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Chapter One

 


The first time Millicent felt it was when her
high school boyfriend slipped his hands around her body while she
was washing dishes at the sink. The moment he touched her breasts
through her dress she shivered and her knees went weak. She wasn’t
stupid, she knew her breasts and nipples were extremely sensitive
to any stimulation and Gary had used that against her many times
before. He pressed his body close, pinning her against the sink.
She felt his hard cock pushing against her buttocks. It was all she
could do to keep the glass in her hands from slipping free and
falling.

“What’s the matter?” Gary asked as
he burrowed his face around her long brown curls and kissed the
side of her neck. That made her knees weaker. Her body
trembled.

“Don’t do that,” she whispered.
Her parents were out for the evening and wouldn’t be home for
hours. Probably.

Gary started unbuttoning the top of her dress,
exposing her cleavage which was impressive for any woman, but
especially for an eighteen year old high school girl. “You like
it,” he said.

“Uh-huh,” she absently agreed. The
brief seconds his hands were away from her tits gave her a bit of
respite and she almost managed to get control of her body but then
his fingers were once again cupping her breasts. She could feel the
warmth of his hands through her thin bra and her nipples stiffened
against the tiny stimulation.

“Want more?” he offered as he
gently rubbed the little nubs pressing through the material. For a
girl of large breasts her light brown nipples and areolas seemed
positively undersized in comparison. Still, not one of her
boyfriends had ever complained about their appearance.

She tried to speak but could only shake her
head no.

Gary ignored her request to stop. It wasn’t
easy but he forced her breasts out of the bra cups, leaving them
free and dangling over the warm water in the sink. Millie was now
grasping the glass in her hands to the point where it threatened to
collapse into a million shards. Her body trembled under Gary’s
manipulations.

It wasn’t really even a pinch, it was more
like a firm squeeze. It was hardly any playing at all, but when
Gary pinched her little nipples between thumb and forefinger it was
like a hot wire had been ignited running from her tits to her clit.
She pressed her thighs together and squirmed. There was no
resistance—she came and cried out in terror and pleasure. The glass
dropped from between her hands and shattered in the
sink.

“What’s the matter?” Gary shouted,
startled at the falling glass.

Millicent managed to recover herself slightly.
“You made me cum.”

That caused Gary to laugh uncomfortably.
“You’re kidding.”

She shook her head. “No. You made me
cum?”

“Just by touching your nipples?”
He was stunned.

“And rubbing and playing with
them,” she said.

“That’s fuckin’ cool!”

“Sure,” she agreed staring at the
broken glass in the sink. “It’s really cool being at the mercy of
your nipples when they’re being molested by some guy.”

“Sorry,” he apologized suddenly
realizing she wasn’t exactly happy about the surprise
orgasm.

“I need to clean up this mess,”
she said reaching for the glass’s remains decorating the bottom of
the sink. No sooner did her trembling hand touch the first piece
than she sliced her finger open. “Fucking hell,” she cursed and
snatched her hand back to place it in her mouth and suck the blood
away.

“Cut yourself?” Gary
asked.

“What do you think?” she snapped
at him. The sight was somewhat comical, Millicent standing next to
a sink of dirty dishes with her dress opened up and tits hanging
out while sucking her finger.

“Let me see,” Gary said, snapping
into action. He plucked her finger from her mouth, quickly
inspected the wound, and immediately wrapped it in a paper towel he
grabbed from next to the sink. “It’s not too bad, won’t need any
stitches at least.”

Millie looked doubtfully at the white paper
towel that was quickly being soaked by her blood. “Are you sure?”
she asked.

“I have my Boy Scout badge for
first aid,” he replied. “You keep your stuff in the bathroom like
everyone else, right?” he asked, but before she could reply he was
already walking away leaving her in the kitchen, tits exposed. Gary
was back in a minute carrying a small first aid kit. “Don’t worry,”
he announced. “I’m a doctor, I know what I’m doing.”

“No you’re not, and no you don’t,”
Millicent told him sourly.

“Should I just leave you like
that?” he asked, pointing to her breasts and finger. “Good luck not
getting blood all over your dress.”

After heaving a huge sigh she held out her
finger to him. “Fine. Fix it then.”

“Should I put your breasts back
inside your bra first?” he asked.

“No! Just slap a band-aid on my
fucking finger!”

“Yes ma’am.”

With that he set to work. While Gary might be
sweet and polite and a little sex crazed, she had never figured him
for anything other than base competence in anything that didn’t
involve hockey. In less than two minutes her finger was expertly
wrapped in gauze and carefully taped up. “It’s probably a bit of
overkill,” he said, “but that won’t come off until you cut it off.
The cut was very neat. It’ll heal nicely. I put plenty of ointment
on it so it won’t get infected. Keep it dry for at least twenty
four hours.”

She flexed her finger slightly and felt a
throbbing that mirrored her heartbeat. “It hurts,” she
complained.

