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Busty Babe Takes All

 


I NEVER PICTURED MYSELF as
having exceptionally large boobs. As they grew over time, they
never looked much bigger than average, and even after they fully
bloomed, I was never convinced that I was heavily-endowed. But in
the summer after my eighteenth birthday, I could no longer deny the
fact that I was equipped with abundant breasts.

About half way through the summer, my breasts
felt constrained within my D-cups. I chocked it up to the heat and
humidity of July, willfully ignoring the fact that my chest was
outgrowing my bra. I took every opportunity I could to wear my slim
bikini top while lounging on the patio of our third floor apartment
unit. I had never felt more free and unconstrained.

By the time the dog days of August hit, I had
completely given up my brassieres, electing instead to wear
un-constraining cotton tops that allowed me to breathe freely.

It was soon after I had dispensed with my
bras when I met my mom’s recent boyfriend, Cash. Mom’s been known
to bring a man or two home to help her get over the fact that dad
was an asshole who never paid her the alimony he owed. I’m not
going to say that my mom was a whore, but sometimes I got the
feeling that the only reason the lights stayed on was from the
kindness of the men she brought home.

Anyway, Cash came out of mom’s bedroom one
morning at least a couple of hours after she had left for work. I
wasn’t used to mom’s boyfriends spending the night, so he surprised
me as I ate leftovers out of a tin on the couch.

Mom could rarely afford to run the air
conditioner and it was sweltering in the apartment, and Cash found
me wearing just my bikini top and a pair of denim shorts. I
remember thinking that I was glad he didn’t catch me in my panties
as I had contemplated stripping off my shorts and crashing in front
of the fan.

“Damn, it’s hot in here,” he said, fanning
his shirt and reviewing the temperature on the thermostat. He
reached to switch on the air when I stopped him.

“It’s broken,” I said.

He moved his hand away from the thermostat
and looked around the room at our old, plain furniture.

“You Luanne’s roommate or something?” He
said, tugging at his shirt that was sticking to his sweaty
skin.
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