my life. The bikini consisted of nothing more than a tiny black string that looked like it had been plucked with a pair of tweezers straight out of a goddamn porn video.

      The top was barely more than two small triangles of fabric stretched over her swollen tits, their tightly drawn edges digging into her soft flesh hard enough to draw thin creases where they bit down. Her breasts spilled out from every possible angle: overflowing the sides, bulging around the bottoms of either cup, with a cleft of dizzyingly deep cleavage between them.

      The only justification I could think of was that, since I'd already seen her areolas in the kitchen, she didn't feel weird about wearing such a salacious garment around me. The triangular cups - if they could be called that - covered her nipples, but that was about all they hide. Around the sides and bottoms of the fabric scarps peeked delicious slivers of pink, bumpy flesh. While it was technically more modest than going fully topless, the choice to wear something so scandalous in my presence actually made her look even sluttier. It was more than mere sunbathing-- she had dressed up for me.

      "What... are you wearing?" I asked, my voice barely working.

      She glanced down. "Oh, this old thing? It's nice out and I wanted to get some sun. I can change if you want?"

      It drove me crazy that she refused to acknowledge how provocative the outfit looked, gaslighting me into believing that it was an ordinary thing for a mother to wear around her son.

      My throat closed up, so I took the lemonade she offered and drank half of it in one desperate gulp.

      "I don't mind!" I blurted after swallowing. "You look, uh... well, like, it looks great on you-- good, I mean! Just... It's a good bathing suit. It looks, er... very nice."

      
        Mom's lips curved into a delighted smile. "Wow. I guess it only took an hour for you to get heatstroke, huh? Sounds like your brain is fried, Bambi."

      She sat down on the edge of the desk, her legs dangling over the side while she sipped lemonade. "Come and sit with me, honey. Don't make me enjoy this nice weather all by myself."

      When I sat next to her, the faint scent of sunscreen drifted over to me, mingling with the coconut aroma of the lotion that had long since soaked into her skin. I had to fight not to stare directly at her tits; they sat low enough to rest on the tops of her thighs, their softness causing them to spill over the sides of her legs like a thick glaze oozing over the sides of a cake.

      She shuffled closer until her bare thigh pressed against mine, revealing that her flesh was as marshmallowy soft as it looked. "I was getting kind of lonely in there by myself. The quiet is just... I don't think I'll ever get used to it. Figured we could both use some company, right?"

      I chuckled softly. "It's only been an hour, Mom."

      "Well, I missed you anyway!" she declared. "Knowing you're around the house makes me feel a little better, but sometimes I want to be right next to you."

      "Yeah," I muttered, my voice low.

      She nudged my leg with her knee, trying to coax more out of me. "Do you ever feel that way? Like, I know I'm just your mom and all, but... with me?"

      I knew exactly what she meant. If I hadn't been lost in a heat-induced, tit-obsessed time vacuum while working out, I probably would've gone looking for her myself twenty minutes earlier.

      "I feel that way a lot, Mom," I admitted. "Everything is better when you're around."

      She tittered happily, clearly pleased with my answer. "Nice to know I'm not crazy. Heck, even the lemonade tastes sweeter with good company."

      "You said it," I agreed with a small laugh.

      
        She took a long, deep sip from her glass, but clearly drank too fast. Some of the lemonade spilled from the corner of her mouth, trickling quickly down her chin as she continued to drink despite the leak.

      "Mom, you..." I trailed off, fixated on the falling droplets.

      I watched in slow motion as the bead rolled down her neck and plunged straight into the deep, sun-warmed valley of her cleavage. Damned if I didn't wish with all my might to be that tiny, gleaming dribble as it raced over the swell of her breast, diving straight down between them where I would be kept safe and cozy.

      When I finally looked up, Mom's eyes were already locked on mine.

      "Messy, huh?" she asked, her voice carrying an unmistakably sultry edge. She nodded toward the clean towel I'd brought out for my sweat. "Could I borrow that?"

      "Uh, yeah," I said awkwardly.

      I handed it to her, but she didn't take it. Instead, she arched her back and jutted her chest forward, overtly pushing her tits out toward me. "Can you get it for me, Bambi? Since you're already holding it..."

      My mind went completely blank. "T-to touch... I mean, you want... really?"

      She nodded slowly, eyes glued to mine as her head went up and down. "You okay, honey? I can get it myself, if--"

      "No!" I said quickly. "I can do it. Let... let me do it."

      My hand shook as I brought the towel to her chest and gently dabbed at the upper curve of her left breast. It yielded immediately, offering nothing but the soft compression of squishy flesh under my fingers. I could feel the plushness even through the thin towel as I prodded the abundance, careful not to make my motivation appear too sexual.

      She tilted her head back slightly and made a swooning sigh. "Go deeper, honey. Some of it dribbled between my boobs."

      
        
      

      My jaw clenched. "Your... Really?"

      She crinkled her nose in that cute way she sometimes did when I made an intentionally bad joke. "They're just so darn big," she said. "The water gets trapped between them. Here, do it like this."

      Before I could hesitate any longer, she reached up, placed her hand on the back of my wrist, and firmly pushed my towel-covered fingers deep between her breasts. The heat and pressure were overwhelming-- steamy titflesh closing around my fingers from both sides to envelop them completely.

      "Whoa..." I said in awe.

      "Soft, huh?" she asked, her voice leaning further into that seductive lilt.

      "Fuck yeah," I said without thinking. "Er, no, I... I didn't mean it like that."

      She cocked her head, a knowing smile on her lips. "How did you mean it, Bambi?"

      I yanked my fingers out of her cleavage like I'd been burned by the torrid heat and quickly threw the towel over my lap, trying to hide how rapidly I was hardening. "I don't know! I just, like-- Well, it does feel nice, I guess. But I-I shouldn't be touching you... right? I didn't mean it in a creepy way!"

      Mom's face was kind and understanding. "I don't think you're creepy for liking boobs, honey. It's normal for a boy your age."

      I scoffed. "Maybe if I was still a boy, yeah, but..."

      "All men like boobs, too," she said gently. "It's not weird."

      "Yeah, but I like your-- No, not like... exactly. I mean, you're my mom, so of course I don't--"

      "Don't you?" she asked, cutting me off with a feather-soft tone.

      
        
      

      I chewed hard on the inside of my cheek, desperately searching for an escape route. "Maybe you're, uh, right about all this head heat. It's definitely getting to me! I should go inside, I think."

      Before I could stand, at which point I would've used the towel to shield my erection, Mom reached out and grabbed the corner.

      "Maybe," she said. "Or--" In one swift yank she ripped it away, exposing the very obvious, rock-hard outline of my cock straining desperately against my shorts. "Maybe you could stay."

      "Mom! W-what the fuck!" I yelped, scrambling to cover myself with both hands. In my panic, and with the glass of lemonade still in my hand, I accidentally spilled the drink all over my lap and thighs.

      "Looks like somebody likes my boobs more than they're letting on," she said, her eyes dropping straight to my crotch. In my panicked state, she sounded exactly like a cat set to play with a doomed mouse or bird.

      "Why did you do that?" I asked, a mix of embarrassment and annoyance heating my face.

      "I needed to see if I was right," she replied calmly. "Earlier in the kitchen... you were hard then, too."

      It wasn't a question. It was a statement.

      "I didn't think you'd noticed," I said, unable to make eye contact with her.

      "I did," she said, "but I needed to make sure it wasn't just a coincidence."

      I pursed my lips, face burning. "Well, it clearly wasn't, so go ahead and laugh at me for being--"

      "I'm not laughing," she insisted, completely deadpan.

      I threw my hands up in defeat, no longer bothering to hide the throbbing bulge in my shorts. "Then what are you doing, Mom?"

      
        "Testing something," she answered quietly, eyes locked on my stiffness. "I... well, I have something to tell you, but I had to make sure first."

      "Make sure of what?" I asked, heart hammering.

      She leaned in slightly and blew me a teasing kiss. "Don't you worry. I think I have my answer."

      More annoyed than embarrassed, I just sat there, letting her stare. "Great! Awesome! You have your answer. Now what?"

      Mom stood up slowly, her tits lagging slightly behind the momentum as she rose to her feet, their sagging mass requiring a full extra second to catch up with the rest of her body. She extended her hand toward me, fingers open and inviting. "Come with me, honey."

      With trembles that shook my fingers, I took Mom's hand and stood up. "Where are we going?"

      She laced her fingers through mine and led me back into the house, hand-in-hand, all the way to her bedroom, without saying a word.

      The walk cooled some of my initial anger at having been exposed so suddenly on the deck. By the time we reached her door, the agitation had mostly melted away, replaced by a nervous, buzzing anticipation brought on by her campaign of subterfuge, which I'd utterly failed to notice the whole time.

      "What are we doing here?" I asked.

      She sat me down on the edge of her bed and then plopped down beside me, close enough that her bare thigh pressed against mine.

      She took a deep breath, as though preparing to launch into a scripted monologue. "When he was with us, your dad made good money as a security guard-- not great, but enough to keep us afloat. When he got sick, though, we needed more - a lot more - and we needed it fast. We looked for every option... and eventually we decided to... to..."

      "To what, Mom?" I asked, hanging on every word.

      
        
      

      She folded her bottom lip between her teeth. "Have you, um... ever heard of OnlyFans?"

      I clenched my jaw. "You... you and Dad..."

      She nodded sadly, but, even as dense as I apparently was, it didn't come across to me as shame or regret about the thing itself. It was mostly about Dad-- another way she missed him.

      "We did," she said. "We needed the money, and... well, let's just say you're not the only one who thinks I have nice boobs. Other guys thought so, too."

      A hot rush of blood flooded my face that felt a lot like jealousy. "You showed your boobs?"

      "I did a... a bit more than that," she admitted quietly. "Nothing too extreme! I never showed my, uh...lower half - just my boobs."

      I stayed silent, hoping she'd continue.

      "We made some damn good money, actually. It helped us stay afloat. But without him, we have even less coming in than before." She looked down for a moment. "I don't post much anymore. I don't like doing it by myself, and he always gave me the confidence I needed. So... Bambi, there's no easy way around this, and I just need you to be honest with me. Can you do that?"

      I nodded.

      She looked down at her hands and twiddled her thumbs. "Have you heard of a... titjob?"

      I played dumb. "I don't think so."

      Mom rolled her eyes with a flustered sigh. "Okay, well, it's like a handjob, but instead of using my hand..." She pressed the insides of her elbows together, squeezing her tits inward until they bulged like water balloons under pressure. "Get it?"

      I stared unblinkingly. "And people paid for that?"

      
        
      

      "Lots of them, actually," she said with a hint of pride in her voice. "It was kind of our thing. Without him, though... I've been trying to do it solo, but our subscribers keep dropping. They don't want toys; they want a real one." Her eyes drifted down to my lap. "And I... I just can't do it by myself anymore. My heart's not in it. It's awkward and--"

      I let out a sharp, nervous laugh, cutting her off. "Sorry, Mom, but... don't you think it'll be more awkward doing it with me? That's what you're suggesting, right? That we... pick up where you and Dad left off? This is crazy!"

      She hugged my forearm tightly and pulled it to her chest, deliberately wedging my elbow deep between her doughy breasts. "You don't have to do anything you don't want to," she said with certainty, "but... I saw the way you looked at me this morning. Hell, I can see it now, even though you're trying so hard not to stare."

      I quickly turned my head away. "I don't--"

      "Look at me, Bambi," she insisted, gently catching my chin with her fingers and turning my face back toward her. "I know I'm asking a lot: I'm your mom, it would be on camera, and strangers would watch it."

      My stomach twisted into knots. "Those are a lot of reasons to say no!"

      "Then say no," she said calmly as her eyes searched mine. "But... if you want to say yes, then..."

      "Then what, Mom?" I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

      She chewed pensively on her bottom lip, making it glisten as she dragged her teeth over the plumpness. "Then... I know I can make you feel really, really good. We can help each other, kind of."

      My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts, betraying me with every pulse. I had fantasized about her for longer than I cared to admit, but once it was actually happening, it all felt too fast - and too real.

      My brain slammed into flight mode. I stood up suddenly, my heartbeat hammering in my ears, my palms clammy enough to soak through a sponge. "Mom, I--"

      
        She grabbed my arm and tugged me back before I could take a single step. "Bambi, please! I-I'm really good at it, I promise."

      I let her slowly pull me back down onto the edge of the bed while she kept talking, her voice desperate and hurried.

      "You just... All you have to do is sit there and let me handle things. I know you've been thinking about them - my boobs, I mean - so I thought maybe you'd want to help me. Your face won't even be in it!"

      "Then why me, Mom? You could do it with anybody!"

      Her face fell, genuine sadness clouding her eyes. "I... can't do it with anyone else. I've thought about it, and the idea of doing it with a stranger is just..." She swallowed a lump in her throat. "Your father wouldn't have wanted that."

      I scoffed. "But he'd want this?"

      Mom furrowed her brow. "I don't think so, but we did, uh... occasionally explored some kinks..."

      I recoiled in surprise like a foul stench had hit my nostrils. "Meaning what?"

      She sighed heavily, then her voice dropped into a deeply seductive tone that sent lightning crawling down my spine. "Meaning that I wasn't always 'Abigail' when we filmed our videos. Sometimes I was... Mommy."

      My eyes nearly popped out of my head. "You were what?"

      She nodded with a shameful little grimace, but there was a shred of a grin that hinted she was proud of her illicit career, or at least fondly reliving the memory. "It was his idea, and people really responded to it, so... I just went with it." Then a more insistent smile tugged at her lips. "I even let him name the account against my better judgment. It was embarrassing at first, but eventually... I don't know, I guess it grew on me."

      "What was the name?" I asked in disbelief.

      
        
      

      Mom shook her head with a shy smile. "You have to promise not to laugh, but... the name - my name, I guess - was 'MommySoftness.'"

      My jaw dropped. "You can't be serious!"

      She gave a nonchalant shrug, but still seemed rather enthused by my amazement. "It was silly, but he thought it would grab people's attention, and it worked."

      I shook my head back and forth in disbelief. "Well, 'Mommy' or not, Dad probably never pictured you actually doing it with me, though."

