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Chapter 1


Alcohol was involved.

When Sidney went over to Carly’s
apartment after work because it had been a year since Carly had
broken up with Richard. A long year in which Carly had mourned the
loss of her boyfriend to “that red-haired slut-whore” as she put
it.

Sidney thought Carly was better off
without Richard, but a year of not dating was taking it too
far. 

Not that Sidney was having much better
luck in the dating department. For the past year every man she met
was good for, at most five dates, and maybe two rolls in the bed
before he disappeared. Sidney was starting to doubt herself, her
sexuality, and her hopes of ever having a permanent partner in her
life.

“Hel-loo,” Carly slurred when she
opened the door to her place. She juggled a bottle of wine that was
mostly empty in one hand and a mostly full wine glass in the other
as she dealt with the door. “I’ve been waiting for you, best
friend.”

Sidney had seen Carly drunk before,
but this was a little much so early in the
evening. 

“I see you have a head start on
me.”

At once Carly’s eyes riveted to
Sidney’s chest. “Ohhh…ghoood! I love that top on you. It makes your
chest look…fucking amazing.”

Sidney pushed her friend back into the
apartment and closed the door behind her. It wasn’t that she was
embarrassed, but she worried about her friend making a fool of
herself.

“You might be more than a little drunk
already,” Sidney commented as she saw a second wine glass on the
living room’s coffee table. It was only half full. She thought she
spied lipstick on the glass’s rim, but she forgave Carly for
that.

Deep down, Sidney was
self-conscious of her chest. She had been the first girl in her
class—her elementary school class—to develop breasts. Too many men
considered her breasts to be her personality and that always seemed
to go double for new men.

“I’ve always wanted your tits,” said
Carly as she offered her friend the half-filled glass from the
coffee table, added to it from the bottle in her hand, and topped
off what she had in her own glass. 

Sidney was impressed with the
metaphorical juggling act Carly did with the three
vessels. 

“No you don’t,” said Sidney taking a
sip of the wine. It was very good. Too good to just drink to get
drunk from. “Backaches. Clothes not fitting correctly. Always
having to wear a bra. Let me go on.”

Carly pointed to her own,
nearly flat chest. “No attention from boys. Bras are mandatory but
a waste. Clothes don’t fit me ‘cause I got no boobs. Let
me go on.”

“How about we just drink in
silence.”

Carly was amenable to that.

The silence lasted all of ten
seconds.

“I really miss Richard,” she whined as
she finished her wine.

“You’ll find someone
better.”

“Did you know one of the reasons he
dumped me was because I have no boobs?”

“You don’t have no boobs, you just
have small boobs.”

“Whatever.”

“And you don’t miss Richard, you just
miss having a companion.”

“And the sex,” Carly added.

“And the sex,” Sidney
agreed.

“I loved it when he sucked on my
nipples.”

Sidney burst out laughing.

“I didn’t need to know
that.”

“I have nipples,” Carly insisted.
“See?” 

She yanked up her shirt to reveal a
rather modest bra. It was more akin to a camisole or training
bra.

“Nice bra,” Sidney
commented.

“Shit! Sorry. Missed the
bra.”

“You don’t have t—” Sidney tried to
stop her friend, but was already too late.

Carly yanked up the plain white bra
revealing a pair of small breasts with equally small pink
nipples. 

“Very nice,” said Sidney. “You can put
your shirt back down.”

Despite herself, Carly
started to laugh and pulled her bra and shirt back into
place. “Jealous?”

“No.”

“I’m jealous of yours.”

Sidney looked down at her impressive
chest. “No you aren’t. I’m jealous of yours.”

“No you aren’t.”

They laughed together for a minute.
Sidney took another drink of her wine and realized her head was
already spinning a bit. She should have had something to eat before
visiting her friend. 

“I’ve got a confession,” said
Carly.

“Do tell.”

“I love boobs.”

“You and everyone else,” said Sidney
as she drained the last of her glass and wondered if Carly would
offer more. 

“No. I’m serious. If I didn’t like sex
with men so much, I’d be a lesbian, that’s how much I love
boobs.”

“You must have had a big LUG phase in
college,” Sidney commented. Her face felt hot from the wine. Or was
she embarrassed?

“Lug?”

“LUG. Lesbian until graduation. How
many girls did you mess around with in college?”

Carly’s face went bright
red.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to embarrass
you.”

“You didn’t!” Carly lied. “None! It
was none!”

“Oh. Huh. To each their own, I guess.
You must have missed your opportunity.”

Sidney looked away and wished for more
wine.

Even in her inebriated state, a
realization dawned on Carly. “Oh my god, you’ve had sex with a
girl!”

Sidney breathed out and tried to
remain calm. She thought that part of her life was behind her.
“Okay, yeah, in college. Years ago.”

“That’s…I’m jealous!
Again!”

They had been friends for a few years,
having met at a job they had both left behind two years ago. Sidney
either had had enough wine to be honest or wanted to make a
confession. “Don’t be shocked, but I’m bi.”

Carly clapped both hands over her
mouth and her eyes went wide. She was shocked. “No you aren’t!” she
said immediately after releasing her hands. 

