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Chapter 1






First, I’m not, and I never was, some innocent
little girl who didn’t know what kink and kinky sex was. When
puberty hit, I was more than ready to see what sex was all about. I
was eager to say yes and was happy when I did.

I did all the usual things. Sleeping around.
Experimenting with other girls...other women. Trying sex while
high. Anal. A threesome or two or three...I can’t remember. I was
always a bit drunk when I did that. Bondage of course; sometimes
me, sometimes my partner. Spanking...that was fun. I was never big
into taking pictures or exhibitionism or doing it where we could
get caught, but sometimes I indulged my partner. I had to try it
once, right?

I never latched onto one particular activity
that really did it for me.

Until…






“I love your tits. They’re
perfect.”

Said in just about any context, that should be
a compliment to any woman, but immediately my hands went to my
breasts and I covered them up. It was my first time with Garrett.
We had known each other for a bit. Friends of friends. He asked me
out. I said yes. We wound up back at my place in my bed.

“They’re too small,” I said
automatically.

“They’re perfect,” he repeated and
gently pulled my hands away to expose my tits again. “B cups,
right?”

I rolled my eyes.
“Men…obsessed with size.”

“Bs are perfect. Not too big and
not too small.” 

We had been messing around on the bed. I had
been eager to get his clothes off, but I let him keep his underwear
on. I wanted a big reveal. I could clearly see and feel the outline
of his hard cock through his briefs. It promised to be more than
satisfying. I had been happy to shed my blouse and unnecessary bra.
I had only worn the bra because I was out on a date and wanted to
be fancy. I’m at best a bra only when working or necessary because
of my clothing sort of girl. 

“You’re just saying that because
you want to get into my pants,” I told him.

Garrett shook his head. “I’m saying that so
you’ll let me play with them.”

I laughed at him. I was already on my back so
my tits had mostly disappeared but he was still interested so it
was fine. “Sure. Go for it, big guy.” My hand was still cupping his
hidden cock in his underwear.

Lowering his face to my nipple I gasped a
little when he drew me into his mouth. It didn’t hurt. I loved to
have my tits sucked and played with. Maybe I was more eager than I
had realized. Maybe I was further along in my cycle and they were
extra sensitive. It didn’t matter because when he started sucking,
I felt like there was a hot wire between my nipple and my
clit.

I’d never felt that before.

His pinching and rolling the other nipple
while he sucked on the first one was even better. Just the way he
did it together really got me going.

Essentially he was making my panties turn into
a hot soupy mess.

I was more than ready for him.

I tried to get his cock out of his underwear
but he was laying too low on the bed for me to reach that essential
organ. Then I tried to unbutton my jeans and push them off, but he
was laying half atop me and I couldn’t do more than pop open the
button and maybe slide the zipper halfway down. He was pinning me
in place.

Not that I minded. It was fun. But I just
wanted him to go further along.

I didn’t need him sucking my tits for the rest
of the night, even as pleasant as that was. 

Still, I didn’t voice my objection because I
was enjoying it too much.

I just let him do what he wanted with my
boobs, because why not? He wasn’t hurting me and I liked it and it
was just going to be the warm up to the big show.

I didn’t realize it was happening until I was
halfway there and I couldn’t make it stop.

I didn’t want to make it stop.

“I’m cum...I’m
cum...I’m cumming…” I blathered
out.

Garrett, much to his credit,
didn’t stop. He didn’t bother taking my nipple out of his mouth to
acknowledge my moans and words. He just kept sucking and pinching
and rolling, much harder than I was used to, much harder than I
ever would have wanted or guessed that I
wanted.

I came.

It was the first time I had ever had cum just
from having my tits played with...and I was the girl who lost her
virginity way too young because I read about sex in books I
shouldn’t haven been reading and I wanted to know exactly what
those heroines—such as they were—were feeling. 

Garrett was staring at me. He wasn’t upset or
angry. He was grinning at me. “Did you actually cum?”