      Mom raked her teeth across her lower lip. "No, probably not... but he also probably never pictured me losing the house. I still have some of his medical debt to pay off, and they cut my hours at the store. I can't find a second job that works with the schedule, so... what would you do?"

      I exhaled a long breath that inflated my cheeks. "I don't know, Mrs. Softness."

      She bumped my shoulder gently. "Seriously, Bambi. I want your opinion. What else can I do? I'm running out of options. Another month with no content, or even just okay content, and I might lose another thousand subscribers! If I don't do something soon, they'll all just... leave."

      I recoiled in shock. "A thousand? How many are there?"

      She gave a boastful smirk. "A lot, but it's not going to stay that way. The longer I wait, the worse it gets."

      I felt like I was stuck in a dream where my legs were made of mud, and would have been unable to run even if I'd tried. "This... is crazy. This is crazy, Mom!"

      She rested her head on my shoulder, her soft hair brushing my neck. "I thought you liked being my little helper?"

      I could not stop the nervous laughter from bubbling out of me. "This is different!"

      
        
      

      "It is," she whispered, "but also... it isn't." She lifted her head and looked at me. "Do you like my boobs, sweetheart?"

      I nodded.

      She brightened just a little. "Okay, that's good. Then, more importantly... would you like to feel them wrapped around your cock?"

      I clenched my jaw so my teeth wouldn't chatter. "Jesus, Mom. I can't believe I'm hearing you talk like this!"

      "I've had loooots of practice," she sang with a sugary sweet cadence.

      "Well I haven't!"

      She stroked my arm reassuringly, her touch soothing enough to quell some of the butterflies storming around in my gut. "I know, Bambi. I know. I thought about that too, and... well, maybe we can do the first one off camera - Just you and me."

      "The first what?"

      She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "The first time you fuck my fat, juicy tits."

      A powerful shiver ripped through me, like the temperature in the room had dropped ten degrees. My cock throbbed even harder making its opinion very clear.

      "I think he wants to try it," Mom said, her eyes dropping meaningfully to the obvious throb in my shorts.

      "Mom..." I said wearily, still struggling to wrap my head around the fact that I was not unconscious on the back lawn, suffering from a heat-induced dream.

      
        "Just think of it as another birthday present, okay?" she insisted, her voice growing more impatient-- needy, really, and almost desperate. "It's like... my special way of thanking you for helping out around the house so much. Please, Bambi. Let me do this for you - for us."

      "This is crazy," I repeated for the third time, the words looping in my brain like a broken record. "I feel like you're messing with me. You are, right? This is just some weird joke, isn't it?"

      An eager little mewl escaped her throat. "Well, I can show you how serious I am... if that would help?"

      I didn't even fully know what I was agreeing to, but I figured I might as well call her bluff, if she was making one. "You know what? Sure. Why not? It's not like this day could actually get any weirder!"

      "Wait here," Mom said as she slid off the bed. She went to her closet, rummaged in a big storage bin under all the shelves, and pulled out a sleek black garment that she held as though it was precious to her. "This was always one of his favorites. You seem to take after him in more ways than one, so... maybe you'll like it, too."

      She handed it to me, but I just stared at the matte black fabric. "This fits on those?" I asked. "No way!"

      It didn't actually look that small, but I wanted to play dumb so that she would be more inclined to prove her point, and it worked like a charm.

      She sucked her cheeks in, eyes sparkling with excitement. "Do you... I mean, I-I can put it on, if you want to see it." She didn't sound nervous at all, but actually rather thrilled-- chomping at the bit to show me how serious she was, or perhaps, to show off for me.

      "I mean, I guess if you want me to see how it looks I could, uh... take a peek."

      She scurried around to the opposite side of the bed. "I haven't worn it in a while, but I'm sure it still fits." With that, she turned her back to me.

      "Seriously?" I asked. "After everything you just said, you're gonna hide?"

      
        She glanced over her shoulder with a playful look and pulled her bikini top up over her head. "Don't be pushy, now. Can you unhook me, Bambi? No peeking!"

      I leaned forward and unclasped her bra, my eyes trained on the back of her neck so I would not be tempted to disobey her. The moment the hooks released, the cups sagged dramatically forward, yanked down by the sheer weight of her enormous breasts spilling forth like a dam had broken.

      She let out a soft sigh of satisfaction. "That's soooo much better. They hate being trapped in that damn thing."

      I watched, mesmerized into silence, as she slid the bikini bra off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor. Her entire back was exposed, which I realized I had never truly appreciated before: the smooth curve of her spine, the slimness of her shoulders, and especially the way the outer curve of her breasts were visible from the back, swelling out dramatically past the sides of her torso. It was somehow more erotic than any of the fully naked models I'd ever seen online, confirming for the millionth time that it was her I wanted, not just some random pair of big tits.

      She tugged the black garment over her head and stretched it wide to pull down over her bosom, then used both hands to stuff the top with two heaping handfuls of doughy flesh. I couldn't see the front, but the way she had to lift, adjust, and squeeze each hefty boob into place made me want to pounce her right then and there.

      When she finally had packed everything inside, she turned around to face me. "How do I look?"

      She was the very picture of beauty, and ten million words would not have been enough to describe it.

      The strapless sports bra was made of a smooth, stretchy material that clung to her curves, stretched absurdly tight across her chest. Every breath she took made the material creak faintly under the strain, the outlines of her thick, puffy areolas and hardened nipples faintly visible through the taut cloth. It was overall quite plain, with one very notable exception that took a few seconds for me to find.

      At the very center of her underbust, right where her colossal breasts were forced into the most crushing, tightly-packed cleavage imaginable, the garment featured a perfectly circular opening. It was maybe three inches in diameter, and framed by a reinforced, slightly padded hem that kept the edges from stretching out of shape. The hole was positioned with surgical precision directly over the deepest, tightest part of the channel made by her breasts, and framed by creamy inner curves that bulged outward on either side like pale, silky pillows eager to swallow whatever was fed between them.

      The top's design promised constant, merciless compression. Reinforced side panels squeezed her breasts inward and upward, creating an airtight tunnel of soft tit flesh that would grip a cock from base to tip with relentless pressure. The hole acted as both entry point and anchor so that every thrust would drive my cock deeper into that plush, suffocating embrace while the stretched fabric kept her tits locked in place.

      The upper hem of that circle boasted a delicate, white-frilled-lace trim, dainty and almost innocent in contrast to the depravity promised by the lewd top. A small, perfectly tied pink satin bow sat right at the center of that lace, just above the deep canyon of her cleavage, drawing the eye downward like a gift tag on the world's most perverted present.

      Mom cleared her throat to bring my head out of the cloud. "Silence is... good, right? Say something, Bambi."

      I pointed at the hole, stunned. "What is that for?"

      Mom gave me a playful look. "Don't think so hard."

      "My... dick goes in... there?" I asked.

      "That's the idea," she said sweetly. She placed her hands on either side of her breasts and pushed them together. The motion made even more of her creamy flesh bulge outward through the lace-trimmed opening. "Then I do this and... well, you get the idea."

      I gulped with nervous excitement. "Holy shit."

      She looked absolutely tickled by my stunned reaction, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Sounds kinda fun, right? Do you maybe wanna try it?"

      "Like, right now?" I asked, still trying to catch up with reality.

      She nodded and gave her tits another methodical elbow-squeeze, making them morph around her arms like memory foam. "I'm ready if you are."

      
        
      

      "Um... how?"

      "It's your special day, birthday boy," she insisted. "I want you to be comfortable. You can do it however you want: standing up, sitting on the bed, or lying down-- whatever feels best."

      "We might as well do it like this," I said, gesturing to my seated position on the bed.

      "Good choice, Bambi," she cooed warmly as she stood up. Then she grabbed a bottle of lube from her bedside drawer and walked in front of me. "We can stop if it gets too weird, but I really want you to try and enjoy yourself, okay?"

      She'd said that as if enjoying it might be difficult. In reality, I was terrified that the real challenge would be not blowing my load the second her skin touched mine. All my hesitation had come from pure disbelief, but once I was sure she was completely serious, raw excitement took the wheel and drove me straight toward her.

      "I can do that," I promised.

      For a moment, she towered over me. Her breasts loomed above my face, casting it completely in shadow like two pale mountains blocking out the Sun overhead-- the ceiling fan's light, in actuality. "Ready?" she asked.

      I nodded. "Yeah."

      She gracefully sank down to her knees between my spread legs, never once breaking eye contact with the obvious tent in my shorts. When she'd fully descended, the lustful hunger I saw in her gaze reached a fever pitch.

      She shuffled forward on her knees until the front of her tits were pressed against the edge of the mattress, radiating intense heat that offered a tease of what was to come.

      From my view, the sight was breathtaking.

      
        The opening framed her overflowing tits perfectly, the delicate lace trim digging into her creamy skin as they bulged and tried to spill out. The tight black top had her breasts viciously compressed and forced together, creating a shadowy cleavage canyon that was a foot long, appearing bottomless. The abyss of boobs was calling my name. Even the echoes mirrored the sugary sweetness of Mom's voice.

      Bambi... Bambi... Bambi...

      "Bambi?" she asked again, but that time I actually heard her.

      I blinked hard to try and reset my brain, hoping to convince it that what we were seeing was real. "What?"

      "I'm going to take your shorts off now, okay?" she said in a calming cadence.

      I could only nod, my tongue completely tied.

      She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts and boxers at the same time and pulled them down in one slow, practiced drag, showing off some of her long-hidden expertise. My rock-hard cock sprang free immediately and bobbed up and down, enthralled to finally come face-to-face with the object of its obsession.

      "Well," Mom murmured, eyes ballooning with admiration, "I guess you really do take after your father."

      I felt a surprised smile on my face, not to mention a strange connection to Dad in that bizarre moment. "He was big, too?"

      She bit her lower lip, staring at my throbbing length. "Not... quite this big, honey, but I still think you owe him a big thank-you."

      I nudged one of her heavy tits with my knee, marveling at how firm and resistant the outer curve felt while compressed in that tight top, although I knew the inside of that valley was going to be pure softness. "Or I can thank you, Mom."

      She turned a lovely shade of crimson. "Well... that, too, I guess." Then she reached over and handed me the small bottle of lube. "Take your shirt off, and I'll let you do the honors."

      
        
      

      "Oh, fuck, yes," I mumbled, pulling my shirt over my head with one hand as I took the bottle with the other.

      Hands rife with jittery excitement, I tilted the bottle upside down and squeezed, producing a thick, glimmering trail of lube. I moved my hand back and forth, painting sweeping zigzag patterns across the billowing flesh that bulged out of her sports bra. The clear liquid shone brilliantly for a moment before the warmth of her skin started to melt it, causing it to slowly slide down the inner curves. It funneled straight into the deep, tightly compressed valley of her cleavage, creating a shiny pool that rose steadily, catching the light like liquid diamonds as the tide grew higher.

      Mom let out a pleased hum and dipped two fingers into the pond of lube. After gathering a layer on her fingers, she began painting thin, glistening trails over the rest of her exposed tit flesh, using the tips like brushes to draw jagged-edged shapes on her skin.

      "Looks pretty, doesn't it?" she asked, though it was hard to know for sure what she was referring to given her laser focus on my cock.

      "Yeah, you do, Mom," I replied, giving her a dick-throbbing clench that made her eyes widen.

      Her hands began to move with practiced confidence, smearing the lube over her tits with slippery palms. Within moments, her skin transformed. Every exposed part of her gleamed with a wet, reflective shine, the lube turning her flesh into something almost ethereal. Light bounced off her in dazzling little rainbows as she worked it in. Her nipples were visibly hard, jutting prominently against the tight top, proving that she was just as turned on as I was.

      She tucked her hands underneath her tits and lifted both of them high up, putting little folds in her skin. She suspended the circular hole an inch above my dick for a moment, dragging out the inevitable for as long as either of us could bear. "Here we go, Bambi."

      I watched the sensitive, bloated knob slowly slip through the small opening, wincing a little when the fabric brushed against it. It grazed me as it slid over the crown, its sharp tickle followed quickly by the overwhelming warmth and softness of her packed-in breasts as they, too, kissed my cock head.

      "Holy shit," I breathed.

      
        Warm lube trickled down through the hole, raining onto my shaft and making sure every inch was ready to glide smoothly. She went lower, both of us staring down intently as my dick slowly disappeared, though my seat was arguably the best in the house.

      "Whoa..." I whispered in amazement.

      "Just wait, Bambi," she murmured, flicking her eyes up to meet mine for a brief second. "It's gonna get even warmer."

      She was right. The heat intensified with every inch of me that sank between her breasts. They swallowed me whole, molding and squeezing around my shaft as more and more of my length disappeared. I waited for the head to pop out from the top, but even when I was buried halfway, I still couldn't see it, completely lost within her enormous bosom.

      I could feel the sturdy pressure of her sternum, that bone pressing firmly against the underside of my cock while the rest of my shaft was enveloped in softness that felt too good to be true. The contrast of hard and soft was sublime, and somehow made impossibly better by the relentless slickness of all that lube easing the way in.

      A little further in and she wiggled her bust from side to side, treating the portion of my length that she'd already taken to a massage of slippery slaps. "Like that?"

      "Feels... so goooooood," I said, groaning.

      "You're so hard, honey," she whispered with fascination. "I don't even have to use my hands, it just... stands straight up."

      "Then don't," I said mindlessly.

      "I can do that," she offered, releasing her grip to place her hands on my thighs instead. She let the tightness of her top and the sheer weight of her breasts do all the work for her, keeping my dick snugly embedded in its new favorite place on earth. "Like that?"

      "Yeah," I panted eagerly. "More, Mom."

      She purred at me. "Greedy boy."

      
        
      

      Without her hands, the pressure had eased just slightly, but her tits still nuzzled me in a wonderfully snug, fleshy hug as she sank the rest of the way down, fully indulging my voracity.

      When her tits finally touched down on my thighs, my cock was completely encased from root to tip in what felt like twenty pounds of hot, slippery dough, so deeply buried that I could feel her heartbeat pulsing through the chest on the other side. The slightest movement made the narrow passage shift and compress around me, milking me with tiny movements. When my balls pressed firmly against the slick undersides of her breasts, the tip of my cock finally poked out from the very top of her cleavage.

