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Chapter One
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Blinking, my eyes feel gritty, and checking the time, I know I need to give up on the work I brought home and decompress for a little while before going to bed, or I’ll lie there for hours without sleep. Tomorrow is Friday, a VP from corporate home office is coming in, and I need to not look like a zombie during the conference meeting I’ve been ordered to attend. I save my work then shut down my assigned work laptop. I settle into the couch and bring up my personal laptop. After a few minutes browsing my usual sites, I give in and go to the one I’m really dying to visit. As the site loads, I can already feel myself growing wet with anticipation of what will be waiting for me.

The site is as addictive as meth. Away from it, I’m sane enough to curse the day I went on it, almost a year ago. I’d heard of it and seen links to post news stories to the site but hadn’t cared enough to check it out. Then I overheard someone at work talking about it and gone on that night. At first it seemed fun, clicking on the posts, some informative some ridiculous, and the number of adorable kittens lengthy and hilarious. For a few weeks that was all it was until one night, suffering from insomnia I clicked far beyond the first few pages and I saw it. A woman had posted pictures of her naked breasts and the replies were long and lengthy. I could understand, the woman had very nice breasts. The pictures were on a specific area of the site that would show all posts in a similar vein.

Curiously, stupidly, I clicked on the link. Post after post showed women in various poses, some only showed their breasts, others everything. As I clicked, I read the responses, and grew turned on. Despite the fact it had been years since I’ve been with a man, or maybe because it had been so long, I wondered what the response would be if I posted pictures. Pulling off the satin nightshirt that was all I wore to bed, I studied my body in a way I hadn’t in years. I’m petite, only five foot three, but I’m not tiny. I fluctuate often between a size eight and ten. I’ve always been proud of my breasts, because they are large for my size, a full size D. They are nicely rounded and full and tip up with the areola almost an inch wide in pale pink, my nipples thicken to hard tips, like the rubber tips from a pencil, when I’m aroused. Although my stomach went into a nice curve, my hips are wide and my ass is as full and round as my breasts.

It was just supposed to be once, just curiosity driving me. Were my breasts as good as I thought they were, or my areola and nipples too large and unattractive? I’d taken a picture of my breasts in the sexiest bra I could find, a red lacy push up. Then one without the bra, my nipples hard from the excitement of what I was doing. Careful to keep my face well out of the picture, it had taken a few before I was satisfied. Creating a throwaway handle, I’d posted the pictures and gone back to bed.

The next morning I went about my day as I normally would. On my lunch break I decided to surf the site to see if there were any responses, hoping for at least more than a handful. Clicking on the mail icon, I was astonished at the number of responses, almost four hundred, mostly men, and even a few women sent me messages. Message after message had remarked on my body, all of them positive, some had been witty and thankful, others perverse and raunchy in their appreciation. Several had included pictures of their dicks, hard they swore, just for me. Reading them, I’d been shockingly turned on and stunned to realize I was wet at the responses to my body.

Embarrassed and grateful that I’d eaten lunch at my desk, I tucked my phone into my desk and forced myself to try to focus on work. Yet, only a few minutes later I found myself in the restroom, unable to focus because of how wet I was. As I ran the toilet paper over myself I was stunned at how turned on I became at the pressure over my now swollen tissues. Need hit me and I did something I’d never even contemplated before. I widened my legs and touched myself, there. With only a few light touches to my clitoris I was gasping in a shockingly strong orgasm. My hands trembled in shame as I wiped again and quickly got myself together. I washed my hands, grateful no one else was in the other stall. I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror.

The day had been hard to get through and I left right at five, which wasn’t my normal time. Most of the young accountants in the firm, trying their hardest to advance, were usually there until six-thirty or seven, despite coming in at eight. That day I hadn’t even hesitated. I left without even a goodbye to my friend and coworker Claire, with whom I usually walked out of the building.

My body began to hum as I made my way home and I’d shut the door with a bang. Undressing as I went, I pulled off my black blazer and boring gray shell. By the time I was in my bedroom, I was pushing down my black skirt and plain white briefs. Tumbling down into bed, I reached into the bedside table and pulled out my vibrator. I worked the clasp of my tan serviceable bra and freed my tight, swollen breasts. My nipples were hard and I tugged and twisted them as the vibrator moved inside me easily, no lube was needed, as it so often was. My mind ran through the pictures, at the thought of all those men hard for me. It wasn’t long before I hit my climax and floated away in a sea of awe at the response.

Despite the promise that it was just that once, I started on an addictive merry-go-round. It had taken a week of daily messages begging for another post or even a private viewing before I gave in and posted another picture of my bare breasts in the bright morning light. My body, so long ignored, came alive and was greedy for the attention. Overnight, I’d gone from about once a month sessions of touching myself and sometimes using my vibrator, to two or even three times a week. After another week, I gave in and pulled down my panties and took pictures of my pussy, open and with my fingers playing inside. Again, I was careful to keep my face out of the picture. I’m bare, due to laser treatments to prevent recurring issues with painful ingrown hairs not because I thought it was sexy. Although I know it was what men found attractive. My messages tripled, begging for more, for contact and my number. Overwhelmed I’d backed away and stopped for almost a month.

