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Part Two


Chapter One


Henry watched from his bed as Aimee dressed. It was
an interesting process. Not quite as much fun as a striptease, but
it was still fascinating. Her first step after showering was to put
on her underwear. No surprise there. Then she went through the
tedious process of strapping her bra to her body. Hook. Twist.
Turn. Pull on the shoulder straps. Adjust. Readjust. Bend over—that
was the extra fun part—straighten up. Adjust a third time. Only
then were her tits properly situated inside her bra. Once her
undergarments were properly in place it was easy for Aimee to step
into her dress and pull it on. She turned around and presented him
her back.

“Zip me up?”

“What would you do without me?” he asked her in
response as he got off the bed to assist her. He was still naked
but felt completely comfortable in front of her in that bare
state.

“Use a zipper puller,” she replied.

He couldn’t argue with her. Aimee danced on that
thin line between voluptuous and actual fat. She seemed to carry
every pound exactly where it needed to be. Yes, maybe her hips and
bust were larger than what was considered to be perfection, but on
her every curve—to Henry’s eyes at least—were a precision outline
of sexiness. As a result of her body shape, the dress clung to her
curves in a way that hid nothing to the imagination. Of course,
Henry knew exactly what was underneath her dress.

As he settled the zipper into place, he was slightly
disappointed that everything was now hidden away from view, but
then she turned around and presented him with her cleavage. It was
semi hidden under a lace panel, but knowing she was trying to hide
it made it sexier.

“It would be incredible if you didn’t wear a bra to
work,” he told her as he stared down into her cleavage.

“Incredibly stupid,” she said. “I have no intention
of ever doing that. I didn’t grow these babies all through high
school and not learn anything.”

“It would still be fucking hot,” he said.

“It’s not going to happen,” Aimee adamantly told
him.

The thought of his girlfriend being without her very
much needed brassiere started to stir Henry’s cock. She noted his
rising. “Nope,” she said, pushing it away. “I’ve already showered
and I need to be at work on time today.”

They had taken to switching off days when they slept
over at the other’s apartment. Neither location was terribly
convenient for the other, but the sex—such as it was—was too good
for either of them to pass up.

“But…” he started to say.

“Nope. Jerk off if you want something more
today.”

Aimee walked away to finish getting ready. Henry
headed for the shower.

By the time he got out, Aimee was gone. However, she
had left him a short note and a treat on the small table in his
tiny kitchen.

Love you. Have a good day. I didn’t need these.

—A

Her red panties were sitting next to the note.

He couldn’t remember if they were the panties she
had put on that morning or not. Her overnight bag was gone and he
was left with a stiff cock.

“Shit…” he moaned.

 


He waited to get to work before he texted her. They
had only been dating a little over a month and were still feeling
out the edges of their relationship. While they hadn’t been shy
about sending dirty text messages to each other, he hadn’t been so
bold as to request nudes from her. It seemed a little silly since
he could see her naked any night of the week. It seemed even bolder
now that she was actually teasing him into it.

It bothered him enough that he eventually had to
ask, but he came it at sideways.

Why did you leave you panties on my table?

She replied in an unexpected way, but he should have
expected it. Henry had never received nudes texted to him before.
He’d seen plenty on the internet, but to get one just meant for him
what dizzying.

It wasn’t that revealing; her face wasn’t in the
picture. But then he took a second look and realized what risk she
must have taken to snap the picture.

It was taken at her desk, or at a desk. In the
background he could just barely see the generic setting of an
office: desks, drop ceiling, terrible lighting. She was stilling on
a spinning desk chair but with her heel up on the edge of the
chair. Aimee was most definitely not wearing panties. Maybe she had
taken them off for this one picture, but he had no way of figuring
that puzzle out. Her pussy’s labia weren’t that prominent, but it
was definitely her. Henry had become intimate with her nether
regions over the past month. Her lips were slightly pouty and
swollen. Her pubic hair was still neatly trimmed and shaved.

It was an incredible photo. It made his cock stiffen
uncomfortably in his pants and he had to control himself and not
groan at his desk.

So they were yours, he texted back to
her.

—Unless you’re fucking someone else

Why did you do that? Henry knew. He just
wanted to get off on the conversation he was trying to
engineer.

She didn’t give him the answer he expected or
wanted. My boobs hurt so I left my panties behind.

That made no sense to the logically motivated Henry.
He focused on the first half of the reply. That might be my
fault. I was sucking on them pretty hard last night.

—It’s the only way I can cum now, you know
that.

Strictly speaking, that wasn’t the truth, but it was
close enough to the truth. Henry had a fascination with her large
breasts. He loved sucking on her nipples and she loved that he did
it. Theirs was a perfect symbiotic relationship. While Aimee
could have an orgasm without attention showered on her tits,
the orgasms were better if they were being played with, so she
insisted that he suck or pinch or play with them during sex. If he
couldn’t because of the position they were using, she would.

He couldn’t way for tonight. I’ll give you a nice
breast massage tonight.

—I can’t wait for tonight

I can’t leave work right now

—I’ll just go to the bathroom and massage
them

Will that work?

—It won’t make me cum if that’s what you’re
thinking. They’re just sore.

 


As it turned out, they weren’t just sore. Shortly
after Henry got home, Aimee was at his door. She let herself in and
right away he could tell she was on the verge of tears.

“What’s the matter?” he asked when she walked
in.

Aimee opened her mouth to answer, but instead of
words, all she had were some sobs. All he could do was hold her
close until she settled down. It took a few minutes and he felt
useless until she could speak.

“My boobs are still sore,” she managed to get
out.

Henry pulled back a little because he realized he
was crushing her chest against his.

“Sorry. What can I do?”

“Do you know why they’re sore?”

“I was a little too rough with them last night?”

She punched him in the shoulder. Since she wasn’t
very strong and had never learned the punch, it was weak and
ineffective. Still, Henry was rocked back slightly by the impact.
It didn’t really hurt. “No! Stupid! They’re leaking!”

Her explanation meant nothing to him.

“What’s leaking?”

It took all of Aimee’s self-control not to slap him
across the face. “My tits! What the hell are we talking about?”

Henry’s brow furrowed. “What are they leaking?” His
first thought was blood and then lymph because they seemed to make
the most sense. He was wrong.

“Milk! What do you think they’re leaking?”

He wisely kept his mouth shut on that question. He
knew when he was about to say the wrong words. “Oh. That makes
sense, I guess.”

“It makes sense?” she asked him blandly, all but
accusing him serious mental deficiencies.

“Well…yeah, doesn’t it?”

“Do you know how disturbing it is to massage my
boobs in the bathroom and suddenly have milk start leaking
out?”

“Honestly? No.”

This time she did slap him. “It’s really fucking
disturbing,” she clarified for him.

Henry held his hand over the cheek that she had
slapped. “I’m getting that message now. What do we need to do about
it?” he asked and quickly followed up with, “I mean, this was
partly my fault, right?”

“You’re
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