      "There he is," Mom chimed happily, looking down at the flushed tip emerging between her shiny tits. "Wondered if we'd ever see him again."

      "I can't believe this is so... normal for you," I managed.

      She hesitated for a second, then gave a small smile. "It's... not, really, but I'm trying to get over the weirdness, I guess." Her eyes softened. "Are you having fun, Bambi?"

      I nodded with all my might. "God, yes!"

      With her hands still resting on my thighs, Mom began to rock her upper body forward and backward in a steady rhythm, patiently dragging my cock through the torrid, lube-drenched trench again and again. Each time, the fat red mushroom would emerge from between her tits just for a moment, then would be swallowed whole until it once again resurfaced for air.

      "Feel nice?" Mom asked after a few more lazy strokes.

      "Yeah..." I breathed.

      "Tell me?" she coaxed gently, still rocking her body in that unhurried rhythm.

      I swallowed hard, trying to find the words while my brain begged me to just shut up and just feel her. "They're so... fu-fucking... tiiiiiiight. They're squeezing, like... everything!"

      
        Mom giggled happily, clearly delighted by my description. "Yeah, they do that. What else?"

      I let out a shaky breath as she dragged her tits along my length again. "Warm, Mom. God, they are just...insanely fucking warm."

      She smiled, then suddenly lifted her hands off of my thighs to squeeze the sides of her breasts again and pushed hard. She bunched them together, forcing the soft flesh to bulge through the oval opening at the top, which in turn created a cozy, vise-like canal for my dick to slide through.

      "How about now?" she asked, her tone curious even though she already knew exactly what the answer would be.

      "Fuuuuck!" I wailed with pleasure, eyes rolling back for a second as my leg began to twitch.

      "What are my boobs doing now, sweetheart?" she urged.

      "M-milking... me."

      "Yeah," she touted proudly. "They do that, too."

      I stared down at the sight of my cock disappearing between her shiny, lube-slick breasts. "What else can they do?"

      There was a distinct twinkle in her eye as she looked up at me-- a mischievous, hungry gleam. "Wanna see?"

      "Fuck yes!" I answered immediately.

      With her hands still firmly pressing the sides of her humongous tits together, Mom started using her forearms to drive them up and down my cock with real purpose. She put serious effort behind every stroke, heaving her heavy breasts upward before letting them plop onto my lap.

      The first time her tits collided fully with my thighs, I lurched forward with a grunt, but their sheer weight pinned me right back down against the mattress, setting me up for the next hit.

      
        
      

      Mom looked like a kid who had just discovered her new favorite toy and planned to play with it for hours. Her eyes were bright with excitement, cheeks flushed with delight. I was more than happy to be that toy.

      She quickly found a steady, punishing pace, roughly flinging the heavy piles of soft putty down onto my lap over and over. There was no mercy - no chance to catch my breath, which had turned ragged after just a few seconds. The rapid, sloppy titfucking grew more intense with every second, her greasy udders slapping against my thighs loud enough to drown out my desperate panting.

      Lewd plopping sounds filled the room every time my cock head popped out from her cleavage: her wet, glossy tits hitting my thighs, and the snug tunnel being loosened to make room for it. Flecks of lube splattered across her tightly curled fingers and upper swells of her bust with every powerful stroke. She picked up speed quickly, vigorously throwing her breasts onto me with the consistency of a kick drum.

      Each thrust made her tits slam forward, the soft flesh forced apart around my thick shaft like warm water parting for a ship, only to crash back together the moment I slid through. The tidal waves of tit meat churned and rippled around my cock, massaging every inch as she worked me.

      A piece of stray hair fell into her mouth, so she let go with one hand for just a second, reaching up to drag the lock from her mouth. "Sorry, honey."

      She needn't have apologized, because even while fishing the hair from between her lips, she and her tits stayed on beat, bouncing up and down my cock without missing a single stroke. The fierce compression of her sport bra did most of the work while she simply rocked her torso, paying half a mind to the titjob until she had cleared the errant curl. For those few glorious seconds, I once again got to watch her heavy, lube-slick breasts slap and ripple wildly around my shaft with no extra help from her hands.

      Then, without breaking stride, Mom brought her hands back to the sides of her breasts and pushed them tightly together again, resuming that heavenly pressure around my cock.

      "Fuck, Mom," I exclaimed, voice strained. "You're really good at this."

      "I'm great at this, Bambi," she said with playful confidence, a bright smile lighting up her flushed face.

      
        My cock throbbed hard between her tits as another question slipped out. "What... else can you do?" I asked cautiously, half-worried she had some secret move that would make me explode instantly.

      Mom's eyes sparkled, clearly enamored with the chance to show off for me. "I was hoping you'd ask."

      She kept her hands pressed firmly on the sides of her tits, squeezing them tightly around my cock as she began sliding them up and down the full length of my shaft in long, deliciously smooth strokes. Then she started varying the pressure with expert precision: clamping down tighter around the base where I was thickest, then easing up slightly as she reached the head, only to reverse it on the way back down. Without warning, she would switch speeds, going from slow and teasing one minute, then suddenly slamming her breasts against me when I least expected it.

      It was impossible to predict what she was going to do next, but I adored watching and feeling her surprise me every time. Just when I thought I was getting used to her chaotic pattern of fast, then slow, then back again, she changed things up completely.

      Instead of straight up-and-down, she started methodically rotating her shoulders in figure-eights. She kept her breasts clamped tightly around my cock, grinding the sides like she was trying to even out the bulging veins with zero-grit sandpaper. She would go one direction on the way up, then reverse it on the way down. The spiraling, twisting sensation along my entire shaft made my toes curl, and at that point I gave up on trying to imagine what else she had in store.

      "F-fuck, that's insane," I groaned, my head falling back for a moment.

      I heard her lips part in a wicked grin. "I can do more," she offered.

      She started roughly swaying her entire upper body side to side so that her enormous, lube-slick tits followed the motion. They shifted left and right in quick, short bursts while staying pressed together, making them wobble out of control. Her breathing quickened, but she did not slow down. She pushed herself for as long as she could until tiny beads of sweat peppered her brow, making adorable little grunts that I still sometimes think when I jerk off.

      Finally, just as I felt my orgasm start to creep in, she had to pause for a breather.

      Mom leaned forward more, pushing her breasts higher up my lap to swallow my whole cock into her deep, glistening cleavage. "Whew!" she panted. "I... can't do that for long. Can you... handle a little more?"

      
        
      

      "I-I don't... I don't know," I admitted, my voice and confidence both wavering.

      She switched to short, tight, rapid bounces that massaged only my cock head. The fat tip kept popping in and out of the top of her bust as she stared straight into my eyes, daring me to fall completely in love with her.

      "Does that mean you're gonna cum soon?" she asked, her voice dripping with lust.

      I nodded frantically. "Uh-huh!"

      Right as I felt myself rushing toward the edge, Mom slowed her movements to a torturous crawl.

      I let out a long, desperate groan as I was yanked back from the brink of orgasm. "W-why, Mom?"

      She looked up at me with a wicked, affectionate smile. "Just having a bit of fun first."

      Mom kept her breasts pressed tightly together, then dropped them back down around the base of my shaft. Their tight constriction held me in place while her right hand moved up to coil around the head of my cock, offering it a snug little pocket to slip into as it emerged from her cleavage. She squeezed the swollen tip, creating a net slippery fingers for me to thrust into.

      Then, while staring straight into my eyes, she opened her lips and let a long, gooey string of spit slowly drip out. Saliva bathed the angry red knob clenched in her fist, oozing down the sides like a warm quilt of bubbles.

      "Will you please cum for me, Bambi?" she cooed, her voice sweet and filthy all at once. "Pretty please?"

      That was all it took. My orgasm hit me like a freight train.

      The first powerful rope erupted from my cock with brutal force and splattered across Mom's left cheek, smearing her skin with a thick, white streak.

      
        "Oh!" she squealed with glee, her lips immediately widening into a huge smile.

      The second rope followed immediately, even heavier than the first, landing high on her forehead near her hairline. It plastered a coil of sweat-soaked hair to her skin, gluing the black strands in place.

      She kept her tits moving slowly around me, milking every pulse, but her eyes were locked on the tip as she eagerly coaxed out another spurt. "Gooooood boy. Gimmie all you got!"

      The third rope blasted across the bridge of her nose, making a sickly audible splat. It splashed onto her right eyelid and coated it completely in a thick membrane of baby batter, burying her beautiful blue iris under a spoonful of white mud. She blinked once, but didn't flinch, her lashes carving through the pool of cum like tiny knives. The fourth and fifth volleys came in rapid succession to land on her cheek, while the sixth streaked diagonally across her lips and chin, painting her famous smile with a glossy glaze.

      "Wow," she gasped, her exclamation causing a big cum bubble around her lips to inflate slightly, then pop, as she spoke.

      Her entire face was absolutely smothered beyond recognition. Pasty globs clung to her lashes and eyebrows. Everything was buried under the mask of cum, except for that bright, beaming smile that shone through it all, as beautiful as it ever was.

      "How do I look?" she asked, batting her eyes adorably. Every blink sent a droplet of cum dribbling down her cheek, the sticky tears plummeting towards her chin to paint her hunger in a very literal way.

      "Fucking amazing, Mom," I said.

      Some of the overflow clung to her skin in heavy chunks, while the thinner liquid began to slowly drip down her neck and fall onto her glistening tits. Several thick rivulets drained into her cleavage, and when they mixed with the lube, it turned her wet, glassy skin slightly gummy, adding a hint of friction that had been missing when it had only been covered in lube.

      Even after I'd finished, my cock continued twitching between her breasts. Mom leaned forward, pressed her cum-covered lips gently against the sensitive tip, and gave it a tender kiss.

      
        "What are you doing?" I asked groggily.

      Then she paused, as if thinking before she answered. "Mmmm... I'm doing... this." She fluttered her tongue out and licked up a fresh glob of cum that had just bubbled out of the tip, but she did not swallow it right away.

      Her eyes closed in something that looked like nostalgia, and she worked her tongue around in her mouth to smear it over as many of her taste buds as she could. When she'd finally soaked up every ounce of flavor, she ushered it to the back of her throat and dumped it into her stomach with one long, drawn out gulp.

      "Yummy," she said faintly. "I missed the taste of it."

      "Cum?" I asked, somehow still surprised by her revelations.

      She licked her lips. "Mmhmm. I guess you were really backed up, huh?"

      "Not really," I admitted. "I always make, like, a lot."

      She used her thumb to clean all of the residual cum off of her lips, then pushed the dollop into her open mouth to feast on. "Must be those big ol' balls of yours, Bambi."

      "Oh, sorry," I mumbled, thinking it was cause for embarrassment. "I didn't mean to get so, uh... so messy."

      Her eyes widened for a second, then softened with the warmest, most reassuring smile I'd ever seen. "Oh, Bambi... I don't think you understand; I like getting messy." She ran a finger through a thick glob on her cheek and brought it to her lips. "I've just honestly never seen one guy make this much on his own."

      To anyone else, she might have looked downright filthy with her face painted, but I thought she looked more beautiful than ever. She wore my load like war paint, proudly marked by my seed. The contrast of her toothy grin shining through all that mess made my chest tighten with something far beyond lust.

      "Now what?" I asked, ready for whatever else she had in store.

      
        
      

      She giggled softly and reached for my hands. I helped pull her up to her feet. "Now I go take a shower while you finish your chores."

      "I thought you said I didn't have to!" I protested. "It's my birthday!"

      She paused, tilting her head as though she was deep in consideration, but it was an obvious farce. "Oh, gosh. If you don't want to do chores, what would you rather do instead?"

      "I was kind of hoping we could keep hanging out," I said honestly.

      Her cum-streaked face lit up. She climbed onto the bed and straddled me, settling her ass on my lap. Both of her arms looped around my neck and she leaned in close, brushing her nose - sticky with cum - against mine. "Oh, yeah? Why's that, Bambi?"

      "Because, uh... because you're the best gift of all?" I replied, hoping the cheesy line would land.

      She winked and kissed the tip of my nose. "Just me... or me and my big, fat tits?"

      I let out a stunned chuckle. "This still feels like a fucking dream. Like... are you really on my lap right now? Is there really cum all over your face?"

      She pretended to think hard, exaggerating her confusion while continuing to grind her hips in slow, teasing circles. "Well, goodness, I don't know. Does it feel like I'm on your lap?"

      I nodded quickly.

      She leaned in close enough for our lips to brush, her hot breath wafting against my mouth. "Does it look like your cum is all over my face?"

      I nodded even more eagerly.

      Her tongue curled out and dragged slowly across my upper lip. "So... what does it feel like I'm gonna do next?"

      
        "Oh my god," I whispered, heart hammering. "Kiss me?"

      My reply earned me a devilish grin. "How 'bout it, honey?" she asked. "Want a birthday kiss from Mommy?"

      "God, yes," I answered without a shred of hesitation left. All I had was a raw, burning desire that was focused entirely on her.

      She kept grinding slowly on my lap as she leaned in the rest of the way, her arms closed in around my neck, pulling me tighter to fuse our bodies together. The moment our lips met, we both inhaled sharply through our noses. For a long second, she stayed perfectly still, just savoring the contact, drawing a deep, shaky breath like she was memorizing the feeling.

      Her lips began to move slowly - soft presses, gentle caresses, the warmth as they slid against mine - but that gentleness didn't last long. Her kisses became fueled by hunger, lips parting in an instant, and suddenly her tongue was tracing my bottom lip, seeking entrance.

      I opened for her, and the kiss turned ravenous in a heartbeat. She moaned softly into my mouth as our tongues met, twisting and exploring with eager desperation. As the heat built between us, so too did the mess, the lapping of impatient tongues wetting our lips. Her hips never stopped grinding, rolling in circles on my lap while she kissed me like my saliva was quenching a whole year's worth of thirst.

      In the heat of it, she reached behind herself, grabbed both of my wrists, and guided my hands firmly onto her ass. "Squeeze," she muttered.