I blushed. I fucking blushed. Maybe he didn’t
see it, but I blushed. I was already hot and sweaty from cumming so
maybe he didn’t see it, but I blushed like a pure, innocent Mormon
girl who just learned that penis and cock meant the same
thing.

“Yeah, I came.”

“That’s fucking incredible! Want
me to make you do it again?” He started to lower his mouth to my
nipple which was still buzzing with the electric static of too much
stimulation.

I pressed the heel of my hand
against his forehead. “NO!” I said it with far too
much emphasis. It wasn’t that I didn’t
want him to make me cum again. That would have been grand. It was
that my tits were far too sensitive at that moment and it would
have been more painful than fun.

“Okay…” He backed off.

“It's my turn to make you cum,” I
told him, recovering the best I could. I pushed my hand down into
his underwear. He had lifted himself off me so I could do that now.
Once my fingers were around his cock, he didn’t object. He pulled
his underwear off while I proceeded to give him a
handjob. 

That wasn’t my goal, of course.

Once he was naked and I was keeping him hard
with my hand, the two of us were able to pull off my jeans and
panties. He didn’t even get to admire the pretty lace panties I had
put on for him, for our date.

That was fine. We had other more important
stuff to do.

In a flash he rolled on a condom, I spread my
legs, and he sank all the way into me on the first
thrust.

Like I had said, my pussy was a swampy wet
mess.

“Oh...fuck yes,” I moaned. “That’s
what I needed.”

Garrett laughed. “Uh-huh. Like you didn’t need
me sucking on your tits.”

“Just fuck
me...please.”

He did. It was great. The first time with
anyone is great. 

It didn’t last long, but it was intense. It
didn’t take all that much effort for him to make me cum a second
time, this time from just plain old sex. I could feel his cock
throbbing inside of me and I knew he was going to
cum. 

He started hyperventilating and looked
directly in my eyes.

“I...I...I…” He wasn’t such a
smooth talker when he was in the throes of passion.

He came in me. Well, in the condom that was
wrapped around his cock that was in me.

“You have the most beautiful green
eyes,” he told me. 

I’d heard that before, but I believed
him.

It was all the post-orgasmic prolactin rushing
through my brain.

“I thought you said I had
beautiful tits.”

Garrett looked at me blankly for a moment. His
brain was obviously going through a reset from the sex as
well.

“No, I said that I love your tits
and that they were perfect.”

“You don’t love my
eyes?”

He smiled. “Let me love you one body part at a
time.”

“Starting with my tits and then my
eyes,” I teased.

“I was thinking about your pussy
after your tits, but we can do eyes second, sure.”

I swatted him. 

I think he liked that.












Chapter 2






Garrett spent the night and he spent many
other nights after that.

We had both gone into our relationship saying
we didn’t want anything serious, maybe a FWB situation at
most. 

I’ll admit it to myself: I was falling for him
a lot faster and harder than I wanted to, but I certainly wasn’t
going to tell him that. 

Who knows what he was thinking?

It
was only by luck that he fell into the
best relationship of his life and he’d never do better than
me.

Sounds perfectly likely.






We were a couple months into dating...and
fucking...when I woke up one morning to a burning in my
tits. 

Well, not exactly a burning, but a stimulation
like no other.

Garrett’s mouth was attached to my
breast.

“What are you doing?” I demanded
from him.

He broke the lip lock he had on my soft
nipple. “Uh...seducing you?”

“You
don’t
need that to someone who's already in your
bed.”

“Trying to get you in the
mood?”

It was early morning. A weekday. A
workday. 

That didn’t mean that I didn’t want to have
sex. It just meant we had a time limit.

“I’m always in the mood,” I said,
pulling his face up to mine for a kiss. “Just leave my tits alone
for today, okay?” I asked as I reached down and found his cock. He
was already hard and it was pressing against my leg.