He searched through the first aid kit and
found some pills. “Non-aspirin,” he said handing them over with a
glass of water filled at the sink. “I wouldn’t want you bleeding to
death.”

“Ha ha,” she commented before
swallowing the ibuprofen. “I don’t have any rubber gloves to keep
my hand from getting soaked.” She pointed to the dirty
dishes.

“Not to fret, my love,” he said
airily. “I’ll take care of that. Except…” he trailed
off.

“What?”

“Do you need help with your
bra?”

She rolled her eyes and carefully tucked her
flesh away inside her bra which was almost too tight but she didn’t
want to ask her mother to go shopping yet again for new bras
because she’d outgrown her current ones. She didn’t bother to
button up the dress. “Is that better?” she asked.

“Sort of,” he said. “You look
better, but I’m sad they’re hidden again.”

“What about the dishes?” she asked
ignoring his comment.

“To work!” he announced and then
began carefully cleaning broken glass out of the sink. He dropped
the pieces carefully into a tin can scavenged from the garbage can.
After that it was easy work to finish washing the dishes from their
shared meal.

“You’ll make someone a wonderful
housewife someday,” she commented when he was done. She had perched
on a stool at the breakfast bar and watched while he worked,
feeling glum because of her sliced finger.

“Thank you,” he said graciously
accepting her sarcastic compliment. “And now, will you be needing
any assistance undressing for the evening, my lady?”

“What if I don’t feel like it?”
she asked.

An expression of disappointment flashed across
his face but he quickly moved on. “I’m certain you didn’t invite me
over to have dinner at your place just so we could share a quiet
meal together,” he said picking up her good hand and leading her
out of the kitchen. Millicent didn’t want to resist. Her small
orgasm from a few minutes earlier was merely an enticement for
more. She was having trouble balancing her lust with the pain in
her finger.

Still, it was a short trip up the stairs to
her bedroom and she was happy to be led by Gary. “Let me help you
undress,” he told her and proceeded to unbutton her dress the rest
of the way to the waist. From there it was easy enough to slip her
arms out of the sleeves and get her to step out of the skirt
leaving Millicent in just her bra and panties.

“Don’t just throw it on the
floor,” Millicent said. “It wasn’t cheap!” Though she wasn’t much
into fashion she did know what made her body look good, and it was
only extreme luck that she had found this item that fit her nearly
perfectly off the rack.

“Of course!” he said happily,
fished a hanger out of her closet, and hung it up for her. “Are you
just going to stand there, Lis?”

Many people hated the name their parents
saddled them with. Millicent was her great-grandmother’s name, a
woman who had died before Millie was even born. She didn’t like her
full name or the common nickname of Millie, as a consequence she
started asking people to call her Lis. It wasn’t much better, but
it was better.

In response to his question she kicked off her
shoes and turned around presenting him with her curvy backside.
Like too many young women she thought she was overweight with a
too-full pair of buttocks. Gary didn’t think she was anything other
than perfect. “Unhook my bra,” she ordered.

“Yes ma’am,” he obeyed. He had to
pull on the strap a bit to get the slack he needed, but then
proceeded to disable all four hooks holding the heavy-duty brassier
in place. Lis allowed it to fall from her shoulders and then
pivoted around to show her large tits to her boyfriend.

“You like ‘em?” she asked playing
the innocent young girl which she most definitely was
not.

“Why wouldn’t I?” he asked and
lowered his mouth to her breast. His hands went around her waist
and she inhaled sharply as his lips touched her nipple and then
again as he sucked her hard teat into his mouth.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned.

“You like that?”

“Yes…let’s get on the bed.” It
took all of her will to pull away from him and fall to the bed, but
it was for the best. He followed and continued sucking on her tit,
supporting his weight on one elbow as he lay down next to her and
using his free hand to hold her other nipple.

It was only a few seconds of play before she
started crying out, “No, no, no…stop.” Frightened at the rejection
Gary pulled back. “No, no,” she complained. “Don’t
stop!”

“You just told me to stop,” he
said.

She was confused and full of lust. “No, I was
going to cum too fast. But I don’t want you to stop.”

“What?” Now Gary was truly
puzzled.

Instead of continuing the argument, Millicent
pulled his face back to her breast. “Just suck on me,” she ordered.
“No matter what I say, just suck until I cum.”

While he wasn’t exactly sure how he’d know for
certain when she’d cum Gary set back to the task she had given him.
Her nipple once again hardened under his tongue and she arched her
back up in pleasure. When he put his hand to her other breast he
discovered her fingers were already there, twisting and pulling at
her nipple. She grabbed his hand and pushed it down her
body.

It was easy to take that hint. His fingers
burrowed under her green panties, searched through her thicket of
dark brown pubic hair, and slipped up inside her wet pussy. That
elicited another grunt from her. “Harder,” she ordered.

He wasn’t sure if she meant for him to suck
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