      The second my fingers dug into her cheeks, she whimpered against my lips-- a needy sound of pure femininity that went straight to my cock.

      "I miss..." she squeaked between sloppy smooches. "Being touched... like this."

      I squeezed harder, pulling her down against me with every grind, and she rewarded me with another sweet squeal into my mouth. "Your ass feels so good, Mom."

      "Smack it," she purred fiercely.

      
        "Yeah?" I asked excitedly.

      "Yeah, honey."

      I obeyed and brought my palms down hard, left then right, making a sharp thwack-thwack upon impact with her fat cheeks.

      "Eep!" she yelped with a smile wide enough to warp the landscape of her kisses by pulling her lips taut.

      "Again?" I asked.

      Her mouth stopped moving, but stayed pressed to mine, and she made a hum low in her throat. "We're gonna be here all day if you don't let me go shower, Bambi,"

      "Can I watch?" I asked, trying to capitalize on every bit of birthday goodwill I had left. "Please?"

      That time she actually had to think about it. She sat back slightly on my lap, studying my face while her fingers idly played with the hair at the back of my neck.

      After a few seconds, she sighed softly. "Maybe."

      "Maybe?" I asked with confusion.

      She winced slightly. "I'm just, like... I'm used to my boobs being objectified. I actually like it; it makes me feel sexy-- desired again." She gave her massive chest a little shimmy for emphasis. "But the rest of me... that's different. I've never shown my vagina to anyone else since I met your father - not once."

      "Wait, like... nobody has seen your pussy?" I asked, genuinely stunned.

      "My, uh, vulva?" she corrected with an awkward smile. "No. Nobody."

      
        I found it intensely arousing in a strange way that she was so open and proud about flaunting her top-heavy blessings, letting thousands of strangers watch them get fucked and covered in cum, yet she was still an absolute prude when it came to what was between her legs. It made that hidden part of her feel forbidden, which naturally made me want it even more.

      "So... you don't want to show me?" I asked.

      Mom looked visibly nervous, shifting her weight from foot to foot. "It's not that I don't... want to. Just... I-I don't know if you'll like it as much as my boobs. I knew you were gonna like those."

      "Why wouldn't I like it?"

      She furrowed her brow apprehensively. "I know my boobs are pretty, but my... you know..."

      "Pussy," I offered gently.

      The word made her squirm visibly. "My... yeah. Guys your age don't usually like it when it's... furry, I guess?"

      Goosebumps scattered across my forearms. "Yeah? How, uh... how furry?"

      She sucked in a shaky breath, her massive chest rising and falling quickly. "I... could show you if you really want to see. Are you-- I mean, I want you to be sure this isn't all going too fast for you."

      "I've wanted this - wanted you, Mom - for a long time," I admitted.

      Breathlessly, she whispered, "Yeah. Me, too."

      Those two little words sent a thousand questions exploding through my mind, but I didn't voice any of them, because none of them mattered at the moment. She was offering me everything I'd ever fantasized about, and I was not about to overthink my way out of getting a front row seat to the show I'd had on the lawn earlier.

      "I'm sure," I said confidently.

      
        
      

      Consent obtained, Mom climbed off of my lap and got undressed slowly. Just like when she had stripped earlier, whether out of shyness or just to tease me, she carefully kept her back to me until only her underwear remained.

      When she finally dropped her panties, I could not resist calling out her attempt to obscure what I wanted to see the most. "Mom, you don't have to hide from me."

      Frustrated and a little shy, she gave a cute little stomp with her foot, making her plump rump jiggle as the energy dissipated through her cheeks. "You'll see it soon! I didn't raise you to be so greedy, mister."

      "Sorry, Mom. I'm just really excited! Isn't that a good thing?"

      She wrapped a towel around herself that she tied above her tits out of habit, even though I was perfectly familiar with them. "I'm not used to this," she said. "That's all. Showing you my boobs doesn't even register anymore."

      "Really?" I asked, nodding towards the towel. "You're still covering them, though."

      She rolled her eyes and promptly yanked the towel down to her waist, making her gigantic tits flop out and slap against her bare tummy. "Happy, mister?"

      I grinned. "Hell yeah."

      "Good," she said, tying the towel around her tummy. "Like I said: that's easy for me, but my..."

      "Say it," I coaxed softly.

      She crinkled her nose out of embarrassment. "My... pussy-- it's different! I haven't shown it to anyone but your father in years."

      "That's exactly why I can't wait for you to show me, Mom."

      
        She blushed deeply and stared down at her toes digging into the carpet. "Okay... If you're sure, you can come and watch."

      We walked to the bathroom together, and though I had not even bothered to put on anything more than my boxers, I still felt overdressed. She had nothing on but her towel and a black hair tie around her wrist, and there really was something about the towel no longer covering her boobs that made it seem like nothing at all.

      In the bathroom, Mom ran the water, but when it was finally warm, she paused for a long moment.

      "Everything okay?" I asked her.

      "Yep!" she replied as she turned away from me and let the towel drop.

      Just as she was about to step into the shower, I caught the briefest glimpse of dark fur between her thighs and grabbed her wrist gently.

      "Can I see it first?" I asked, overcome with urgency.

      She froze, eyes slowly lifting from the floor to meet mine. "Honey, I just..." Then she saw my face and witnessed the pure, relentless hunger in my eyes. "O-okay, yeah. Sure, honey."

      I crouched down so I was eye-level with her butt.

      She covered her face with both hands and let out an anxious little "Oh god," but I stayed right there, waiting while she hesitantly turned to face me.

      My breathing halted as she slowly rotated, drawing out the final reveal. First came the wide curve of her hips, then the full, rounded ass cheeks that followed closely behind. As she continued turning, I finally laid eyes on the large, triangular patch of hair that covered her mound.

      "Holy shit," I muttered in astonishment.

      
        It was untamed natural beauty-- a sprawling rainforest of thick curls. The lush coat of tightly woven fur was so dense, so magnificently vast, that it completely obscured her pussy lips. Hair erupted wildly from between her pinched-together thighs, blooming from her womanhood like a patch of overgrown weeds. The tawny hue was almost black in places, and to my eyes, the darkest strands looked the softest.

      The patch was easily wider than my palm, spreading across the entirety of her mound in a lazy, unfurnished triangle. It was deliciously inviting, with just the faintest sheen of moisture from the steamy bathroom air clinging to the ends of some of the fibers.

      I couldn't resist; I had to touch her. I placed my right hand on the inside of her left thigh and slowly ran it upward. My fingers traveled higher, caressing her supple skin until they reached the edge of that thick triangle. The moment my fingertips touched the hair, I let out a low breath. It was soft and warm like a wool sweater, and so remarkably thick I had to push my fingers through the plush thicket before I finally found the hot, gooey slit hiding beneath.

      "Holy shit," I mumbled under my breath again, finding no other words to capture my astonishment.

      "What is it? What?" Mom asked, sounding alarmed, her eyes peering through the fingers that still half-covered her face.

      I let out a huge sigh of pure wonder. "Fuck, Mom... your pussy is so fucking warm!"

      She clenched instinctively around my exploring fingers, making her outer lips hug the top digit. "Don't say stuff like that!"

      "You're wet, too," I remarked, feeling the unmistakable slickness coating her folds.

      "Don't say-- That's your fault, actually!"

      "Why?" I asked, genuinely curious as I gently stroked her trembling lips.

      "I... got a little excited, I guess," she admitted, voice barely above a whisper. She groaned with embarrassment. "God, you must think I'm such a slut."

      
        I stood up slowly, keeping one hand between her thighs for a moment longer before sliding both hands onto her wide hips. "I'd never say that about you, Mom."

      Her eyes softened so much I thought she might actually start crying. "It's just... what kind of mother sells herself online like that? Then I-I get wet over letting you... do that with my boobs? You must think--"

      "Stop telling me what I think," I said firmly. "I think you're amazing, and that's all I've ever thought about you. You're the most important person in the world to me, and I don't give a shit what you had to do to pay the bills."

      Her lip quivered. "You mean that? You don't think I'm a... a whore, or anything?"

      "Not even a little bit," I said, looking straight into her eyes. "I know you're my Mom, which means that I know I love you."

      She nodded rapidly, blinking back tears. "I love you too, Bambi. I-- God, it is such a relief to hear you say that."

      I smirked at her, trying to lighten the mood. "Feel a little better about letting me see your pussy now?"

      A reluctant smile finally broke through on her face and she choked on an awkward laugh. "Maybe a-a little." She hesitated. "Do you... I mean, I could try and shave it if you want?"

      I shook my head immediately. "I want you just the way you are. Besides, if anyone is going to cut it, it should be me. I'm the man of the house, after all. I mow the lawns."

      Mom burst out laughing-- a loud, genuine chuckle that echoed around the small bathroom. She playfully punched my chest. "That was so mean!"

      "Am I wrong, though?"

      She rolled her eyes, still smiling. "I mean... there is a lot, but I condition it so it's really, really soft!"

      
        "I know," I said, brushing my fingers through the velvet curls one more time. "That's why I want you to keep it."

      "Okay, Bambi," she said softly, warmth returning to her voice one word at a time. "Can I get in now?"

      I reluctantly let go of her hips. "Fiiiiiine, I guess."

      Mom quickly twisted her hair up into a neat bun on top of her head, then turned and stepped into the shower, pulling the curtain closed behind her with a shy little smile.

      "Hey," I complained immediately. "I can't see anything."

      She hesitated for a second, then pulled the curtain back open. "I know, I know. Just... habit, I guess."

      Warm water cascaded over her body as she stepped under the spray, making everything below her neck glisten with wetness, and began wiping the built-up layers of cum from her face and tits.

      It was mesmerizing. The sticky globs and smeared ropes didn't wash away cleanly; they might as well have been oil with how they resisted the water. They mixed poorly, turning into thin, milky rivers that ran down her skin in streaks of varying opacity. For a moment it actually made her look even messier as the white streams mixed with clear water, dripping messily from her chin, cheeks, and forehead all at once.

      She wiped at her face, smearing long, pearly streaks across her cheeks before they finally began to rinse away. A particularly thick glob on her forehead slowly melted under the spray, stretching into a drooping cable. It clung stubbornly right up until she wiped it off with a delicate little smile.

      "It feels kind of weird with you watching me," she admitted, laughing as she sucked the dollop from her finger without a care. "Usually my viewers are on the other side of a computer screen."

      "They're missing out," I said.

      "Well, while you're here..." she began, biting on her lower lip, "... is there, uh, anything special you want to see? I can do whatever you want." Her eyes widened for a moment before she amended her promise. "Within reason, Bambi."

      
        
      

      "Turn around," I said. My tone was a little too sharp for her liking, earning me a raised eyebrow, so I quickly corrected myself. "Uh, I mean, please, Mom. I'd love to see you from behind."

      "That's better, sweetheart," she said as she turned slowly under the water.

      "Could you bend over a little, too?" I asked.

      Mom leaned forward and braced her hands against the shower wall, arching her back to push her ass out toward me. The position made her cheeks spread slightly on their own, but I wanted to see just how wide they could go.

      I dropped to my knees again, bringing my face level with her ass. Without thinking, I reached out and placed both hands on her legs, just above the backs of her knees, but she offered up no resistance-- not even any hint of objection beyond a surprised huff. That wasn't going to be enough to deter me, and in hindsight, I think she knew it. I slid my palms upward, thumbs tracing her inner thighs while my fingers gripped the outer curves. Higher and higher I went until both of my thumbs slipped between her full ass cheeks, at which point she made another breathy exhalation.

      "Oh, god," she mumbled.

      The heat hit me immediately. Her pussy was radiating warmth, and I could already feel some of its slippery nectar coating my fingertips. When I spread her open, the hidden valley opened for me, floating hot, heavy plumes of invisible smog towards me.

      The dense black curls were wet and matted down slightly from the water, but still looked incredibly plush. As I parted her cheeks further, the puffy outer lips of her pussy spread as well, revealing the glistening pink meat within. Her inner folds were swollen with arousal, their color a rich, flushed pink that contrasted sharply with the dark fur surrounding them. A glossy sheen of cunt honey coated everything, strings of it stretching between her parted curtains as I held her open. The hidden entrance winked subtly, practically dripping its invitation all over my fingers.

      I spread her plump ass cheeks wide, staring at the soggy pink slit I had splayed out. The scent of her juices filled my lungs as I breathed her in. I simply could not hold back anymore, so I dove forward and buried my face between her cheeks without thinking.

      
        "Ohmygod!" she squealed. "Honey, s-stop! Stop! You d-don't have... have to-- uuuuuggghh!" Mom made a dull, guttural groan when I pushed my tongue between her petals. She tried to push my forehead away with one hand, but it was such a lame attempt that I was able to stay in place.

      I had gained a foothold, but I needed to earn the right to continue devouring her. I wedged my tongue deeper into her hot, dripping cunt, and when she bucked hard against my face, I knew she had gotten over her apprehension.

      "Oh, f-fuck me," she whimpered. "That... that feels good, Bambi."

      "Deepuh?" I mumbled, my tongue still buried in her soaking wet folds.

      "Uh-huh!" she squealed, pushing back against me desperately.

      I shoved my tongue as deep as I could into her birth canal, feeling her silky walls convulse around it. I licked everywhere at once, eagerly searching for every drop of the sweet, tangy ambrosia she leaked.

      "My... clit?" she whimpered. "Can you find my-- Oh, fuck! Right there! Right there, Bambi!"

      It was throbbing hard, jutting out proudly from its hood, aching to be found.

      I narrowed my tongue, using the pointed tip to trace tight circles around it. I flicked upward rapidly against the sensitive underside of the little bud, then switched to heavy licks-- flattening my tongue and dragging it in long, pressing strokes. I pretended it was made of lead, using that imagined weight to inform my languid lapping.

      "Harder!" she begged.

      I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently while my tongue went to work inside the vacuum of my mouth. I alternated between quick flutters that made her thighs shake and slow, sensual circles, tracing every ridge of the swollen pink pearl. Every few seconds, I'd press my tongue hard and grind against it, putting steady pressure on the sensitive bundle of nerves before flicking the tip rapidly again.

      "Fuuuuuuck," she droned mindlessly.