“But they’re the best part of
you,” he said, kissing the side of my neck.

“But they’re sore right now,” I
told him, trying not to think about the fact that swollen breasts
were often a sign of pregnancy. 

I wasn’t pregnant.

Birth control is a wonderful thing.

In order to distract him, I moved down his
body, found his cock, and put it in my mouth.

He didn’t object. Why would he?

I don’t mind giving head. I just insist my
lovers do the same for me. 

In that respect, I reversed our positions.
Garrett was already on his back so I just kept turning my body
around so it was easier to take his cock down my throat. I got on
his body and pushed my pussy into his face.

Because we weren’t that different in size, it
was easy for us to 69. I didn’t need him eating me out, but it kept
him distracted.

I was totally intent on letting him cum in my
mouth. Less cleanup that way, but I got distracted by his tongue
dancing on my clit and eventually stopped bobbing my head up and
down.

“I want to fuck you.”

“Okay,” I agreed way too
quickly.

It only took two seconds for him to reposition
us. I wound up on hands and knees with his cock probing between my
thighs. I helped him in and groaned deeply as he filled me up. He
wasn’t using a condom.

We had stopped using those a while
back.

I loved the feeling of a man cumming in me.
The heat. The wetness. The mess that sex is supposed to be. The
danger.

Not that it was all that dangerous. But there
was a little thrill that I could get pregnant, even though I was
using birth control.

He held my hips and fucked
me
hard. I loved it.

Then he leaned forward and I took his weight
on me. I had to lock my arms to stay upright but it was more than
worth it. 

Garrett curled his hands around my body and
found my tits. I gasped a little at his touch. My nipples were
still tingling, but instead of pinching or rolling them like he
usually did (because I loved when he did that), he instead just
palmed them and pressed them into me.

They were definitely swollen. Even so, it felt
good. I liked the way he was fucking me and playing with my
tits.

I just let him go and do what he wanted. I was
bold enough to reach down to my pussy, find my clit, and jill
myself, while balancing his weight on just my left arm, so I could
cum.

The moment I started cumming, I felt his cock
throb in me and a second later, he was filling my pussy with his
cum.

We collapsed to the bed and breathed heavily
for a minute before his phone’s alarm went off causing the both of
us to jump.

“Good start to the day?” he asked
me, rolling off and turning off his alarm.

“Great start,” I
agreed.

He went to shower first while I lay on my
back, his cum slowly leaking from my pussy, as I softly held my
tits.

They were far too sore from just a little bit
of sucking and sex.






I knew I wasn’t pregnant, but my boobs
bothered me all day, even though I had put on my most comfortable
bra. I started to worry that it was something else.

When I got to Garrett’s place after work, I
asked him about it. “How much are you sucking on my tits in the
middle of the night without me knowing about it?” I
demanded.

He put on a confused and innocent look. I
wasn’t buying it.

“Why would you even ask
that?”

“Because my tits have been sore
all day.”

Garrett tried to sidestep the issue. “We have
been playing with them a lot lately.”

He wasn’t lying. We had been playing with my
tits a lot, mostly because I loved it. And he loved it. But he
could only make me cum by playing with my tits. He didn’t get to
cum because of that. 

Though he’d usually fuck me
afterwards.

I can’t explain exactly why I
loved my nipple orgasms, but they were so completely different from
vaginal or clitoral ones. Nipples were
like a whole body experience, while vaginal and clitoral ones just
gave me a thrill of pleasure and temporarily sated my lust, but it
was a localized effect.

“You need to answer my question:
how much are you sucking on my tits when I’m asleep?”

He looked away. That made me nervous. “I don’t
know. Probably every night.”

“What? How are you doing
that?”

I was confused.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. You were dozing
off one night and I was nuzzling your tits and you were making
those little sounds that mean you like what I’m doing so I didn’t
stop.”

That was a night I remembered. We had fucked
and I was tired, but I liked his mouth on my breasts, so I didn’t
object. I fell asleep and figured he had just stopped when I
did.