Then it happened. Another night of insomnia drove me to my computer. Calling myself an idiot I clicked on the message icon. My vibrator had also been given time off, but I pulled it out then. Clicking through the messages, the pictures, I once again found moisture pooling at my core. After so long ignored, my body went into overdrive and I’d been almost frantic for my orgasm. It had been so strong I couldn’t hold back the scream from it and it had been several long minutes before I could even move. When I could, I looked down to see the vibrator half inside and half outside of me, and visibly coated with my juices. I took a picture then. The first one was perfect and I posted it with my thanks.

From there I didn’t look back or hesitate. Always careful to keep my face out of the pictures, I began to post almost weekly. Usually, on the weekend, as I lay in bed before I started my day. Sometimes, as I ran errands or went about my day on the weekend, I’d take a picture in the restroom of a restaurant or store. Slowly, I also began to change other things. Instead of the serviceable bras and panties, bought more for comfort than pleasure, I began shopping for matching sets, silky and sexy. Then came other lingerie I had never even considered before. Some sheer and others lacy, baby dolls and teddies, and the most sinfully sexy of all, a garter belt and different types of stockings. The cost had caused me to bite my lip as they were rung up. Yet, as I wore them below my boring librarian-like work clothes and even more boring jeans and plain tee shirt weekend clothes, they felt worth every penny.

It’s him, right at the top there are two messages from him. Once again, I curse my stupidity for my throwaway handle, AbbyinAustin. His name is Jack Morgan, he’s here in Austin and it sounded as if he was even nearby in south Austin. For the last three months, we’ve been exchanging messages. Almost immediately, his messages caught my attention and I was turned on by him. His messages were just right for me, as far as I was concerned. Appreciative and just a little dirty, he was also funny and sarcastic, which I liked.

He told me he’d made an album of my pictures and stroked his cock to them nearly every day since he found me three months ago. Then he heightened the appeal. He started writing me scenes of what he would do to me once we met, and they made me wet and wanting. What he wrote wasn’t crude or raunchy, it was deeply sensual and evocative. Then he could be naughty and playful, and he would use just the right amount of dirty words. Even though I knew I shouldn’t, I began responding to him, just as naughty and dirty as he was.

Slowly, we chatted about things other than sex, things like movies, books, television, what was happening in the news or on the website. It felt so different with him and I was just as eager to hear his complaints about traffic as his compliments of the picture I’d taken of my breasts. I knew he felt the same, because he’d been angling for my number and a meeting for the last few weeks. I’d put him off again, and again, but it isn’t easy because added to all the other things—he’s gorgeous.

He hadn’t been shy and sent several pictures of himself, his body, his face, and especially his dick. He has olive toned skin that easily tanned, showing he spent a lot of time out in the sun. His hair is black, clipped short, it fit his strong chiseled face. A brow, thick and heavy, appears almost at odds with such a thin classical nose, but his cheekbones are sharp, softened only by his beautifully molded lips. Brown eyes that are soft and look as sweet as chocolate make him appealing just to look at. Then he sent pictures of his body, I drooled like a school girl. Jack’s body is amazing. he is built with a very visible six-pack below a smattering of chest hair, and he looks strong, his arms thick with muscle but just short of overdone. And his dick, dear lord he has reason to be proud it, he is long and thick, he told me nine inches. I shuddered at the idea of something so large inside me. He looked thick around, more than two inches around for sure. As far as I was concerned it was never going to happen, but he made me want it, I can’t deny that.

With a sigh, I delete his messages unread, and wonder what the hell I’m doing. I can’t keep responding to him. It isn’t right if I know I’m not going to meet him. It seems too much like teasing and it isn’t fair to him. Then I look at all the other unread messages. What am I doing period? Am I ready to get involved with someone? Almost immediately my mind recoils at the thought, no, not yet. It doesn’t matter it would going on six years, the answer is a very firm no. Then what am I doing? I had been doing it for almost six months now, when was I going to stop or take it farther? Closing the laptop, not answering any of the messages, I get up to take a shower. I don’t know and it’s not something I’m ready to answer yet.
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Rolling over I swear at the time, and the ringing phone. I’m sure of whom it is. I want to ignore it but I answer anyway. I’m not surprised to hear Claire saying my name before I even open my mouth to say hello.

“I hate you.” I groan, closing my eyes against the sunlight streaming through the window.

“Abby, I’m sorry. Please don’t hate me.”

“I have every right to hate you. This is going to be the fourth out of seven times you are canceling on plans that you suggested. As if that weren’t bad enough, you’re calling me at eight in the morning when you know I like to sleep in on the weekend until at least nine. I repeat, I hate you.”