      
        
      

      My nose was buried deep in her pussy, making it hard to breathe. Every desperate gasp sucked water and her juices into my mouth, but I feasted with loud, sloppy depravity, vastly preferring them to oxygen.

      I sucked one of her lips into my mouth, gingerly nursing on the wing before releasing it with a wet pop and moving to the other one. I alternated between sucking on her swollen labia and performing hungry licks through her entire slit, only returning to her clit when I had eaten my fill of succulent meat.

      I dragged my tongue slowly through the length of her buttery smooth slit so that her puffy lips would curl around it in a loose hug. Then, on pure instinct, I pulled my face out from between her cheeks and sank my teeth gently into the soft meat of her rump. I sucked hard, leaving a big, red brand on her cheek. As far as I was concerned, Mom was mine, but she quickly reminded me who was in charge.

      She reached back, grabbed the back of my head with surprising strength, and shoved my face back into her pussy. "You're not done yet, birthday boy."

      I moaned happily into her pussy and kept going, determined to give her what she wanted.

      I sucked the tiny bud back into my mouth and flicked my tongue side-to-side rapidly, then switched to up-and-down licks, and finally to slow, luxurious swirls that made her whole body jerk.

      I cycled through that routine a few times, content to eat until both of us were numb. However, after a particularly hard tongue lashing against her clit, her jerking turned to full-bodied stiffness.

      "Take a de-ep breath!"

      I laughed against her folds and kept sucking noisily, thinking her words to be an exaggeration. "Am finh, Mawm."

      "Bambi, I'm go-gonna make a m-mess!" she warned anxiously.

      I didn't stop even when the floodgates opened-- as literal as the term could be.

      
        Her pussy suddenly seized up around my tongue as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, bathing my face with a surging torrent of wetness. "Oh my fuuuuuucking god," she howled.

      A piping hot stream sprayed directly into my mouth, dousing my gullet with a heavy burst. I choked as the juices battered against my tonsils, but kept licking through it. I ate with ravenous hunger while her squirt drenched my chin, raining girlcum down on my chest like I had wrapped my lips around an open faucet - or perhaps a garden hose with one of those fun spray attachments. Her juices weren't just flowing, after all; they were pulsing out of her with force.

      The slightly tangy fluid was also noticeably hotter than the shower water-- almost scalding. I could feel it dripping from my eyelashes and the tip of my nose while I continued licking through the flood, my tongue still working her clit through its seismic pulses.

      "G-god," Mom muttered, "Oh... Oh my f-fucking god!"

      Even as the main orgasm began to fade, her body kept shuddering. Smaller, intermittent spurts of liquid fire kept squirting out of her, splashing warmly onto my tongue and lips every few seconds as her pussy continued to twitch.

      "Oh my... god," she panted desperately, still trembling. "I'm sorry. I-I'm so sorry, Bambi."

      I pulled my face back, her juices streaming down my chin and neck. "Mom! You can squirt?"

      She let out a nervous little sigh. "Mmhmm. I... well, I did tell you I was gonna make a mess."

      "I liked it," I said, almost laughing from how turned on I was. "Fuck, that was so hot!"

      Mom's legs were shaking so badly she could barely stand. "I need to sit down... I haven't... been able to... in a while... by myself."

      She leaned against the wall of the tub from the inside, while I leaned against the outside and wrapped my arm around her shoulders, our bodies only separated by that porcelain divider. The shower water beat down on both of us, soaking my arm and her hair, but neither of us cared. Mom was still taking ragged breaths, her body quivering every so often as little spasms rolled through her.

      
        I leaned over and kissed the side of her head. She tilted toward me a little, so I gently turned her face the rest of the way with a finger under her chin. She paused for a second with a little giggle when she got a whiff of her own juices still all over my face.

      "I really soaked you, Bambi," she said, sounding both embarrassed and amused.

      "Wanna kiss me anyway?" I asked rhetorically.

      She gave a big, relieved nod. "God, yes."

      We kissed under the warm spray, skipping the slow part to dive straight into making out. I used as much tongue as I could, but the relevant muscles had grown tired, so I let her take the lead. I didn't care at all that my hair was getting soaked, as long as I was close to her. I reached down into the tub and filled my hands with her enormous, heavy tits, squeezing and kneading the slippery flesh while our tongues danced.

      "Still haven't had enough of my boobs, huh?" she asked, charmed by my unending fascination.

      "Never," I replied honestly.

      She smiled against my lips. "Wanna fuck 'em again?"

      It still amazed me how casually vulgar she could be. I could barely remember her ever swearing before that day, and suddenly she was offering up her tits as a cum dump with nary of an ounce of subtlety.

      "Fuck yes," I groaned.

      She bit my lower lip and tugged on it gently. "Can we film it this time?"

      I hesitated. "I mean... maybe?"

      "Please?" she begged in the cutest, neediest tone I'd ever heard from her. "What if I wear something extra special for you?"

      
        
      

      "What is it?" I asked, instantly curious.

      She gave me a long, lingering kiss before pulling back. "Get me a towel, honey."

      I still was not sold on the idea of filming something that strangers would watch, but I did like the idea of making a movie for ourselves, so I played along for the time being.

      I stood up and fetched her a big, fluffy towel as she exited the shower. When I returned, I wrapped it around her from behind in a tight bear hug, holding her close as we rocked gently side to side.

      I kissed the side of her neck, breathing her in. "I can't believe my mom is a squirter." I was flabbergasted by how much I had left to discover about her, but I wanted to learn everything there was to know.

      She laughed softly. "And I can't believe my baby boy can eat pussy that well. You must've had some practice, huh?"

      I blushed hard. "Er... not really."

      She turned around in my arms, facing me with a bewildered look. "Never?"

      I shook my head. "You were my first."

      She arched an eyebrow. "First... pussy you've ever eaten?"

      I gave an embarrassed little chuckle. "Not just that."

      Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped. "Stop messing with me! I was not your first kiss, too... was I?"

      I nodded. "Yeah, Mom. You know I've never even brought a girl home."

      
        "Yeah, well, I just assumed at some point--" She stared at me in disbelief. "Really? Not even one peck?"

      "No," I said conclusively. "But I'm happy you were my first."

      She kissed me sweetly on the cheek. It was less passionate than our heated spit swapping, and more reminiscent of the comforting smooches with which she would send me off to school in the mornings. "Well then... happy birthday, Bambi."

      "Thanks, Mom."

      Her eyes sparkled. "I still think you're gonna like your next gift even more than that kiss, though."

      "Even more than feeling you gush all over my face?"

      She let out an endearing laugh. "Even more than that!" Then her gaze dropped lower. "And look who else is excited..."

      I glanced down and saw my boxers were tented in front of me. "Oh, yeah. He's definitely ready."

      Mom stepped right up against me, pressing her pussy mound firmly against my hard bulge, and I could feel its heat even through the towel. "I must taste pretty good if you got this hard just from eating me out, huh?"

      "Fucking delicious," I said.

      She smiled wickedly. "Come with me, honey."

      Hand in hand, we walked back to Mom's bedroom.

      She dropped her towel the moment we were inside. When she bent over slightly to pull out a pair of black panties from her dresser drawer, I expressed my disappointment with a disgruntled sigh.

      
        Holding the underwear in hand, she gave me a confused look. "What's that supposed to mean?"

      "I dunno," I said. "I just... like it better when your pussy is out."

      She scoffed and narrowed her eyes at me. "It's not out, Bambi. It's not a dick! It's just... exposed."

      "That's fine, too!" I said immediately.

      "Not if we're filming," she replied flatly, turning to look at me. "Only you get to see that."

      She put on her underwear, then went back to the big plastic tub in her closet and rummaged around for a minute, heightening my anticipation. When she straightened up, she was holding a long, thick leather belt in her hands that looked sturdy and well-worn, as well as a bottle of lube.

      I raised an eyebrow. "You're gonna wear... a belt?"

      "I'm not," she corrected me with a prominent, playful jiggle of her tits. "They are."

      I was genuinely lost. What? But... how?"

      Mom gave me a mischievous smile, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Just watch."

      She put the lube bottle on the dresser, turning her back to me so as to not spoil the reveal while adjusting the thick brown belt around her breasts.

      When she faced me again, my jaw fell loose. "Ta-da!" she exclaimed. "What do you think?"

      The answer to that was "I can't wait to fuck those!" but my actual reply was one of stunned silence.

      She had wrapped the wide leather strap tightly around the fullest part of her enormous bust, right across the center of her tits to cover her nipples. The width of the belt completely eclipsed them and most of her fat, bumpy areolas, but there were still tantalizing crescents of those dark pinkish-brown discs peeking out from both the top and bottom edges of the leather.

      
        
      

      The belt was cinched firmly, the dark leather a sharp contrast to her soft, creamy skin. It compressed her massive breasts dramatically, forcing them to bulge both above and below the strap like two overfilled balloons being squeezed in the middle. The pressure made her breasts look even bigger than usual, the heavy, rounded flesh swelling outward and upward in a lewd, exaggerated shelf above the belt, while the lower halves hung and bulged beneath it, visibly straining against the tight restraint.

      The leather dug into her skin just enough to create a deep indentation, emphasizing the incredible softness and volume of her tits. There was so much to compress, and it was pliable enough to morph around the leather band with ease. Thin blue veins were visible across the upper swells, put boldly on display by how thin her skin looked from being squeezed so tightly. Every breath she took made her breasts quiver and strain against the belt; her enormous, rosy areolas shifted slightly with the movement, but her nipples never came into view despite the rubbery pancakes being almost entirely exposed.

      Mom looked down at her own chest, then back up at me with a shy but excited smile.

      "What do you think, Bambi?" she asked, giving her shoulders a little roll that sent her tightly bound breasts jiggling.

      I nodded with an open-mouthed nod.

      She beamed happily at me. "Wait until you see them from the sides." With that, she took my breath away with a simple ninety-degree turn to the right.

      The compression was much more obvious from the side; the leather created a deep, dramatic pinch in the middle, making the top and bottom halves look like two independent globes that had been stacked on top of each other. Her tits looked significantly thicker, allowing me to see the sheer depth from her ribcage to her nipples. The belt acted like a tight corset, squeezing her breasts into a dramatic hourglass shape-- the upper swell jutting forward in a proud, almost spherical bulge, while the lower portion hung lower, and with greater fullness, dangling with an exaggerated weight.

      I was so stunned that I could not even draw breath.

      She noticed I'd stopped breathing and stepped closer, gently rubbing her hand along my cheek. "Breathe, Bambi," she said softly, guiding me to sit on the edge of the bed. "Sit, honey. Relax."

      
        I sat down and sucked in a deep lungful of air. "They look amazing! Doesn't that hurt?"

      She shrugged, making her tits wobble against the leather. "A little, I guess, but it's worth it to see you this happy. Hold on, just gotta get one last thing."

      Mom went back over to the tub and reached into it, producing from the bottom a black masquerade mask.

      I frowned. "Do you have to wear that? I'd rather see your face."

      "Nobody ever gets to see my real face on camera," she explained.

      I chuckled. "Just your big ol' tits, right?"

      She made a sheepish grin. "At least they won't know who they belong to."

      "But I will," I said possessively.

      She smiled at my comment, but then looked a little nervous. "Well, on that note... I have a question for you. Are you gonna be okay if I, um... talk during it?"

      "Of course. Why wouldn't I be?"

      She winced. "No, it's just-- The stuff I'm gonna talk about is... I don't want it to turn you off, that's all."

      Before I could reassure her further, she closed her eyes and gave her head a little shake. When she opened them again, something had changed. Her posture, her expression, and even the energy around her had shifted. She was slipping into character.

      "Mom?" I asked warily.

      
        She batted her eyelashes at me and pushed her lips out into a hyperbolic pout. "You promise you're gonna keep that fat, throbbing cock all nice and hard for Mommy while she squeezes it?" Her voice was suddenly sweet, sultry, and dripping with maternal filth.

      Something hot twisted in my stomach. "Oh... you mean like that."

      She did not drop the act. "Is that okay, baby? Mommy's gonna make your cock so happy with her big boobies, but you gotta keep him all big and strong for me, okay?"

      I stared at her, stunned. "Is that-- Are you gonna talk like that the whole time?"

      She crinkled her nose, briefly dropping the character. "Is that okay? I don't have to, but--"

      "Yes!" I exclaimed. "Fuck yes!"

      "Just like your father," she purred with delight, slipping right back into her slutty persona. "Start filming then, so Mommy can give her special birthday boy all the booby hugs he deserves."

      I clenched my teeth so hard I thought I might get lockjaw. "Christ, it's actually... weird how hot that is."

      She nodded knowingly. "I bet you would've made a great subscriber."

      "Like I said," I replied, pulling out my phone, "I prefer being on this side of the camera. But, uh... you're not gonna actually upload this one, are you?"

      She cringed slightly. "I thought we might, maybe? Is that bad?" She quickly backpedaled when she saw my horrified reaction. "Oh gosh! No, honey! I'm sorry. I didn't even think about how new this is to you."

      "Yeah," I said, "I don't love the idea of strangers seeing my dick."

      "You get used to it," she assured me gently, "but if you want, since it is your birthday, we can make one just for us."

      
        
      

      I grinned. "So... it's more like a sex tape, then?"

      One corner of her mouth curled into a smirk. "If that's more comfortable for you, then sure."

      I decided to push my luck. "Does that mean we're gonna have sex?"

      Her jaw flexed with tension, her bravado momentarily shaken. "Uh, we-- Is that-- Maybe we could talk about that later?"

      I could see the real apprehension in her eyes, but I kept teasing. I pushed out my bottom lip and looked up at her with the most pleading eyes I could manage. "Please, Mommy?"

      She sucked her cheeks in, clearly fighting a losing battle. "That's not very nice, using my tricks against me."

      I batted my eyelashes just like she had. "Is it working?"

      Her brows knitted together with concern, but there was something else in her expression that I could not discern. "Well, I, uh-- Maybe. I-I don't... I didn't think you'd actually... With me, Bambi?"

      "Of course, Mom," I said plainly, completely sincere.

      She hugged her midsection, arms squeezing just beneath her tightly belted breasts. "But... for your first time, I mean? You can't undo that."