“Okay, but that’s just one
night.”

“Yeah...but you know that I suck
on you almost every night.”

That was true too. Though it was almost always
during sex. And before sex. And after sex.

I could see where this was going.

“Do you do it every night when I’m
sleeping?” I demanded, but I wasn’t sure if I was offended or
turned on. 

“Uhh...probably?”

My eyes narrowed on him. “What kind of fucking
answer is that?”

“I don’t know,” he
answered.

“What?”

“I mean, I don’t know.” He cleared
his throat. “I mean, sometimes I wake up in the middle of the
night, and I’m...I’m…”

“You’re what?”

“I’m already sucking on them. It’s
like an unconscious thing.”

I frowned at him. Sometimes we slept naked
together. Sometimes I wore a nightshirt or t-shirt. Sometimes that
t-shirt got rucked up while I slept. I wasn’t sure if that was
because of me moving or Garrett shoving it up so he could get to my
tits.

“That’s creepy and weird. You need
to stop doing it. I’m going to be wearing tops to bed that you
can’t just shove out of the way.” 

I was certain that we had settled the
issue.

Garrett had other thoughts. 

“Sometimes I half wake up and
you’re pulling me to your breasts,” he blurted out.

“What?!”

That didn’t make any fucking sense.

Except for the fact that I loved to have my
nipples sucked.

“You heard me. You’re
sleepwalking. Or sleepsexing. Or sleep-pulling me to your
tits.”

“You’re lying,” I accused him, but
right away I knew he wouldn’t have made up a lie like
that.

I also sounded completely like something I
would do.

“So let’s set up a camera in the
bedroom and record what happens tonight.”

I raised my finger to object, but no words
came out of my mouth.

The truth was, I was curious to see what would
happen.

“Okay. Fine. Let’s do
it.”

So we did.



Chapter 3


Garrett worked some weird IT related job for
an insurance company. He had access to all sorts of technology.
Among that technology were cheap webcams. I wasn’t all that
surprised he pulled several out of a box in his study. In the box
were cables and tripods and lights and I quickly summed up what he
was doing in his spare time.

“You’ve got enough equipment in
there to run a small porn studio,” I observed.

He chuckled. “Yeah. Sure. Why not? We got most
of this stuff to set up a room for video conferencing before Zoom
and Google Meets were common. It’s been sitting around for a couple
of years now.”

I watched as he experimented and set up a
camera on a tripod and then hooked it up to a
laptop. 

“Get on the bed and roll around so
I can make sure the focus is good,” he said.

I started to lay down, but then paused. “You
just want to make a quick porno of us, don’t you?”

He laid his hand on his heart. “I would
never.”

I glared at him. “Uh-huh.” I got on the bed
and did what he asked anyway. He watched the laptop
screen. 

A minute later he joined me on the
bed. 

“What are you
doing?” 

“Just making sure it works for two
people, not just one.”

Of course we started kissing. And a minute
after that we were undressing. A minute after that he was sucking
my tits and then we were undressing each other. I knew the camera
was running, I just didn’t care.

Or maybe I was hoping it wasn’t
recording.

Or maybe I just refused to think about
it.

I mean, what did Garrett hope to get out of
recording the two of us having sex? The camera was stable and I
wasn’t playing for it. The results were going to be
terrible.

I forgot all about the camera when his face
was between my thighs and he had both hands on my tits, twisting
and rolling my nipples. 

I was in heaven.

He said he didn’t mind at all when I came on
his face. 

I mean, why would he? He was doing his utmost
to make me cum.

And then he moved up and shoved his cock into
me and made me cum again, just to prove that he could make me cum
any way he wanted.

And I loved it.

He was doing all the work and I was getting
all the benefits. It was great. 

It wasn’t the best sex I ever had, but it got
the job done.

Afterward, when we were relaxing, it suddenly
hit me hard that the camera was still trained on the bed. And us.
And what we had done.