“Ughh, Abby I think this is it. I really think he’s going to ask me to marry him. I’m sure of it. A drive to Fredricksburg, just for the fun of it. Please don’t hate me. Our anniversary is in two weeks, six years, I’m sure this is it.”

I sigh and don’t say what I really want to say. Instead, I say no big deal, have fun, and hang up. Rolling over I bury my face in the pillow. Daryl is never going to ask Claire to get married, the man is an egotistical, vain, control freak. More than likely, it is just another attempt to make sure he has Claire in check, rather than a desire to drive anywhere. Whenever Claire makes plans without checking with him first, it’s a move Daryl pulls. I hate Daryl with a passion. He has hit on me repeatedly. I have no doubt he cheats on Claire. Added to that, he’s a cop who thinks his word is law, I hate controlling men and I really dislike cops.

I had a roommate when I first moved to Austin who dated a cop. He’d been close-mouthed, rude, and very controlling of my roommate. I’ve had enough of controlling men to last a lifetime. I don’t want to be anywhere near them and found excuses to stop visiting Claire at home when Daryl was there, or any other event where Daryl might be. I once did a shitty job of hinting to Claire that she could do better. It resulted in our first major fight. I apologized, and learned to keep my mouth shut ever since.

The phone in my hand vibrates. It’s a text from my mother checking in. I respond, and after a short volley of texts, my mother ends with a kiss and hug, and a warning to be careful. A bitter laugh escapes me. If anyone needs to be careful, it’s my mother. I’m not the one who might end the day in carefully hidden bruises if I angered my father. My mind twirls as I think of the two women who have shown me just how lucky I am to not have a man in my life. I give up on sleep, push out of bed and make my way to the shower, grateful to be very single.

Sipping my second cup of coffee, I’m bored and now that Claire has cancelled, I’m at loose ends. My condo is clean, laundry done, and groceries purchased. The last two things done last night, to make time for the movie and lunch previously scheduled with Claire. For a moment I consider going to the movie alone, but it’s opening weekend and would be packed, so I shake my head. My laptop is calling to me but I don’t want to spend the day hiding in front of it. Instead, I open the door to my third story balcony, and look out over winding south Lamar. I have a tiny bistro set, and I love to have coffee there on the weekends. It’s fun to watch south Lamar overspill with cars, buses, people on bikes, and the often interesting-looking hipster walking and waiting for a bus. Finishing my coffee, I make the decision, it’s off to the bookstore.

Back in the bedroom, I dress carefully. My bra and panties are a sheer baby blue with white lace around the edges. My skirt is a flirty schoolgirl plaid in red and black and skims just two inches past my ass. I pick out a tight, red, silky button-down blouse, leaving the top three buttons undone, my cleavage begs for attention. To heighten the appeal I add a diamond circle necklace that ends just as the valley of my breasts begin. I consider the stockings and garter belt. Then shake my head that would be too much.

In my bathroom, I pat on powder to prevent oil but only put on a dark red lipstick. I’ve often been called pretty without the need for makeup, a few times beautiful, and I shrug it off. For me, I only appreciate not fussing with it all. The few times I tried in high school, the result was far from what I wanted. I have a heart-shaped face with dark blue eyes and my long hair is naturally a light sandy-blonde. It fits my easily tanned golden skin. I think my nose is too small and pert and my mouth too wide and full. I am, however, grateful for round, high cheekbones that never need blush. I look like neither my mother nor my father, but I do look very much like my father’s mother. Which is a disappointment, because I really hate the woman. So when people compliment my looks, I take no enjoyment from it.

Running the flat iron through my hair, it takes about ten minutes for the light waves to disappear. Brushing it out, the ends reach the curve of my breasts and I wonder if it’s time for another haircut. I’m lazy about haircuts. I use the expensive salon shampoo and conditioner, and I’m lucky to have hair that’s lush and soft. I receive compliments no matter how long it’s been since my last cut. I prefer it just to graze my shoulders but I’ve been busy for the last few months. Adding a product to smooth out fly-aways I shrug. I’ll think about it.

Picking out sandals with just the slightest heel, I can see my pedicure from last week still looks good and the dark red goes well with my top and lipstick. Although there is a used bookstore nearby where I usually buy most of my books, I make my way to the big name bookstore a few miles from my place. The aisles are larger and easier to browse, and I like the coffee in the café inside the store.

The parking lot is packed, and I have to park a bit away from the store. I’m turned on by the wind picking up my skirt. Spending about a half hour browsing, I encounter several appreciative glances and one longing stare. It isn’t long before the attention sends me into the restroom. Already occupied by a mother and daughter, I go into the stall and take three pictures there, even though it’s more of a turn on to do it in front of the mirror, where I could get caught. My first one I’m bending over showing my impressive cleavage, the next one I
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