      "You were already my first titjob," I reminded her. "How's this any different?"

      She stomped her foot in frustration, but it was impossible to take her seriously when the motion made her massive, leather-bound breasts wobble so violently behind the belt.

      "It is different!" she insisted. "Maybe I just don't see my boobs as this, like... 'sacred' thing, but sex is! You will never forget your first time, Bambi - especially if it's with me."

      
        
      

      "That's why I want it to be you," I said softly. "I don't want to forget."

      For a second, I thought I saw the beginning of a tear glistening in her lashes, but she blinked it away quickly. She gave her head a sharp little shake, and whatever emotional wall she'd been holding suddenly cracked. She broke into a fit of giggles, her shoulders shaking as her hair bounced around her face.

      "What are you laughing at?" I asked, smiling despite the sincerity of my request.

      "Nothing, just..." She wiped at the corner of her eye, still laughing. "If we do this now-- It's like, what the heck am I supposed to get you for Christmas?"

      I raised my eyebrows and pursed my lips. "Anal?"

      She swatted my shoulder, but still laughed at the scandalous suggestion. "One hole at a time, mister! That is big talk from someone who just had their first kiss!"

      I shrugged. "I don't care. I can't get enough of you! I think they call that puppy love, Mom."

      Her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red. "They call that... something, alright. I think you're just horny!"

      I shrugged again, refusing to let her shrug off my comment. "Probably that, too."

      She arched one eyebrow, a playful, dangerous little smile tugging at her lips. "Maybe we could do something about the horny part?"

      "You and your boobs?" I asked, my eyes dropping straight to the leather-wrapped present in front of me.

      "Always." She gave them a slow jiggle, putting little ripples in her flesh as it strained against the belt. "Are we ready, Mr. Director, sir?"

      
        I knew she was ready, since she was already reaching for the bottle of lube on the dresser. "One second, Mom." I swiped to open the camera and aimed it at her tits. "Action!"

      Mom dropped gracefully to her knees in front of me and looked straight up into the camera lens, her eyes sparkling with that sultry "Mommy" persona she'd slipped into.

      "Look at that beautiful cock," she purred. "So big and hard for Mommy. Are you ready for your birthday hugs, baby?"

      I nodded the camera up and down, getting a bit into character myself.

      "Gooooood," she drawled. "Mommy's gonna squeeze you so nice and tight between her big, soft boobies. Should I get them wet first, sweetheart?"

      I nodded the camera again.

      Squeezing the bottle above her tits, she poured a generous stream of thick, clear lube straight into the deep valley of her cleavage. We both watched it form a shimmering pool in the small alcove.

      Her hands went to work. With slow, deliberate strokes, she pressed her palms flat against the upper curves of her breasts and began to spread the lube around. Her fingers splayed wide, gliding over the stretched skin, working the slippery gel into every inch. She squeezed and kneaded, pushing her tits together so the warm oil oozed up between them before she dragged her hands down to the undersides, coating the flesh that drooped there.

      When she was done, a tiny droplet escaped the tight channel between her breasts, trickling slowly down the center of her sternum while leaving a shiny, glistening trail. It slid lower until it reached her belly button, where it gathered, filling in the shallow depression.

      "My, my," she hummed teasingly. "Is Mommy slippery enough for you now?"

      I nodded the camera as fast as I could, turning her image on the screen into a blur.

      Without using her hands at all, she leaned forward and positioned her tightly belted breasts directly above my throbbing dick. Then, in one smooth swoop, she dropped them down and engulfed the whole thing at once, causing the head to push through the tunnel and pop out right under her chin.

      
        
      

      She did not hesitate to lean down and give it a little kiss, right on its very tip. "There's my big boy."

      Her tits started with that slow, luxurious glide I was already addicted to, sliding up and down my shaft with attentive strokes that made sure every inch was smeared with lube. Every time she reached the top, she used her hands to give an extra hard squeeze on the sides, molding the spongy flesh even tighter around my flared cock head.

      She braced against the edge of the bed for leverage and quickly picked up speed. She began liberally flinging her heavy tits onto my lap, filling the room with wet claps that were much louder and filthier than earlier.

      The depraved noises felt deliciously wrong coming from the same breasts that had once nurtured me. A son should never be privy to those kinds of sounds coming from his mother's body, yet it felt like her lovingly dispensed titjobs were just another way for her breasts to do what they were meant to do. That duty had not ended once I'd finished breastfeeding, and whether nursing me with her milk or enthralling me with their spellbinding wobble, the sole purpose of her tits was to tend to my needs.

      The thick leather belt was clearly struggling not to snap, drawing thin tension lines around the sides of her flesh where it sank in. The extreme pressure made the skin on either side of the belt turn noticeably paler, turning it a ghostly shade of white from the stifled circulation.

      "Stand up, sweetheart," she said breathlessly. "Hold Mommy's tits for her."

      I rose to my feet, still filming. The new angle was even better, but I hated only having one hand available. "Can I--"

      "On the dresser," she answered quickly, reading my mind faster than I could speak. "Just prop it up."

      The dresser was close by, and my arms were long enough that I did not even have to pull my dick out of its cozy sheath to reach it. I stood the camera up against the dresser with the screen facing towards us, but Mom shied away as soon as I stepped back from the lens.

      "What's wrong?" I asked.

      "Nothing," she said, a crack in the armor of her persona. "I'm just not used to showing my face. I gotta remember this is just for us."

      
        
      

      I grinned. "Especially for me."

      She slipped that metaphorical mask back on. "Oh yeah? Are you gonna touch yourself while you watch it?"

      "Uh-huh."

      She leaned forward until her lips reached my abdomen and planted a long, wet kiss. Then she moved them against my skin as she spoke. "You still wanna fuck me, sweetheart?"

      My heart and my eyes both grew three sizes. "Oh my god, yes."

      She tilted her head back to look up at me. "Show me how."

      "How?" I was eager for instruction.

      She put her hand behind her back. "Fuck Mommy's tits, Bambi. Show me what you're gonna do to my pussy... if I let you."

      I reached down and filled my hands with her massive, leather-strapped breasts, feeling their impossible weight and softness as I squeezed them around my cock. "I can do that."

      I started thrusting slowly at first, savoring the insane tightness that made the previous outfit - one that had been explicitly designed for tittyfucking - seem loose in comparison. I did not remain patient for long, and was soon hungrily seeking as much pleasure as her breasts could bring me. My hips picked up speed, then power, until I was fucking her chest harder and faster than she ever could have worked my cock in turn. She may have been the experienced one, but I was a young, horny guy in the midst of a fantasy come to life.

      Every powerful thrust made my thighs smack loudly against the heavy underside of her breasts, sending massive, rolling waves through her flesh, but the tight belt acted like a rigid floodwall in the middle of her chest. It stopped most of the momentum from traveling straight through her tits, causing two sets of unique reactions.

      
        Below the belt, the heavy, pendulous swells bounced with energetic abandon. Each impact made them warp and ripple violently, their tremendous weight causing them to shake like pudding in an earthquake.

      Meanwhile, the compressed halves that bulged above the belt moved much more subtly. They quivered with greater restraint, merely trembling with the faintest hint of momentum. The leather restraint held firm, translating the energy into a fast, shimmering quiver across the swollen globes rather than the pronounced jiggle happening below.

      I grabbed the sides of the thick belt with both hands and used it as a handle, roughly yanking Mom's chest forward to meet every brutal thrust. The slick, fleshy slaps grew louder and filthier, causing me to wonder if the undersides of her tits would be bruised from how hard I was thumping them.

      "Fuuuck," I groaned. "I could do this forever."

      Mom looked up at me, eyes wide and flirty. "Are you suuuure?"

      "Yes!" I answered instantly, still pounding away at her tits.

      She tilted her head, a mischievous glint in her eye. "You're really sure?"

      I faltered slightly. "Maybe?"

      "You don't wanna see what else I can do?" she asked innocently. Then she dropped her jaw, letting her tongue hang out lewdly. "Wif mah mouff, mayhe?"

      I nodded with gusto, my cock throbbing at the mere suggestion. "Hell yes!"

      Mom gave me a wicked little smile, curled her tongue back into her mouth, and rose from her knees, causing my dick to slide free from her breasts. I knew it would be encased in raw, sexual heat again soon enough, but the few seconds it took for her to reposition felt like entire minutes.

      She climbed onto the bed, turned around, and positioned herself flat on her back with her head hanging slightly off the edge, her open mouth at the perfect height for my cock to reach. Then she waved me over with both hands, gesturing playfully to her belted bosom. "Put him back in there, Bambi," she cooed sweetly.

      
        
      

      I stepped forward and pushed my cock back between her breasts with ease, welcomed once again into the sweltering heat. The angle was perfect; with her head tilted back, her mouth was lined up exactly with my balls. It was clearly intentional, and I shivered with excitement when I felt the warmth of her maw creeping towards them.

      She opened her mouth and began hungrily lapping at the dangling orbs. Her tongue dragged across the wrinkled skin, tracing lazy circles before flattening to lick the base of my shaft with broad, sloppy strokes. She licked her way towards my asshole, guided by the seam between my balls until her tongue tip tickled the bridge of skin between them. "Like that, sweetheart?"

      "Yeah, Mom," I panted. "Fuck, you're so good with your tongue."

      She gently sucked one of my balls into her mouth. "Pwactith."

      She swirled her tongue around it, making wet little lapping sounds, then released it with a soft pop and gave the same loving treatment to the other. All the while, she made this low, satisfied rumble that sent vibrations straight through up through my shaft.

      I pushed her heavy tits together around my shaft, squeezing them as I started to thrust. The belt made them feel even tighter and more compact from the new angle, gravity's pull flattening them against her chest like massive pancakes. Every thrust forward buried me deep between her tits while her tongue and lips worshipped my sack, occasionally flicking against my taint.

      "Fuck," I grunted, tightening my grip. I kept waiting for her to ask me to be more gentle with her tits, but the request never came.

      She instead responded by sucking both balls into her mouth at once, humming happily as she bathed them in wet heat. She had managed it, but only just, her lips stretched thin around my sack as she nursed on the plump eggs. They wiggled constantly around the root, as did her tongue beneath them.

      With her lips glued tightly in place, it created a warm, wet vacuum inside. Every time I pushed my hips forward, there was an insistent pull on my balls. The strong suction from her mouth held them firmly; her lips refused to let go. The skin around my sack grew tight from the gentle but relentless tug, sending sharp sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine each time I felt her iron out the wrinkles.

      
        She waited until my sack was pulled completely taut from both a deep thrust and her powerful suction, then suddenly released my balls from her mouth. I felt them draw up tightly to my body as my shaft throbbed. It wouldn't be long until I came.

      Mom spat a fat, gooey mouthful of saliva onto my balls, then flattened her tongue against the glob she'd dispensed. Using the pink snake like a squeegee, she performed a long, attentive slither that began at the bottom and did not stop until she had smeared spit across the seam that I'd quickly discovered was a very sweet spot indeed. That was one more point for Mom's experience over my raw power.

      Immediately, she began lapping with fervent, almost frantic hunger, making lewd little moans while she feasted. Her tongue worked tirelessly across every inch as she breathed hard through her nose, fighting for air but refusing to stop. She coated my balls in a thick layer of saliva as her brazen slurping sounds filled the room. Her chest heaved with effort, her gasps and panting blowing hot air against my skin between each lick.

      "Thaaat's it," she coaxed, her voice still dripping with lust despite how much she was exerting herself. "Fuck Mommy just like that. Yeah, that's a good boy. Pound those fat fucking titties, sweetheart!" She became filthier and more urgent the faster I thrust, matching my tempo with sultry encouragement. "Harder, Bambi! Fuck em' faster-- yeah, just like that! Give Mommy all that cum, honey!"

      The combination of her tight, leather-bound cleavage, her filthy Mommy-talk, and her mouth worshipping my balls quickly pushed me over the edge. "Mom, I'm gonna fu-fuuuucking cum!"

      She squealed with glee underneath me, and I could only imagine how excited she must've looked. "Lemme hold em' for you, honey," she said, pushing my hands off of her tits so that she could hold onto them herself. "Give Mommy all you got."

      I leaned forward, planting my knuckles on the mattress on either side of her body for leverage, hovering over her like I was about to fuck her properly. Then I started thrusting hard-- really hard. I imagined I was driving my cock into her pussy, just like she had told me to. I slammed forward with all my might, my hips smacking loudly against the tops of her bulging breasts with tremendous force. The wet, fleshy slapping sounds were deafening as I fucked her tits with an animalistic need, using them just like I would her tight, slippery cunt. I was still just human enough to imagine that future; "if" had become too complicated for my brain to handle.

      I buried my cock deep into the pile of billowing putty and groaned as the first rope of cum exploded from the tip. "Holy fuuuuck!"

      
        
      

      Mom gave an elated yelp. "Oh my god, yes!"

      Thick, hot jets shot out from between her squashed tits and splattered on her belly. The first heavy spurt was followed quickly by another, and another-- long, viscous ropes that painted her tummy in a roadmap of glistening lines. My cock throbbed with enough potency to fling my cum impressively far; some reached all the way down to the thick, dark fur that covered her mound. Pearls of sticky cum clung to the wool, slowly soaking into the dense triangle to make the hair glisten.

      I stayed rooted in place, watching in awe as more cum painted the canvas of her body. Whether it was small, incidental droplets scattered randomly on her skin, or the deep, sloshing pool that filled in her belly button, her entire front was covered in shifting shades of white like a tattered apron.

      Still breathing hard, Mom reached down with both hands and began playing with the mess. "Oh, Bambi... there's so much. My tummy is so warm!" She smeared the warm cum across her belly, rubbing it in like it was the lotion she always used to keep her skin soft. "And so sticky!"

      Her fingers went lower until they reached her bush, her fingers gently working the sticky syrup into the soft, fluffy curls until the thicket was matted with my seed. She seemed to savor the sensation, slowly spreading my cum through her fur with the mindless amusement of a kid playing in a sandbox.

      I took a small step back, pulling my cock from between her tits so I could see her fully. The light from the room fell across her face as her head hung off the edge of the bed.