“Did you record us?” I asked
Garrett.

“...maybe.”

“You did, didn’t you!”

“Okay, yes, but only
because...because I wanted to see what it looked like when we had
sex. From a third person perspective.”

“Uh-huh. Hmm. Okay. Let me see
it.”

“Really?”

I sighed. “Yeah. Might as well get this over
with.”

So we watched the video together. I’ve seen
plenty of porn in my time. I don’t watch a lot of it, but I know
what I like.

I didn’t like this. 

The camera angle was terrible. I
just mostly laid there while Garrett did all the work. While we
didn’t have perfect Hollywood bodies, we weren’t in all that
bad
of shape either. 

In short, it was somewhere between depressing
and horrifying.

The image quality was fine, it was probably
too good. Maybe it would have been better in grainy black and white
instead of crappy color. Black and white would have given it an
artistic bent, this was just...sad. 

“I never want to see that again,”
I told him.

“I’m deleting it now,” Garrett
said as I watched him delete the file.

“I’m not an expert,
but…”

“What?”

“Isn’t it true nothing is really
gone from a computer hard drive unless you completely destroy the
drive?”

Garrett sighed. “Not entirely.” He pulled up
some utility and ran it. “This is an electronic shredder. It’ll
overwrite the space on the disk that had the video on it with
random ones and zeroes. Nothing will be left.”

I nodded. “Okay sounds good.”

“I’m still going to record us
sleeping tonight,” he said.

“Fine.”

I wish I hadn’t agreed. 


The next morning when we woke up, my first
thought was of the recording.

“Wake up!” I poked Garrett in the
ribs. “I want to see what you did to me last night.”

At his insistence I
had
worn a t-shirt because he
wanted a true record of what went on in our bed while we
slept.

I almost wished I hadn’t worn
anything.

Watching me and Garrett sleeping was boring.
Especially after the first minute, and then Garrett sped up the
playback. “We’ll just skip to the good part, assuming there is
one.”

It was comical seeing us moving around at high
speed on the bed. I got a giggle out of that. We were both laughing
when it happened.

“Oh shit,” she said in unison.
Garrett hit pause and skipped back.

It was like seeing a train wreck in reverse. I
hated it.

Finally he got to the start and played it at
normal speed.

We had been just laying next to each other on
the bed, facing each other. Even though sound had been recorded,
there wasn’t any real noise. Just some background shuffling of
sheets. Without reason, I suddenly reached out and pulled Garrett
to me. Had I been dreaming? Maybe.

It would have been fine. In my sleep I gave
him a kiss. We kissed a little more.

“I don’t remember doing that,” I
said.

“Neither do I,” he
agreed. 

And then I saw my hand move up to behind his
neck and my other hand tugged at my sleep shirt.

We had already thrown off the sheets. I saw my
naked breasts come into view and Garrett’s head moved down my body.
I shivered when he kissed my neck. And then he kept going
down.

Until he got to my breasts and started sucking
on them.

It was weird to see me on the screen doing
something I didn’t remember.

“That’s weird,” I said.

“We do it all the time,” said
Garrett.

“No. Not what we’re doing there,”
and I pointed to the screen. “I just don’t remember it.”

“Okay. Sure. That I
understand...shit, you can see I’ve got a boner.”

I looked closely at the screen and sure
enough, I saw a tell-tale bulge in his underwear. “Did you cum last
night?”

“No. I haven’t had a wet dream
since I was in high school.”

We kept watching our mostly-asleep bodies.
Were we dreaming? I didn’t remember any of this at all. It was
obvious I was enjoying it. There was a stupid smile on my face and
I was languidly stroking Garrett’s hair. Other than his hidden
erection there weren’t any indications that he was getting anything
out of it.

There were some occasional noises as he sucked
on my tits. Mostly slurps and the like, but also little moans and
sighs from me. The amazing thing was that he kept
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