“Well, not actively. At the moment. It
was just two women. In college. It was to…experiment. I liked it.
But I like men more. The sex was…was good…was great, but I’m more
interested in men.”

“What was it like playing with their
boobs?” Carly pressed in close, completely enthralled.

Sidney lifted her hands to her
breasts, gently holding each and lightly massaging the soft felt.
“Like playing with your own…only better.”

Carly was drunkenly nodding along with
Sidney’s words. “Better?”

“Yeah, better. Sex with someone else
is better than with yourself, so playing with someone else’s boobs
is better too.”

They looked at each other for a
moment. Sidney wished for more wine but none was immediately
forthcoming.

Moving with incredible quickness for
someone who was drunk, Carly was suddenly right in front of her
friend feeling her up.

Sidney laughed nervously. “Yeah, like
that,” she said uncomfortably.

“Is this okay?” asked Carly,
fascinated with her friend’s large breasts and the way they happily
squished unlike her own much smaller ones.

“I would have preferred that you ask
first…”

“Sorry…swept up in the moment.” She
was looking down directly at Sidney’s chest as she massaged the
other woman’s breasts. “These are great.”

“Yeah…except for the back pain and too
much interest from boys—and men—who can’t keep their hands to
themselves.”

Carly didn’t take the hint. Or she was
too drunk to understand. “Can you take your top off?” she asked as
if mesmerized by the other woman’s soft flesh. “I want to feel them
without your shirt…and bra.”

Sidney laughed nervously. She knew
where this was going even if Carly didn’t. It was a bad idea. A
terrible idea. It was the sort of thing that brought down
empires…and ended friendships.

Carefully, Sidney pushed her friend’s
eager hands away from her chest. She then pulled her shirt up over
her head, leaving her wearing just a rather plain and very
effective bra. It was the furthest definition of sexy
lingerie.

“Oh.” Carly’s disappointment was
palpable. 

Moving things along, Sidney turned
around. “Unhook me, would you?”

Carly blinked. “Your bra has four
hooks.”

“Yeah. Big boobs make that
necessary.”

With fingers trembling, Carly released
her friend’s bra and Sidney turned back around on the couch,
tossing aside her bra. Carly stared at Sidney’s large breasts,
topped by equally large areolas but rather average sized
nipples.

“You can touch them if you want,”
Sidney offered.

“Oh,
thank
you, Sid!” Carly grabbed the blonde’s large
breasts, letting her fingers explore the
softness of the flesh and lingering over her nipples.

It took no time at all for Sidney’s
nipples to contact and harden which delighted Carly and she giggled
nervously.

“I feel like I’m doing something
wrong,” she confessed to Sidney.

“Well, I haven’t been felt up like
this since eighth grade when Henry Donner made it to second base
with me in the back of the bus.”

Sidney’s deadpan took Carly by
surprise, but she looked up at her grinning friend and laughed in
delight.

“Sorry,” she said, pulling her hands
back nervously, not knowing what to do now. Her curiosity wasn’t
sated in any way. She didn’t want to admit it to Sid, or even
herself, but her damp panties were evidence of how this interaction
had affected her. 

“Let me see yours
again,” Sidney said
calmly.

Carly’s eyes went wide and
unconsciously she put her arms in front of her small chest. “You
want to see them again? Why?”

Sidney gestured at her topless state.
“You’ve seen and touched mine…”

More than anything, Carly hated being
put on the spot. But it wasn’t like she wanted to escape this
particular conundrum that she had created. 

It was
easy
for her to remove her shirt and bra and she did
so in one smooth movement. To call it a bra was a bit of
exaggeration. It was really a camisole, just enough fabric to pull
off the illusion of a bra and smooth out any unwanted nipple dents
in her shirt.

The moment she was topless in front of
Sidney, her light brown nipples immediately hardened into tight
little nubs. It was all she could do to keep her hands away from
her partial nudity.

“They’re so cute!” Sidney wasn’t being
condescending. There was no better way to describe Carly’s small
breasts and matching nipples. 

“Don’t say that,” Carly
frowned.

“Why not? It’s true.” Sidney reached
out and expertly caught Carly’s nipples between her index fingers
and thumbs.

Carly gasped but didn’t pull away. She
felt an electric spark between her nipples that traveled down
through her stomach all the way to her clit which started
throbbing. More than anything she wanted to let Sidney have her way
with her…but she was too ashamed to say anything.

Sidney gently twisted Carly’s nipples
making the brunette tremble with anticipation at what was to come
next. Her breathing started to come in short little
gasps. 

“Do you want me to let go?” asked
Sidney. She studied Carly’s small breasts. There wasn’t much there,
though what was there was perfect. Small and pert, just enough to
fill the hand and not overflow. Sidney was more than a bit
jealous. 

“No,” gasps Carly, afraid that taking
in too deep a breath would be painful, but not wanting for Sidney
to let go either. She didn’t want to pull away…but there was just
the slightest frisson of pain the way Sidney pinched and rolled her
nipples. Men had played with her tits before in all sorts of ways,
but most were uninterested in her tiny tits. Once they saw what
little there was to work with, they headed south and focused on her
pussy. “Yes,” Carly said, changing her mind. Her entire body was
trembling at Sidney’s
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