      Lost in her own little world, she scooped up more thick globs of cum from her belly with her fingers and carried them lower, smearing the warm, sticky load into the mouth of her pussy.

      "Mom?" I said with a gasp.

      She did not respond.

      I watched in wonder as her fingers parted the cum-slicked fur and slipped between her lips-- swollen with arousal so that I could see them bulging slightly past the mound of hair. She began fingering herself openly, pushing two fingers deep into the dripping honeypot while grinding her palm against her clit, mashing more of the pearly fluid into the heap of shadowy straw with every thrust.

      
        The sight was a tasteless kind of beauty, one that would have disgusted as many as it delighted, but I was one of the lucky ones that was very turned on by it.

      Mom's face was contorted in raw pleasure: brows furrowed, eyelids quivering like hummingbird wings, mouth open in a silent moan as she fingered herself with my load. Strings of saliva glistened on her chin and lips, forming little bubbles at the corners of her mouth as she panted with exertion. Even like that - all messy and flushed, lost in lust - she looked breathtakingly beautiful.

      I had just finished cumming, but I needed her immediately.

      I crouched down, cupped her face in both hands, and kissed her with every ounce of passion that I could produce.

      She gave a shrill coo as our mouths met upside down, opening wide so my tongue could easily slip inside.

      We wasted no time with petty affection; our kiss turned sloppy and desperate in a heartbeat. Our tongues tangled messily; all the while, her fingers never stopped working between her legs. I was a sucker for the wet, filthy sounds she produced as she aggressively fingered herself, stirring up guttural squelches that sounded like her cunt was gasping for air.

      The kiss grew hungrier and more chaotic, until I felt my cock twitching and rapidly hardening again, slowly rising underneath her head.

      Mom's voice came out breathy and desperate. "Bambi, please... play with my tits. Please. I'm so fucking close."

      I stood up and quickly set them free. With just enough help, they burst forth on their own, defying gravity for a split second before that universal force insisted.

      "God, yes!" Mom hollered when the tension broke.

      I started pawing at her loose, wobbling breasts, squeezing and groping the abundant flesh with both hands, paying close attention to the dark red band that had been imprinted in her skin from the belt's merciless vice. I sank my fingers into the dough, and she let out a sharp, sudden gasp that I thought was a declaration of pain.

      
        
      

      I froze. "Sorry, Mom! I was--!"

      "Bambi..." She cut me off, eyes wide with lust. "Are you hard again?"

      I looked down at my cock standing tall. "Guess so."

      "God, I fucking love that," she whispered with need. "Just from kisses, honey?"

      "From your kisses, Mom," I corrected her. "The best around."

      She hesitated, clearly wrestling with a new idea. "I... can, uh... I-I mean..."

      "Yeah?" I urged. "What?"

      She made a strained little groan, then her voice dropped low. "I can give... better kisses with my... my other mouth."

      The words hit me like lightning. It was paradoxical how easily she slipped into her sexual persona when it came to her tits, but everything else seemed like deeper water that she was afraid to fully enter, although not necessarily unwilling. I suspected that being so close to her own orgasm made it easier for her to say yes to things that had previously made her nervous, but none of my sputtering was intended to dissuade her by bringing that up.

      "Are you serious?" I asked, heart hammering. "Right now? Can we? Please, Mom?"

      She closed her eyes for a second and let out a muted laugh when she looked up at me again. "Are you really gonna make me ask twice?"

      I ignored her attempt at levity. "You mean it, Mom? We can?"

      She looked at me with authority, trying to instill the seriousness of what she was offering. "Only if you're sure that--"

      
        
      

      "I'm sure!" I blurted out.

      With a roll of her eyes, she turned onto her stomach and rose to her knees so that we were eye-level. She shuffled forward, cupping my face in both hands and caressing my cheeks with her thumbs. "Just listen to me, my big, horny Bambi."

      Heat flushed my cheeks. "Sorry, Mom."

      "It's okay. You're just excited. I think it's cute, but... I also think you need to be absolutely positive this is what you want. We can't undo this."

      "But we can redo it, right?" I asked anxiously. "Like, tomorrow? Right?"

      She stroked my cheekbone with her thumb, searching my face. "You do seem awfully sure."

      I reached up and gently took hold of her wrist. "Aren't you, Mom? Don't you want this, too?"

      She nodded slowly, raking her nails lightly down the side of my neck. "I do, Bambi, but... I don't know. I feel a lot better about all this if I'm doing it for you."

      "Why?"

      "I dunno," she said at first, but then continued honestly. "I think I just... feel like a bad mom if I'm doing this for my sake. If I'm doing it for you, it doesn't feel as selfish. I don't feel as... guilty, I guess-- or slutty."

      "You've already given me the best birthday I've ever had," I told her earnestly. "I don't want you to feel guilty. I want you to feel good... and I kind of like that you feel, uh..."

      She cracked a wry smile. "Say it. Go on."

      I tried to temper my enthusiasm, but it was hopeless. "Slutty! I think it's so fucking hot!"

      
        
      

      She made a satiated growl. "Is that why you ate my pussy in the shower like someone was gonna take it away from you forever?"

      "Yeah!" I insisted. "I like making you feel good, too. You're just way, way better at it."

      "For now," she added softly, a hint of challenge in her voice. "You just need practice."

      I put my hands on her hips. "Then teach me, Mom."

      Fire ignited in her eyes. "Okay, honey. Push me."

      I blinked back at her in confusion, unsure if she had meant that literally. "What?"

      She tilted her head back slightly, then looked at me with pure heat. "Push me on the bed... then come get on top of me."

      "Holy shit," I muttered in awe.

      "Do it," she mewled back, matching my lowered volume.

      I pushed her back onto the bed, and she tumbled backward until her head landed on the pillow. The momentum sent her heavy, unbound tits swinging upward, the upper halves flying toward her face to nudge her chin before they crashed back down. They settled with several big, haphazard wobbles, the energy slowly quelled as they parted to the sides of her chest.

      Mom kept her legs closed at first, keeping from me the prize I sought, but her confidence remained undiminished. "Now come, honey."

      She wedged her fingers between her thighs and slowly began prying them apart, making a performance out of exaggerating the strength it took to separate them. She bowed her legs outward in a wide, inviting "V," putting her most private place on full display for me.

      "You look amazing," I said sincerely, gazing at the dark patch of fur atop her mound.

      
        
      

      The springy curls were truly soggy, soaked through with a mixture of her own creamy arousal and the multiple ropes of my cum she had rubbed into them. In some spots, where it was the wettest, the hair looked almost black. Sticky cum had made the soggy curls around the crest of her pink slit clump together, while the slightly dryer edges retained their fluffiness.

      Beneath the brambles, her pussy lips were swollen and puffy-- a deeply flushed rose that contrasted magnificently with the dark hair. A thick layer of honey made her meaty outer lips sparkle, but as my eyes were drawn further in, it was the creamy, light pink center that stalled my breathing.

      "Fuck, Mom," I muttered. "You're so wet."

      "Just for you, Bambi," she said, clenching her pussy. The squeeze ejected a thin trickle of our combined juices from her entrance that ran down between the cleft of her cheeks. It trickled slowly over her asshole, putting a wet shine on some of the thick, rubbery wrinkles.

      She reached down with both hands and gently parted her pussy lips like she was gingerly thumbing through the pages of an old, delicate book. "I can feel your eyes on me."

      "Should I... stop staring?" I asked rhetorically.

      "No," she replied curtly. "I like when you look." She combed her fingers slowly through the sodden mane, spreading the dark curls. "You gonna make me wait all day?"

      I moved quickly, climbing between her spread legs. I leaned forward, bracing myself on my elbows on either side of her head and bringing my face close to hers. "Now who's the greedy one?"

      She locked her legs behind me, ankles tight around my torso. "Greedy and impatient are not the-- mmpfh!"

      I shut her up with a sudden kiss, mashing my mouth to hers to shove the words back into her throat. Our tongues slid together as I settled my body onto her, gradually seeing how much weight she could take until the big, soft beanbags were fully squashed against my chest.

      Balancing on my left elbow, I slid my right hand down her body and gripped her hip before gliding upward toward her tit. I cupped it in my palm, my fingers wrapping around it as far as they could reach.

      
        
      

      I broke the kiss to lift the enormous udder toward my mouth, then sealed my lips around her stiff nipple. I gave a long, slow pull that drew the sensitive bud into my mouth. It hardened instantly against my tongue and grew steadily stiffer as I nursed on it as if thanking me for my attention.

      "Just like when you were a baby," she whispered with that loving, maternal warmth, raking her nails gently through my hair while I suckled. "I always loved doing this with you. It's kinda like our special little thing, isn't it?"

      I nodded hastily. "Mmhmm!"

      I opened my mouth as wide as I could and sucked in most of her fat, bumpy areola along with the nipple. My teeth grazed the rubbery edge, then my tongue followed. I doubled the suction, dragging as much tit flesh into my mouth as possible while I licked the richly textured circle, subjecting it to a full-mouthed nursing that would've made a younger me jealous of his older self's bigger mouth and tongue.

      The difference in texture between the firm, pebbled areola and the plush sponge surrounding it was intoxicating, and though I should've probably been a bit more careful, I got carried away for a moment. My mind went blank, and in that brief second I listened to the tiny voice in my head that screamed "Bite the softness!"

      I opened my mouth wider and sank my teeth into the supple dough-- not hard enough to hurt, but firm enough to really feel the way it yielded under my teeth.

      "Oh!" Mom squealed sharply, her entire body jerking beneath me. Her back arched hard, pushing her chest further into my mouth. "You never did that as a baby!"

      I felt strangely transported, pulled backward through time to a place I couldn't possibly remember, but that my body seemed to recognize instantly. A primal nostalgia washed over me as I suckled greedily at my mother's breast. It was the feeling of perfect safety: being small, protected and completely cared for. I knew that nothing in the world could ever hurt me as long as I stayed right there, warm and cozy, latched onto my adoring mother.

      She massaged the back of my scalp with her fingertips, rubbing them in tiny circles. "Mommy loves you so much, sweetheart."

      
        Something ancient, buried deep in my soul, bubbled to the surface. When she looped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer, cradling me against her chest, the feeling intensified into something surreal. Pure, unadulterated happiness flooded my body-- a rush of golden endorphins so powerful it made me dizzy. I wondered if it was the kind of euphoric high that heroin addicts spent their lives chasing, because if it was, I could have almost understood the obsession.

      I kept my teeth embedded for another long second, sucking hard at the same time, before releasing it with a lurid pop. A faint red bite mark was already blooming, though it was hard to see around the wide, rubbery cap of such a similar hue.

      The sudden emptiness hit me like a void opening in my chest, demanding I set things right to fill the aching sense of loss.

      I made a needy sound in the back of my throat and instinctively chased after her nipple, latching back on with desperate hunger. I sealed my lips again and resumed sucking even more eagerly than before. The moment I was attached, that beautiful, safe, blissful feeling came rushing back.

      Mom's palm swept down my spine. "Oh, sweetheart. You're still hungry?"

      I nodded my head without releasing her nipple, letting out a childish, muffled "Uh-huh."

      Her voice dropped to something remarkably soothing-- scarcely a whisper. "Do you want to keep sucking while Mommy puts your dick inside?"

      A desperate whimper escaped me, and I suckled even harder. "Mmhmm!"

      Mom kept her left arm looped around my neck while the other slithered down between our bodies. Her fingertips grazed my stomach, then reached further down until they found my balls. She scratched them lightly with her nails, sending sharp bursts of electricity shooting through my cock. It flexed so hard it smacked against my own stomach, literally jumping at the chance to enter her. She traced the length of my shaft with deliberate care, her fingers gliding along the thick vein underneath.

      Finally, she curled her fingers around my pulsating crown and gave it a few ceremonial squeezes. "Oh, he is ready, huh?"

      I gave her a long, droning grunt.

      
        
      

      Holding my cock just below the head, she angled it down and rubbed it up and down through her soaked, furry slit, coating the knob in her wetness. The tip kissed her entrance, then slid up to nudge her clit, then back down again, teasing us both.

      "Mmmm!" I grunted urgently, her teasing making me feel like a dog on a short leash.

      "I'm not teasing you," she breathed, reading my thoughts once more. "You just need to push, honey. One teeny, tiny lil' push for Mommy."

      I tried immediately, but timed it on the upward stroke like a total amateur. I pushed too high, and my cock head ground hard against her clit, making her flinch with a fluttery trill.

      "Ooohh!" she sang. "N-not there, sweetheart. Wait until it's-- OH!"

      On the downstroke, I pushed hard, and she clearly had not been ready for the feeling of my entire length sinking into her pussy with just one thrust.

      Soft, slippery lips parted around my knob as I sank inside her for the first time. She was so wet that I easily delved to the bottom, where her wetness was warmer than ever, having melted to such a divine consistency that it made me want to cum on the spot. I felt her spongy cervix kissing the tip of my cock, completing the welcoming ritual.

      "Holy shit, Mom," I said with a groan of pure astonishment.

      She pulled her arm out from between us and cupped my face with both hands, staring lovingly into my eyes. "That's it, Bambi. You did it; you're inside."

      I pulled out a little bit. She clamped down reflexively, her velvety walls gripping me with a strength that made her tits feel loose by comparison. Her walls fluttered and coiled around me as I marinated in her depths. The pocket was so tight that I could feel every single one of its meaty ridges squeezing me, their steady compressions informed by the heartbeat thumping rapidly through her walls. I already felt dangerously close to cumming, and I had not even begun to truly fuck her.

      "God, Mom," I gasped. "You're so tight! How are... how are you doing that?"

      
        She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "It's been a long time since anyone was in there, honey."

      "I can feel that," I said with a sigh. "Fuck, Mom, I'm already--"

      "Shh," she hissed. "Don't talk. Just kiss me."

      I crashed my mouth into hers. We made out passionately, tongues tangling wetly, saliva coating our chins.

      As I timidly pulled back a few inches, my dick was massaged by the overlapping ridges and folds lining her pussy. They were impossibly soft, like lush cashmere that had been warmed and soaked in slick honey. The cozy pleating of her birth canal squeezed with a soothing pressure, like her body was habitually, instinctively milking me.

      "Mom... I'm gonna cum," I whimpered, already teetering on the edge.

      "Don't," she whispered, lulling me towards compliance. "Just stay still and rock with Mommy--nice and slow, for as long as you can."

      I couldn't even bring myself to kiss her anymore, knowing that I would probably cum from the mere softness of her lips. I simply fell forward, burying my face into the mattress right beside her head, my ear pressed close to her mouth so I could hear every fragmented breath she took.

      We rocked together with tiny, careful movements, never allowing my cock to leave the deepest part of her hungry pussy, but even that fractional fucking was devastating. Every microscopic shift sent shivers racing across my entire body.

      She began to hum softly in my ear a gentle, familiar song from my childhood-- the chorus to "You Are My Sunshine." The sound wrapped around my heart like a warm blanket while her even warmer walls continued to ripple around me in equal measure.

      She hummed the words affectionately. "Hmm hm hm hmmmm hmm."

      "Moooom..." I whined pathetically. "I want to cuuuuum."

      
        
      

      "You're doing so well, baby," she said gently. "I'll be so proud of you if you can last a little longer."

      "H-how?" I pleaded for help. "What do I do?"

      She gave my ass a light, playful pat with her foot. "Squeeze."

      "W-what?"

      "Like you're trying to stop yourself from peeing," she explained patiently. "Make them nice and tight, and just breathe with me for a minute."

      We took several slow, deep breaths together. Mine were shaky and labored, so I tried to focus on hers in the hopes that her calmness would be contagious.

      She made a low hum after a few seconds. "I can feel you getting bigger."

      "You... can?" I asked with my eyes closed tightly.

      "Uh-huh. That means you're doing it right. Keep going, Bambi; breathe and clench."

      Gradually, the roaring edge of my orgasm began to recede, but it took several more seconds before I felt comfortable unclenching my cheeks.

      "Keep squeezing, honey," she whispered, resuming her soft humming. "Hm hmhm hmmmm hmm."

      One of her hands rubbed wide, soothing circles across my back while the other latched onto the back of my neck, massaging gently.

      "Is that... song supposed to help?" I asked, barely daring to speak.

      "No," she purred seductively into my ear. "It's supposed to make you dump a bunch of babies in my pussy."

      
        
      

      "Mom!" I yelped, instinctively leaping off her. My cock slipped free from her dripping pussy with a wet splurch, bobbing angrily between us with a glaze of her juices making it shimmer. "Do you want me to cum, or not?"

      She giggled behind her hands, eyes sparkling with mischief. "I know, I know. I was just having a bit of fun. I like teasing you!"

      "Well, I... Fuck, Mom! It's impossible not to when you talk like that." A small aftershock of pleasure washed through me, making me shudder. "And the singing, too? Why is that so hot?"

      She opened her arms for me with a warm, inviting smile. "Because you love your Mommy; that's why."

      I groaned as my cock jumped again. "You're gonna make me cum on your stomach! Is that what you want?"

      "Nooo." She drew the single word out while shaking her head.

      I stared at her, heart pounding. "Then... where should I cum?" There was only one answer that I really wanted to hear, and she knew it.

      She held my gaze, her expression soft but unmistakably hungry. "Not on my tummy..."

      The implication hit me like a lightning bolt. My mouth fell open as my brain immediately flooded with the fantasy of filling her.

      "Doesn't that sound like fun, Bambi?" she asked softly--far too innocently for what she was offering.

      "Oh my God... yes," I breathed.

      Mom rolled onto her side, facing away from me. "Do you want to try it like this?"

      
        I was still catching my breath, overwhelmed by everything. "Is that... Is it supposed to feel better?" I asked, genuinely unsure, since I had no real experience to compare it to.

      She gave her butt a loud, playful swat, making the cheek bounce around. "Only one way to find out."

      I moved in behind her, sliding into a perfect spooning position before the ripples warping her ass had ceased. My chest pressed against her back as my cock nestled right between her warm, squishy cheeks.

      "Cozy, right?" she asked quietly. Then she reached back, took my hand, and guided it forward until my fingers sank deep into the marshmallowy softness of her massive breast. "See? You can play with my boobs from here, too."

      My fingers dug in, squeezing and kneading while I sank my teeth gently into the side of her neck. "Dith ith amathing."

      "I thought you'd like that, darn boobie hound you are."

      I snaked my almost-trapped arm underneath her body and wrapped it around her hips from below, then splayed my fingers out over her belly. I had multiple strong anchor points, locking her body tightly against mine.

      She let out a gleeful little trill of pleasure. "Mmm... I really like when you hold me like this."

      I let out a muted chuckle against her neck. "Well, I really like fucking you, so I guess we're both about to be really happy."

      Even though I had always heard that guys were supposed to be nervous for their first time, being with Mom made everything feel completely natural. Her experience reassured me that everything was going to work out just fine, and I knew that she loved me far too much to ever judge me. It felt right-- like it was always meant to happen; like we'd been destined to become even closer in our own special way.

      She asked tenderly, "Do you want me to talk dirty some more?"

      I shook my head, nuzzling closer. "No. Just be my mom for this part."

      
        
      

      Mom let out a happy, breathy sigh. "I can do that, too, Bambi."

      We ground together in slow, rapturous harmony while I played with her breast-- thumbing her stiff nipple, tugging it gently, rolling it between my fingers, then squeezing the whole mound with careful restraint.

      She reached back to caress the back of my neck, her touch tender. "Fuck me harder, sweetheart," she whispered.

      I drew my hips back further and started slamming into her, the wet slap of my body against her ass growing louder.

      She squealed on the first powerful thrust, then settled into deep, achy moans as I kept pounding. "Ooooohhh, yeah..." she sighed.

      Her body jerked in my arms, but I held her tightly, like I was the seatbelt about to save her life during a car wreck.

      "Harder, Bambi!" she cried.

      I was a little frustrated with how little power I could generate from that position, so without asking for permission, I took things into my own hands. I rolled our tightly tethered bodies to the side in one motion until I was fully on top of her, my weight pinning her to the bed on her stomach.

      "Honey, wh--!" she yelped, her voice muffled by the mattress until she turned her head to the side. "Yeah? You want it like this?"

      "Uh-huh," I grunted, already driving back into her.

      "Oooohhh," she cooed. "Oh, Jesus, honey. You gonna fuck the hell out of me, huh?"

      I answered with a single brutal thrust that knocked the wind out of her.

      
        "Oouf!" she grunted, then summoned a deep breath that made my body rise as her lungs inflated. "Okay, okay... do it again."

      From that point on, I showed her no mercy, viciously demolishing her cunt with deep, dominating strokes. Every time I slammed into her, manually driving my dick to the bottom, wet gurgles and filthy squelching sounds filled the room as her juices bubbled up around my cock.

      I tightened my arms around her body, which felt frail in my grip like a baby bird that I was careful not to crush. I brutally plunged into her pussy, unearthing a slurry of bubbles every time I dragged myself from the swampy depths.

      It didn't take long for my orgasm to come forward, just as Mom squealed that she was about to tip over the edge as well. "I'm gonna cum!"

      "Me too," I groaned into her ear.

      "Keep..." She paused to draw a deep breath. "Fucking... meeeee!"

      She'd started cumming before her sentence had even ended, her pussy convulsing wildly around me as she gushed hard, splashing my balls with a hot stream that soaked the sheets behind us. The rhythmic milking of her orgasm finally pushed me over the edge, so I buried myself as deep as I could and unloaded, flooding her with a thick, heavy rope of cum.

      "Oh my god, Mom!" I hollered as I emptied my balls into the gooey cavern.

      It was a symbiotic relationship, where each of our orgasms made the other's more intense. She would clamp down and squirt just as I spewed another fat cable against her cervix, the feeling of which would make her erupt with another fresh, warm gush that bathed my balls.

      It was a perfect, messy loop, and for a few moments, it truly did feel like it could have lasted forever. Having discovered the secret to perpetual motion certainly would've justified the incredible feeling of triumph and accomplishment that coursed through my soul just as surely as all those endorphins were flooding my body.

      Alas, we could not escape reality, so, like all others, our good thing did come to an end.

      
        We came down slowly, breathing hard, still joined together. The air grew freakishly still in the silence that followed, only broken by the occasional whimper as Mom shuddered beneath me. I thought about getting off of her, but every one of my limbs were made of lead.

      Every few seconds, her pussy would flutter with an aftershock, pulling another soft groan from both of us. When no more were forthcoming, a sense of peace descended to pair with the quiet. That, too, eventually ended, though with a lighter transition. Mom started chuckling softly, her body shaking under mine.

      "What are you laughing at?" I mumbled.

      "This is your birthday," she said warmly, "but I've already had two of the most amazing orgasms of my life."

      "You're exaggerating," I said.

      "Maybe a little," she admitted with a smile that could be heard in her words, "but still... it's silly, but I feel selfish."

      "No." I flexed my cock inside her, making her pussy pulse again. "You feel warm, Mom."

      She wiggled her ass against me, the wet glide of her skin making an obscene little schlick. "And you feel like you're starting to get hard again."

      "You'd love that, wouldn't you?" I asked, licking the side of her neck. The faint hint of salt from her sweat tingled on my taste buds and in my nostrils.

      The scent of raw animal magnetism had filled the room, her tangy squirt and the rich aroma from her cunt honey wafting through the air like a thick smog. My eyes felt heavy from the exhaustive release and energy slowly dwindling from my body.

      "I feel like I could sleep for a year," I said.

      She cooed happily. "Aww! My baby's first time getting sleepy after sex."

      
        "Is that a thing?"

      "It sure is," she said. "How are you feeling?"

      "So, sooooo good," I said, "and, yeah... soooo sleepy."

      "I guess you don't want the rest of your gift," she said with a disappointed sigh.

      I gave a groggy chuckle. "You're kidding, right?"

      She hummed through pursed lips. "Hmmm... I thought you said something about anal, didn't you?"

      I gave a defeated, but full-throated groan. "That's so mean! I feel like I can barely move right now, but... that does sound amazing."

      She ground her rump against me again. "Maybe it would be nice; we can both have our first time together."

      My heart filled with joy over the prospect of being the first one to ever enter Mom's ass. "Really? Not even Dad?"

      She shook her head and her butt that time, her whole slippery body squirming against me. "Nope. He never really asked for it, but if you want to--"

      "I do!" I insisted. "I really, really do."

      She took her hand off of the back of my head and rolled to the side, rotating the both of us so that we ended up in a perfect spooning position. "Talk to me when you wake up, birthday boy."

      I started drifting off while still buried inside her, one arm wrapped around her waist and my face tucked against the back of her neck. "Sure... yeah... wake up..."

      What had started as a quiet birthday morning with cake and Dad's old watch had turned into the most intense, life-changing day I had ever experienced. I had gone from secretly fantasizing about Mom to falling asleep with my cock stewing in her pussy, her body soft and spent against mine. It was everything I had ever wanted, and every moment with her proved to be more wonderful than the last.

      As sleep pulled me under, Mom gave my hand a gentle squeeze and whispered, "Happy birthday, Bambi."

      I smiled against her skin, already excited for whatever the next day would bring. "Happy... birthday..."

      The last thing I heard before I nodded off was her saintly giggle, sending me off to dreamland with that sweet, chipper sound.

      In the weeks that followed, the energy around the house shifted dramatically. I could feel how Mom's renewed hope had changed her back into the person she was before Dad had passed, and she was not shy about thanking me for my part in her recovery.

      Since my birthday, a day had not passed where the two of us were anything that remotely resembled a mother and son. I had never had a girlfriend, so I had nothing to which our relationship compared, but it felt like we had been dating for the past eighteen years.

      In reality, it had only been a couple weeks, and I was no less enamored with her than I had been on the first day we had sex. Simply looking at her gave me a rush of possessive love that made my chest ache. She was mine in a way no one else would ever understand. That secret knowledge was addictive, and though I knew I would never be able to tell anyone the full truth, we had no problem showing ourselves off to anyone with a credit card.

      Mom's OnlyFans subscribers had doubled since we'd started making posting content together online. It was romantic to attribute that boost to the strength of our love, it was probably more accurate to credit the constant uploads for all her new fans. We uploaded every day without fail and showed no signs of stopping, which quickly took the financial burden off of her shoulders. The money was a nice perk, but I would've made every single one of those videos for free.

      One afternoon, I was sitting on the edge of Mom's bed with my clothes already off. Nudity had become so commonplace between us that she scarcely bothered to cover up at all, but the only time I disrobed was when we were about to make a video.

      
        I heard Mom exit the bathroom and walk down the hall towards me. She did not even bother looking at me when she entered her room, since she was too busy smearing heaps of lube onto her bare tits.

      "Sorry I took so long," she said in a hurry. "I really had to pee."

      I shook my phone to open the camera. "Time is money, Mrs. Softness."

      With her hands still massaging lube onto her breasts, she bent over to give me a peck on the lips. "Oh, I'm so sorry, Bambi. Is there any way I can make it up to you?"

      I raised an eyebrow. "Belt?"

      She shook her head. "Nuh-uh, mister. You got the belt two days ago, remember?"

      I certainly did, but it did not stop me from wanting it again... and again, and again... "I know, but our followers love it."

      She winked at me. "Fine, we can use the belt, but only if--"

      "Yeah, yeah," I said, waving her off. "I'll start warming up my tongue."

      She made an excited titter. "Yay!"

      "Maybe one day you'll let me film that, too? I know they'd go nuts for a video of you squirting like a firehose."

      With a wet, slippery hand, she reached out and smacked my shoulder playfully. "Hey! I'm much cuter than a firehose, thank you very much."

      I blew her a kiss. "The cutest, Mom."

      
        "That's what I thought, sweetheart." She walked over to the closet and pulled out the signature leather belt that still made my heart race whenever I laid eyes on it.

      She fastened the buckle around the middle of her tits, warping her bust into that delicious, exaggerated hourglass shape that often came to me in my dreams.

      "Ready when you are, Mom" I said as I pointed the camera at her.

      She briefly fixed her hair, tossing a length of soft, brown hair over one of her shoulders. "Okay, mister-- showtime!"

      THE END
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